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      Harley Reid

      My holiday plans? Boxed wine, flannel pajamas, and Netflix minus the "chill". I hadn't planned on getting off my apathy until after New Years—until I accidentally crash into my ex's new girlfriend's car. But it's the motivation I need to flee to my Aunt Nora's place in NYC for Christmas.

      

      Colliding with a typically grouchy New Yorker isn't my best foot forward. But sweet Jesus on a cracker, he's a lickable, Viking-size hunk of hotness. As we somehow keep running into each other, I begin to believe I can shed the hurt and humiliation and be fearless.

      

      Nils Axelsson

      My holiday plans? Spending my hockey team's break alone. My friend Nora, however, won't let me escape her vortex of holiday cheer, and I find myself agreeing to take her niece to a Rockettes show.

      

      I was expecting an awkward teenager in braces, but it's the same woman who plowed into me in the elevator. A knock-me-sideways stunning blonde whose beauty and kindness hits me like a puck to the chest. The more time I spend with her, the more I want as much as I can get before she has to go back home. Unless I can give her a reason to stay.
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      “This is a lot of wine for one girl.”

      Great. Mrs. Bundy is judging my alcohol consumption.

      She gives me a sympathetic look as she rings up my purchase. “How are you, dear? This must be so difficult for you.”

      My insides tighten but I keep a smile on my face. “I’m fine! Everything’s great.”

      She clearly doesn’t believe me.

      I should have driven the thirty miles to Oakville to buy my box of Pinot Grigio. It’s hard to get away with anything in this town. I resist the urge to defend myself as I tap my card then snatch up the heavy box. “Have a good weekend!”

      I trudge along the sidewalk to where I parked on Main Street, snow falling around me, slush piling on the ground. Christmas lights hang from the streetlamps, many of the storefronts decorated with garlands of greenery and colorful ornaments. In the early winter dusk, the lights glow brightly. It’s picturesque—definitely Instagrammable. Small town Main Street during the holidays. But right now I’m annoyed, because I’m hating this small town and the fact that I can’t escape my past.

      “Oh hey, Harley!”

      I look up to see Julie and Emma, a couple of girls I went to school with. Emma’s about ten months pregnant, her winter coat stretched over her belly, and Julie has her twin two-year-olds by the hands. “Hi!”

      “How are you doing?” Emma asks, sympathy pulling down the corners of her mouth.

      Here we go again.

      “I’m good!” I clutch my box of wine. Julie’s eyes drop to it then quickly dart back to my face.

      “All ready for Christmas?” Emma asks.

      “Oh. Yeah.” I don’t have much to get ready for. “How about you?” I look down at the red-headed twins. “Are you guys excited about Santa coming?”

      They nod, big eyed, one little girl sucking her thumb. So cute!

      “It’s so much fun with little ones!” Julie gushes. “This year they’re just at the age where they know what’s happening.”

      “I want a Baby Shawk tabwet,” one of the girls says.

      “That sounds amazing!” I smile at her.

      “Baby Shark.” Julie rolls her eyes, but she’s smiling.

      “I can’t wait,” Emma adds, patting her stomach.

      “What are you doing for Christmas?” Julie asks me. “You know, if you’re alone, we’d be happy to have you over for dinner. I’m cooking a ham and there’s lots.”

      “Oh.” Crap. This is the third sympathy invitation I’ve had. I keep turning them down, even though I really don’t want to be alone on Christmas.

      My phone rings in my purse.

      I shove my hand in and grab it, happy for the distraction. It’s my Aunt Nora.

      “I have to get this,” I say apologetically to Emma and Julie. “Nice seeing you! Merry Christmas!”

      I answer the call.

      “Harley! How are you?”

      “I’m great, Aunt Nora. How are you?” I keep walking toward my car.

      Aunt Nora is my dad’s sister. She lives in New York so we’re not super close. She’s always kind of intimidated me. Why is she calling?

      “Wonderful! I’ve been thinking about you, with Christmas coming. I’m sorry I didn’t call sooner, but I was in Italy and I just got back.”

      “Italy. Oh, that must have been amazing!”

      “It was. Just incredible. Anyway, I’m back now and planning my annual Christmas dinner for friends here and I’m calling to invite you!”

      “Oh.” I blink.

      “I do this every year,” she reminds me.

      “Yes.” She’s almost always spent the holidays in New York, hosting a big dinner for people in the city who didn’t have family to spend Christmas with. Mom and Dad always preferred staying in Carson for the small-town Christmas, even though I always thought Christmas in New York sounded exciting.

      “Please come! I know you’re on your own now.”

      At least she doesn’t sound like she pities me. “My friend Natalie has invited me to Cincinnati.”

      “Oh. Well, that’s nice.” Disappointment shades her voice.

      I unlock my car and toss my purse and box of wine onto the passenger seat, then climb in. “But I don’t think I’ll go,” I add quickly. “She and her new boyfriend will be with his family, and I don’t even know them.”

      “Well, okay then! New York it is!”

      I bite my lip. I don’t know what to say. Christmas in a big city would be totally different than here. Christmas is about home and family. This is home. But Nora’s pretty much my only family, even though I feel like I hardly know her. And I’m not in much of a Christmas mood this year.

      I don’t like making quick decisions. I like to think things through and plan ahead. It feels uncomfortable to decide to go away for the holiday in a split second. “Can I think about it?”

      “Of course!”

      We chat a bit more and catch up on our news, although I sadly don’t have much because I have no life. Oh, stawp with the self pity!

      I pause to let out a long breath, hands on the steering wheel.

      My ex-husband has a new girlfriend.

      My best friend isn’t coming home for Christmas.

      My parents died almost a year ago.

      Merry Christmas to me.

      I start the car and turn the heat on, then pull out and head for home.

      It didn’t take long after the divorce was final for Owen to find someone new. Maybe I should be grateful he waited that long. At least he wasn’t cheating on me before we got married. I think.

      No. He couldn’t get away with that in Carson. The rumor mill would out him instantly. There would be people lining up to share that juicy gossip with me. Why can’t people just mind their own business?

      I’m over Owen. It’s not that I’m jealous. I just hate that this has rekindled everyone’s sympathy for me. Everyone knew Owen ended our marriage and now I feel pathetic all over again, and I hate that.

      There was commiseration at coffee this morning with my coworkers. Sympathy from Lucy who waited on us at the Crispy Biscuit at lunch time. Then Mrs. Bundy at the wine store. Now Julie and Emma. I’ve had enough.

      I pull into the driveway of the house I used to share with Owen. I’d park in the garage, but it’s full of Owen’s stuff that he still hasn’t picked up. I let myself into the dark house. Empty silence presses against me and I shiver. Crap. Don’t tell me the furnace has gone out again.

      This fucking old house.

      I loved it when we bought it—two and a half stories of character and charm, with original oak floors and trim. It needed a lot of work, but that was okay because Owen and I were going to do that together. But it all took longer than we thought, and our marriage was over before the paint had dried in the main bedroom.

      Now I’m living in a decrepit old house with unreliable heating and something else that goes wrong every day that I don’t know how to fix. It stresses me out.

      I check the thermostat. Hell, it’s set way too low. Why did I do that? I crank it up, fingers tightly crossed that that’s the only problem and I won’t have to call Mike the plumbing and heating guy again.

      I open my box of wine even though it’s not cold and fill a glass, tossing in a couple of ice cubes. I know that’s bad, but I don’t care. Then I climb the big oak staircase to the second floor to change in my bedroom.

      Shivering, I don flannel pajamas and a thick sweater, and pull on fuzzy socks. Typical Friday night for me—such a swinging single I am! Most of my friends have either left town or are married with kids.

      Why do I stay here when Natalie’s gone, my parents are gone, and now Owen’s…gone…?

      Because it’s home. It’s what I know. It’s comfortable.

      I head back downstairs with my wine and check one of the heat vents. Warm air flows out. Thank God. I turn on the TV and curl up on the sofa with the remote and my phone. After one glass of wine and the news, I’ll get something to eat and maybe find a book to read or a movie on Netflix to watch. Netflix and chilling—literally. Not the fun metaphorical kind.

      I find a Christmas movie on TV, one of those sugary sweet ones that looks like it was filmed here in Carson with lights and garlands and bows everywhere. It’s a romance, but I’m in a cynical mood and find myself making sarcastic remarks to the TV when something sappy happens.

      “Sure. Go home for Christmas. Everyone there will know your career in the big city is tanking and your relationship with your rich, handsome boyfriend is in trouble.”

      I continue munching my pizza.

      “Of course they’re wearing Christmas sweaters.” I roll my eyes.

      What have I got against Christmas sweaters? I actually own a couple of them. I’m just bitter because I have nowhere to wear them.

      “Oh, he’s a doctor.” I nod knowingly. “That’s a good profession. Oh my God. Look at that house! Doctors in small towns don’t make that much money. There’s no way he can afford a mansion like that.” There are enough twinkle lights on the house for it to be visible from the space station. “And who has time to decorate like that?”

      I pop a piece of pepperoni into my mouth, then gulp more wine.

      “Ice skating. Drink. Hot chocolate. Drink. Baking cookies! Drink!”

      My pizza finished, I settle back in the couch to watch.

      “Kiss her!” I yell at the TV. “For God’s sake, you know you want to!”

      Then I laugh at myself. I’m losing it. But I’m entertaining myself, so there’s that.
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        * * *

      

      I get up on Saturday morning at my usual time, which is an hour later than I get up during the work week. After a cup of coffee and a bran muffin, I venture out to the grocery store. It’s snowing—big, fluffy, drifting flakes that are so pretty. The streets are wet and slippery as I make my way to Koman’s, and driving past the Crispy Biscuit, I spot Owen coming out. My head jerks to stare at him. A pretty young woman steps out of the café behind him, and he reaches for her hand, smiling down at her.

      Fuck.

      I went to school with Tara Stafford, although she was two years behind me. She was always pretty, but these days she’s learned how to do a proficient smoky eye and perfect beachy waves. She works as a hair stylist at My Hair Lady.

      A horn blares and my attention darts back to the road, where I’ve veered into the oncoming lane. Shit!

      I crank the wheel and slam on the brakes. My tires skid on the slick pavement. A feeling of horror grips me as I lose control of my car.

      “Come on, Electra!”

      It seems to take an hour as I desperately brake and crank the wheel, hoping, hoping I can avoid…with a dreadful crunching noise, I sideswipe a parked vehicle. Noooooo! Electra comes to a stop and I sit there, heart pounding, my arms and legs tingling with an adrenaline rush. I stare blankly through the windshield.

      “Harley! Are you okay?”

      I hear Owen outside my window. Sweet Jesus on a Hovercraft.

      He raps on the glass. I turn to him, blinking. Am I okay? I’m not sure. The impact and the crashing noise have shaken me up and I’m not sure of anything. With trembling fingers, I press the button to lower the window. “I…I think I’m okay. I…I hit a car.”

      “My car!” Tara appears next to him, irate. “You hit my car!”

      Oh crap.

      “Jesus, what were you doing?” Owen demands, eyebrows knitted together, eyes flashing.

      My bottom lip quivers. I was watching you come out of the café with your new girlfriend. Bastard. I swallow. “I’m so sorry. The roads are really slippery.”

      “Yeah.” He shoves a hand into his hair. “They are.”

      “My car!” Tara wails.

      I pull in a long, bracing breath. “How bad is the damage?” I open my door and Owen and Tara step aside so I can exit.

      Cars are stopped behind me, people on the sidewalks on both sides of the street watching us, and heat sweeps from my chest up to my hairline. I tread over to Tara’s car and survey the results of my distraction. I bite my lip. “It’s not too bad.”

      Owen shakes his head. “I guess it could be worse. At least no one was hurt.”

      “Look at the damage!” Tara cries.

      “I’m sorry,” I offer. “It was an accident.”

      Tara narrows her eyes at me. “Was it?”

      I frown at her. “What are you saying?”

      She lifts her chin but doesn’t answer.

      “Are you implying I did it on purpose?” I screech.

      I sense the ripple of interest through the people watching.

      Tara lifts one shoulder with a pouty moue.

      Blinking rapidly, I take another breath. “It was an accident,” I repeat. “I guess we should exchange particulars.”

      Owen’s lips twitch. “I think we know who each other are.”

      Right. Right. “I’ll contact my insurance company.”

      “Okay. Good.”

      Owen looks at my car. “I think you can still drive it.”

      Thank God. I need to get out of here. Right now. “I am so sorry,” I say again. As I walk back to my car, I hear Tara babbling and I make out the words “lawsuit,” “lawyer,” and “court.”

      Great.

      I hop back in my car. Never mind going to Koman’s, I’m driving to Oakville today. I can’t face anyone as I pick out chicken and broccoli and, after this, a party size bag of Lays chips.

      I’ve been home for about half an hour when my front doorbell rings. I open it to see Brad Folksdorf standing there. In his police uniform.

      I went to school with Brad, too.

      “Hey, Harley,” he says. “Can I come in?”

      “Why?”

      That was a little rude and abrupt, but I’m confused about why he’s here.

      “We had a report of an MVA on Main Street,” he says easily. “I need to talk to you about it.”

      “Oh my God. Seriously?” I stare at him.

      He meets my eyes and nods.

      I raise my eyes to the ceiling and pull in a breath. This is ridiculous.

      “This won’t take long,” Brad says.

      I sigh and step back to let him in, then lead him into the living room and gesture at a chair.

      Through the front window, I see the police car parked in front of my house. Greeeeaaat. I can only imagine Mrs. McEwen across the street peering out her front window.

      “It was suggested that you may have hit Tara Stafford’s car on purpose,” Brad says.

      I stare at him. “You’re kidding me.”

      He waits.

      “I did not hit it on purpose.” I roll my eyes so hard I nearly go back in time. “I was distracted for a moment and the streets were icy. It was totally an accident.”

      “So it was careless driving.”

      I grit my teeth. “I guess I have to own that, yes.”

      He nods seriously. “Okay. I’m not going to issue a ticket this time. Just a warning. Distracted driving results of thousands of deaths in the United States every year.”

      He’s telling me that? My parents were killed by a man who was texting on the highway. Does he not remember that?

      My teeth are about to crack. “I appreciate the warning. I’ll try to do better.”

      Brad nods. “Okay, good. Thanks for your time. Enjoy the rest of your weekend. And drive carefully.”

      I don’t respond, merely follow him to the door and close it behind him. I see Mr. Karnatz out shoveling his walk and eyeing the police car. Brad greets him and stops to have a few friendly words.

      Lovely.

      Now rumors will be all over town that I drove into Tara’s car on purpose and the cops actually investigated it.

      I trudge over to my couch and drop down onto it, head in my hands. Never have I wanted to get out of Carson as badly as I do right now. Yeah, it’s Christmas, but I can’t stand this. I think about Nora and her invitation to join her.

      Fuck the small town cozy Christmas. I’m going to New York.
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      I used to love Christmas.

      Now it’s just a drag. When you’re on the other side of an ocean from your family, it’s just another day. I tell people I’m used to it, but the truth is, I always feel lonely at this time of year. Some of my teammates complain because we only get a few days off for the holiday, but I wish we just kept playing hockey and then I wouldn’t have to acknowledge I’m alone and Christmas sucks.

      I need a girlfriend.

      No, I don’t. I’ve given up on women. I’ve been down that road and it never works out. I’m never going to find someone who really cares about me.

      Why is that so hard? I’m a professional hockey player. Women are crazy for hockey players. I can walk into a club and leave with a woman pretty much any time I want. I’m not bragging; it’s sad that I feel no satisfaction in that. I’ve done it. More than once. Who’s counting.

      There are Facebook groups and subreddits and Instagram hashtags dedicated to me. I’m the pretty boy of the New York Bears, the Swedish Stud (I didn’t invent that, but I did think it was funny. At first.), well-dressed, impeccably groomed, suave. One time I went home with a woman and the next day a picture showed up on all the socials of me asleep in bed with her in a gloating selfie.

      It's game night and I just had my afternoon nap and my pre-game snack of a turkey sandwich on whole grain bread. Now I’m in my goofy Christmas suit riding the elevator in my apartment building down to the ground floor. We all agreed that we’d wear these ridiculous suits every home game until Christmas.

      The doors slide open and I start to step out into the lobby when someone barrels right into me.

      The small person bounces off me and reels backward. She’s about to fall on her ass, so I grab her. As I reach for her arms, I make contact with a boob. Christ. I grunt a “sorry” and shift my grip to her jacket, yanking to hold her upright and steady on her feet.

      Her hair is in her face and she shakes it back and looks up at me, her cheeks flooding with pink. “Oh my God. I’m so sorry!”

      I shake my head, annoyed. I try to get in a head space when I’m on my way to a game and this just knocked me sideways. Literally, almost. “You’re supposed to let people out before you get in.”

      She presses her lips together and a spark of temper flickers in her brown eyes. “I know that. I said I’m sorry! I’m just…distracted.”

      Asim, our doorman, rushes over. “Are you okay, miss?” He rights her suitcase.

      “Yes, I’m fine.” She smiles at him. And that is a gorgeous, sweet smile. “Thank you.”

      She’s pretty, in an understated, natural way. Dark blond hair, not that different in color than my own, hangs long and straight around her shoulders. It looks like the only makeup she has on is mascara, but her skin is smooth, and yes, flushed. She’s also small, tipping her head back to look up at me as she straightens her black jacket and lifts her chin. I regret snapping at her.

      “I apologize again,” she says. Then she takes in my suit and her mouth falls open.

      I mean, I can understand it. My suit is aqua blue with red and white Christmas canes all over it—jacket and trousers. My tie is the same fabric.

      “Uh…”

      I can see her swallowing her words and my lips twitch.

      Asim returns to his desk but is keeping an eye on us.

      “You’re in the Christmas spirit.” She takes a step back with a wary look and stabs the button to call the elevator again.

      “Not really,” I mutter. “Are you sure you’re okay?”

      “I’m fine.” She waves a hand and smiles half-heartedly. Even so, her smile is arresting. Herregud. My feet are momentarily stuck to the floor, enchanted. Jesus, I’m tripping out on her smile.

      I have to get to the game. “Gotta go,” I say, dragging my eyes off her. “Take it easy, Kronwall.”

      She stares blankly at me. Okay, not a hockey fan.

      Aware of her staring after me, no doubt because of my suit, I stride across the lobby and out onto Fifth Avenue. The subway station is a couple of blocks over on 4th Street, which is good because baby, it’s cold out here.

      I duck into the stairwell and jog down into the station to find my train. It’s only about a fifteen-minute ride and I spend that time thinking about the woman I just about took out in the lobby. I’ve never seen her in the building before. Not that I know everyone, but I’ve lived there a few years now and you do see most people sooner or later. And I’d remember her.

      Maybe she just moved in?

      She had no idea who I am, that much I know. I like that. Although she probably thinks I’m a pucko (Swedish for a stupid person, possibly related to the intelligence of a hockey puck) because I’m dressed like this. Ah well.

      Holding onto the rail, balancing as the train sways, I feel a twinge of regret for my snotty comment about waiting for people to get out of the elevator. Maybe I’ll see her again sometime and I can apologize for being a dick.

      After grabbing a coffee at Starbucks, I enter the Apex Center, greet Zain at Security, and head to the locker room. The team photographer is here snapping pics of us as we arrive and walk down the hall in our festive suits. Nate’s wearing a red and green plaid number. Hellsy sports a suit made of fabric that looks like a decorated pine tree with colorful lights and baubles. J-Bo shows off a bright red suit with snowmen and Christmas trees, and a red Stetson. We all grin like fools.

      It’s still a couple of hours before game time, but I like to warm up and go through my routine. We all have one, some of us more rigid and obsessive than others; everyone knows not to interfere with Cookie before a game. I like to drink my coffee, play a little soccer with the boys, and listen to music while I ride the bike and tape my sticks. Every few weeks I change up the playlist on my phone. Music’s fun for me and I like to pick songs that get the blood flowing.

      Heavy Metal Christmas by Twisted Sister plays in my earbuds as I tape my stick, my head moving to the beat. Tonight we’re playing against Nashville. They’re on a hot streak. But so are we. After last season’s playoff run, management tweaked a few things with some trades in the off season and a couple of guys from the farm team who made the cut this year. It’s still early in the season—we’re not even at the halfway mark—but how you start is a good indicator and we’re pretty solid so far.

      We only have one more game after this one before the Christmas break and ending on a high note would be great. I rub my thumb along the blade of my stick. Perfect.

      “Why does everyone in this city honk when it’s gridlock?” J-Bo gripes in the locker room. “It’s stupid.”’

      “It’s road rage,” Hellsy answers. “They’re frustrated.”

      “I get that. Traffic is nuts here. But honking doesn’t help when no one can move.”

      “People are stressed. There’s no parking, there are too many cars, everyone’s in a hurry.”

      “I think it’s just a habit,” Cookie says. “They know it doesn’t do any good.”

      “You know what bugs me?” Jammer says.

      I shoot him an amused look as I pull on my compression shorts. “Is this a gripe session?”

      “Seems so.” Jammer grins. “I hate it when two people stand side by side on the escalator. And they’re just standing there, not moving.”

      “Yeah. The right is for standing, the left is for moving,” Wendy says.

      “Escalators exist so you don’t have to move,” Nate says.

      “No, they exist to make walking upstairs faster,” Jammer replies.

      “Bullshit.”

      “Same with the moving sidewalks in airports,” J-Bo says. “Why do people get on them and just stand there?”

      I laugh. These guys are my buddies and teammates and I’d do anything for any one of them. Except get involved in arguments over stupid things like moving sidewalks.

      The game goes well. We’re up three-nothing in the third period and I’m in front of the Nashville net. Their Dman Svoboda skates at me and shoves me as my teammates Barbie and Jake pass the puck back and forth at the blue line. I shove Svoboda back and take him down to the ice as the puck goes to Barbie on the point. Svoboda and I get back up, jostling each other. I want to get my stick free so if Barbie shoots the puck I can try for a tip in, but goddammit, Svoboda is keeping me tied up. Then Barbie one times the puck. Another Dman deflects it. It hits the post and I almost think it went in the net but then I’m blinded, pain exploding in my head, dropping me to my hands and knees. I crack an eye open but all I see is blood. Christ.

      The whistle shrills and I’m surrounded by players as our trainer jogs out with a towel to assess what’s happening.

      “I think I lost my eye,” I tell him.
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      I finally made it to Aunt Nora’s apartment building Safe and sound.

      I was a little awed when I walked into the lobby. The building is older and the lobby’s small but elegant, with marble floors, a big, curved staircase with a dark wood banister, and a desk with an actual doorman.

      She’s not home—I picked up a key from the doorman, Asim—but she should be home from work soon. I collapse onto her couch, legs extended out in front of me. New York is a whole different world. People at the airport were rude, the taxi cost a freakin’ fortune and the whole way here I was watching Google maps on my phone in case he was driving me to some nefarious location, and then that weird guy in the elevator almost knocked me down.

      Okay, that was my fault. I was flustered from my flight and then the trip to Nora’s Greenwich Village apartment building, and I was looking at my phone to see which floor Nora’s apartment is on. Then I was all ruffled from him—his size, his faint accent which I still can’t identify, and the way he looked at me… Despite the wacky suit, he was ridiculously good-looking, with dark blond hair swept back off his face, prominent cheekbones, a wide mouth, dark blue eyes, and a divot in the center of his square chin.

      I look around. Nora’s apartment is lovely…the neighborhood not so much. It’s very urban, with lots of noise and traffic and people. There is a park nearby, but I didn’t get to see much of it. Inside, though, the quiet is a refuge, the all-white décor tranquil and subdued. Big windows let in lots of light, the view again very metropolitan—brick buildings, glass skyscrapers, and the ubiquitous New York water towers on roofs. Looking down, I have to admit the park is lovely with the view of the Washington Square Arch.

      Nora texted me earlier telling me to unpack in the second bedroom and help myself to anything I need, so I drag myself up off the comfortable, creamy-colored couch and lug my suitcase down a short hall. I peek into one bedroom which is clearly hers, then push into the other, smaller one. It too has a window overlooking the city, a nicely made queen-sized bed, a dresser, and a chair in the corner, all in muted shades of taupe and gray.

      I make use of the bathroom then unpack a few things, hanging some of my clothes in the closet so they’re not wrinkled. I brought a few dresses because Nora said we’d do some fun things, and of course there’s Christmas dinner.

      Then I make my way back to the living room. Feeling a little like I’m snooping, I check out the kitchen, compact but beautiful, with stainless steel appliances and dark stone countertops. I’m a little hungry but I’ll just wait for Nora to get home. She said she’d try to be here around five o’clock and it’s now almost four, so it’ll be a while. Maybe I could go out for a walk and explore the neighborhood?

      I’d probably get lost. Or mugged. I’ll just wait for her.

      I’m kind of nervous. My insides have twisted up. I’m basically staying with a stranger. Aunt Nora never married, has no kids of her own, and works in a high-up job at a big telecommunications company—I think she’s vice president of something—apparently making a lot of money. She’s a big city businesswoman and I remember her being very confident and sort of scary.
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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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