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      The minutes right before ten a.m. were by far the most nerve-racking part of Cassidy’s day. She looked around the bakery with a critical eye, searching for anything that might be out of place. The Victorian couch and two high-backed chairs that she’d reupholstered sat at the front of the store, the lines from the handheld vacuum still visible on the fabric. The mismatched tables and chairs—yard sale finds she’d painted vibrant colors—had been wiped down. The display case next to the cash register overflowed with freshly baked cupcakes, cookies, brownies, and cakes, the front of the case wiped clean of the smudges and fingerprints from yesterday. She could still smell the key lime from the cupcake of the day mixing with the more traditional scents of chocolate and vanilla.

      The minute hand on the large wall clock ticked to the upright position. Ten o’clock exactly. Cassidy took a deep breath, then flipped the sign on the glass front door from closed to open, praying she’d sell enough this month to cover her rent and basic costs—no easy feat in a town as small as Sunset Plains, where the customers were loyal but few. If her parents didn’t generously let her live at home rent-free, she’d never have been able to qualify for the bank loan that allowed her to open Cupcakes and Cowboys. And while living at home wasn’t ideal, she’d forever be grateful for their support of her dreams.

      The next half hour was quiet, with only the soft sounds of the radio to keep her company. Cassidy didn’t let the lack of customers dampen her spirits and hummed along to the country song. Mondays were always her slowest day of the week, and mornings were even slower. She sat on the stool behind the counter, using the tablet that doubled as her cash register to respond to emails, when the bell on the front door jingled.

      Cassidy looked up, her heart jumping in anticipation of her first customer of the day. The shadow against the frosted glass door was short and curvy, suggesting a woman. She hoped it was Mrs. Smith, who always bought one of the more expensive cakes to satisfy her sweet tooth. But it wasn’t elderly Mrs. Smith at the door. Anabeth Collins walked in, the morning sun highlighting her platinum curls briefly before the door swung shut. She set her sunglasses on top of her head and walked across the laminate floor, the click of her cowboy boots echoing in the empty room as her eyes took in everything. Anabeth and Cassidy hadn’t run in the same circles in high school, but they’d been friendly to each other. With a graduating class of only thirty-two students, they’d all known each other pretty well.

      “Good morning,” Cassidy said, smiling at Anabeth. She wasn’t the type to eat carbs or sugar, but her mother was a frequent customer.

      Anabeth looked around, her gaze approving. “This is a right fine shop you’ve got here. Mama talks about it a lot. I’ve been meaning to stop in.”

      Satisfaction rolled through Cassidy, reminding her once again that everything she’d gone through in the past year was worth the opportunity to live out her dream. “Thank you. I’m really happy with how it turned out. What can I do for you today?”

      Anabeth set her purse on the counter, the diamond in her engagement ring flashing. “I want you to bake my wedding cake.”

      Cassidy inhaled sharply, her chest suddenly ice cold in direct contrast to the warm June day. Her mind flashed back to the last wedding cake she’d baked and decorated—her own. She’d spent hours on the gum paste flowers and baked a tier of spice cake—Seth’s favorite—even though the smell had made her stop three times to throw up. She still didn’t know what her mama did with the cake when Seth failed to show up at the church. It had been three hundred and thirty-nine days, but Cassidy’s heart still bled every time she thought about it.

      She looked away, straightening the small stack of customer loyalty cards next to the cash register. “I don’t do wedding cakes. Sorry.”

      Anabeth let out an exasperated sigh, like Cassidy was an obstinate toddler refusing to comply with a simple request. “I know you don’t like to do them, but you did that one in high school for Bethany Edwards and it was beautiful.”

      “That was a long time ago.” Cassidy had turned down every single request since Seth left, despite how badly she needed the money.

      “A wedding cake is the focus of the reception, and I need someone I know will do a good job. Here, I have a picture.” Anabeth pulled a wrinkled paper from her purse and handed it to Cassidy. The image looked like it had been torn from a magazine, and the left edge was jagged. It showcased a five-tiered wedding cake with white fondant and elegant silver piping. Pink sugar flowers trailed down the side.

      Cassidy took a deep breath, fighting to control her emotions. It was remarkably similar to the cake she’d made for herself. Not that anyone had seen the finished product. It wasn’t like the cake had been served at a reception.

      She thought about the money the cake would bring in—enough to pay an entire month’s rent on the bakery. She’d get a thirty day reprieve from counting cupcakes and praying to sell just a dozen more so she could make the payment. But then she remembered the way panic had engulfed her when her mama said no one could find Seth. She’d clawed at her wedding dress, the tight fabric on her growing stomach forcing her to lean over a trash can and empty her stomach before her mama could undo all the buttons.

      “I can’t,” Cassidy said, forcing the words through her tight throat. “I’m really sorry. I’m happy to recommend a few alternatives.”

      “You’re the only bakery in town.”

      Like she didn’t already know that. But Sunset Plains wasn’t the only place to buy a cake. “There are lots of reputable bakeries in Tulsa. I’m sure any one of them would do an excellent job.”

      “I want to order a wedding cake from you.” Anabeth folded her arms, her lips pulling down in a pout. “I won’t have time the day before my wedding for a two-hour drive to and from Tulsa to pick up a cake. Can’t you make an exception, just this once?”

      Cassidy’s mind flashed to sitting on her bed, panic making her heart race and entire body clammy with sweat. She’d discovered blood when using the restroom. Her mother’s arms had wrapped tightly around her as she gasped, each cramp more intense than the last. She and Seth had planned to spend their wedding night at a bed and breakfast in Oklahoma City. Instead Cassidy had ended up in the small Sunset Plains emergency room without him.

      “I’m more than happy to cater the reception or provide refreshments for the bridal shower,” Cassidy said, her voice thick. “But I can’t do the cake.”

      Anabeth’s eyes flashed with anger. “I’d think a new bakery wouldn’t turn away a paying customer. I just want my wedding day to be perfect.”

      And Anabeth Collins was used to getting her way. Cassidy gripped the countertop, her composure slipping. Any wedding day that ended with the bride and groom in the same room seemed pretty perfect to Cassidy. A sick pit lodged itself in her stomach as she thought about how much money she was turning away. “I’m really sorry, Anabeth.”

      Anabeth folded her arms, her eyes narrowing into slits as she glared. “He’s in a movie, you know. With Jase Larson. I saw a trailer for it the other day.”

      Cassidy’s knees trembled. Suddenly she was back in that sterile ER hospital bed hearing the words, “The heartbeat’s gone. I’m sorry.” The stress had proved too much for the unplanned pregnancy. Even though the thought of being a mother terrified Cassidy, losing the baby and Seth all at once had devastated her. “Wh—what?”

      “It’s been a year, Cassidy. Get over it. He obviously has.”

      The words hit Cassidy like a ton of bricks as Anabeth whirled and stomped toward the door, her blonde hair swaying against her back as she yanked it open. She walked past the front window and disappeared down the sidewalk, probably heading to the pharmacy her parents owned three doors down to complain to her mother.

      Cassidy fumbled to turn on the tablet. She brought up the search engine and typed in Seth Harrington. Numerous articles appeared from various celebrity magazines. Her hand shook so badly it took three tries to properly tap the first link. The interview talked about how pleased Seth was to be in a movie with A-list actor Jase Larson, who’d taken Seth under his wing. It seemed the two had become close friends since Seth abandoned Cassidy for California.

      She tapped on one article after another. By all accounts, the movie—a romantic comedy with a love triangle between two best friends and the girl they both loved—was supposed to be one of the blockbuster hits of the summer. Why hadn’t she heard about it before now? Had she been that out of touch?

      Her finger hovered over a link for the trailer. This is what he’d abandoned her for.

      She tapped on the link. Seth filled the screen, dressed in swim trunks and facing off with a shirtless Jase Larson. Seth looked so different from how she remembered him. His face was covered in dark scruff and his hair a few inches longer. And while he’d always been built, those washboard abs were new. “You’re not good enough for her,” Seth seethed as a beach teemed with tourists behind him.

      “And you think you are?” Jase demanded, taking a step forward. “You think a five minute chat at a speed dating event compares to ten years being her friend?”

      “I guess we’ll find out,” Seth said. “Game on. May the best man win.”

      The two men shook hands as the scene cut to one with the female lead. The trailer was good, much as Cassidy hated to admit it. A fun and flirty romcom that would delight women everywhere.

      She’d always known Seth had what it took to make it big—had believed in him so fiercely that she’d ignored her own career goals to help him with his. She’d spent hours on set, silently watching as he filmed various indie movies. A few even won awards and she’d stood proudly in the audience while he accepted every one.

      She tapped the home button on the tablet with an angry jab. He’d taken a step forward in his career and left her to deal with the mess at home. Alone.

      But she was better off without him, as hard of a lesson as it had been to learn. And in the end, it was better that a baby hadn’t been born into the mess that was her life.

      Cassidy went through the rest of the day on auto-pilot. At seven o’clock, she closed the shop and left without going through her usual evening routine, taking the unsold product with her. It would be nice to sell out just once—the cowboys at Star Ranch hardly appreciated the hours she spent piping on frosting.

      One day, she promised herself. The cowboys might not appreciate her piping skills, but they were sure appreciative of her baking abilities. Watching them devour the leftovers was always a good ego boost.

      The sun glowed low in the sky, on its path toward setting. Cassidy rolled down the window of her truck and let the warm June breeze play with her hair as the stress melted away. Seth could have Hollywood—she would stay right here in Oklahoma and run her shop. She never should’ve put aside her dream for his. They’d planned to move to California after the wedding and she’d dreaded it. City life felt like a prison sentence.

      She waved at the pastor’s wife as they passed each other on the narrow road, then turned down the long driveway to the ranch. The blacktop was rough with divots and potholes from the ice storms that winter, jostling the truck back and forth. Cassidy saw Cupcake, her chocolate-and-cream paint mare, grazing near the fence, and made a mental note to visit her after dinner.

      Cassidy parked on the grass outside the red farmhouse and wandered inside, her shoulders relaxing at the comfort of home. She inhaled deeply and her nose filled with the scent of pork roast and hot rolls.

      “I’m home, Mama,” Cassidy called, following her nose to the kitchen. “Do you need help with…?”

      She froze under the archway between the kitchen and dining room, zeroing in on the unfamiliar man sitting at the barstool, his broad back on full display. A black T-shirt hugged his muscled arms. Drat. Her mother hadn’t mentioned they were having company for dinner. Maybe she could sneak upstairs and plead a headache.

      The man glanced over his shoulder at her. A slow smile appeared, showcasing his blindingly white Hollywood grin while a dimple popped in one cheek.

      Cassidy’s jaw dropped. Jase Larson, A-list celebrity. Seth’s co-star and new best friend. She’d always assumed his good looks were a product of lots of airbrushing, but clearly that wasn’t the case.

      “Hi.” He rose from the barstool and strode toward her. Denim jeans clung to his legs with each step and Cassidy’s heart slammed against her ribcage. “I’m Jase.”

      Cassidy’s hand was in his before she registered the action. His shake was strong and firm, and she fought the sudden and ridiculous urge to giggle. Her palms felt inexplicably sweaty and she rubbed them against her pant legs. Jase Larson. In her kitchen. What on earth was happening?

      The awe at his unexpected presence disappeared as she remembered Seth’s praise of the man in the articles she’d read. “Oh, I know who you are, Jase Larson. Did Seth send you?”

      Jase’s brow furrowed and he folded his massive arms. “I’m sorry?”

      His confusion seemed genuine, but Seth had taught her to never trust an actor—they were experts at faking. Pain sliced viciously through Cassidy, sending a release of energy that left her feeling sick.

      An actor. In her home. One that worked with Seth.

      “Where’s my mama?” Cassidy demanded. “And how did you end up at my house?”

      “She went upstairs to switch the laundry. And Shawn arranged everything. He’s been great.”

      That stopped Cassidy cold. “What does my brother have to do with anything?”

      “We met about six months ago on the Ocean Dream. When this role came up, I gave him a call.”

      That was the cruise ship that Shawn had been a VIP coordinator on until recently. But if Shawn knew Jase, why hadn’t he ever said anything? She thought back over their recent conversations. They’d pretty much all focused on Shawn’s nauseatingly adorable devotion to his fiancée, Natalie. They’d met on the ship and Shawn had moved to Arizona to pursue a relationship.

      She folded her arms and glared at Jase. “Shawn knows lots of celebrities. It’s an unfortunate consequence of his job. But that still doesn’t explain why you’re in my house.”

      Jase’s full lips lifted in a slow smile, deepening the dimple in his cheek. “I’m a method actor.” His tone oozed with arrogant confidence, as though she should bow in awe at his dedication to his craft. Seth had been like that.

      “And?” Cassidy snapped.

      “And I just got a part in a western. I called Shawn, who talked to your dad, and we reached an agreement. I’ll be staying at the ranch for the next four months to prepare for my role.”
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      When Jase had contacted Randy Erickson about spending four months at Star Ranch, he’d wanted one thing—escape from Hollywood. He hadn’t expected to run into this gorgeous woman barely an hour after arriving. She wore shorts that hugged her hips, a fitted gray T-shirt that emphasized her curves, and cowboy boots. Was that flour dusting her shoulder? It gave her a down-to-earth look that he adored. Blonde hair pulled back in a messy bun emphasized her prominent cheekbones and stormy gray eyes. She folded her arms across her chest and Jase fought to hold back a grin. He loved a woman with a little fight. Hollywood types were way too accommodating.

      “You’re seriously going to stay here?” Cassidy’s full lips turned down in an enticing pout. He’d met her type before—spoiled prima donnas who threw tantrums when plans were changed without their approval.

      “There aren’t a lot of hotels in town. And to get the true ranch experience, I should live like a ranch hand.” Jase needed to completely immerse himself in this role and not just play the character, but be the character. Acting no longer held the thrill it once had, and with each new role he struggled to regain the fire by diving deeper and deeper into character.

      He hadn’t grown up dreaming of one day being a famous actor—he’d always been one. His mother was an award-winning producer and director. The fact that she was a successful woman in a man’s world only made Hollywood adore her more. Jase had been acting since before he could walk. Other career choices were never discussed. And in the beginning, he’d loved it. But not anymore.

      Cassidy snorted, wrinkling her nose as though she smelled manure. “You’re going to wake up at dawn, feed the animals, mend fences⁠—”

      “Let me stop you right there, sweetheart.” The words felt as strange on his tongue as the day-old stubble on his face, but it seemed like something a ranch hand would say. He walked over to Cassidy and didn’t stop until their boots were touching. The top of her head barely came to his chest, and he stared down into her gray eyes, which crackled with anger. He expected her to step back, maybe play with her hair and look away with a coy flutter of her eyelashes. But she didn’t flinch, didn’t back down. Her feet didn’t budge an inch, and his respect for her grew. “I’m going to do all of it. For the next four months, I don’t want you to treat me any differently than you would any other ranch hand.”

      “Oh, were you expecting special treatment? Maybe the women in Hollywood are impressed by your good looks and Oscar nomination—even if you did lose—but I couldn’t care less.”

      Jase smirked because he knew it would infuriate her. “I can see that.”

      She did step back then, and he felt a surge of victory, like he’d won some unspoken battle. Her eyes glowed with anger. “I wouldn’t want to interfere with your method acting. Ranch hands don’t hang out in the family’s kitchen.” She tossed her head toward the door. “The bunkhouse is around back.”

      “Your mother invited me to stay for dinner.” In fact, she’d told him to eat with the family as much as he pleased. Jase guessed that for the money he was paying the Ericksons, they’d let him eat whatever and wherever he wanted. If the mouth-watering scent of baking bread was an indication of Sara Erickson’s cooking abilities, he’d take his meals here every day. Homemade rolls—not the gluten-free healthy substitutes they served at upscale restaurants, or the dry and crumbly varieties at grocery stores, but real rolls, probably made with animal fat and loads of butter.

      Footsteps sounded on the stairs, light and quick. A moment later, Sara entered the kitchen, her apron hanging on her slender frame. She had the same gray eyes as her daughter, and the same blonde curls as well, although Sara’s were streaked with silver. She came to an abrupt stop, her eyes brimming with guilt. “Oh. You’re home, Cassidy.”

      Cassidy jabbed a finger in his direction. “When were you going to mention this?” Venom dripped off the word, making Jase grin even wider.

      “They probably didn’t want to anger the beast,” Jase said.

      Sara’s lined brow told him he’d hit the nail on the head. “I see you’ve met Jase. He arrived not long before you, so I haven’t had a chance to show him around yet. Why don’t you take him to the bunkhouse and give him a feel for the place? Dinner will be ready in about thirty minutes.”

      Cassidy’s eyes narrowed and she folded her arms. “Are you sure you don’t need help, Mama?”

      “Getting Jase settled in is help enough.” There was a finality to her voice that apparently even Cassidy couldn’t argue, because she gave a heavy sigh and pushed her way outside. The bright blue door stuck as it swung closed, not quite shutting.

      “She’ll warm up eventually,” Sara said. “She doesn’t like actors much, but that’s just because the only one she’s ever known did her wrong.”

      Jase felt a twinge of guilt in his gut. Maybe she wasn’t a spoiled brat used to getting her way and his presence caused her actual distress. But no, he was over-thinking things. He wondered what high school crush slighted Cassidy in his pursuit of community theater. Whatever had happened, Ice Queen certainly knew how to hold a grudge.

      “Thanks, Sara.” Jase gave her his best celebrity smile and followed Cassidy’s exit route, pulling the door firmly shut behind him. Cassidy was nearly to the barn and Jase lengthened his stride to catch up. Lush green grass spread before him, but it was sparse and matted from footsteps. He had a feeling this grass was wild, and not the result of seed or sod. No one tried to force this grass to be something it wasn’t, and he loved that about it. Jase inhaled deeply, filling his lungs with the clean, humid air. After a lifetime of living in southern California, he hadn’t expected to notice the humidity, but Oklahoma was definitely muggier than he was used to.

      He fell into step beside Cassidy, sidestepping a muddy patch in the grass. “So you hate actors, huh?”

      Cassidy barely glanced at him. “They’re arrogant, self-involved narcissists.”

      “You’ve known me five minutes.”

      “Sometimes that’s all the time it takes.”

      Jase barely held back a chuckle. She was certainly spunky. He’d met his fair share of women in Hollywood—everyone from simpering, spineless socialites who hung on his every word, to women who pretended disdain in a thinly-veiled attempt to hold his interest. Cassidy was different, though. He could tell his presence here really did infuriate her.

      She didn’t like him, and it was unexpectedly refreshing.

      A horse with a dark brown coat snorted as they walked by a pasture that smelled strongly of hay and manure. The barn’s red paint was chipped and peeling, but the two-story structure complete with a hayloft held a certain charm.

      They rounded the barn, bringing the bunkhouse into view. Jase wrinkled his nose. He hadn’t expected it to be so close to the pastures and hoped the smell wasn’t as strong inside. Would his character even notice if it was, or was that the sort of thing you became nose blind to?

      The bunkhouse was nothing special, just a one-story building with gray siding, a pitched roof, and a rather boxy front with windows on either side of the front door and no porch or eaves. A four-foot square cement slab had been poured in front of the door, presumably to keep the mud and dirt to a minimum. The lack of frills and decorations made it obvious men lived here.

      “Cassidy,” a voice called. A man strode across the grass toward them in a worn gray cowboy hat and dark brown boots, with the bronzed skin of someone who spent a lot of time outdoors.

      “Mason.” Cassidy ignored Jase and changed directions, meeting the man halfway and giving him a hug. Mason held onto Cassidy a moment longer than was appropriate, his eyes lingering on her face as she pulled away.

      “Your mama just radioed me.” Mason held out a hand toward Jase, eyes hooded with distrust. “Mason Crenshaw. You’ll be shadowing me while you’re here.”

      Jase took the hand in a firm shake. He’d win Mason over soon enough. “Jase Larson. Nice to meet you.”

      Cassidy took a step back, her eyes narrowed as she glanced back and forth between the two men. “You knew about this?”

      Uh-oh. Jase watched in interest as Mason scratched his forehead, tilting the cowboy hat back. “Not for long. Your dad just talked to me last night.”

      Cassidy’s jaw clenched. She whirled and strode back across the grass without another word.

      “Cassidy!” Mason called.

      She ignored him, heading for a grazing horse in a nearby pasture. Her hair bounced with every step, a few strands slipping out of the haphazard bun. Huh. Maybe someone had melted the Ice Queen’s heart after all. The thought made Jase uncomfortable.

      Mason let out a curse, slapping his cowboy hat against one leg so that dust billowed up in puffs. “Knew she’d be mad when she found out, but Randy asked me not to say anything.”

      Jase’s estimation of the man went up a notch. “I really appreciate the discretion.”

      Mason’s eyes narrowed. “Whatever the boss wants, the boss gets.”

      Okay then. Jase cleared his throat. “Well, the boss’s daughter certainly seems to dislike me, so let’s hope he doesn’t decide it’s time for me to leave. Are you and Cassidy…?”

      Mason shoved his hat back on his head and pulled it low over his eyes, ignoring the question. “Well, come inside and I’ll show you around.”

      Ah—it was like that, then. Mason wanted more, but was either too scared to make a move, or had already been rejected. Poor guy.

      The bunkhouse pretty much looked like the pictures Jase had found online while researching. The door opened into a large living room with a multitude of couches and a large television on one wall. Jase had expected a mess, but was surprised at how clean the place was—no clutter, and no dirt on the floor. Boots were neatly lined up next to the front door.

      “Where are all the men?” Jase asked, looking around the empty living room.

      “A few cows fell sick today.” Mason walked through a set of sliding barn doors that led into an open kitchen with a long dining room table. “Mealtimes are at six, noon, and six. You’re welcome to anything in that fridge or those cupboards if you get hungry. On days you’ll be out on the range, you pack your own lunch before heading out.”

      Jase’s entire body tingled with anticipation. This was so different from any role he’d ever played. Maybe it would be the role that finally helped him regain the fire he’d once felt. He’d shadowed soldiers and doctors and once even a forensic scientist for roles, but never a cowboy. This life overflowed with long days and hard work, but something about the simplicity appealed to him.

      They left the kitchen and walked down a narrow hallway. The communal bathroom featured six of everything, and the bunk room held two rows of bunk beds, enough to sleep twenty.

      Mason pointed to a top bunk near the middle of one row. “That’s your bed. Randy said you don’t want special treatment, so don’t expect any from me.”

      Jase raised an eyebrow, but nodded. “Do all the ranch hands live here?”

      “No, just the temporary hires. There’s another bunkhouse on the other side of the barn with more private rooms for the permanent employees, and some of the guys have families and live in town. I’m in the other bunkhouse if you need me. I’ll pick you up after breakfast.”

      “Thanks, Mason.” Jase gave the man a firm handshake.

      He grunted, withdrawing quickly. “I better go make sure Cassidy’s okay.” He disappeared out the door, leaving Jase alone in the room.

      Maybe Mason and Cassidy weren’t together, but it seemed like Mason certainly wanted to be. Jase almost felt bad about putting his mentor in the doghouse. Almost. Something in the flash of Cassidy’s eyes made Jase long to figure her out.

      His phone rang, startling him from his thoughts. His heart dropped when he saw who it was—Mother. She’d never been “mama” like Cassidy called Sara, or even “mom.” Jase wanted to ignore the call, but knew if he didn’t answer she’d keep bugging him until he did. Maybe even send some of her people to hunt him down. So he answered the call with a reluctant, “Hello, Mother.”

      “You can’t seriously be in Oklahoma right now.” No greeting, no ‘hey, how are you?’ She always did have a way of cutting straight to the point.

      “I’m researching my new role.” And on his own dime, too. Production didn’t mind funding a week or two of research, which was what he’d done in the beginning. But he couldn’t embrace a role in such a short amount of time. Slowly his research had stretched from a few weeks to a few months—eccentric, even by Hollywood standards, but his performances showed the effort he put in.

      “Research is a week. Delaying production so you can shovel manure for four months is inexcusable.”

      Jase’s stomach twisted. The producer had been annoyed, but agreed to Jase’s terms. How had she found out? “You aren’t involved in this film, so I don’t see why it matters.” There was no pleasing her—she wanted the Academy Award-winning performance, but it annoyed her endlessly when he put in the time.

      “I am now. Clearly, you can’t be left to your own devices on this one. Production starts in a month. If you haven’t immersed yourself into your role by then, we’ll recast it.” And the phone clicked dead.
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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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