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      When I was a teenager, I fancied myself in love with my best friend’s older brother. He was brooding and so attractive I lost my head every time he was near, but he was also six years older than us. To him, I was nothing but his kid sister’s friend.

      And then, there was the fact that we didn’t get along. At all.

      I’d been naïve back then, reading my romance books where enemies turned into lovers. Fights became… something other than fights. Snark was flirting.

      But in our case, our snark had a film of irritation over it, a filter of disgust. Because the older I got, the more I saw him for what he was. A jerk. Someone who would never look at me and actually see me for what I was instead of who I used to be. That love I’d felt faded into nothing more than annoyance.

      Shane Kelly. He left for college, and when he returned, it was like I hardly knew him at all. He became a teacher, of all things, and I was no longer the young girl with stars in her eyes.

      Now, he was my new roommate.

      “You can do this, Rae.” I stared at myself in the floor-length mirror, examining the outfit I’d bought for this very day. The biggest day of my career.

      Today, I was going to meet with a client who would finally put me on the map as a wedding planner. I’d never hurt for work in our small town, but this one was big.

      A real rock star.

      I smoothed my hands over the blue silk top draped across my torso. No one would call me thin. I wore high-waisted skirts and pants to hide the rolls that came out to play whenever I put on low-rise jeans. I knew how to dress to always look my best, to accentuate my curvy figure.

      In high school, I was the skinny girl others envied, but I’d also been running every chance I could get to stay in shape. Now, I only ran when I wanted to and was much happier for it.

      I buttoned the black skirt and stepped into my heels. Normally, I didn’t dress up so much to meet with clients, but this was different. Taking a deep breath, I tried to calm my frantic heart.

      “Rae Lauren Brooks,” I said, meeting my own gaze in the mirror, “you are fabulous.” I pushed my auburn curls over one shoulder. “Any bride is lucky to have you planning her wedding. Even if she is marrying a rock star.”

      And there went my heart again.

      My phone rang, making me jump. Reaching for it, I didn’t even need to check the name to see who it was. “Finny.” I relaxed the moment I spoke to her.

      “Hey, babe.” My best friend in the world had moved out weeks ago to live with the love of her life, something I tried not to be insanely jealous of. Especially when she got her grumpy brother to take over her part of the lease. “You haven’t left yet, have you?”

      “Maybe I have.” She knew me too well.

      “Okay, so either you’re nervous about this meeting or you’re avoiding my brother.”

      “C. All of the above.”

      I could practically hear Finley’s proud smile. She’d squealed just as loud as I had when I’d gotten this meeting. “You, my lovely friend, are going to kill this.”

      “I don’t want to kill anyone. I just want to plan their wedding.”

      “You can’t see me, but I’m rolling my eyes at you.”

      I laughed, leaning toward the mirror to finish applying my lipstick as I held the phone between my ear and shoulder. “Always.”

      “So, you and Shane aren’t doing any better living together?”

      “We’re fine.” If by ‘fine’ I meant we avoided being in the same room with each other. Normally, I was able to wait him out and not emerge from my room until he left for work in the morning. But today, my meeting was early.

      Weren’t rock stars supposed to stay up all night and sleep late?

      Finley sighed. “You know, he’s not so bad.”

      “Never said he was.”

      “Honestly, I don’t get why you two are always so at odds.”

      The truth was, I didn’t understand it either. It was like I couldn’t be around him without making a biting remark. And he chose to ignore me most of the time.

      Ah, a partnership made in heaven. “Not that I’m not happy to hear from you, but is there a reason you’re calling, Finny?”

      “Just checking in.”

      Now, it was my turn to roll my eyes. She checked in almost every morning, as if still feeling guilty for moving out, for leaving me. I was happy for her, and I adored Knox, the man she’d left me for. The two of them were perfect for each other, and if anyone deserved perfect, it was that girl. She’d been through a lot.

      “Well, you don’t need to worry about me.” I shrugged, even though she couldn’t see me. “I’m good. Great.”

      “Sure you are.”

      I hated that I couldn’t make her believe me. “Well, I need to finish getting ready. Some of us have rock stars to meet.”

      “Give him a giant kiss for me.”

      “Yes,” I deadpanned. “While I’m sitting there with his fiancée. I kiss all my clients.”

      “At least find some excuse to touch his bicep.”

      “No.”

      “Just—”

      “Bye, love.” I hung up before she could say anything else. My quiet best friend was different these days, and I knew why. She was happy.

      It was time for me to be happy too.

      And getting this client would be a start.

      I fluffed up my hair and sprayed a final layer of hairspray—one can never have too much. Everything was as close to perfection as I could get it. My clothes, my makeup, my hair. And I thrived on perfection.

      Sliding my purse over my arm, I walked to the door and pulled it open a crack, peeking out into the hall. I could see the living room from here but not the kitchen.

      No sign of Shane. Maybe it was my lucky day and I could slip out without seeing him.

      I shut my bedroom door behind me and walked quickly through the house, stopping when I reached the island that separated the kitchen from the living room.

      Shane stood in front of the stove, his eyes locked on me. He didn’t move, didn’t make a sound, but silence wasn’t anything new with him.

      I hated how good he looked in his slacks and plaid button-down. Think of something else, Rae. “You’re hot.” Oh my gosh, not that. My cheeks heated.

      Shane’s brow furrowed, and he looked away.

      “I didn’t mean you’re hot.” I could have slapped myself. “Just that you’re going to be hot. It’s going to be a hot day. Stop saying hot, Rae.” The last bit was just for myself.

      The summer heat had lasted further into the fall this year than most. It was October, and still, the sun beat down on us.

      Shane cleared his throat. “I think I know how to dress myself.” Was I imagining the sarcasm in his voice? “But thanks for the concern.”

      “Oh, I’m not.” I turned away from him, putting extra snip in my tone. “Concerned about you. Just your students, who’d have to deal with you if you were grumpy and hot.”

      I couldn’t imagine being in Shane’s history class. If he was a jerk to people outside of school, surely his students got the worst of it.

      “I’m off to watch my career rocket to the stars.” I wasn’t sure why I did it, why I felt the need to tell Shane what a huge day this was for me. Maybe I wanted him to be jealous. Or maybe that teenage girl inside of me still wanted him to be proud.

      Instead, he was nothing.

      And that was okay.

      I made it out to my car before he appeared at the front door, the screen separating him from the outside. He watched me, a frown tugging at his lips.

      “What?” I called back, annoyed that he made me even more jittery than I’d been.

      “Good luck.” His lips twitched, but no smile came, and he turned back into the house.

      Two simple words.

      One man.

      How was it possible that all these years later, he could still make me feel like the little girl who’d never grown up?
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      Good luck? That was all I had for her?

      Good freaking luck.

      My sister had told me what today meant for Rae. She was off to the biggest meeting of her career. It was why I’d gotten up early, despite the fact today was an in-service day. We wouldn’t have any students, and the administration was allowing us to come in later than normal for a seminar.

      And still, I’d made sure I was up to make Rae coffee. I hadn’t ever seen her drink it, now that I thought about it, but everyone did, right? Today, I figured she’d need the boost. A boost I’d completely forgotten to offer her before she was out the door, her curls flying free behind her.

      Her preference for tea over coffee wasn’t the only thing I’d learned about Rae while living here. She talked to my sister every morning, not about anything in particular, just to talk. Her dad stopped by often, and she never showed any signs of that bothering her.

      She couldn’t garden to save her life—hence the overgrown raspberry bushes out front. Rae Brooks was a force, one I wasn’t sure how long I could live with.

      She wasn’t a bad roommate. The house was clean, and she stayed out of my way. But every time she looked at me with those piercing green eyes, it felt like she saw right through me down to my core.

      And the last time I let anyone in, the last time a woman learned my secrets, she crushed them like they were nothing more than a piece of paper in the palm of her hand.

      I, Shane Kelly, was damaged. Everyone knew that, but none of them had guessed exactly how much.

      I dumped my coffee in the sink. If I left now, there was still time to grab a bite to eat at Momma Loves Sugar. It was a ridiculous name, but there was no better coffee in Gulf City.

      Swiping my keys off the marble countertop, I sidestepped the kitchen island and pulled on my shoes, then stepped out into the blazing Florida sun.

      Yep, Rae was right. I was going to fry today.

      Too late now. I needed coffee. And definitely a scone. Maybe two.

      The house Rae had let me move into, taking over my sister’s lease, was in a neighborhood near the beach, which happened to also be close to the main area of town where businesses lined the streets from restaurants to real estate offices.

      I pulled my black pickup into the lot near the bakery and cut the engine.

      Inside, I found my brothers sitting at one of the small white tables, their large frames looking odd in the narrow space. “Don’t you two have jobs?” I crossed my arms when I reached them.

      “Look who it is.” Tanner, the closest sibling to me in age at three years my junior, checked the time on his phone. “During the school day?”

      “They probably fired him.” Johnny sipped his coffee like that was a perfectly reasonable statement.

      I slapped him on the back of the head. “You wish. Then, there’d be another slacker in the family.” None of us were completely sure what Johnny did. He seemed to work strange hours and didn’t talk about his job.

      “Hey now.” He swatted me away, his laugh telling me he took no offense. Johnny was probably the most easygoing person I’d ever met, and Tanner was a close second. I’d always envied them.

      “Grab a chair.” Tanner gestured to the empty table before waving toward someone at the counter. “Coffee dude! We need a third cup.”

      I wanted to kick him for being rude to Mariana, the woman who owned the bakery, but it wasn’t her who walked toward us with a coffee pot and mug.

      Pulling a chair over, I lowered myself onto it. “Cole.”

      He shot me a grin. “Mom is letting me help out today.” The kid was only about ten, but if being a teacher taught me anything, it was the thing kids appreciated most was being trusted. Even if it was with something as small as pouring coffee.

      I ruffled his hair. “Thanks, bud.”

      He practically hopped back to the counter with an energy I wished I could replicate. I took a long drink and sighed.

      Tanner and Johnny shared a look.

      “What?”

      Tanner set his coffee down. “Shane, we’re worried about you.”

      Johnny nodded seriously.

      I narrowed my eyes. If my brothers were truly worried, they’d kidnap me and take me to the diner for milkshakes. We weren’t exactly the intervention kind of family.

      Johnny reached across the table, taking my hand. “We know this is hard on you, but we’re here for you.”

      “What are you two talking about?”

      Tanner tried very hard to suppress a smile. “You’ve lived a long time like this.”

      “Like what?”

      Johnny removed his hand and met my gaze. “We know it’s hard to find out you’re not who you think you are.”

      Tanner nodded. “Especially when the truth is…” He sucked in a breath. “That you’re more ape than man.”

      The two of them, children both, broke out into laughter.

      “Ha ha, douchebags.” It was no secret I wasn’t built like the rest of my family. Tanner and Johnny were both rather lean, probably from all the time spent surfing.

      I was built more like a linebacker from my years playing football and hockey. Even now, I lifted weights frequently because it took my mind off the rest of the world.

      When their laughter died down, Tanner turned serious, a feat for him. “How was Rae this morning?”

      “How should I know?”

      Johnny snorted. “Dude, you live with her.”

      Not by my own choice. It had been that or move in with Mom and Dad until I found an apartment. “She’s fine, I guess.”

      “Really?” Tanner didn’t look convinced. “I talked to her last night, and she was freaking out about this meeting.”

      Of course he’d talked to her. Tanner and Rae were close, something I’d never managed. I could hardly find the words to be nice to her, let alone actually be friends. “She seemed okay when she left.”

      “Rae always seems okay.”

      I knew that too. She never let anyone see when she was rattled or when she doubted herself. It was like she thought vulnerability was weakness. I’d never even seen her without her hair and makeup done in the weeks I’d lived with her. She aimed for perfection in everything she did, even her appearance.

      “The truth is, I don’t know if us living together was a good idea.” I rubbed my eyes.

      Tanner raised a brow, but Johnny beat him to the punch. “We could have told you that, bro.”

      “We just… don’t get each other.”

      “You never have.” Tanner laughed. “The two of you have been arguing since she was a kid. It used to be entertaining.”

      “And now?”

      “Well, now, we all just wonder if you remember why you’re arguing.”

      Why did Rae and I fight? Some people just weren’t meant to be in each other’s lives. Maybe that was it.

      I drained the rest of my coffee and realized I hadn’t gotten a scone, but I was no longer hungry. “I need to get to work.”

      My brothers waved goodbye, and I got the distinct impression they were laughing at me.
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      I was early to the school, but it still felt like I was late simply because any other Friday morning would have seen me arrive hours ago. I wasn’t even sure what the point of these seminar days were.

      The staff was to receive training we’d already gone through the year before. I’d rather be teaching my students.

      I walked into the school building that was much emptier than it should have been. No students rushed through the halls for fear of being late. It was missing the laughter and chatter teenagers tended to have plenty of.

      Instead, without the kids that were the heartbeat of the place, it felt empty.

      I nodded hello to a few of my fellow teachers, whom I’d never really taken the time to get to know. It was no secret that I wasn’t great with adults, much preferring the company of teenagers, who still saw the world through rose-colored glasses.

      Most of them hadn’t yet been jaded, they hadn’t had their hearts broken into a thousand pieces. And there was something special about that.

      I walked to my classroom to hide out until the training started, but as soon as I stepped into the darkened room, I knew I wasn’t alone.

      “Come out before I turn the lights on, and I won’t drag you right down to the principal’s office.”

      There was a shuffling sound, and the light spilling in from the hall fell on a pair of scuffed and worn tennis shoes, ripped jeans, and a wrinkled shirt.

      I flipped the lights on. “Trevor, what are you doing here?”

      Trevor Nicks was my star student, probably the most brilliant one I’d ever taught. He had a mind that astounded even me, but no one would know when they looked at him and his scraggly appearance.

      Trevor kicked a toe against the ground, looking anywhere but at me. “I didn’t think anyone would be in the building.” He rubbed his eyes, as if he’d just woken up.

      I scanned the room, finding a backpack and blanket on the ground behind a row of desks that had been pushed to the side. “You slept here.” It wasn’t a question. Somehow, I just knew.

      He turned and scrambled to shove the blanket into his backpack. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean… I just figured with the school closed…”

      “The school isn’t closed.” I reached behind me to shut the door for privacy. “You all don’t have school, but we unlucky teachers still have to be here.”

      He wiped his eyes and slid his backpack over one shoulder. “I’m sorry.” He tried to rush by me, but I held out an arm to stop him.

      “Wait… Trevor, how did you even get into the school?”

      “The janitor is here late at night. I just hid until he left.”

      “This wasn’t the first time?”

      He shook his head. “Mr. Kelly, I’m sorry. It won’t happen again. Can I go now?”

      I should have told someone, brought Trevor to the principal to deal with this and hand out punishment for breaking into the school. But something in his eyes kept my authority-prone behavior in check.

      The reason I’d become a teacher was to help these kids, and Trevor needed help, even if that just meant me looking the other way when he was so obviously desperate. “Yeah, kid. You can go.” I pushed a hand through my hair. “But Trev?”

      He stopped, his fingers curling around the door handle. “Yeah?”

      “If there’s something going on… if you need help… come to me, okay? You aren’t alone.”

      He gave me a sad look that told me I didn’t know what I was talking about. “We’re all alone, Mr. Kelly. Some of us just have to learn that earlier than others.”

      His words stayed with me long after he left.
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      Growing up, it had just been my dad and me. No siblings. My mom left when I was young, and she was now a distant figure we rarely talked about. It made us closer than most fathers and daughters. We’d bonded through the pain. Yet, I’d still yearned for a large family. For noise and laughter.

      When I met Finley and her family welcomed me, it changed my world, but not only mine. The Kellys made it a point to include my dad in their family, to give him a place to belong. And I’d be forever grateful to them for that.

      Which was why I’d never miss a big family dinner. Even if it meant cutting my second meeting with my new client short.

      Lola Ramirez sat in front of me, her dark hair pulled into a low ponytail. She had on only minimal makeup, not that she needed any at all. The dancer was beautiful in a normal sort of way. She wasn’t made up, hadn’t changed from the small-town girl after making it as a dancer. After falling in love with a rock star.

      I checked the time on my phone.

      “Have somewhere to be?” Lola’s fiancé asked. Our first meeting on Friday went so well we decided to move full steam ahead. They wanted to get married in just over a month, which freaked me out, but I’d promised them I could do it—probably why they’d hired me.

      I turned to face Drew Stone, still unable to believe I sat across from the singer in Gulf City’s beach club. “No, I’m good.”

      Lola didn’t look like she believed me. “We’ve been here for a while. If you need to go, we realize we aren’t your only clients.” Her fingers threaded through Drew’s naturally, like she didn’t even realize she’d reached for him.

      The tabloids had doubts about this couple, especially after a falling out with their last wedding planner—hence the short time frame. But after spending only a few hours with them, I knew they were the real deal.

      I rested my hands in my lap and smiled. “I’m all yours.” Except, not far from here, all the people I loved gathered for dinner.

      Drew smiled, and I wanted to melt right there on the spot. The hockey player turned singer-dancer was every girl’s fantasy. He was a local boy who’d made the big time.

      “Charcuterie?” Drew’s father, the manager of The Beach Club, set a tray of cheese and meat on the table in front of us. “Rae, you’re going to need your energy to keep up with these two.”

      All I could think as I looked at the food was of Mrs. Kelly’s rib roast, and my mouth watered. I’d been so looking forward to that and expected this meeting to be over by now. “Thank you.” I smiled at Mr. Stone before turning my gaze back to Lola. “So, you’ve decided on a light blue and pale yellow?”

      Lola grinned. “Yes.” She slid a notebook across the table. “Drew sort of planned the entire thing. We just need you to execute his ideas.”

      Drew planned it? I lifted one brow, suppressing my smile as his face reddened.

      He cleared his throat. “I only made some suggestions to Lola.”

      Lola nudged him. “Sure, if by suggestions you mean telling me exactly what you’d always seen for your wedding.” She laughed. “I don’t really care what it looks like as long as I get to marry him.”

      Drew unleashed a charming smile, one unlike the smiles plastered across the tabloids. This one was real.

      Coughing, Drew tried to hide his embarrassment. It was pretty adorable. These two were adorable. “Our biggest issue will be security because the guest list will include many big names.”

      I’d never planned a wedding quite like this, but I didn’t let that inexperience show. “I’ll handle it.” I jotted down a few notes, stopping when my phone buzzed with a text.

      Finley: Mom wants to know where you are.

      Sure, just her mom. I shook my head and kept writing when a series of texts came in.

      Dad: Honey, are you coming to dinner?

      Tanner: Get your butt over here. Someone has to annoy Shane.

      Johnny: Mom said to text you, so pretend I’m saying something funny.

      That made me laugh. Johnny was definitely the funniest Kelly. I hadn’t realized how long I’d been distracted before Lola said my name.

      “What?” I slid my phone into my purse. “I’m so sorry.”

      “Don’t be.” Drew stood. “We’ve taken enough of your Sunday, and I’m sure you have somewhere to be.”

      Lola nodded. “Oh, absolutely. I’m so sorry.” She reached a hand out to shake mine. “I have a good feeling about you, Rae.”

      I couldn’t help liking these two. “Tomorrow, I’ll meet with the security firm I’d like to hire. But there are many things we must get done this week. I’ll email you a list, and you can tell me which tasks you’d like to accompany me on.”

      Lola leaned in, dropping her voice. “Okay, just as long as Drew gets to be there to pick out the flowers. The last wedding planner told him that wasn’t a job for the groom, and then she selected a hideous array.”

      “You didn’t go with her?”

      “Me?” She laughed. “Oh no. I have no interest. Just point me in the direction of the cake tasting and I’m good.”

      We walked together to the parking lot where their BMW sat next to my less than glamorous sedan.

      “Have a good night.” Lola waved as she slipped into her car.

      It took three tries for me to get mine started. I really needed to take it into the shop, but who had time?

      Cars lined the street outside the Kelly house, and I was feeling good as I walked up the drive. Things had gone better than expected in both my meetings with Drew and Lola. If I managed to throw them an epic wedding in such a short timeframe, I’d have clients kicking down my door.

      I didn’t bother knocking, and the moment I opened the door, a cacophony of sound smacked into me. I jumped out of the way as Cole ran by, chased by Johnny.

      Finley and Tanner stood in the kitchen arguing over something stupid, I was sure.

      My dad’s boisterous laughter drifted from the living room, where he sat next to Mr. Kelly and Finley’s fiancé, Knox, as they watched the hockey game on TV.

      And Mrs. Kelly yelled above them all, trying to wrangle the crowd. The only people not making noise were Mariana, who watched Tanner and Finley in amusement.

      And Shane, who was nowhere to be found.

      “Uh, hello?” I wasn’t exactly sure which direction to go in, so I chose the obvious one, pulling Finley away from Tanner and dragging her into the mudroom attached to the kitchen.

      “Ow, Rae, what is wrong with you?”

      “Nothing.” I couldn’t keep the grin from my face. “Absolutely nothing.” For once.

      She rubbed the spot on her arm I’d grabbed. “Does this have something to do with a certain new client?”

      I leaned against the utility sink. “I thought they’d be awful, that I’d hate this gig and would just have to get through it. But I swear, Finny, they’re like the nicest people I’ve ever met.”

      “I could have told you that.”

      “You… wait, how?” The tabloids always painted Drew as a playboy, who was charming rather than truly kind. And Lola, she was the girl who’d gotten her hooks into him, according to them. They hadn’t been complimentary of her.

      Finley lifted one shoulder in a shrug. “Shane knows him. I figured you knew that.”

      “What…” I shook my head. No one told me the superstar client I’d been courting knew my roommate?

      “He’s local,” Finley said, as if I didn’t know.

      “Yeah, but it’s not like we know every single person in this town.”

      “Rae… Drew was a hockey player.”

      “I know. I…” Should have known. Drew had NHL aspirations for much of his life until he fell in love with dancing. He’d played hockey locally before moving to a developmental league. And there was one other person I knew who’d played hockey when he was younger.

      Shane.

      “Girls?” Mrs. Kelly poked her head in. “Dinner is ready.”

      “Thanks, Mom.” Finley walked by her.

      Mrs. Kelly studied my face. “Are you okay?”

      I nodded. “Sure am, Momma.” I’d been calling her that for as long as I could remember. She was the closest thing to a mother I knew.

      When we joined the others in the kitchen, she squeezed my shoulders and directed me to my usual chair, which happened to be right next to Shane, who’d finally made an appearance.

      “All right.” Mrs. Kelly clapped her hands together. “Grace. Shane, why don’t you go ahead.”

      Before he started, I caught my dad’s eye across the table and mouthed a hello. He smiled, his weathered face crinkling at the corners of his eye. His salt-and-pepper hair still had hints of the red I’d inherited.

      Shane bowed his head, his low voice vibrating over me, sliding along my skin as it always had. “Lord, we thank you for this meal, this family, this day. For our successes and our failures and the ability to bring both to this table. Amen.”

      “Amen,” I echoed.

      As I dug in to eat, I listened to the talk around me, realizing if anything was worth cutting an important meeting short, it was this.

      “Rae,” my dad started, “how is the new client?”

      “Oh, yes!” Tanner grinned. “Is Drew Stone as dreamy as everyone says?”

      Finley, sitting next to him, shoved him, and everyone laughed. We all knew my girl was obsessed with the singer.

      I fluttered my eyelashes at Tanner and rested my chin on my hand. “So dreamy.”

      Shane grunted beside me, actually grunted. I shot him a look, but he didn’t meet my eyes.

      Focusing back on the other expectant faces, I smiled. “Honestly, he’s a nice guy. And I really like Lola.”

      “Lola is a sweetheart,” Mariana agreed. “She used to work at The Beach Club.”

      “Since when were you a Beach Club girl?” Tanner asked.

      Cole was the one who answered. “Mom used to be friends with a man who took us there.”

      From the flush that came to Mariana’s cheeks, I knew whoever it was had been more than a friend. I gave her a high five in my head. The Beach Club was nice, the nicest part of Gulf City, but I’d never gotten the chance to spend much time there before this weekend.

      It was exclusive… and expensive. Part of it was a fancy hotel, but the rest was a country club for the wealthy people in town.

      Everyone went back to eating and talking about nothing in particular, my meeting with Drew all but forgotten. This wasn’t a family who got starstruck, though it might have also been because they remembered him as a kid on Shane’s team.

      I pursed my lips, studying the food in front of me, before speaking to Shane under my breath so no one else could hear. “Why didn’t you tell me you knew Drew Stone?”
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copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

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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