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        Bend, Oregon

      

      

      “Ms. Weaver? Andrew keeps poking me.”

      “But he started it!” Andrew protested.

      “Nuh uh. Josh saw you.”

      Josh confirmed Andrew had started it, as did a few other students.

      Ann drew in a deep breath, counted to five, then slowly let it out. A glance at the clock showed another ten minutes until school let out for the week.

      She gave the young troublemaker her stern face. “Andrew.”

      All it took was his name. He burst into tears and started stammering apologies. If only they were all so easy to manage. She broke apart two more squabbling seven-year-olds before returning to Andrew.

      God, what a long week. I need a drink.

      After calming him down, she restored order to the class. For once, it took little effort to get them to clean their desks before struggling into their jackets and backpacks.

      “Ryan, put your jacket on.” That one was always trying to sneak around in short sleeves, and with early October bringing a bite to the air, she knew his mother would appreciate him bundling up.

      He smiled, showing a missing front tooth. “Yes, Ms. Weaver.”

      Once the scamp put on his jacket and got in line with the others, she checked the time and gave a sincere smile just as the bell rang. “Okay, guys. See you Monday.”

      With a cheer they left the room to their parents and bus lines, and Ann puttered around the room so she too could leave. The weekend couldn’t have come at a better time. Though school had recently started, Halloween already loomed on the horizon. The kids had started chatting about costumes and candy, excited about the prospect of a parent-endorsed sugar rush.

      Her phone buzzed and she read the message. She texted back a confirmation on wine night at Riley’s. A professional baker, Riley always had the best goodies at her house. She was their go-to girl for gatherings since Maya could barely boil water, and Ann couldn’t compete with Riley’s prowess in the kitchen.

      More than ready to head out, she left, talking to current and past students as she started her walk home. On her way, she saw Josh hanging out of the car waving madly. She knew he lived close by.

      “Bye, Ms. Weaver!”

      She smiled and waved back. Next to him she saw Laura Bloom, his grandmother, driving. Nice family…if one could forget about Jack Bloom. Even after all this time she hated to think of him, but having his nephew in class made it difficult to pretend he didn’t exist.

      She put him out of her thoughts, as she routinely did these days, and finished her walk home in peace. After tidying up the small cottage she’d been lucky enough to purchase, she changed into comfy clothes and read a book, wishing she’d had the funds to accompany her parents on their two month tour of Europe. Must be nice to retire, she thought, imagining her mother’s fascination with touring ancient castles and her father’s annoyance at managing the conversion rate of the Euro.

      A few hours later, she left for Riley’s with a bottle of wine, a plate of cheese and crackers and a solid attitude. She didn’t even have to knock before the door opened.

      “What took you so long?” Riley frowned at her, then smiled seeing the wine. “Ah. The price of admission. Welcome.” She took the food and wine from Ann’s hands before Ann could offer them.

      “I feel so used.” Ann brushed past the chef of the Terrible Trio—what friends and family had labeled them back in elementary school—and found Maya sitting on the couch, already drinking. “Am I late?”

      The frown on Maya’s face didn’t detract from her beauty. With rich coppery skin, dark hair, and dark eyes courtesy of her mother’s Native American roots, she made Ann feel like a pale frump by comparison. The blah redhead with freckles and an odd penchant for tanning—her one saving grace considering most redheads burned.

      “I had a hell of a day,” Maya complained. “I mean, bad with a capital B.”

      “Don’t ask.” Riley closed and locked the front door before making a beeline to the kitchen. Already the smells of freshly-baked something made Ann’s whole world better.

      “So what happened?” Ann smirked when she heard Riley’s muffled groan.

      “I’ll tell you what happened,” said Maya. “Some creep decided he didn’t like my prices on Etsy so he started two-starring my stuff. I mean, you don’t like the work, fine. But to rate me low because I charge for shipping, like everyone else? Suck it, dickhead.”

      “Nice mouth,” Riley yelled from the kitchen.

      Ann turned. “Why are you yelling? You’re like four steps away.” In a house with an open floor-plan. Just as cute and tiny as Ann’s place, Riley’s had all the charm of a fairytale cottage. Wooden floors, creamy walls, comfy furniture. And that dream kitchen where good, sugary things came to life.

      “I’m yelling because she gets hard of hearing when she’s drunk.”

      “I’m not there yet,” Maya protested. “Besides, I’m not drinking because I’m angry. I’m drinking because I’m hungry. Where the hell are my cookies?”

      “Cookies and wine. Yum.” The combination clearly indicated the trio’s lack of sophistication. Just the way they liked it.

      Ann settled beside Maya on the couch and watched Riley work. She looked more like a model than an actual baker, with light-brown skin, bright hazel eyes, straight black hair pulled back into a ponytail, and a face that could have made millions in advertising.

      Tonight, Ann felt uglier than usual around her friends. She sighed. “Geez, Riley. Do you ever sweat?”

      “You want my bodily fluids in your food? Really?”

      Maya grimaced. “Christ. I’m drinking here. Do you mind?”

      Riley snorted. “Whatever. Just make sure you use a coaster.”

      “Yes, Mein Fuhrer.”

      Riley flipped her off with a dough-covered finger.

      Apparently done riling the cook, Maya tugged Ann to face her. “So, my day might have been bad, but yours is gonna get a whole lot worse. Get some wine in you.”

      Dreading the bad news Maya looked all too gleeful to share, Ann fetched herself a glass and sat back down. “Go ahead. Shoot.”

      “Drink first,” Riley ordered from the kitchen. “You’ll thank me later.”

      “So you know too?” Ann took a sip and eased into the couch. Better to be relaxed when getting hit by a mental two-by-four, in her opinion.

      Maya blew out a heavy breath and announced, “Jack’s back.”

      Ann faltered a moment, then took another sip. A big one. “Jack Bloom?” As if Ann cared about any other jack-off. She mentally high-fived herself for the pun.

      Maya regarded her with concern. “You okay?”

      “I teach his nephew. I expected to hear about him at some point from his family. I mean, Josh is in my class.” She shrugged, trying to appear casual. “So he’s back in town visiting?”

      “Back in town to stay, or so the rumor mill is spinning.” Maya finished off her wine, then started on the cheese plate.

      “How do you eat so much and stay skinny?”

      Maya shrugged. “Bad genes.”

      They chuckled. It was no secret Maya had issues with her long deceased mother. Old wounds took a long time to heal, a lot like Ann’s emotional quagmire anytime she thought about Jack Bloom. “He’s back.”

      “That’s what I said.” Maya watched her. “So?”

      “So what?”

      “So vent a little. Remind us all again what a stupid, lousy creep he was for breaking your tender heart at sixteen.”

      “Seventeen. And we’ve been through this too many times to count.”

      “Come on. He’s a loser and a shithead for getting you pregnant and dumping you in the same breath. For choosing Selena Thorpe of all people, a girl with breasts bigger than a pair of Goodyear Blimps.” Maya was on a roll. “For taking back his ring when he had the nerve to⁠—”

      Riley cut in from the kitchen, “Let’s be fair. Ann didn’t even know she was pregnant before suddenly she wasn’t. A blessing in disguise, I’m thinking. And it’s not like he dumped her because he found out. He never knew.”

      Jack had never known about it, and she planned to keep it that way. A senior in high school planning to go to college, she hadn’t even thought about having a child. That nature had decided she wasn’t ready helped ease the grief she’d had over the incident. It still didn’t seem quite real, as if the experience had happened to someone else long ago. A faint memory, a bittersweet relief.

      “But he ruined you.”

      Ann frowned. “You know, Maya, you don’t have to be so dramatic about everything.”

      “Yeah, right,” Riley added. “Drama’s her middle name.”

      “Fine. ‘Ruined’ might be harsh. But the way he dumped you for that bitch Selena was just wrong, any way you look at it.” She held up her glass.

      Ann clinked it with her own. “Well, that’s true. But my cousin told me that Selena’s on her third marriage, so karma’s on a roll.”

      “I love karma.” Maya smiled. “Still, you need to get prepared to face that jerk. And let’s be honest. He might not have ruined you, but you sure don’t trust guys the way you used to. Not enough to date for more than a few weeks before you dump them. That all goes back to Jack.”

      “Not true.”

      Riley joined them with a plate of cookies. “I have to agree with Maya on this one. Not all guys are selfish idiots with the compassion of radishes.”

      “Radishes?” Maya cocked her head.

      “I’m in cooking mode. Gimme a break. Look, Ann, your parents are happy. And your dad is obviously a guy.”

      “No, really?”Ann deadpanned, but Riley talked over her.

      “He can’t be a total loser or your mom would have dumped him years ago, right?”

      Maya agreed. “I love your dad. My dad’s awesome, and Riley’s was great too. I mean, he didn’t kill her at birth and throw her back to the wolves, even though she was a scrawny, ugly thing. A lot like she is today.”

      Riley rolled her eyes. “Yes, I’m so thankful he didn’t murder his own child because I’m so hideous.” She’d lost him to cancer at a young age, but by all accounts Darius Hewitt had been an amazing man. “The point, Ann, is that you’ve let what Jack did mess you up when it comes to dating.”

      “Oh, and you’re any better? How’s your love life?”

      Maya snickered. “Try nonexistent. Say what you want about me, but when I want sex, I get it.”

      “Sure you do, Miss Ass,” Riley mocked.

      “Jealous?”

      “Please. This baby got back.” Riley smiled and bit off the head of a sugar cookie man.

      “You guys are terrible for my ego, you know that? After a week of dealing with hyperactive children, I’m told that I’m scared of men and made super-aware that I’m the only one of us that has no ass.” Ann drank more wine.

      “Ann, get real. You’re petite and hot. All the guys are after you.” Maya helped herself to a cookie and bit the man’s legs off. “I love these.”

      “You’re welcome.” Riley turned back to Ann. “She’s right. You could date, you just choose not to.”

      “I’m selective. That’s not a bad trait.” She pointedly glanced at Maya—the polar opposite of selective—who ignored her.

      “So what’s the plan?” Riley asked. “How are you going to handle Jack?”

      “I’ll handle him just fine. Don’t worry about me. But you? I saw Anson yesterday.” A blunt effort to change the subject, and it worked.

      Riley’s eyes burned. “That hack? I thought he lived in Portland.”

      “Apparently he’s back. Dexter’s in town too.” Dexter Black, Anson’s cousin.

      Maya choked on her cookie, then downed some more wine to clear her throat. “What’s going on? Did hell freeze over?”

      Ann smiled at the happy coincidence, no longer the only one under the gun. “It seems that fate has given us back our worst enemies. Time for some do-overs, ladies. I tell you what. I’ll deal with Jack, and I won’t be pleasant. Aren’t you guys always telling me that I’m too nice?”

      They nodded.

      “Not this time. How about some payback on the golden boy for treating me like crap? If he has the audacity to even try talking to me, I’ll make him wish he’d never come back.”

      “I’ll believe that when I see it,” Maya said.

      “Oh, you’ll see it. But you two have to stand up for yourselves too. Maya, you need to deal with the one boy who got the better of you. And, Riley, maybe you can finally put your rival in his place. What do you say?”

      Talking about vengeance out loud had empowered Ann. Finally, she’d get Jack out of her mind and her dreams. Confront him head on, say what she’d been dreaming about saying for years, then leave him with his proverbial tail between his legs. Oh yeah, that totally had appeal.

      Maya just stared at her.

      “What?”

      “Color me impressed. You sound a little mean, Ms. Wea-ver,” she ended in a singsong voice, imitating any one of Ann’s students.

      “Hey, you try to deal with twenty six- and seven-year-olds all day. It turns you nasty.”

      “If she can do it, I can for sure.” Riley rubbed her hands together and gave an evil laugh. “Anson Black, you are so going down.”

      “No reneging,” Maya warned. “We see this through. It’ll make us all stronger in the end. Confronting fears, handling the past⁠—”

      “Eating more cookies,” Ann recommended, and bit right into her cookie’s nether region.

      “Ouch.” Riley laughed and held up her own headless sugar man. “A toast to us. And may revenge be as sweet as the icing on my cakes.”
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      Ann spent the remainder of her weekend running errands and seeing the latest thriller at the movies with her friends. She, Maya and Riley had been inseparable since the first grade, and she didn’t see that changing any time soon. Through the boyfriends, the challenges, the wins and losses each had experienced, they’d been there for one another.

      Now, they’d have their revenge.

      She’d have hers sooner than later, it seemed, because Monday afternoon, who should arrive to pick up Josh from school? None other than Jack “The Ass” Bloom.

      Her pulse raced and her whole body seemed to come alive. She could feel him looking at her through the classroom door while she pretended not to notice. She and a few mothers who’d been helping with a class project readied the kids to go home for the day.

      “Ms. Weaver! Ms. Weaver! Uncle Jack is here.”

      She inwardly groaned but refused to turn and face his overwhelming presence until she was ready. “That’s great, Josh. How nice for him to visit you at school.”

      “He’s takin’ care of me for a week. Mom and Dad are on business in San Diego.”

      Terrific. She’d have to see Jack before, during and after she gave him his verbal ass-whooping. Ann stood straighter. This had been a long time coming. No point in half measures.

      Then again, with all the kids around, she’d probably have to delay their little talk. She had no intention of getting into anything with her students or their parents near. But if Jack tried to hang around…

      The bell rang. She told Josh he could open the door, and the students filed out.

      To her chagrin, the room emptied in no time and nobody came in, leaving her pumped up for a confrontation that didn’t happen. Feeling let down, she grabbed her coat and shoulder bag and headed home. Her heart raced when she saw Josh sitting in a car in front of her house. The boy must have told his uncle where she lived since he passed it every day going home.

      Be calm. Be cool. She slowed her pace and reached the car at the same time Jack got out. Good Lord. He’d gotten even better looking in the twelve years since she’d last seen him. Proof positive that life was not fair.

      He still towered over her at more than six feet to her five-four. Short brown hair framed a handsome face, from which his bright blue eyes blazed. Had luck been on her side, he would have gotten slovenly and out of shape. Instead, he looked muscular even under jeans and a blue sweater.

      “Well, well. When Josh told me Ms. Weaver was his teacher, I was hoping it was you.”

      To her shock, he enveloped her in a bear hug that took her off her feet.

      Familiar warmth, desire, and a need to be closer caught her off guard. She hadn’t expected him to be friendly—or that she’d be so receptive.

      Before she could struggle to be put down, he set her back on her feet. “Still as pretty as ever.”

      She felt as if she’d stepped into an episode of The Twilight Zone.

      “You used to know Ms. Weaver?” Josh asked through the open car window.

      Jack had the nerve to slide a finger down her nose. “Know? We used to date.”

      His teeth were so white and straight. She wanted to punch a hole through them. Instead, she forced a smile. “That was a long time ago. How are you, Jack? You look good.” Amazing, to-die-for sexy, hotter than any man had a right to be. Why did you just tell him he looked good, dumbass? This is not the time to be nice. Remember what you did to the sugar cookie. Yet she didn’t think she could take a bite out of his groin, even if Josh hadn’t been staring at them.

      “I’m good,” Jack was saying. “I transferred from Washington to teach at the OSU satellite campus here. The school is transitioning to a four year program, you know.”

      “I read that.” Great. No way he’d be jobless and move anytime soon. The state-funded project had been given the green light.

      “Just the excuse I needed to come back home. I sure missed Bend.” And her, by the way he seemed to stare at her. She recognized carnal hunger in that gaze.

      What. The. Hell?

      Twelve years ago, while he’d had an arm draped over Selena Thorpe’s shoulders, he’d announced they were done. Just like that, in front of the entire cafeteria. No explanation. No concern about breaking her heart in two. She’d erupted into embarrassing tears, and he’d looked bored by it all. After a minute or two, he’d asked when she thought she might be done crying, then walked away laughing with Selena.

      She’d been the pitiful laughingstock of the school for two solid weeks before Bethany James ran off with Carl Longtree and became the new talk of the town. Then things had gotten mostly back to normal. But not this normal.

      As if reading her mind, Jack said, “The past should stay in the past, right?” He smiled. “We’re old friends, aren’t we?”

      “Are we?”

      He laughed and hugged her again, and she was torn between wanting to slap him and wanting to kiss him—which horrified her.

      “Of course we are,” he said as he let her go. “I think Josh might have told you, but I’m taking care of him until Dan and Julie get back. They’re away on business.” He caressed her cheek until she stepped back.

      He sure had turned into Mr. Touchy-Feely. She wanted badly to tell him what she really thought, but with Josh hanging on their every word, she swallowed her wrath. For now.

      “Nice seeing you, Josh.”

      “You too, Ms. Weaver.”

      She looked at Jack and let him see the frost in her eyes. His lips curled, and she gripped the strap of her bag with a tight fist. Punching him in the face would not set a good example for the little one waiting for his uncle. “Jack.” She nodded and stepped around him and his expensive car, then walked up the steps to her porch and let herself in the house.

      She shut the door behind her and slumped against it, shaking from the confusing mix of rage and desire coursing through her. Tears pricked at the backs of her eyes, the need to go back to a happy past conflicting with the pain she still felt, even after all these years.

      l. But she couldn’t convince herself not to care. It’ll go away as soon as I get some ass-kicking closure with Jack Bloom.

      Now that she believed.
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      Jack drove Josh home, only half-listening to his nephew prattle on about a game he’d played at school. Ann fucking Weaver. Of course she had to look like the delicate fairy princess he remembered. But she was older, wiser, and damn, even hotter now.

      She still had that same blood-red hair. Wine-red, she’d always corrected him. So deep and rich, and it still curled around her shoulders in waves. Ann seemed just the same as she had in high school, though her body had filled out in all the right places. Despite her petite size, she had really nice breasts. Which fit in his hands perfectly, if he recalled.

      Man. Talk about fate kicking him in the teeth. Back in town for only two days and he’d run into the one woman he’d never been able to completely get over. Even when dating other women over the years, something would always remind him of Ann. A gesture, a smile, a scent, and he’d be transported into the past. He’d felt it back then, that he and Ann would be together forever.

      And then came the rumors, the half-truths, the betrayal. Covering his wounds as best he could, he’d pretended indifference and broken off with her.

      Always in the back of his mind though was the what if. What if he found her again? What if she hadn’t married? What if she was available, and this time they made it work?

      “Right, Uncle Jack?”

      “Um, sorry, dude. What’s that?”

      Josh sighed. “Didn’t you hear any of what I said? You’re not a very good listener.”

      He tried not to smile. The kid was a miniature version of Jack’s older brother Dan. Jesus, but Josh acted just like his dad. Bossy and ready to set the world on fire.

      “Right. I’ll try to do better.” He paused, hoping to sound casual when he pumped the kid for information. Nope. He had no shame. None at all. “So what do you think about Ms. Weaver? Is she nice?”

      “Yeah. She smells good too.”

      Jack could attest to that. She’d weighed next to nothing when he’d lifted her for that hug, and she smelled incredible. Like flowers. Lilacs maybe. Lavender? Something purple, if memory served. He could almost see her smiling as she teased him about her flower garden, back when they’d been young and in love.

      “Isn’t she Mrs. Weaver though? Like, she’s married or has a boyfriend?”

      Josh grinned, a sly smile that warned Jack to be wary. “Dad said you’d ask about Ms. Weaver. I get five bucks.”

      Jack groaned as he pulled into his brother’s driveway. “Don’t tell your dad. It was just a question.” The boy chortled. Fortunately kids were easily bribed. “I’ll give you ten dollars to keep quiet.”

      “And ice cream after dinner?”

      Jack nodded. “Any flavor you want.”

      Josh seemed to think it over, then agreed. They hooked fingers and, sworn into a pinkie promise, Jack backed out of the driveway and took the little swindler to the grocery store to pick his winnings…where he bumped into another familiar face clearly wishing he’d drop dead. Then again, what else could he expect from the Terrible Trio?

      “Well, well. Look who’s back.” Maya Werner sneered at him. Then she noticed Josh and was all smiles.

      Sexy, mean and not his type. He could still appreciate a nice body though. And boy, Maya, like Ann, had only gotten better with age. He wondered if Riley would look as good and figured she had to, because it would never be his luck that women who hated him should turn ugly. Only smokin’ hot chicks with friends in town to welcome him back with a boot to the face. Or the balls.

      Before he could say anything to Maya, she tousled Josh’s hair, glared at Jack, then sauntered over to the bread aisle.

      “Who was that?” Josh asked. “She’s tall.”

      Just an inch or two shy of him. “She’s a good friend of Ms. Weaver’s. Or at least, she was back when I knew them.” Jack guided Josh toward the ice cream and waited while the boy made his selection.

      “Wow. You must be really old, Uncle Jack. You know everybody.”

      Only everybody who wants to skin me alive. Like it’s my fault Ann cheated on me.

      Yet some part of him still wondered. Had he pushed her into Chapman’s arms? Hadn’t they been arguing a lot more as their senior year progressed and the future’s uncertainties plagued them?

      “Uncle Jack? I’m good.”

      Jack noticed two gallons of nasty looking flavors in the boy’s hands. Bubble gum and cotton candy? “No vanilla?”

      “I’m not a vanilla guy.” Josh shook his head.

      Little did he know, neither was Uncle Jack. Jack’s thoughts launched into how amazing sex would be with Ann today. Twelve years of experience and a hell of a lot more knowledge about how to get a woman off. He just knew he could snag her if he could get her in bed.

      And then what? Keep her?

      The warmth that unfurled from the thought worried him, and he hurried to the register to pay, then drove Josh home.

      The next day after waking to his mother’s six-thirty wakeup call—did the woman never sleep?—he promised her he’d meet her and his father for breakfast after seeing Josh off to school. Josh, clearly a morning person, had to be uber chirpy about everything, while on the TV an aggravating yellow sponge squeaked and giggled throughout the boy’s breakfast. After finally shoving the kid out the door, they made it to school in record time. He walked Josh in, pulse racing at the thought of seeing Ann again.

      Ann ignored him, even though he lingered to be noticed.

      Playing hard to get. Fine. I’m down with that. He smiled and said in an overly loud voice, “You look super pretty today, Ms. Weaver. Have a nice day.” He heard her class giggling as he left.

      Sexy redhead annoyed. Check. She might be pissed, but at least she was aware of him. Time to meet his parents.

      At a popular diner downtown, he sat at their table and stared through the window at the passersby, amused to see so many people wearing high-end clothing. Ah, life in Bend. Did anyone spend less than three hundred dollars on a coat around here? Talk about trendy. Then a few hipsters in dreads and shorts and carrying skateboards passed. He loved the contrasts of this town. Rich, poor, liberal, conservative. A whole cross section of America standing on the street corner waiting for the light to change.

      “Your brother and Julie are having a baby.”

      He snapped back to see his mother, Laura, smiling at him. “Really?” He laughed. “I’m going to be an uncle again?”

      His dad nodded. “Sure are. That’s what happens when it gets cold in Bend. The population booms.”

      “Oh, Sam, hush,” his mother admonished while blushing. Then her eyes narrowed on Jack. “So when can we expect some from you?”

      He groaned. “Ma. Not again.”

      “You’re thirty years old, mister. You’re not getting any younger.”

      He looked to his father for help, but his old man grinned. “She’s right. You’re practically
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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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