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        Chef February Winters hates Valentine’s Day. She refuses to open her restaurant for it. Until the critics say that she can’t, so of course she must. But planning the perfect V-day menu eludes her.

         

        Jax Dillon is a hacker, but for the past three months they’ve been tending bar. And on the lookout for a rogue spy. Truth be told, they’ve spent more time looking at the stunning head chef.

         

        Feb’s been looking Jax’s way too, and the two mix up a sublime V-day concept. But when the big day arrives, Feb finds her restaurant full of bounty hunters and assassins. And when the spy she thought was a critic takes her three stars—and Jax—hostage, Feb must cook the meal of her life to win back culinary glory and the bartender (er, hacker?) who’s stolen her heart. Good thing she’s a real chef.

         

        The Accidental is a prequel novella in the Redemption Inc. series. This sapphic romantic suspense features a non-binary hacker and the grumpy rising-star chef who accidentally finds herself in love and in the espionage pressure cooker.
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      The Accidental was previously published as Under the Table, as part of the Accidentally Undercover multi-author series. No substantive changes or additions have been made from the prior publication. It has been retitled, recovered, and rereleased as a prequel novella in the Redemption Inc. series.
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      February Winters.

      As much as Feb loved her parents, she cursed them daily for that particular gift. According to them, it was in honor of her February fourteenth birthday. Valentine, they’d said, was too on the nose. And February wasn’t? If she had to guess, her dad had caught a case of Captain Obvious from all that John Madden Football he’d played, and after thirty-six hours of labor, her mom had been too damn tired to care.

      The name was hell as a kid, and it only got more hellish as she climbed the professional kitchen ladder. Food critics loved a punny headline, and February Winters was a picnic basket full of fucking eye rolls.

      February is Not for Lovers.

      WinterHell’s Kitchen.

      February’s Cold Winter.

      All because she refused to open Under the Table, her baby, a shining star of the San Francisco food scene, on Valentine’s Day. Because she refused to serve some boring as fuck prix fixe menu like every restaurant was expected to do that one night a year when everyone took their sweetheart out for dinner.

      One, she didn’t do sweethearts.

      Two, it was her birthday.

      Three, it was everything Under the Table wasn’t.

      But this year . . . she decided to do it. On her terms.

      Even a date with her maybe-sweetheart after.

      Her terms, however, did not include hiding under the table at her restaurant by the same fucking name, but there she was.

      Feb was not looking forward to tomorrow’s punny headlines.
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      The week before . . .

      Feb spun on the barstool in her chef’s nook, flipping her pen around her thumb and watching through the interior glass window as her staff glided around the kitchen. No service tonight; just an afternoon of planning and mise en place for the week ahead. The music was turned up, the vibe relaxed, all smiles and shit talk, everyone productive without the stress of incoming tickets. Would the bomb Feb was about to drop destroy a perfectly good Monday?

      A flash of icy blue drew Feb’s gaze to her head bartender weaving through the rows of stations, sampling this or that bite the chefs offered. Dylan Jacks had joined them three months ago, and they’d spent more time in the kitchen than any bartender Feb had ever worked with. They didn’t need to be at the restaurant more than a couple of hours each Monday. Just enough time to prep and stock the bar and let Feb know if they were running low on anything. But Dylan was usually there longer, spending extra time in the kitchen, chatting and tasting and taking notes on their personal tablet, and then like clockwork, the cocktail menu was updated every Tuesday to reflect the week’s ingredients. Expertly so. All of Dylan’s drinks were amazing, sophisticated but edgy, surprising yet comforting, and all exactly the vibe Feb wanted for Under the Table.

      Exactly the vibe Feb would use to describe Dylan as well. Their mohawk defied gravity and had been candy-cane striped for the holidays before the pale wintery blue it was now. The tunnels and plugs in their ears were usually jeweled to match whatever lipstick Dylan wore that day. And their wardrobe straddled a seemingly impossible line—on off days and prior to service, they dressed the part of nerd in button-downs and funny ties, always with their tablet tucked under their arm, but behind the bar, they were the coolest person you’d ever meet in head-to-toe leather.

      They’d once offered to dress more formally for service, but Feb had shot the suggestion down. Contradictions fascinated her. She’d decorated UTT’s entire dining room with them, from the painted black cement floors and soft pewter walls, to the navy, magenta, and purple velvet booths and chairs, to the bright white shiplap roof that arched over the entire space. Dylan, an equally fascinating contradiction, fit right in behind the room’s centerpiece, a bar made from the same live edge wood as the tables in the rest of the dining room. Together, the two—Dylan and the bar—had starred in more than a few of Feb’s dreams lately.

      But as Feb glanced again at her chef’s notebook, at the blank page under the scribbled heading V-day Menu, she wondered if her obsession with contradictions had gone too far. Had her determination to be contrary outpaced the practical, at least where her culinary imagination was concerned? Because her subconscious sure as fuck hadn’t provided any inspiration on the V-day menu since she’d decided to be, well, contradictory. Thankfully, she’d surrounded herself with chefs more talented than herself.

      Drawing her phone out of her pocket, she opened the app that controlled the restaurant’s music and lowered the kitchen volume. Heads swiveled in her direction as she slid off her stool, exited the nook, and came to stand in front of the expeditor’s station. She tossed her notepad onto the slab of colorful mosaic tile she’d laid by hand, her own finishing touch made three years ago, finished barely in time to open the doors. She felt more nervous—more lost—now than she’d ever been then. “I don’t know how to do this.”

      Her sous-chef, Adi, straightened from where she and Dylan were sampling a kohlrabi noodle bowl she’d been working on the past few days. “Do what?”

      “A Valentine’s Day menu.”

      Adi dropped her spoon, Dylan choked on their slurp of noodles, and more gasps echoed around the kitchen. At the pastry station in the cold nook, a surprised Lacey cursed and squeezed her piping bag so hard she drowned a cupcake in yuzu frosting. “We’re working Valentine’s Day?” she squeaked.

      “If you’ve already made plans, keep them.” This was the third V-day since UTT had opened, and Feb had been staunchly opposed the past two years. If she opened without a prix fixe, she’d catch hell from the special occasion diners who managed to snag a reso, only to balk at the price tag and too adventurous ingredient list. If she opened with a prix fixe, her conscience would revolt, and their regular clientele would whisper she was selling out. Damned if she did, damned if she didn’t, so for the past two years, she’d noped out altogether. Her staff had no reason to think this year would be any different. Hell, she’d said as much when Dylan had asked her about it last week. Feb wouldn’t penalize Lacey or anyone for their absence on what was typically a night off; she wouldn’t say no to any extra hands, though. “But if you’re available that night, yes, we’re going to open, and I could use your help. Assuming I can sort a menu.”

      “Well,” Juan said from his sauce station, “what do you love about Valentine’s Day?”

      “Nothing.”

      “About romance?” Chloe asked as she slid a bowl of roasted chickpeas onto the tiles beside Feb’s notepad.

      “I’ve had two relationships. Both went about like hollandaise. Pretty for a hot minute before it breaks.” She tossed a few of the crunchy chickpeas into her mouth and delighted at the pop of flavor on her tongue, smoky heat from the ancho chili powder but with a touch of spicy brightness on the finish. “These are excellent, Clo. The sumac is a nice touch.”

      “Thank you, chef.”

      “Isn’t your birthday on Valentine’s Day?” Adi asked.

      “Let me tell you how much fun that was growing up. The amount of pink stuffed toys I received from relatives . . .” She rolled her eyes with a groan, then gestured at herself. “Have you ever seen me wear a scrap of pink?” Black constituted ninety percent of her wardrobe, the other ten percent blues and grays. Even UTT’s chefs’ coats were black.

      “What did you do with them?” Juan asked. “All the pink toys?”

      “Sent them with my mom to the animal hospital.”

      Adi served up an “Aww” with a heaping side of sarcasm, and Feb flicked a chickpea at her for the sass.

      Everyone laughed, including Dylan, who strolled across the kitchen to the opposite side of the expeditor’s station. They gestured at the notepad. “May I?” At Feb’s nod, Dylan picked up the pad and pen. “What do you hate about Valentine’s Day?”

      “Pink.”

      More laughter, but all of Feb’s attention was riveted on the upturned corners of Dylan’s plum-painted lips. She idly wondered if they were soft and if they tasted like plum too. “Okay, what else?” Dylan asked.

      “What else what?”

      Dylan smirked, hitching that smile higher. “Valentine’s Day. The bad.”

      Blinking, she wrenched her attention from Dylan’s lips and met their gaze as she began ticking off “the bad” on her fingers. “It’s so commercialized. It makes people believe that’s the only night someone deserves to feel special. It makes people without partners feel not special. And it makes aromantic and some ace folks feel wrong.”

      The kitchen went silent, Dylan scratching notes on the pad the only sound in the rarely so quiet space. After another moment, Dylan laid down the pen and handed the pad to Feb.

      Solo resos. Local ingredients. No pink.

      Feb glanced back up, her lips lifting to match Dylan’s smug smile. “I like it.” She slapped the notepad against her palm, then addressed her chefs. “We only do solo reservations, we use local ingredients, and nothing remotely pink leaves this kitchen.”

      “I like it too,” Adi said with a nod, then spun on her heel and clapped her hands. “All right, let’s get to work. Contest kitchen. Dishes in forty-five.”

      Dylan’s eyes grew wide as chaos erupted around them, chefs running between stations, the pantry, and the fridges. Chuckling, Feb pulled Dylan to her side of the station before they got run over. “Adi is a food competition junkie,” she explained. “Whenever we need to conceptualize something, she goes into contest mode. It usually produces spectacular results, so I’ve got no qualms with it. In fact”—she handed the pad back to Dylan—“I might get in on this one. I’ve got an idea.”

      “I can’t wait to taste it.” The heat in their sparkling green eyes sent Feb’s mind racing a different direction, fantasies unspooling of the bar, Dylan, and what else they could taste. Dylan’s next words unraveled more. “I’ll also toss that bottle of pink hair dye I bought yesterday.”

      Now that was something pink Feb would love to see—the ultimate contradiction. She lifted a hand to push back a strand of Dylan’s mohawk that had fallen forward but caught herself at the last second. By the flare of fire in Dylan’s gaze, she was pretty sure the contact would be welcome, but she was also pretty sure she shouldn’t be doing so here, in front of the rest of the staff. “I like it this frosty blue,” she said, lowering her hand to rest next to Dylan’s on the tiles, their fingers brushing. “But I think if anyone is edgy enough to temper some pink, it’d be you.”

      Dylan’s fiery gaze melted into something darker and more elemental. “Not sure temper is the word you’re looking for.”
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        * * *

      

      Each week at the restaurant had a natural, familiar rhythm to it. Monday planning and prep, then a steady ramp-up to the weekend rush. This Thursday, though, felt more like a Friday, the restaurant packed, the kitchen in high gear, the team working best when they were innovating.

      Feb had been so engrossed in the kitchen that she hadn’t made her usual guest rounds, which was how she’d almost missed two of her favorite people dining with them tonight. If she hadn’t been standing next to Lacey when the dessert order came down the line—mango white chocolate panna cotta, no mint—she would have missed her friends completely.

      “Amanda, so good to see you.” She set the dessert plates on the table, the yuzu custard cupcake for Amanda, the panna cotta sans mint for her husband. “And Justin, you’re glowing.” She leaned in to hug them both, then slid into the chair across from Justin. “Everything good with the twins?”

      He patted his extended belly, the baby bump prominent under his lavender suit and tie. Last time Feb had seen the married chefs at their restaurant, Diamond, Justin had just started showing. “Rooter and Tooter are great,” he said, unleashing the Texas drawl he usually reined in.

      Amanda rolled her eyes and stole a bite of his dessert. “We are not naming our children Rooter and Tooter.”

      He popped the back of her hand with his spoon. “Keep stealing my sweets, and we’ll see about that.”

      Their laughter only subsided when Dylan appeared at their table with a tray of drinks, a flute of sparkling plum wine for Amanda, decaf coffee for Justin, and a whiskey for Feb. “You need anything else?” they asked.

      “You two good?” Feb asked their guests. At her friends’ nods, she smiled again at Dylan, coveting tonight’s wine-red lipstick and matching gauge earrings. “We’re good, thanks.”

      Justin’s gaze tracked Dylan all the way back to the bar before he swung his dark, knowing stare Feb’s direction. “So,” he drawled. “Valentine’s Day have anything to do with the cute bartender?”

      As she considered how much to confess, Feb sipped her new favorite rye, one Dylan had introduced her to a couple weeks back. They’d been stocking the smooth Sonoma Coast whiskey ever since, and each night when Feb started her evening rounds, Dylan would bring her a glass. “I am interested,” Feb admitted. “But they aren’t the reason I’m opening for Valentine’s Day. That’s me giving two middle fingers to the critics.”

      Justin cackled. “That tracks.”

      “I loved what you did with the solo reservations,” Amanda said.

      “Should make it easy for that Render critic to go unnoticed, assuming he’s still in town.”

      Feb bobbled her glass, nearly spilling her whiskey. “What Render critic?”

      “Pretty sure we had one at Diamond last night,” Justin said. “Reso was under Jacob Pappas?” he asked Amanda.

      She nodded. “Average height, not an average body.” She hummed her appreciation, and Justin tipped his mug in agreement. “Beefy, dark curls and darker eyes. Way too good-looking to be there alone.”

      “We tried to take him home and the blush on that bronze skin . . . Mmm!” He shimmied in his seat. “Almost as good as this panna cotta.”

      “I’ve seen a lot of food critics in my life, but never one that hot.”

      Feb chuckled at her friends’ amusing back-and-forth, the two of them always on the hunt, but inside, her stomach was on a roller coaster. Justin must have noticed, his hand lightly covering hers on the table. “Hon, you okay?”

      She shook her head. “Not really. I need to go see if Pappas is on the reservations list.” Standing, she kissed both their cheeks before tossing back the rest of her whiskey and hauling ass across the dining room to the bar.

      Dylan saw her coming, their eyes wide with concern. “What’s wrong?”

      “Is there a Jacob Pappas on the list for Valentine’s?”

      They grabbed the backbar tablet out of its holder and, after a couple taps, glanced back up at Feb. “Nine o’clock. Last seating.”

      She closed her eyes and tipped back her head, cursing the ceiling and whoever was up there giving her two middle fingers. “Fuck!”
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        * * *

      

      Feb surveyed the kitchen one last time before flicking off the lights and making her way up the short, inclined breezeway to the dining room. While staff usually exited the back through the locker room, she’d learned a long time ago that if she didn’t do a back-to-front walk-through on her way out, she’d spend the night worried that the espresso machine in the breezeway station was still on, or that the beer taps behind the bar were dripping, or that the front door wasn’t locked. That her pride and joy, one way or another, would be destroyed by morning. She needed to lay eyes and hands on all the potential hazards on her way out or else she’d toss and turn all night and risk burning the place down herself the next day from exhaustion.

      Espresso machine confirmed off, she continued on to the dining room—and stumbled to a stop at finding one of the barstools still occupied. Dylan sat angled toward the kitchen, their sticker-covered personal tablet propped up with a keyboard stand, Feb’s favorite bottle of rye and two glasses waiting beside it.

      “You’re still here?” Feb said as she wove through the tables.

      Dylan eyed her over the screen. “So are you.”

      Feb tossed her coat and bag out of the way on another stool, then climbed onto the one beside Dylan. She flicked her gaze at their tablet. “What are you doing?”

      “Researching Jacob Pappas, which is definitely an alias.”

      Alias, not fake name. She’d noticed that about Dylan before; the precise way they spoke at certain times, usually about process or procedure, especially if it involved legal matters. Feb wondered if someone in their family was an attorney or in law enforcement. But that seemed too personal a question to ask without buildup, so she started with the safer, more immediate topic at hand. “That’s the way Render critics work,” she explained as she filled their glasses. “They can’t let anyone know who they are or what they do. I only happen to know Pappas may be one because of Amanda and Justin.”

      Dylan closed the tablet and pushed it aside. “You seem calmer now.”

      “We stick with the plan. It’s a good one.” She was still nervous—she’d been waiting for a Render review for years—but she was more confident than ever in her team and her concept. “I’d be a helluva lot more fucked if we’d planned the boring prix fixe.”

      “Truth,” Dylan said with a raised glass.

      Feb clinked hers against it, then took a healthy swallow of the smooth, coastal rye. She leaned back against the padded barstool, eyeing Dylan’s tablet again. “Who’s the sticker fiend?”

      Dylan’s grin brimmed over with affection. “My niece,” they said as they traced the giant clover at the center. “Her other aunt started her on stickers last St. Patrick’s Day. It’s been hell or hilarious ever since—jury’s still out. Her dads’ devices are completely covered.”

      “They’re here in the city? Your family?”

      They circled their hand in the air. “Around the Bay Area.”

      A local, then. As a transplant, Feb was always looking for a local’s favorites. Locals knew where the good shit was buried—down this or that alley, tucked in beside one or the other storefront. They had their own map, separate and apart from the one critics and media pushed. “What’s your favorite place to eat here?”

      They shimmied in their seat. “We’re sitting in it.”

      “Flatterer.” Feb hid her pleased smile behind the rim of her glass, taking another sip before asking, “What’s number two, then?”

      “Angelica’s Bakery.”

      Whiskey sloshed over the rim of Feb’s glass as she banged it on the bar. “That place is insane. The mistletoe cannoli . . .” She mimed a chef’s kiss, and even that wasn’t praise enough for the best dessert—the best bakery—in town. She was only sad the too-short window for mistletoe cannoli had passed.

      “They work well as bribes,” Dylan said with a wink.

      “You’ve tried that?”

      “More like I was the bribed. Totally worth it.”

      Feb refilled their glasses. “It’s good you have family around.”

      “I didn’t always.” Feb cocked a brow before she could stop herself from being nosy, but Dylan waved off her unspoken apology with an intentional flitter of their fingers, each nail painted a different color of the nonbinary pride flag. “My bio-fam kicked me out when I was a teen.”

      “Dyl—”

      They shook their head and, improbably, smiled, as wide and affectionate as before when they’d spoken about their niece. “Best thing that ever happened to me. Sucked that first year I bounced around homeless, but I ended up in a queer teen shelter, and that was where I found my real family. I wouldn’t have the family I chose without the ones who didn’t choose me.”

      Feb swirled the rye in her glass, mimicking the guilt that swirled in her gut. “Now I feel like an ass for daily cursing mine for my name.”

      Dylan leaned in, their breath whispering across the side of Feb’s face, their voice teasing and close. “They kind of deserve that one.”

      Feb laughed, the tense moment broken by the quick, dry wit she’d come to depend on the past few months. Feb thanked them by sharing the highlights of growing up February Winters. More laughter carried her and Dylan through another round of drinks, Feb starting to feel it, suspecting she’d feel it even more tomorrow morning, but she was too intrigued by Dylan to let this moment go. She wanted to get to know them better, had wanted to since they’d first walked through UTT’s doors, but Feb was shit at making time outside the kitchen, especially for dates. Hell, even for friendships. But here, now, was the perfect opportunity to get to know one of the most intriguing people she’d met in . . . she couldn’t remember how long.

      And Dylan seemed intrigued by her too, more than happy to continue to get to know her better. “They treat you well, though, your family?” they asked.

      “Incredibly,” Feb answered with her own smile. “I’m lucky. They didn’t blink when I said I wanted to cook for a living, didn’t balk when I left Beaverton to move down here, and never once judged me for who I love.” Her parents had only ever cheered her on, the loudest of her fans.

      “Even if those relationships ended as broken hollandaise?”

      She flopped back in her stool with a dramatic sigh. “They were so disappointed it didn’t work out with Marissa. Mom thought she was the one.” Marissa was a med student at UCSF, sweet, well-mannered, a dynamo in bed. Crazy busy, same as Feb. Neither of them took offense at the other’s lack of time, but with virtually zero time together, their chemistry in the bedroom had zero time to bake into more. “As for Dad, he lobbied hard for Brett D’Moine at first.”

      Dylan slapped a hand over their mouth, barely keeping their whiskey in. Once they managed to swallow, they barked out a laugh. “Like the cheese? You can’t be serious?”

      “Oh, but I am,” Feb sputtered around a giggle. “The irony was not lost on anyone. Too bad he wasn’t nearly as tasty.”

      “You said at first about your dad, so when did it get stinky?”

      “Well played,” Feb said with a tip of her glass at the play on words. “Brett became my right hand in the kitchen where we both worked. I told him about the restaurant I wanted to open next. Then he stole the concept for his own place.”

      Dylan’s outraged expression was the validation every chef who’d ever been in Feb’s position—and there were plenty—craved. “He didn’t.”

      “Yep.” She polished off the rest of her drink. “At least he had the good grace to take it to SoCal. The coyote wasteland can have him.”

      “So you swore off love for good?” Dylan said, as they poured Feb another.

      “I didn’t swear off love,” she said with a flick of her hand. “I just didn’t have time to go looking for it. Making real hollandaise every day is hard enough.” She sipped at the whiskey and resteadied herself on her stool. “And if I wasn’t going to trust anyone from the kitchen again, finding time out of it became impossible once I opened this place and it started to get attention.”

      “And your heart didn’t.”

      “Heart, pfft.” She leaned close to Dylan and affected the same conspiratorial whisper they’d used earlier. “I’d just settle for something besides my vibrator between my legs.”

      Feb giggled—until she noticed Dylan wasn’t laughing. Those green eyes were fixed on her, their intense gaze fiery again, sending a zing right to where Feb used that vibrator. She giggled again, then pressed the back of her hand to her lips, trying to stop the words from tumbling out. “Did I just say that?”

      Dylan’s green gaze darkened. “You did.”

      “Too much whiskey.” And if she didn’t get off this stool right now, she was going to lean the rest of the way forward and break her own rule about smooching colleagues from the kitchen. She spun the opposite direction and vaulted off the stool. Teetering, she stayed upright solely by the grace of Dylan’s hands around her biceps, their warm, compact body pressed against her back, their hot breath floating into the valley behind Feb’s ear.

      “Let me call you a car.”

      Feb’s shiver creeped into her words. “I can walk.”

      She was sure Dylan noticed, the bartender skating their hands down Feb’s arms, goose bumps lifting in their wake. “We can’t let anything happen to you before the Render critic gets here.” They lifted her arms from behind and braced them on the back of the adjacent stool. “You stay here. I’ll finish locking up and get the rest of the lights.” They made the lap around the dining room Feb hadn’t finished earlier, flicking off lights as they went, casting more and more of the space in shadow. They cut through it with a grace and efficiency of movement Feb only seemed to have in the kitchen. Outside of it, she was the same nerdy kid who’d tripped up the bleachers during her third-grade choir recital.

      Dylan ducked beneath the bar flip and strolled the length of the bar, checking all the taps were off and the top-shelf whiskey case secure.

      The bar.

      Dylan wasn’t really in the kitchen. It wouldn’t really be breaking any of Feb’s rules to taste those wine-red lips and feel Dylan’s body more firmly pressed against hers.

      “Car should be here shortly,” Dylan said as they emerged from behind the other end of the bar, near where Feb waited. And waited, holding her tongue, letting the silence draw Dylan closer. “Feb, you okay?”

      “There’s another reason I haven’t gone looking for a relationship lately.” She shifted her weight from the stool to the person in front of her, looping her arms over their shoulders and resting her cheek against theirs, whispering her confession in Dylan’s ear. “I haven’t wanted to since you walked through my door.”
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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