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      According to the bro code, enacted by Evan and Logan years ago, sisters are out. However, Lacy isn’t about to let a silly boyhood pact stand between her and the man she’s wanted for twenty years.

      

      She’s waited for him long enough. Logan thinks she’s too sweet to give him what he needs. He’s about to learn as far as Lacy’s concerned, in bed or out, nothing is off-limits.
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      One year earlier…

      

      “Closing time,” Lacy Sparks said, gently tapping on Logan’s shoulder. He’d been looking down at his beer so long he had almost forgotten where he was.

      “I thought maybe you’d found a way to sleep with your eyes open,” she teased.

      He glanced up at her, and then let his gaze wander around the restaurant. He was surprised to find the place empty. Where the hell did everyone go?

      Her cousin, Macie was behind the bar, wiping the counter and he could hear Sydney in the kitchen, washing dishes. Lacy had already cleaned the dining area and he hadn’t noticed them doing any of it.

      “Sorry.”

      “No problem. I’ll walk you home,” she offered.

      Logan wasn’t drunk. Not even close. After all, he’d nursed the last still-full beer for over an hour. But he wasn’t going to turn down the offer of company. Especially Lacy’s. She was one of the reasons he’d returned to Sparks Barbeque tonight. He’d been here earlier with her brother, Evan. His best friend since first grade, Evan had picked him up after work and declared they were going out for happy hour. His friend had been hell-bent on cheering him up. After all, Logan had just gotten dumped. For the first time.

      Logan had dated lots of girls, but in the end, he’d always been the heartbreaker because none of them had captured his affections. Until he met Jane.

      He should consider himself lucky. Not many men made it too the ripe old age of thirty-three without ever having their hearts ripped out. Of course, the more he thought about it, the more he realized it wasn’t his heart Jane had just tromped all over. It was his pride. His heart had walked out of the relationship about six months ago.

      He and Evan had eaten dinner, kicked back a few beers and then Evan had dropped him off at his place. Logan had taken one look around the quiet apartment and then walked the two blocks back to the restaurant. He preferred noise to silence, and there was something very soothing about Lacy’s Uncle TJ’s off-color stories, Macie’s boisterous laughter, and the sweet way Lacy kept stopping by to check on him. When he was with the Sparks family, it was easy to forget what ailed him. The pressure that had taken permanent residence on his chest since Jane moved out last week lifted when he was here.

      “Logan?”

      God. He shouldn’t have bothered coming back. He was shitty company. “Sorry,” he repeated.

      Lacy reached out to clasp his hand, giving it a quick, comforting squeeze. “You ready to go?”

      He nodded. “Yeah, but shouldn’t I be offering to walk you home?”

      She grinned. “I live five blocks from here and I walk myself home every night. Besides, your place is on my way.”

      Logan reached for his wallet, but she waved off his money when he tried to pay for the beer. “It’s on me.”

      “Lace.”

      Rather than fight about it, she simply pulled her jacket on and walked to the front door leaving him no choice but to follow. “Night, Macie,” she called out.

      “Night, y’all,” her cousin replied wearily. It had been a busy night at the restaurant and they were exhausted.

      Once they stepped out onto the sidewalk, Lacy decided to take the bull by the horns. “I know you’re upset about Jane. If you ever need someone to talk to, I’m a pretty good listener.”

      There was no debating that. While he’d been Evan’s friend growing up, once they became adults, Lacy had stopped being the kid sister and became a friend in her own right. She was one of the most upbeat people he’d ever met. An eternal optimist. Logan liked the humor and positive energy that seemed to surround her all the time.

      “I’m not sure there’s much to talk about. The breakup has been coming for a while. Not like it was a total shock.”

      “Another man?”

      He didn’t bother to lie. Logan nodded. “Yeah. Some old boyfriend from back home. Apparently they’ve been chatting on Facebook for nearly a year.”

      “Fucking Facebook,” she said with a grin.

      The joke worked. He laughed, but didn’t bother to say Jane’s flirting over social media had very little to do with what really broke up the relationship. And it certainly wasn’t anything he could explain to Lacy. Not fully anyway. God only knew what she’d say if he went into all the gory details.

      “This is probably one of those things that’s best left alone. Rehashing it won’t make it better. I just need to figure out where to go from here.”

      “So, I’ll change my offer. If you ever want to hang out and not talk about it, you know where to find me.”

      “Thanks.”

      He appreciated her kindness, but he didn’t see himself taking her up on the offer. Logan was getting out of a three-year relationship. He needed time to recover and to get his shit together. Looking at Lacy tonight, Logan felt something he didn’t want to put a word to, simply because it would be too dangerous to acknowledge.

      Once they reached the front of his apartment, he paused. “I really don’t mind walking you home, Lacy.”

      She smiled, and then reached up on tiptoe to give him a quick kiss on the cheek. “It’s Maris, Logan. I’ll be fine. Night.”

      He watched as she walked away, not turning toward his front door until she was completely out of sight.

      The second Lacy was gone, the heavy feeling he’d managed to keep at bay in the restaurant, returned, along with a new one.

      Fuck it. He called it by name. He felt tempted. By Lacy Sparks. It was going to be a long night.
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      “This isn’t Vegas.”

      Lacy rolled her eyes as Macie repeated the same sentiment she’d been muttering all night. Damn woman had been bemoaning the fact they were holding their cousin Sydney’s bachelorette party in boring old Maris, Texas, instead of Las Vegas for about six weeks now.

      “Yeah. That’s totally not getting old, Mace,” Lacy said with a sigh. “Besides, I think Sydney is handling the disappointment just fine.” She lifted her chin toward the bar, where Sydney was giggling her fool head off while sporting a short white veil, jeans and a “Kiss Me, I’m the Bride” t-shirt covered with guys’ signatures in Sharpie. She was drinking blowjob shots with sexy ranch hands, Joel and Oakley, who were only too happy to celebrate with the tipsy bride-to-be.

      “I bet she’d trade those two farm boys for male strippers any day of the week.”

      Lacy laughed. “This is Sydney’s party, not yours. I suspect she’s perfectly happy right here. We’ll go to Vegas when you get married.”

      Macie tipped back her beer. “That’s small comfort. I’ve done a thorough accounting of the stock around here and I’m fairly certain I’m never getting married.”

      Lacy found it difficult to argue with her cousin. Macie had cut a wide swath through most of the available men in Maris. Not that Macie was a slut. Quite the contrary. She was very discerning when it came to her lovers. However, she was an equal opportunity dater, which meant she didn’t turn down many requests to go out. Only a handful had ever gotten a second date. “Maybe you should widen the search, check out some neighboring towns.”

      Macie simply rolled her eyes. “Already done that.” Then, as so often happened with her cousin, Macie spotted a “squirrel” and changed topics. Shiny things constantly distracted her, too. “It’s good to see Coop out tonight.”

      Lacy glanced toward where the rancher was sitting alone, nursing a beer. “Wonder how he’s doing.”

      “Considering his wife died of breast cancer eleven months ago, I’m going to go out on a limb and say shitty.” Macie rose from her seat. “And since the pickings around here are so slim, I’m going to give up on getting lucky and go buy that man a beer. Looks like he could use some cheering up.”

      Hank Cooper had always been a regular at Sparks Barbeque, the restaurant Lacy and her cousins operated, stopping in for lunch at least once a week. However, since his wife Sharon’s death, he’d become even more regular, sitting at the bar with a sandwich, plate of fries, and a beer nearly every single night as Macie held court.

      While Macie was a terrible cook, she was one hell of a bartender. Lacy was pretty sure that, while people originally came for the delicious food Sydney and Jeannette prepared, they returned because of the fun Macie provided.

      Lacy lifted her beer for a drink as her cousin walked away and took the opportunity to survey the bar. It was the first time she’d had five minutes to herself since they began this crazy adventure. Her boisterous cousins and several of their girlfriends had surrounded her all evening as they ran through the typical checklist of bachelorette insanity, complete with tequila shots and raunchy sex toy and negligee gifts. Then they started playing some silly game that Paige had found online, where Sydney had to find guys who fit certain characteristics to sign her t-shirt. She’d found men with tattoos, piercings and facial hair quickly, and had her pick of the litter on men wearing cowboy hats and boots. So far, she’d had no luck on finding a male prostitute or a drag queen—Macie’s additions to the list, items she insisted Sydney would have found easily in Vegas.

      With the exceptions of Sydney at the bar and Macie sitting with Coop, most of their party was now out on the dance floor, shaking their booties, completely oblivious to how many cowboys currently stalked them. Lacy didn’t blame the guys. She’d always thought her cousins were beautiful women—inside and out. When they were out together in a pack, like they were now, they tended to turn more than a few heads.

      Several men got bold and attempted to break into the circle, hoping to pick one of the women off and get her away from the others. It looked like one guy had just about managed to capture Adele’s attention before she shimmied back into the fold. Obviously tonight’s unspoken theme was chicks before dicks. Which suited Lacy fine, because there wasn’t anyone here she was interested in hooking up with.

      A slow song started playing and most of the girls headed back toward the table. Only four of them made land as the rest found dance partners and stayed on the floor.

      “Damn. It’s a total meat market out there,” Amanda said as she and her girlfriend Brandi returned, along with Jeannette and Gia, who, unlike the rest of their cousins, had steady boyfriends.

      “Tell me about it. I’m pretty sure at least three different guys tried to grope my ass during that last song,” Gia added.

      Amanda laughed. “Yeah. I saw that. One was my ex, Chuck, who’s actually here with his girlfriend, Paula.”

      “Wait. You dated Chuck? Or Paula?” Jeannette asked, clearly thinking Amanda had misspoken.

      Amanda waved away Jeannette’s confusion with a grin. “Chuck, but that was way back in two thousand and straight. And believe me, if I hadn’t already realized I was into girls way more than guys, Chuck would have pushed me into full-fledged lesbianism.”

      Gia tossed Chuck a dirty look as he did some sort of obscene bump-and-grind dance with Paula. “It’s a dick move trying to feel up one woman when you’re with another.”

      “It’s late in the night.” Brandi reached for a pretzel. “The drunker these rednecks get, the more hands they’re going to grow.”

      “We should have gone to Vegas.” Amanda wrapped her arm around Brandi’s shoulders to tug her closer.

      “Not you too,” Lacy said. “I just managed to talk Macie off that ledge. Besides, you were both cool with this plan.” Amanda, Macie’s best friend all through school, and Brandi were currently saving up for their wedding. It was one of the reasons why they’d all elected to stay local for the bachelorette party rather than travel to Sin City.

      Of course, the main reason was the restaurant. They would have had to close Sparks Barbeque down this weekend if they had all ventured out of town, and that was something they only did on Thanksgiving and Christmas. They’d managed to get tonight off because Uncle TJ, along with Lacy’s aunts and her mom, had volunteered to man the place during the dinner shift so they could go out.

      Money was tight for all of them, so they had decided to stick with the tried-and-true bachelorette party, venturing to the only local bar in town, Cruisers. Given its close proximity to the highway, there was always a chance of meeting someone new, but tonight’s crowd was nothing more than the usual faces.

      Brandi pointed toward the front door. “That was before the guys decided to crash the party.”

      Lacy glanced up then scowled as her cousin Tyson and her big brother, Evan, made their way toward the table. As her Uncle TJ liked to joke, a person couldn’t shake a stick in Maris without hitting a Sparks. That was certainly a true statement. Sometimes Lacy enjoyed having such a large, close-knit family. Sometimes she felt like the only privacy she ever got was in the bathroom.

      Then she realized Evan and Tyson weren’t alone. Jeannette’s boyfriends, Luc and Diego, as well as Evan’s best friend, Logan, and a couple more of their high school buddies, Walt and Jack.

      “Couldn’t fit the groom in the car?” Gia asked sarcastically.

      Sydney’s soon-to-be husband, Chas, appeared to be the only fella who hadn’t decided to crash the party.

      Tyson looked unapologetic as he sat down next to Gia. He raised his hand to call the waitress over and asked for a round of beers as the other guys claimed the rest of the empty seats. Luc and Diego instantly flanked Jeannette, and she was clearly delighted to see them as they each took a turn kissing her.

      “You gals have been here for three hours. We decided you were probably hitting the breaking point.” Tyson looked around the bar as he spoke, no doubt doing a cousin head count.

      “And what breaking point is that?” Gia asked.

      “Either too drunk to make smart decisions or not drunk enough to deal with all the wasted cowboys. Figured it was time for reinforcements either way,” Evan explained.

      “It’s a bachelorette party, Evan,” Lacy said, all too familiar with her big brother’s tendency to take overprotectiveness to new extremes. “You can’t just barge in here like this. You’re lucky Macie hasn’t seen you yet. She’ll flip out.”

      Lacy made sure to maintain eye contact with her brother as he studied her face, letting him see how much his presence annoyed her. Unfortunately, her anger was lost on him. The cop in him was trying to visually assess how much she’d had to drink. She was the first to look away in disgust. “You’re pissing me off.”

      However, he wasn’t. Not really. Lacy loved her brother more than words could say and in truth, she was sort of glad he was here. Not because she liked him hovering—that really did drive her up the wall—but because where there was Evan, there was Logan.

      Lacy was delighted to see him out tonight. Since his breakup with Jane nearly a year earlier, he’d maintained the “stay-at-home” lifestyle he’d picked up with his ex, refusing to jump back into the dating scene.

      Instead, he spent most of his time working. He owned his own furniture business and was a genius when it came to crafting beautiful things from wood or refurbishing precious antiques. He sold both in his store on Main Street, just two blocks away from the restaurant.

      Glancing around the bar at the other men, Lacy realized that Logan would always be the yardstick by which she measured every man. So far, no one had ever come close to her ideal.

      In addition to his creative talents in the woodshop, he used to play bass in Ty’s Collective, her cousin’s bluegrass band. He could beat out one hell of a rhythm on the bass. What was it about musicians that made them so freaking irresistible and hot?

      Plus Logan wasn’t hard to look at. At all. He was six-one, with chestnut-brown hair that he wore just a touch too long, which gave him a permanent just-rolled-out-of-bed look that never failed to send her thoughts straight to sex. In addition to that—and his muscular arms and his chiseled jaw and his five o’clock shadow and his great ass—were his eyes. God. Logan had the most striking blue eyes she’d ever seen. They were ice blue, so light and piercing, she got lost in them.

      Like now.

      She blinked rapidly when she realized Logan was speaking to her. She hadn’t heard a word he’d said.

      “Lacy? Did you hear me?”

      “Um. Sorry. Music is too loud,” she lied.

      “I said I finished fixing your chaise lounge. Wondered if you wanted me to deliver it to your place sometime next week.”

      She had found a gorgeous chaise at a flea market a month earlier. Picked the thing up for a song, but it had a couple loose legs and the upholstery had been torn. She’d driven it straight to Logan’s store and asked him to fix it for her.

      “That would be great, but I can come get it.”

      He chuckled as he leaned closer. “You were lucky you got the thing to me the first time. Still can’t believe you managed to strap it to the roof of your car.”

      “It was too big for the trunk.”

      “I’ll drop it by in my truck. It’s not too heavy. Figure the two of us can get it up the stairs to your apartment on our own.”

      She nodded, delighted by the prospect of having Logan in her apartment alone. Not that it would make one iota of difference in the way he treated her.

      To Logan, she would always be Evan’s kid sister, which made her off-limits. The two idiots had actually made some sort of vow about it back when they were sophomores in high school. Evan called it their bro code, like that cliché wasn’t old and tired.

      Of course, Lacy knew their promise to not bang each other’s sisters all those years ago had had absolutely nothing to do with her, and everything to do with Logan encouraging Evan to keep his hands off his sister, Rachel.

      Rachel had been a year older than Logan and Evan, and growing up, she’d been the Maris High School It Girl. Every guy in the school—and Amanda—had been in love with her. And Rachel had been in love with at least half of them. Unlike Macie, Rachel had been a bit less discerning when it came to sex, and she’d gotten one hell of a reputation by the time she’d hit senior year.

      Lacy suspected Logan initiated the bro code as his attempt at managing to keep at least one boy out of Rachel’s pants. And Evan, because he was a good guy, had agreed to keep his hands off. Then he’d solicited the same promise from Logan.

      She figured Logan hadn’t even had to think twice before agreeing. After all, at the time, Lacy had been the annoying eight-year-old who hovered around them like a gnat that they constantly had to swat away. They had both been totally oblivious to the fact that even then she’d been in love with Logan.

      Logan had eternal dibs on her heart. He had been her first crush, her first love, and the man to occupy every sex dream she’d ever had. When she’d kissed her pillow in eighth grade, she pretended it was him, and she had at least three notebooks she’d accumulated during middle and high school that were filled with her name and his.

      Mr. and Mrs. Logan Grady. Logan and Lacy Grady. Logan + Lacy. LG heart LS.

      And the worst part about all of it was, he didn’t have a clue.

      Logan looked at her and, rather than noticing she was now an available, attractive woman of twenty-seven, he still saw the kid sister.

      Of course, it wasn’t like Logan had been looking around much. He’d been happily shacked up with Jane for three years, then mourning her departure the last twelve months.

      There had been very few people in Maris who hadn’t expected to hear wedding bells in Jane and Logan’s future, so everyone had been shocked when Jane moved out. And she hadn’t just vacated their apartment, she’d left town. Packed up her stuff and hit the road.

      Unfortunately, the rumor mill was precious low on details about the breakup, apart from her moving back home for another guy. Lacy suspected there was more. Evan, no doubt, knew what had gone down between the couple, but he would never betray a confidence and Lacy would never ask him to.

      In the end, she realized she didn’t really care why they broke up. She was just grateful as hell they had. For so many years, she feared she had missed her chance with him.

      The table became too crowded for her to continue her conversation with Logan when the rest of the women returned from the dance floor. Then Macie dragged Coop over to join them.

      Despite their protestations at the guys’ presence, Lacy had to admit the party was more fun with them there. So much so, Sydney called Chas and asked him to come join them, which he did.

      It was safe to say Lacy was having one of the best times of her life. She was surrounded by all of her favorite people in the world. Lacy’s life was pretty simple, composed of work, flea markets and yard sales, and home. Occasionally she dated, but, like Macie, she wasn’t having much luck on the boyfriend front. And since learning that Logan had broken up with Jane, she’d turned down every single guy who’d asked her out—all three of them—because in her foolish, stupid heart, she still hoped that Logan would finally notice her.

      So they drank, ate, talked, laughed and danced the night away, and even the fact that Logan had headed to the dance floor a couple of times with other women hadn’t dimmed her enjoyment of the evening.

      Eventually, the couples began to peel off. Jeannette was the first to leave with her hot firefighters. Not that anyone could blame her for being in a hurry to get home with those two. While ménages were far from the norm, Lacy couldn’t deny Jeannette, Luc, and Diego fit together perfectly.

      Sydney and Chas were the next to go. According to a very tipsy Sydney, they needed to start practicing for the honeymoon. Amanda and Brandi walked out with them.

      Over the next hour, everyone else left, the sober ones offering rides to those who had over-imbibed until it was only Logan, Evan, and Lacy left at the table.

      “Slim pickings tonight, I’m afraid,” Evan said as he slapped Logan on the back. It occurred to Lacy, her brother had brought his friend out tonight in hopes of finding him a girl. Or maybe just getting him laid.

      It took all the strength she had not to jump up and down, wave her hands around and shout, “Yoo-hoo! I’m right here.”

      Logan shrugged. “I wasn’t really looking.” He picked up his beer and took a swig, giving Evan a teasing grin as he winked at Lacy. “Let’s face it. Hottest girls here tonight were all related to you.”

      Evan chuckled. “Bro code is still in effect. I know all about you, you kinky bastard. She’s my sister.”

      Lacy felt like kicking her brother under the table. It was on the tip of her tongue to tell them she knew all about Logan’s kinks, but both men would die if they realized everything she knew. If they found out she had followed Logan one afternoon about ten years ago and gotten one hell of a sex education…

      Gladys Winthrop’s granddaughter, Yvette, had traveled from New York to spend the summer with her. Every redneck in town had honed in on the city girl about ten seconds after she crossed the city line. Strangers in Maris were few and far between and when a gorgeous woman wandered into their midst, all the guys took notice.

      However, it was Logan who had the distinct privilege of being the man to capture her attention. The two of them had been inseparable that summer—and Lacy had wanted to know why.

      Then she’d found out. Oh man, had she found out.

      She had followed the couple as they left the annual Fourth of July picnic at the public beach early and returned to Gladys’ lake house. Peering through the bedroom window, Lacy had seen Yvette on her knees, her hands bound behind her as she gave Logan a blowjob. That ended when Logan picked her up, placed her facedown over his lap and started spanking her. She might have worried, if Yvette hadn’t been begging for more, her expression one of total bliss.

      Lacy had been equal parts horrified and turned on. At seventeen, she’d only just begun to truly discover her sexuality. That day had molded her fantasies, sparked feelings she had never had the opportunity to explore, and ignited cravings she had never wanted to indulge in with anyone other than Logan.

      The deejay announced the last dance at the same time Evan’s phone rang. “It’s Annie. I need to take this.” He stepped outside to take the call from his wife, leaving her alone with Logan.

      “Want to dance?” she asked.

      He shrugged good-naturedly. “Sure. Why not?”

      She fought down her annoyance at the realization he was just humoring her.

      Then she decided it was time to set the record straight.

      Maybe he was determined to cast her in the role of little sister, and maybe he was determined to keep his hands off her because of some stupid teenage vow, and maybe he was still getting over his last girlfriend—but enough was enough.

      There was no way Logan Grady was leaving here tonight without the knowledge that she was an experienced, available, and completely fuckable woman who was more than capable of keeping up with him in the bedroom. She refused to take one more second of his condescending pats on the head that made her feel eternally eight years old.

      He took her in his arms, maintaining a polite distance that she instantly broached. He stiffened briefly as she pressed her breasts firmly against his chest. His hands rested lightly on her waist, the touch platonic, boring. She didn’t follow suit as she wrapped her hands around his neck, letting her fingers play with his hair. It was even thicker than it looked.

      Lifting up on her tiptoes, she lightly ran her lips along his neck. Logan’s hands tightened, and for a moment, she expected him to push her away. Instead, he surprised her, letting his fingers drift around her back until he’d managed to split the difference between touching her waist and her ass.

      Then he used his grip to tug her closer, letting her feel his erection pressed against her stomach—and it occurred to Lacy her plan was backfiring. She hadn’t anticipated Logan returning her touches. In her mind, she would leave him hot and bothered, his punishment for failing to acknowledge her as a woman.

      So much for that idea.

      Her pussy clenched and her nipples tightened when his hands drifted even lower, his palms molding themselves to her ass.

      Unable to resist, she glanced up and found him looking at her curiously.

      “How much have you had to drink?” he asked.

      “Not much.”

      Not enough.

      She’d been relatively sober when they’d stepped on the dance floor, but now she felt wasted, her legs stumbling, barely able to hold herself upright under his sensual touches, and her brain was fuzzy from a system overload of arousal.

      She kept one hand in his hair as the other traveled along his chest, her fingers digging into the muscles she found along the way. She didn’t stop until her hand rested on the buckle of his belt, less than an inch away from his cock.

      His hands tightened on her ass and she released a soft sigh.

      “You know what you’re doing?”

      She nodded, though she wasn’t so sure anymore. Originally, she’d thought she was seducing him. Now it felt like he was seducing her. And she was responding to it.

      He left one hand on her ass as he lifted the other to the side of her neck. He lightly ran one fingertip along the neckline of her top. The shirt dipped low, revealing a healthy amount of cleavage. Macie had taken one look at her when she’d arrived at the party and wolf-whistled at what she’d jokingly referred to as Lacy’s hootchie-mama shirt.

      Logan paused when he hit the cleavage. “Nice shirt.”

      For the first time in her life, it felt like Logan was looking at her.

      And really seeing her.

      Reaching up, she grasped the hand still hovering above her breast and pressed his palm against it. She didn’t have a clue where she’d found the outright boldness, but opportunities like this had been too few and far between. She couldn’t run the risk of Logan finding another girlfriend and moving her in for three long-ass years before she took her shot.

      He squeezed her breast roughly. The touch sent a jolt of electricity along her spine and straight to her pussy.

      “Lacy,” he whispered, his hot breath sweet from the soda he’d been drinking. “I⁠—”

      The song ended and another couple jostled against them as they left the dance floor. It forced them to break apart before he could finish his statement.

      Rather than continue, he grasped her hand and led her back to the table. Mercifully, Evan hadn’t returned. God only knew what her brother would have done if he’d caught sight of her and Logan fondling each other on the dance floor not three minutes after he’d reminded them of the bro code.
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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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