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      THE FINAL ONE-ON-ONE DINNER DATE

      Nothing fills me with happiness more than knowing this is almost over. I can almost taste the end. The cameras are far enough away to make it seem like this little scene is real, but close enough to remind me it’s all a show. A very stupid reality show, in my opinion.

      The show’s called The Final Play. It matches star athletes with the partner of their dreams. That’s all I knew when I signed on. My agent pitched it to me at the last minute after one of the original contestants backed out. And now here I am, a contestant vying for the heart of the heartless. Not by choice. Long story—one that starts with bad press and ends with a contract I should’ve read twice.

      “Look alive,” Betty, my producer, says through my earpiece.

      Her request falls on deaf ears. I’m done. Burned out. Over it. I’ve been here six weeks. And every time Jax Wilde pins a golden rose on me because he’s supposedly interested, I know he’s just being facetious. A jerk, really.

      But Betty’s right—it’s my job to think of something to say. After long, soul-draining conversations with the other nineteen contestants—now down to three, two after tonight—I’ve confirmed I’m the only real actress in the bunch. So it’s my job to act like I like him.

      I paste on my fake smile and googly eyes—the ones I’m tired of seeing in the mirror.

      Jax Wilde, star wide receiver for the San Diego Bull Sharks, is already glaring at me.

      “So, when are you going to say it?” he asks. The corner of his mouth hikes up into an arrogant smirk.

      “Say what?” I snap. He’s given me permission to drop the act.

      “Thank me for choosing you to sit down for this spread.” He gestures grandly at the table, arms outstretched, as if he’s presenting a royal feast.

      I hadn’t even noticed the display: smoked lobster tails, prawns boiled, baked, and fried in crispy batter, crab legs piled high with tangy sauces and mouthwatering sides. You’d think I’d care; I’ve been dreaming of the day I could take myself out somewhere truly fancy—five stars, Michelin chef, the whole deal. But right now, it all barely registers.

      I fold my arms. “Did you buy it?”

      He leans back in his chair, eyes narrowing to slits. Gorgeous brown eyes, according to the other girls. Me? I barely notice them. Then suddenly, as if possessed by a tornado, he lunges forward.

      “Okay, you miserable—” He cuts himself off, but I know what he wants to say.

      I lean in too. Our faces nearly meet over the pile of crab legs.

      “You mean bitch,” I say for him. “Because I am a bitch, and so are you.”

      “Alright, knock it off!” Betty yells in my ear.

      And by the look on his face, I can tell Kim, his producer, just chewed him out too.

      This always happens when we’re in a scene together.

      “You know your lines. Now say them,” Betty says.

      I stop glaring and erase every insult from my mind. Straighten my back. Deep breath.

      “You look beautiful tonight,” he says before I can speak.

      Bullshit. He doesn’t think I look beautiful. I’m not even his type; he’s made that painfully clear more than once. And, well, ditto.

      This is a romance.

      I am the heroine.

      I am in love.

      I am in awe.

      This man is not an asshole.

      “Thank you,” slips off my tongue like honey. I barely recognize my own voice. “And look at this delicious food, I…” My mouth freezes mid-sentence as laughter threatens to burst free.

      “I…” I try again. My lips quiver. I close my eyes. Don’t laugh, Zara.

      “Can’t think of anyone else I’d rather share it with,” I blurt, too fast—and then it happens. I burst out laughing.

      Jax shakes his head like I’ve failed not only him, but the crew, the show, and maybe even myself.

      “Really?” Betty groans in my ear.

      I laugh harder. “But I can think of someone better to share this with. Something, actually. Like that fly buzzing around it.”

      “You know what?” Jax shoots to his feet. “I’m out. Bring this shit to my room—I’m eating it alone.” He jabs a finger at me. “And don’t give her any.”

      And that makes me laugh even harder.

      What a jerk.
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      5 HOURS LATER

      When I returned from our date, Heather and Ashley wanted to hear all about it. The cameras were rolling. I didn’t want to look those poor, sweet airheads in the eyes and lie—but I did.

      I told them we had a lovely, tasty dinner of seafood. Too bad I don’t eat seafood, which is why I’m currently inhaling the catered Thai food in the kitchen. Bright-eyed, small-faced Ashley wanted to know if Jax and I kissed. The first words that came to mind were hell no, but instead I leaned in and whispered in her ear, “Don’t worry, darling—he’s all yours.”

      She lit up like a harvest moon. I was glad to give her that.

      Ashley, with her tiny high-pitched voice and Disney-character looks, has been Jax’s favorite from the start. Of course she’s his type. She’s every guy’s type. Bubbly. Men love that word.

      “She’s bubbly,” they say, like it’s a personality trait and not just the sound of her laugh echoing in their skulls.

      Then I took a plate piled high with carbs and carried it to my room—which, thankfully, I now share with nobody but myself—and ate. With a full belly made from guilt-free gorging (I’ll worry about my diet when I’m back on the set of a real TV show or movie), I went straight to bed.
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      Bam, bam, bam...

      Someone’s knocking on my door like they’re the cops. The vibration ripples through me, and I sit up, rubbing my eyes.

      “Zara?” a familiar voice calls.

      “What is she doing here?” I whisper, blinking hard. Maybe I’m dreaming.

      “I’m coming in,” she says—and then in walks Anna Park, my agent.

      One look at Anna and I feel a wave of resentment. She reeks of the outside world—the place I want to be right now.

      “What are you doing here?” I ask, then glance at the clock on my nightstand. It’s 11:33 p.m.

      Anna is wearing jeans and a Bruins sweatshirt. I’ve never seen her dressed so casually—and she’s been my agent for three years. She looks exhausted. Deep purple digs in under both eyes, and she’s not even trying to hide them. Her neat bob is pulled back in a ponytail, exposing her pale, bloodless face.

      I clutch at my rapidly beating heart, convinced I’ve screwed up my comeback after that dinner disaster.

      “What’s going on?” I ask, short of breath. Six weeks down the drain because of one bad dinner. Stupid me.

      She sighs, long and forceful. “I’ve got some good news,” she says, and I perk up. “And a qualifier of that good news.”

      I wrinkle my nose. “A qualifier?”

      “Heather’s been sent home. It was filmed. That was the deal with the dinner. Jax had to choose between you and her.”

      “Dinner was a disaster. He should’ve sent me home, not Heather.” I scrunch up my face and shake my head. “He knows he’s getting under my skin.”

      Anna grunts like I’ve said the wrong thing, then folds her arms.

      “Didn’t you hear me say I have good news? Heather is gone, and you’re a finalist for a reason, Zara. You haven’t figured it out yet.”

      “Figured out what?”

      This time, her arms drop like the weight of her entire day just sank into the floor.

      “You have five million new followers on social media since this gig,” she says. “And you’ve been cast as the sister in a new Rowan TV series called Next In Line. It’s kind of like Succession, but grittier. It’s a major role.”

      My jaw drops. I want to scream with joy—but the way she delivers the news, so dryly, makes me pause.

      I square my shoulders. “Okay… what else?”

      There’s a look in Anna’s eyes I don’t trust. I’ve seen it before. She’s thinking. Or rather—trying to outthink me.

      “Zara…” she says, walking over and sitting beside me on the rock-hard bed. “I barely inked this deal for you. We’re back, but you did not make this easy. And I don’t want you ruining it. So go to wardrobe, get your makeup on, and play your part. It’s time for the final pin.”

      Silence falls. I’m still confused.

      “Is that the qualifier?” I ask. “I mean… after tonight, this is over, right?”

      Her lips curl into a big smile.

      “Indeed it is. So…” — she pauses — “I want you to have all the right reactions. Got it? Your future depends on it.”
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      1 HOUR LATER

      The scene is bustling. Crew members, as tired as usual, move around setting up lights, cameras, and set pieces. I can’t take my eyes off the final pins. Something about Anna’s visit still doesn’t sit right with me.

      I turn to her—she’s still here, on set, locked in deep conversation with Betty. Neither of them looks my way, even when I try to catch their eyes.

      “I’m going to miss you so much,” Ashley says sweetly.

      I jump, startled. I didn’t hear her walk up beside me. When I finally pull my attention away from Pinky and the Brain across the room—plotting something about me—and look at Ashley, I nearly gasp.

      She’s devastatingly beautiful tonight. No wonder Jax’s been crushing on her since day one. I mean, she looks like a Disney princess.

      We hug. Her body is so delicate in my arms, like she might break.

      “Me too,” I say. “If you ever need to send an SOS to escape the catastrophe about to go down, I’ll be your knightess in shining armor.”

      “Oh, Zara,” she chuckles softly. “He’s not that bad. You just don’t like him for some reason. It’s odd.”

      I open my mouth to defend myself point by point, but… what’s the point, at this juncture?

      This ridiculous show is almost over.

      We’re in our pretty gowns, faces full of makeup, itchy extensions reattached to our scalps. I just can’t see the logic in Jax choosing me, so I won’t ruin what should be a fabulous night—for Ashley—when he picks her, and I can finally go home, soak in my tub, and sleep in my own bed.

      That’s all Anna wants from me—just the right reaction to the final pinning. I get it. I’ll play along. I’ll clap and cry and hug Ashley. I’ll shake Jax’s hand and say, Well done.

      No…

      I have to look like I’ve lost. Like I’m disappointed by the outcome.

      I’ll hug him. Loosely. I don’t want his body on mine for too long. And when I’m asked how I feel, I’ll say, “Hurt, of course, but I always knew she was the one.” That’s what a girl’s girl would say. And I’ve worked hard to establish myself as one of those.

      “You okay?” Ashley asks.

      She looks genuinely concerned. While my thoughts were racing, I’d been standing here looking completely stupefied.

      I close my mouth and force a smile that gradually becomes real as fantasies of freedom start to wash over me. “I’m fine. Congratulations.”

      “You know… he could choose you,” Ashley says, though there’s no real conviction in her eyes.

      The thought makes my stomach nosedive. I can’t shake how worried I am about that possibility.

      My gaze shifts back to Anna and Betty—but they’re no longer where they were. Maybe that’s a good sign. Maybe my central nervous system is just getting the best of me.

      Still, I’ve been turning over the question in my mind: How could Jax choosing me possibly benefit the both of us?

      Me? Sure. I’m a PR disaster, and any attention—even fake love on a fake show—is great for my career.

      But Jax? He’s no PR mess, at least not that I know of. Why else would he be cast as the show’s Knight in Shining Armor if he were?

      “We’ll start recording in fifteen,” Hansel, the show’s director, announces over the loudspeaker.

      Ashley and I lock eyes, wide and nervous. She takes my hands and squeezes them.

      “No matter what, let’s stay friends, okay? I know you don’t like him, but I like you. I’ll be your referee—and I’ll be fair.”

      I give her a tight smile as she laughs at her own big-hearted promise. The thing is, what I want to say is: I don’t ever want to see his face again. Ever.

      But I’m spared from having to let her down gently as we’re called to our spots under the soft, flattering lights.

      As makeup and wardrobe put the finishing touches on our appearance, Jax enters the stage.

      Beside me, Ashley gasps—sharp enough to reveal exactly what’s on her mind. She thinks he looks handsome.

      I’ve seen more handsome men. I’ve dated more handsome men. Good-looking guys are a dime a dozen. It’s what’s inside that matters.

      Still… objectively speaking, Jax is handsome in a black suit that fits him in all the right places. Most women would like—no, love—his hypnotic bedroom eyes and chiseled jawline.

      So yeah. He’s good-looking. So what.

      What really gets me is his expression.

      Usually, he’ll toss Ashley a wink or a smirk—some little breadcrumb to let her know she’s his gal.

      I gnaw nervously on my bottom lip.

      “Don’t do that, Kara,” Janet, the makeup artist, scolds.

      I grunt and roll my eyes as she wipes red lipstick off my teeth and reapplies it.

      Something’s off. Jax isn’t acting like his usual cocky, spotlight-loving self. The one who relishes rejecting a hopeful contestant he clearly thinks is beneath him.

      Oh…

      I exhale slowly, the tension easing in my shoulders.

      He’s not being smug because he’s not about to break a heart tonight—not mine, anyway. He knows I’m not in love. He knows I won’t be heartbroken.

      Good. That makes two of us.

      I stretch my neck from side to side. Soon. Very soon. I’m only minutes away from freedom. I’ve already made a vow: I will never do another reality show again. Ever.

      “Everybody take your places!” the director calls.

      Chaos buzzes around us.

      I glance at Ashley—she looks nervous for the first time tonight.

      Smiling, I wink at her and nod toward Jax, hoping to put her at ease. He’s yours, lady. He’s all yours.

      Soon, it’s quiet on set. Action has been called.

      “Welcome to the final pinning ceremony,” Dave Lyons says, stepping into frame.

      Dave—our handsome host—is so much shorter than Jax that they’re never filmed standing next to each other without Dave standing on a platform.

      He launches into his usual monologue about our journey to love. How “bumpy” the road has been for both ladies, which makes me grimace. Bumpy for Ashley? No. For me? Yes. What is he even talking about?

      “But Ashley and Zara,” Dave continues, “have both captured our Knight in Shining Armor’s heart. And now, Jax, the time has come to pin the lady of your dreams.”

      Dave nods dramatically—he really is a good host for this kind of gig—and turns to face us.

      My heart patters like heavy rain.

      Something’s not right. Jax isn’t smiling at Ashley. He’s looking straight at me. His gaze is long and deep, like he’s trying to telepathically tell me something.

      What the hell is going on?

      My head spins as he picks up the final golden pin.

      “Zara.” He clears his throat. Then smiles.

      It’s a fake smile—I know it too well. The same one he’s worn through every forced interaction we’ve ever had. The smile we practiced.

      “Would you please…”

      I shake my head instinctively.

      No. No no no no no.

      “Stop shaking your head!” Betty shouts in my earpiece.

      Then Anna’s voice follows, even louder. “Smile! Don’t you drop the ball, Zara. Your career depends on it!”

      “Huh?” I whisper, barely able to get the word out.

      Because Jax has asked to pin me.

      And the world is spinning.

      Faster.

      So fast⁠—

      I lose my footing.

      And the next thing I know, I’m falling.

      Everything goes dark.
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      TWO WEEKS LATER

      Needless to say, I’ve been trapped in a nightmare ever since Jaxon Wilde of the San Diego Bull Sharks chose me to be his partner.

      I’ve been hiding out at home. All cast members are still under NDA, banned from exposing anything about the production. Which means I can’t post, I can’t vent, and I definitely can’t explain myself—not even to Ashley.

      Poor Ashley. I heard that right after I passed out, she ran off set and refused to return. Neither of our producers threw contracts in our faces or demanded we finish the scene strong. It was a wrap. When I came to, she was already gone.

      We never exchanged numbers. I tried requesting her on several social platforms, but she followed each one with a block.

      Needless to say, she’s mad.

      Maybe she thinks I knew Jax would pick me. And... if I’m being honest—deep down—I did.

      It’s the only thing that explains Anna showing up at the house in clothes that looked like she was dashing out for NyQuil at 11 p.m. Of course she didn’t tell me the plan. If she had, I would’ve caused such a ruckus...

      Or maybe not.

      Who am I kidding? My career is very important to me.

      Tonight, the final episode of the season airs.

      Tomorrow, Jax and I—who haven’t seen each other since before I hit the floor—will meet in Anna’s office in Century City to discuss... whatever.

      I’ve been practicing avoidance like it’s an Olympic sport. Cocooned in my little house in Encino. A quaint cottage with tall trees shading its farmhouse windows and French doors. It was my first real purchase from my acting career. My escape from the world beyond my property’s borders.

      But I can’t hide out forever. It’s time to face the music.

      I settle into a warm bubble bath, aim the remote at the TV mounted on the bathroom wall, and prepare to finally binge the series. I’m especially eager to see how production managed to spin me as the winner—considering our first interaction, which is also when I decided I hated him, was an unmitigated disaster.

      Here goes nothing.
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      The first few seconds of the show begin, and I’m already triggered. My breathing slows. All I want to do is turn the TV off.

      But I can’t. I have to watch.

      What still baffles me is how I was declared the winner without loyal fans storming the network with pitchforks and foaming outrage.

      First up: Heather, playing the theme from Titanic on her flute.

      Thank God I wasn’t around for that. I would’ve exploded with laughter—like I am now.

      “What the hell is going on?” I manage to say between tears, wiping my eyes.

      Then comes Lilith from San Diego, reciting a poem.

      “Roses are red,

      Violets are blue,

      If you pick me,

      I’ll pick you.”

      Dear God.

      Embarrassing. And desperate.

      Which Lilith absolutely was—right up until the second pinning ceremony, when her eagerness finally became too much for even Jaxon. Letting her go was the kindest thing he did all season.

      Still, I can’t deny it: every girl’s introduction was solid TV. Watching it now, it almost feels like any one of them had a real shot with the guy from hell. And Jaxon plays the role of the noble bachelor—our so-called knight in shining armor—so well. Too well.

      Of course, anyone using their prefrontal cortex knows that kind of man is a myth.

      I can’t take it anymore. I skip ahead.

      Jaxon and my first introduction is the one scene I’ve been dreading. The only meet-and-greet that went tragically wrong.

      I fast-forward until I see myself emerge from the backseat of the limo.

      A wave of prickles rushes through my skin—and not just because I’ve been in the tub too long.

      There I am.

      My red gown hugs my body like it was sewn on. Cap sleeves, high slit. My hair is pulled back from my face, the rest cascading in big, sand-colored curls behind me. Tiffany, my designated hair stylist, hated the way it turned out—mostly because I arrived four hours late to call time.

      I wasn’t even sure I was going to go through with the show. The night before, I watched two episodes from the previous season before realizing I couldn’t stomach any more. The desperation for one man? Pathetic, actually.

      But what was I going to do? Not show up? Give up on my comeback? Let the world keep thinking I’m the “crazy actress” who stole for no reason at all?

      I squeeze my eyes shut tight. Just thinking about what happens next makes me sink deeper into the water, wishing I could disappear beneath the surface.

      Regardless... I look pretty. Stunning, even. Jaxon raises his eyebrows and smiles—all teeth—like he’s impressed.

      But that’s not what happened.

      I was there. I know.

      He stiffened as I approached. Then he looked away, turned to the pit of producers, and said:

      “Really? You’re giving me the shoplifting actress?”

      That’s what he said.

      I stopped in my tracks, gasping.

      After a beat, I snapped. “What did you call me?”

      “You shoplifted. That’s a crime, isn’t it?”

      “You arrogant, classless prick. This is a TV show. I’m pretty sure you’re not the—” I threw up air quotes, “—Prince Charming they’re trying to pass you off as. You asshole!”

      I screamed that last part at the top of my lungs, fists clenched, head thrown back.

      “Cut!” Hansel, the director, yelled.

      We were both pulled aside—me to Betty, him to his producer.

      Betty reminded me of the role I agreed to play. Stick to the plan, she said. Do this right, and your career will smell like roses.

      And of course, I agreed.

      I don’t know what Jake, Jaxon’s producer, said to him, but he came back with a reluctant apology.

      “That was rude of me. I’m sorry,” he said with zero conviction.

      We were told to smile. So we did. Sort of.

      I tried. But the more I forced it, the more my lips trembled.

      Jaxon just sighed, over and over, like I had let him down.

      I was humiliated. Not just because he embarrassed me, but because I’m an actress. A damn good one. I was almost nominated for an Emmy—twice, I was told.

      But what he said... it cut deep. It triggered something in me. My nervous system went haywire. I couldn’t recover. We couldn’t get the shot.

      Eventually, Hansel gave up and said he’d fix it in post.

      And oh boy… did he ever.

      I sit up straighter in the tub, pushing toward the front to get a better look.

      That woman on the screen? It’s definitely me.

      “You look handsome tonight,” I say.

      But I never said that.

      “Whoa… You’re the first princess who’s taken my breath away,” Jaxon croons.

      My jaw drops.

      He’s never said that to me. Not once.

      “I can’t wait to know you better,” I say, eyes flirting.

      Then I offer him my hand.

      He takes it. Kisses it.

      I gasp. “Holy shit,” I whisper, eyes glued to the screen.

      I blink hard.

      Maybe I’m imagining this.

      “What the hell?” I glance toward my bedroom, where my phone sits on the dresser.

      I need to call my agent, Anne Kim.

      I start to rise—then stop myself.

      No.

      I have to see the rest first.

      I carefully step out of the tub, pause the video, dry off, and get dressed.

      Because something tells me I’m about to find out exactly why I—or this fake version of me—won the final pin.
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      My eyes are wired, head unsettled. I’m exhausted, but there’s no way I can sleep. It’s like I’m tweaking or something.

      What the hell am I watching?

      And they were slick with the edits between Jaxon and me.

      Like the group brunch date at that comedy club—I knew they wouldn’t show what really happened there.

      When Jaxon walked in to greet us, all the women applauded. Except me. Of course.

      The producers didn’t even prompt it. They were just that smitten. Though I think it had less to do with Jaxon himself and more to do with triumphing over the competition.

      He noticed I didn’t clap. Narrowed his eyes at me. I returned the glare. The room went dead silent as we locked into an unspoken standoff, neither of us willing to be the first to look away.

      “Stop it,” Betty hissed in my ear.

      “Tell him first,” I whispered through clenched teeth like a trained ventriloquist.

      Jake must’ve reined him in, because he finally turned to the rest of his harem and said, with all the confidence of a frat king:

      “Ladies, the spread looks good, huh? But don’t forget your girlish figures.”

      They giggled.

      I gasped. Loudly. The only one offended.

      “Cut,” Hansel called.

      And once again, claimed he’d “fix it in post.”

      Which is why I just watched myself giggling with the rest of them.

      I’ve said “WTF” so many times over the past six hours, the letters are permanently etched into my brain.

      Four weeks in, Jaxon took me on our first one-on-one date. We went bike riding.

      The first thing he said to me was:

      “Okay, hot fingers, why’d you do it?”

      “Screw you,” I snapped.

      “Cut!” Hansel shouted.

      “What?” I threw my hands up. “I didn’t even say the F-word!”

      We reset. The crew was exhausted by then—tired of our constant sniping. Both of us were told to try again, nicer this time.

      I remember yelling, mostly to the sky but also at Jaxon:

      “Why am I still here?”

      I was ready to hurl my bike into the bushes, storm back to the house, pack my things, and leave. I’d done my job. I’d supported every teary contestant who cried about not getting enough time with Mr. Asshole. For the ones who thought they were already in love with him after two minutes of eye contact, I reminded them there were plenty of fish in the sea. I even offered to hook them up—with hot actor friends of mine.

      Of course, they didn’t air that part.

      Some of the women even asked why I was still there if I had no feelings for Jaxon. Barbara, the show’s fixer, snapped at me:

      “It’s not good when the other women don’t believe you like him. Convince them.”

      So I did.

      I changed my tune, said things like, “He’s okay,” or “He can be

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
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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