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      It was usually my favorite time of year. Not just because New York was magical during the holidays, but also because my twin sister and I were born on Christmas Eve. In the busyness that was life, we always spent our birthday and Christmas together.

      Last year had been an exception to that rule. Upon my insistence, she’d taken a cruise around the world with some guy who’d purchased a non-refundable ticket for him and his then-girlfriend, who happened to be named Sarah Miller. My sister, Seraphim Miller, had a close enough name that they’d been able to change the ticket and poof! Away she went on the trip of a lifetime.

      Sera had gone on the trip, unemployed and single. She returned with a new boyfriend and a new career in social media marketing for a radio conglomerate that hosted the nationally syndicated Bear and Raven Morning Show. It also took her away from super close Boston and planted her back home in Chicago. Sad face. Because of those two significant life events, I found myself in an Uber from Chicago O’Hare to spend the holidays with my family.

      Normally, some time with my whole family wouldn’t cause my stomach to knot. The thought of spending a week with her, my older brother, Rex, and my parents should make me beyond excited. To the point, I would count the minutes it took from the airport to their house in the northern suburbs of Chicago. This Uber, however, would sail past my parents' exit and deposit me just near the Illinois/Wisconsin border at the lone Airbnb I’d been able to book at the last minute.

      I knew what this family holiday meant. Bryce was going to propose. After he met the rest of the family—namely me—but also our older brother, Rex. Bryce and I talked plenty over FaceTime, but neither Rex nor I had met him in person. I knew it was coming. It was something I tried valiantly to find a kernel of excitement for. Unfortunately, the kernel of excitement that popped for her also carried within it a pocket of pain over my own life’s implosion and lack of a proposal.

      The Airbnb was an investment in my self-care. As much as I loved my sister and it thrilled me she’d found so much happiness in one fell swoop, it was hard to witness. We’d been in totally opposite situations when she’d left. I was the one with the amazing job at the hottest celebrity gossip channel on cable. I lived in an amazing rent-controlled apartment in TriBeCa and had a fabulous Wall Street boyfriend named Xander.

      One morning, I’d woken up to an empty bed. Not too unusual. Given as a financier, he worked odd hours entertaining clients and going to work before the opening stock market bell. I went to check the garage and instead found him coming out of our neighbor’s condo. They’d apparently been banging for a good six months before I caught him. So much for all those hours supposedly trying to make the “partner track.”

      Because of that, bearing witness to my sister’s new life promised a level of pain I didn’t want to experience, as I just found my new normal. Having to marinate in her happiness for an entire week was too much. Even if it thrilled me.

      My phone rang for easily the tenth time since I landed. It was Sera, of course. As if she had some kind of sixth sense that something was amiss. The argument would come soon. I just didn’t want to have it in front of an Uber driver during a forty-five-minute drive.

      “There’s a big storm coming.” He told me, pulling me from my practically catatonic staring at Sera’s face lit up on my screen. “It’s going to be a doozy. Though where you’re going, you might be far enough away from the lake to miss the worst of it.”

      I didn’t bother reminding him that the lake extended all the way up into Wisconsin, where it connected with another lake that took it up to Minnesota.

      “When’s it supposed to hit?” I asked, trying to distract myself from the fact that Sera had hung up and begun calling again.

      “They’re saying in the middle of the night tonight, but other reports say it might hit on Christmas Eve, depending on how quickly it comes south from Canada through the Great Lakes.”

      Great, that was exactly what I needed. I didn’t bring any snow boots with me. Just cute ones to wear with my Christmas dress.

      “Here you are. Forty-five Cherry Lane. Do you need help with your bags?”

      The sweet little ranch was the picture of quintessential suburbia. Though the sun had just set, I knew based on the pictures it was white clapboard with black shutters. The owners decorated for Christmas, despite it being a rental. There were fairy lights twinkling in the enormous tree in the front yard, as well as the hedges beneath the windows. They’d even been so kind as to have the lights on inside to welcome me. That certainly made navigating through a strange house much easier.

      “I don’t have much.” I told him, “I’ll be fine, but thank you.”

      According to the listing, the house had two bedrooms, a single bathroom, kitchen and family room with a fireplace. Not that I needed much else. It was just me, after all. Whoever owned the house even put a tree up and some fake presents beneath it to give it the feel of being “home” for the holidays. I saw Sera’s face light up on my phone again. I wouldn’t be able to avoid her forever. The bathroom’s bath called to me like a lover’s song. My suitcase trailed behind me as I threw my coat on the bed and headed to the bathroom. The listing had promised a whirlpool bathtub, and I’d been dreaming about it the entire flight to Chicago.

      I’d been living with Rex since breaking up with Xander. I missed my fabulous apartment in TriBeCa, but unfortunately, without Xander’s Wall Street salary, I couldn’t afford the rent. Rex lived in an uber posh loft in Battery Park. Despite it being the highest of high-end, his guest bathroom may have had the bougiest shower ever invented but lacked a soaking tub. I planned to soak to my heart’s content the whole week.

      Sera deserved an explanation of why I wouldn’t be staying with mom and dad. It would not be pleasant. A relaxing soak in the tub before I did so would give me a chance to relax and compose my thoughts. I felt like I mainlined a triple espresso. It hadn’t been that cold outside, yet I couldn’t stop shivering.

      When I opened the bathroom door, I was expecting to see the massive tub advertised in the pictures online. The tub was there, of course, but what I hadn’t expected to see was a man, reading a magazine, covered in water to just below a set of pecs, humming along to some song playing from his phone.

      “I’m sorry… what the hell are you doing in here?” I asked.

      He startled so violently he dropped his magazine in the tub, swearing repeatedly as he tried to save it.

      “I should ask you the same question.” He asked, shaking his magazine out and tossing it to the side before dropping his hands in the tub. I assumed to cover his junk. The lingering soap bubbles in the tub had scattered along his jawline when the magazine splashed into the water. Seeing them there almost made him look like he had a white beard. As if Santa’s hot-assed younger brother decided to spend some time in Chicago for Christmas.

      “You’re in my rental.”
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      This year could slip on a patch of ice for all I cared. Having my identity stolen was bad enough. But now, hours before a huge blizzard was about to hit the pipes in my condo burst? I don’t know how my number had come up twice in the poor slob lottery of bad luck and shitty things, but I needed something to go right in my life.

      My brother, Leo, offered to let me stay with them during the holidays. He had four kids under the age of eight. Thank you, but hard pass. I loved my nephews and niece, but I was a forty-five-year-old man who lived alone. It wasn’t until I was with him and his kids that I realized how much I relished the silence. Kids, their toys, and the never-ending bad-dream-sequence of songs from their unending stream of television shows was an assault to the senses. Even in small doses. My brother was the only family I had. No way was I risking that because my severed nerves made me a less-than-ideal guest.

      Thanks to my sister-in-law’s quick thinking, there was a much more palatable option. The rental property. Our parents purchased the house after we moved out. Since it was just the two of them, they no longer needed a “family” home. It was on a quiet street in a sweet little subdivision, and close to my brother and me. When they’d still been alive, both my brother and I loved its proximity in case they ever needed something. We had renters for a while, but the short-term rental market was so hot we made more money with Airbnb.

      I needed to get the house ready for the blizzard. The walkways needed salting, the garage pulleys needed to be de-iced, and the snowblower gassed up, but it was a shitstorm of a day. I just wanted to relax for a few minutes. Sure, a whirlpool tub wasn’t exactly a hot tub, but it was as close as I would get. I hadn’t been in the tub for over ten minutes when the door flew open and the curviest-looking firecracker started pointing at me, accusing me of being in her house.

      “This is my house.” I told her.

      Still somewhat dumbfounded that I sat in a tub, naked as the day I was born, carrying on a conversation with a total stranger.

      “Well then, you’re an idiot because you rented it to me. I have the confirmation right here.”

      Her fingernails had little ornaments painted on them. They twinkled in the bathroom lights while she swiped through her phone. I couldn’t help but take inventory of the rest of her. An oversized gray sweater that looked softer than a blanket you threw over yourself while snuggling by a fire. Beneath the sweater, she wore a pair of leggings and the longest, tallest, sexiest fucking boots I’d ever seen.

      “There’s a huge blizzard coming.”

      I tipped my chin toward those pointy heels, keeping my hands cupped around my hardening cock. The last thing she needed was to not only catch me in a compromising position but to witness a rise in the tub. Until that very moment, I never knew I had a thing for footwear but damn, those boots.

      “You’ll break your neck in those.”

      My concern fell on deaf ears. Apparently proving to me she had a right to be there, won out in the order of priorities. I watched her thumb work triple time, swiping at a rate of speed that had my own thumbs aching in sympathy. How on earth could she possibly have that many emails to work through?

      “Ah! Here it is!” She cried, triumphantly shoving the confirmation in front of my face.

      Her name was Felicity. What a beautiful name. She was from New York and staying through the New Year.

      “If you give me a minute, we can get this sorted out.”

      She lowered her phone to her side. From beneath her quirked eyebrow, I watched her eyes slowly descend from my face and down my chest to the water, where my hands protectively covered my obvious burgeoning interest.

      “Can I have some privacy?” I asked, trying my damnedest not to get snippy.

      Her look snapped up to mine, a lovely pink rising on her cheeks. I shouldn’t find that little tell of hers so cute. But she’d looked and liked what she saw. It was in that sweet blush and smile she tried to hide behind a bite of her lip. Despite the compromising position, being checked out by a woman felt damn good.

      “Take however long you need to clean all your crap out of my rental.” She lifted her chin, steeling me with a last gaze before turning on her pointy heel and marching out of the bathroom.

      “The pipes burst in my place.” I told her, as I shuffled into the kitchen. “My sister-in-law told me to use our parent’s old place until someone can come check out my condo. Her and my brother, her husband, must have crossed wires or something.”

      She sat on a stool at the kitchen counter, one leg crossed over the other, kicking her foot in time to the beat of her fingers furiously typing on her cell phone.

      “Are you heading over there now?” She asked, not even bothering to look up at me as she did.

      “I wasn’t intending on it.” I told her, “They have four kids. Four. I love the little rugrats but trying to get any sleep in a house of six people, four of whom are all under the age of eight? Yeah. I’d rather sleep on a park bench.”

      Her phone rang, evidently someone she didn’t want to talk to based on the rolled eyes and huffed breath she exhaled before picking up the phone.

      “Sera…” she said to whoever was on the other line. “What don’t you understand? I literally just wrote you a novel of an explanation. Look, I can’t talk about this right now. There was some random guy taking a bath in my Airbnb that I need to handle. No, you don’t need to call the police. I’ve got it taken care of. No, I’m not coming home, Sera. I’ll explain later.”

      While she continued with Sera, I dialed my brother’s number. Panic bubbled in my chest as the shock of being caught in a bathtub wore off, and the reality of the situation set in. The list of all the ways my life was not going right just continued to multiply. Would it be the worst thing on the planet to spend a week at my brother’s? Probably not. But it wasn’t exactly ideal.

      “Leo,” I didn’t wait for his gruff “hullo,” before I barreled right into the problem at hand, “Heidi told me to use mom and dad’s house while my condo gets fixed, but I’m here and we’ve run into a bit of an issue.”

      I heard him inhale, which usually meant he would try to tell me exactly how to fix whatever issue he thinks I ran into. Unfortunately, frozen locks, or walking me through setting up the generator that I bought and installed were not the reasons I called for help.

      “One of you rented out the house.” I continued pushing through whatever he intended to say. “The two of you got your wires crossed or something.”

      “Yeah, I wondered why you were going to the house. I thought maybe there was a cancellation. Guess you’ll either have to come here or get a hotel room.”

      He was nonchalant about everything. Like every problem had the easiest solution. It wasn’t that easy.

      “Leo, you know I have no credit cards right now until the situation with my identity gets taken care of. I can’t go anywhere else. And you know Heidi doesn’t really want me staying with you. She hasn’t forgiven me yet for accidentally teaching Bella the word motherfucker.”

      “Oh god, Bella has picked up plenty of words since then. In two languages.” Leo chuckled. “Germans.”

      He said it as if that one word explained everything.

      “Bringing any of those kids near the Kickers Club during World Cup season probably wasn’t the wisest parenting decision we’ve made. But this is the first year Heidi’s nieces were part of the Rosenball court. So you know how it is.”

      His wife was way more German than we’d been growing up. Way more. Leo and I barely scraped by with rudimentary knowledge of German. Heidi, however, not only was fluent, but had a whole slew of brothers and sisters who were all heavily involved at the German culture center.

      I had too much nervous energy. It was impossible to sit still. The house wasn’t exactly cold, but you could feel the dampness of the impending storm. While my brother and I tried to figure out what the hell to do, I lit the fire for Felicity to enjoy.

      “Oh shit. Have you looked outside?” He asked. “I don’t think you’re going anywhere tonight.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER THREE


          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Honestly, I just wanted some peace. To take a nice bath. Have a minute to center my thoughts before I dealt with the impending tidal wave of emotion that accompanied disappointing my sister.

      Of course, that couldn’t happen. Why would anything in my life be easy when I’d been navigating land mines since Xander and I broke up? Instead, I walk in on some naked, albeit deliciously sculpted, silver fox version of Santa Claus hanging out in my bathtub like he owned the place. Okay, he did. But that was beside the point. I didn’t need him sorting things out with his family in front of me. He needed to exit my space with an apology.

      I’d been about to provide him with that suggestion when Sera called for the nine millionth time. I knew if I let it go to voicemail again, she’d have every police station within a twenty-mile radius of my parent’s house on the lookout for me.

      “Sera,” I greeted her.

      “Felicity, what is going on? You should have been here already.”

      “Why are you at Mom and Dad’s?” I asked.

      Her new job came with a corporate condo on the lakeshore.

      “Oh, we acquired a new DJ for the syndicate. A guy named Kevin The Wolfman Taylor from San Francisco. I guess he’s a huge get. Everyone is bonkers over the announcement. Anyway, he needed a place to stay. And I’ve been in that corporate condo for over a year. Really it wasn’t fair for me to lay claim to it. So I moved home until Bryce and I figured out what we’re going to do.”

      That little fact only further solidified my not being home. That meant she was in our old bedroom, which left the basement pull-out sofa or the air mattress in what used to be Rex’s old bedroom. Mom converted that into a crafting room after we left for college. I made a mental note to text our brother. He’d left earlier than me from New York, as he’d had a business emergency that he needed to tend to before coming home.

      “Sera, this just makes more sense. You and Bryce can spend lots of time with Mom and Dad. They can soak in how charming and well-heeled Bryce is. Rex can bond with his soon-to-be brother-in-law, and I can come enjoy all the holiday stuff, then be on my merry way.”

      “A—Bryce and I made so many fun plans for everyone. You need to be here at home so that you could really get to know Bryce. He gave up spending the holiday with his family because he knew how important it was to me, he got to know you in person. Other than him, you’re the most important person in my life. I just don’t understand.”

      I heard the pinch in her voice. And it nearly broke me. I almost hopped from the kitchen stool, collected my bag, and told the guy on his phone that I’d made a mistake and headed home.

      “Sera, what don’t you understand? I literally just wrote you a novel’s length explanation. I can’t do this right now. There was some random guy taking a bath in my Airbnb that I need to handle.”

      “There’s a random man in your rental and you’re standing there casually carrying on a conversation with me? Are you under duress?” she practically shouted.“Do I need to call the police? Hit the number one if I need to call.”

      “I’m fine.” I told her. “There’s no need to call the police. Besides—”

      Whatever argument had been forming on my tongue died. I’d chosen that very moment to turn toward the bathtub Santa, who had been futzing with the fireplace. But when he’d thrown open the curtains of the picture window on a swear, I followed where he obviously was looking.

      Snow. Not just snow. Like the world’s largest pillow fight in front of our picture window. Fat, feather sized balls of snow plummeting from the sky in some kind of race to complete their death spiral to earth, the fastest.

      “How is that possible?” I asked, forgetting I still had Sera on the phone. “I just walked in not even thirty minutes ago and it was clear skies.”

      “I don’t think anyone is going anywhere tonight.” Bathtub Santa told whoever was on his phone, but also turned to look at me while he did. As if to confirm that, I saw the literal shitstorm blowing in front of our window.

      “Sera… I think I’m stuck. The snow is… wow, it’s really coming down.”

      “Oh no! I heard there was snow coming. Want us to come get you? Bryce has an SUV with four-wheel drive.”

      If I’d been ten minutes down the block from them? Sure, someone with an SUV could have come and gotten me. But I was easily a half hour away in good weather. There was no way anyone could come and get me and get home safely. I truly was stuck with some random guy I knew nothing about.

      “Give me your driver’s license.” I shoved my hand in his direction.

      “I own this place.” Bathtub Santa told me again.“Do you really think you’d be in danger from the guy who rents this place out?”

      He ran a hand through his hair, agitation furrowing his brow and shuttering a very captivating set of ice-blue eyes.

      “Sera—I need to deal with this situation. I’ll text you in a minute.” I told her.

      “Do I need to call the police?” She asked again.

      “No.”

      I gave the silver fox a once over. He looked fairly unassuming in his jeans and gray Henley, his salt and pepper hair standing on end from what I assume was a quick towel dry.

      “Until I figure this out, I’ll text you our special word every half hour. If you don’t hear from me, at…” I looked at my Apple watch, “eight-thirty, then call the cops.”
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      The firecracker in boots had moxie. Fearless. Fierce. I don’t know what the word was, but there was something about her bossiness that charmed me.

      “My name is Klaus.” I told her. “Klaus Baer. My brother Leo and I rent this place out. It used to belong to my mom and dad.”

      Rather than shake my extended hand, she continued to hold hers out, palm up. She wiggled those ornament decorated nails, obviously waiting for me to give her my driver’s license.

      “I promise, both Leo and I are totally normal people. Someone stole my identity. Then the pipes in my damn condo burst, and now this. I swear Christmas can suck a dick.”

      I yanked my wallet out of my back pocket and pressed my license in her hand. She held it up and examined it before snapping a picture and I assumed texted it to whomever Sera was.

      “Would you like my phone number too?” I asked, “It’s eight-four-seven-two-zero-two-six-three-two-zero. You can give that to whoever you’re sending my license to.”

      “With a name like Klaus, are you sure you should tell Christmas to suck your dick?”

      It was the first peek of her personality I saw. She appeared to have a beautiful smile that she kept hiding behind that bitten lip. I knew nothing about her, other than she had great taste in shoes. But that lip being scissored between her teeth? It snared my attention like a fish to a lure.

      “Klaus like mouse, not clause.” I felt like my voice had taken a vacation and left me with just the hint of a functioning voice box. “And I told Christmas to suck any dick, not mine specifically. You know, just so we’re totally on the same page. Accuracy and all that.”

      Her cheeks went pink again. It was the first time I noticed the unusual bramble color of her eyes peeking beneath the longest set of eyelashes I’d ever seen. They broadcast plenty of thoughts on the situation, but as her eyes wrinkled with delight, then schooled into something akin to skepticism, the one emotion I didn’t see skitter across her face was fear. That was a holiday miracle. If I wasn’t personally in the middle of this awkward as fuck situation, I don’t know if my advice for anyone else would be anything but “sleep in your car, and stay the fuck away.”

      The snow came down like it had some kind of quota to fill. Piles already formed against the front door. The responsible side of my brain told me I should start to salt and snow blow. Curiosity, though, had me staying put. Earning even a shaky trust with my new roommate was now priority number one.

      “Well mouse not clause, what are we going to do about this?” she motioned between the two of us. “I promise you, sleeping in a house with some rando who could chop me up and use my skin as a blanket doesn’t sit well with me. But I’m also not an asshole. I realize sending you out in that—” she pointed at a near white out snow storm outside our windows, “would be worse than grinchy.”

      “Since your suitcase is already in there—take the master.” I told her, relief flooding my nervous system. “Both doors, the one to the bathroom and leading to the hallway, have locks on them. Please use them for your own peace of mind. You won’t insult me. The two bedrooms share a bathroom, hence the locks. I’ll take the second room. I’m assuming you came straight from the airport. I have some food but it’s nothing fancy. Frozen pizza and Hungry Man dinners.”

      I watched her take a tour of the space. First through the living room, inspecting all the knickknacks on the shelves, then down the hallway to look at the second bedroom. There wasn’t much in there, just a queen bed, dresser, and chair. The house used to be much homier. We’d quickly learned people would steal anything not glued or nailed down.

      Her heels clicked against the wood floors, mapping her progress through the house. They retreated from the second bedroom and back, I assumed, into the master once again. While she continued, I set the oven to heat and pulled one of my two pizzas out of the freezer.

      “My bag is in the closet.” I called out to her. “Once you’re done in the bedroom, I’ll grab it. That way, you don’t have to worry about my stuff being in your space.”

      “It’s a cute house.”

      She’d shucked off her pointy heeled boots in favor of some oversized socks with birds on them. Socks was an understatement for the offense to the eyes that she wore. They were a teal base with every variation of colored flower splashed across them and somewhere in that tornado of color were some birds.

      “Those socks,” I pointed toward her feet with a smile, “interesting choice.”

      “They’re puffins!” She giggled, balancing on one foot, and kicking forward the one I’d pointed toward, wiggling her toes. “My sister and I have a strange obsession with them. She went on a cruise around the world last year and bought these for me in Baja, California. Incidentally, it is not in the United States in case you didn’t know that. It’s part of Mexico.”

      The delight that spread across her face felt like another small crack in that buttoned up persona.

      “You have a really nice smile.” I told her.

      Rather than wait to see her reaction to my compliment, I dug around in the fridge for a couple of pops. When I turned back, she’d taken a seat at the kitchen counter once again. Her chin rested in her palm, watching me dance around. She looked peaceful while she sat there.

      “I’ve only got Coke.” I apologized, placing a glass in front of her. “Unless you prefer beer?”

      “Coke is fine.” She popped the top and took a sip straight from a can. “Damn, it’s been forever since I’ve had a regular pop.”

      If I had the chance to later, I’d circle back to that. I wondered if it was a dietary choice. My philosophy leaned toward “we’re all gonna die one day anyway, may as well enjoy the ride,” but I also didn’t get stigmatized by beauty magazines every single day for my ribs not showing in bathing suits.

      “So your sister took a trip around the world? Was that like for work?”

      “Oh, gosh,” she played with the pop can top, flicking it with her thumbnail as she talked, “that is one really long story.”

      “We’re snowed in with literally nowhere we can go. Time is the one commodity we have in abundance and I’d love to hear it.”

      “Sera, my sister, lives in Boston.” She giggled, obliging my request. “I’m in New York. My older brother is in New York, too, but that doesn’t matter as it pertains to her trip around the world. She was a banker—though she majored in performance opera in college—and had just lost her job. Her life last year had been kind of in the shitter. Prior to the cruise, she’d been debating moving to New York. Her plan was to come and live with me and my then boyfriend Xander which is also another really long story that completely has no bearing on this one. I’m at work one morning and Kennedy—one of my hosts—is talking about this guy from Boston who is taking a trip around the world. He needs a Sarah Miller to go with him because he’d intended to take his then girlfriend on this amazing once in a lifetime trip but found out she was cheating on him.”

      “One of your hosts?” I asked, “Do you work in food service?”

      She crinkled her nose at me as if I’d just suggested she smelled like rotten cheese.

      “Food service? Why would you think I work in—oh… hosts? No.” She laughed, while she twisted the hair that hung over her shoulder up off her face into a loose bun. “I work for the number one celebrity gossip show on cable. I’m an associate executive producer.”

      The more she talked, the more relaxed she became. When she’d first come out of her bedroom, she’d carried herself ramrod straight, with this snooty air about her that said not to fuck with her. Now her back rounded into a comfortable slouch, animatedly gesturing while she spoke, her eyes expressing the gamut of emotions from surprise to delight. She’d worn a belt over that soft-looking sweater, and that was off and cast aside on the stool next to her.

      “Anyway, my sister’s name is Sera Miller. Her legal name is Seraphim, but easy to fix! That’s a call to customer service. Blame it on confusion and assumption. Done.”
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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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