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        Two men. One villa. Three days to rewrite everything they thought they knew about love.

      

        

      
        With a million followers hanging on his every caption, Chase Morgan is the undisputed king of luxury solitude—a man who's convinced himself, and the world, that needing no one is the ultimate freedom.

      

        

      
        Award-winning architect Oliver Kaplan creates breathtaking spaces while keeping the world at arm's length. After a public betrayal left his private life splashed across gossip sites, he's retreated to his cliffside Santorini villa—a masterpiece designed to protect what remains of his heart.

      

        

      
        When a booking error forces them to share the stunning villa for three days, their initial clash of lifestyles ignites something neither expected: raw, undeniable chemistry.

      

        

      
        Between moonlit conversations on the terrace and intimate explorations of the authentic island hidden from tourists, both men begin to question the carefully constructed philosophies that have kept them safely alone.

      

        

      
        But as their final day looms, Chase faces a career-defining opportunity that would cement his "Solo Journeys" brand forever. Oliver can't risk his heart or privacy on a man whose entire existence revolves around documenting his life for public consumption.

      

        

      
        They have just hours to decide: return to the safety of their separate worlds, or risk everything to design a future neither of them thought possible.
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        Chase

      

      

      “First time in Greece, sir?” The driver glanced at me in the rearview mirror.

      The taxi lurched around another hairpin turn on the cliff-side road, and I gripped the door handle, fighting motion sickness.

      “No.” I forced a smile despite my exhaustion. “But my first time in Santorini.”

      “Ah! The most romantic island.” He made a chef’s kiss gesture with his fingers. “Honeymoon?”

      I chuckled at that idea. “Just work.”

      “Work?” His bushy eyebrows shot up. “But this place...” He gestured dramatically at the breathtaking vista of white buildings cascading down the volcanic caldera toward the impossibly blue Aegean. 

      For a fleeting moment, I saw it unfiltered. Raw, ancient beauty, the quiet local life unfolding in the distant, less-trodden paths below. 

      Wouldn’t fit the feed. I reflexively shifted to find the aspirational angle.

      “I’m a travel writer,” I explained, the response automatic after fifteen years. “Solo luxury experiences.”

      Understanding dawned on his face. “Ah, for rich people, yes?”

      “Something like that.” I turned to look out the window, ending the conversation. It wasn’t an entirely inaccurate assessment. My followers didn’t want authentic local experiences. They wanted aspirational escapes that made solitude look sexy.

      At forty-five, I’d made a career out of being enviably alone.

      My phone buzzed. A text from Mia popped up: Engagement was down 5% on the Barcelona balcony post. Need to hit it hard here!

      A cascade of notifications followed—comments piling up on my latest Instagram post. It was a moody shot of me on the balcony of my Barcelona hotel, coffee in hand, the caption waxing philosophical about the joy of waking up answerable to no one.

      The algorithm favored melancholy lately. My followers ate it up.

      Last week, my assistant Mia had sent me a compilation of comment screenshots: “Chase gives me permission to love my own company,” and “Solo Journeys saved me from settling for the wrong relationship.” Then there was the increasingly common, “Daddy Morgan can get it any day.” 

      That last category made me cringe, a visceral recoil against the disconnect between this projected sexualized persona and the gnawing emptiness that sometimes characterized my actual solo moments. My business manager, however, insisted they were good for engagement.

      I should have been elated. My Solo Journeys brand had never been more successful—1.2 million Instagram followers, a Substack newsletter that paid more than my old magazine salary, and a podcast sponsor wanting to renew at double our original contract. I’d built exactly the life I claimed to want.

      So why did I feel so goddamn tired?

      I scrolled through my content calendar, noting the deliverables I owed for this trip. One long-form essay about “Finding Yourself in Places Made for Two.” An Instagram carousel featuring the clifftop infinity pool at sunset. Three TikToks about luxury solo dining experiences—that one already felt grating, the manufactured spontaneity of “discovering” perfectly lit dishes a chore in my mind. Plus at least five atmospheric room and view shots for the booking app sponsoring this segment.

      The same carefully crafted messaging I’d been pumping out for years, just with a different gorgeous backdrop. The thought made my chest tighten in a way I was too tired to examine.

      The thirty-hour journey probably didn’t help my mood. My flight from Seattle had been delayed in London, causing me to miss my connection in Athens. 

      My luggage was currently enjoying an unplanned vacation in Frankfurt. I’d been wearing the same clothes for two days, sustained only by airport espresso and the protein bars I always tucked into my carry-on.

      “Almost there, sir. Villa Helios.”

      The taxi climbed the last stretch of road and pulled into a private drive partially hidden by ancient olive trees. As we rounded the bend, the villa came into view, and despite my exhaustion, I felt a flicker of genuine excitement.

      The structure seemed to emerge organically from the cliff face—a perfect marriage of modern minimalism and traditional Cycladic architecture. I noted the intelligent use of negative space in the terracing, a sophisticated detail that spoke of true design intent. 

      White walls gleamed in the late afternoon sun, punctuated by strategic expanses of glass that must have framed spectacular views from within. A series of terraces cascaded down the cliff side, connected by stone staircases and flowing water features.

      It was exactly the kind of place that would play beautifully on my feeds—exclusive, without being ostentatious, luxurious, yet somehow authentic. 

      My mental camera was already composing shots: morning coffee by the infinity pool, laptop positioned just so on the terrace table, the rumpled linen sheets in early light suggesting solitary pleasure.

      “Beautiful, yes?” The driver beamed as though he’d designed it himself.

      “Stunning,” I agreed, already mentally drafting captions about finding serenity in spectacular solitude.

      He helped me with my carry-on, accepted a generous tip with thanks, and departed with promises to call his cousin about my missing luggage. The sudden silence as his taxi disappeared down the hill was absolute, broken only by the distant crash of waves and the faint tinkle of a wind chime.

      I took a deep breath. Something about the quality of the air here—the mineral scent of the volcanic soil mixed with salt and wild herbs—felt almost restorative. Maybe this trip was exactly what I needed to shake off the creative blahs that had been dogging me lately.

      The reservation email had mentioned a lockbox with a key code. I approached the imposing front door, an impressive slab of bleached driftwood set in a whitewashed arch, and located the discreet metal box. Punching in the code, I retrieved the key and slid it into the lock.

      The door swung open to reveal a soaring open-concept living space that exceeded even the spectacular online photos. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the view like a living painting. The interior was a masterful blend of minimalist luxury and homey touches—natural materials in a soothing palette of whites, blues, and warm wood tones.

      Before plotting which corners would photograph best, I paused. The way the afternoon light streamed in at an angle that set the white floors aglow, creating an almost ethereal atmosphere, the proportional harmony of the primary space—it sparked a flicker of pure, almost forgotten, aesthetic pleasure, something beyond brand content. I wheeled my carry-on inside.

      A sound made me freeze—the soft clink of glass against countertop from somewhere deeper in the house.

      “Hello?” I called out, tense. “Is someone there?”

      Footsteps approached from what I assumed was the kitchen area. A man rounded the corner and paused, his expression shifting from relaxed to alarmed in an instant.

      “Who the hell are you?” he demanded. “And why are you in my house?”

      My first impression: he was gorgeous in that intimidating, European way that makes Americans feel simultaneously attracted and inadequate. Tall and lean but solid, with olive skin and thick dark hair that looked like he’d been running his fingers through it. 

      Designer glasses framed intense brown eyes currently narrowed in suspicion. He wore simple linen pants and a fitted black t-shirt that suggested money without flaunting it.

      My second impression: I was in trouble.

      Recognition flickered in his eyes, though not the kind I usually encountered. Not fan recognition—something more like wariness.

      “The Instagram person,” he said flatly. “With the coffee posts.”

      I smiled despite myself. “Among other things, yes.”

      He did not return the smile. “Well, there’s definitely been a mistake. I’m Oliver Kaplan. I own this villa, and I’m staying here for the month.”

      “You own—” I broke off, confused. “But I booked through Elysian Escapes. They sent confirmation last week.”

      He sighed, the sound exasperated. “Elysian handles rentals when I’m not in residence. I notified them months ago about my stay.”

      Exhaustion and frustration made my temples throb. 

      I’d flown halfway around the world for this specific villa, which was supposed to be the centerpiece of a content series on exclusive solo retreats. “Could we call them? There must be a simple explanation.”

      Oliver hesitated, then gestured toward the kitchen with obvious reluctance. “Fine.”

      I followed him into a kitchen that would make architectural photographers weep—all clean lines and natural materials with strategically placed antique pottery and copper pans that somehow avoided feeling staged. The countertops were some kind of honed stone, with fossil imprints visible on its surface. Every element seemed both beautiful and purposeful.

      He picked up his phone from the counter beside a half-full glass of wine and made the call, speaking in rapid-fire Greek that grew increasingly agitated. 

      I watched his free hand gesture expressively, noticed the slight furrow between his brows deepen. Despite his clear irritation, there was something interesting about his intensity.

      After several minutes, he switched to English.

      “You’re absolutely certain?” He pinched the bridge of his nose beneath his glasses. “Yes, I understand systems have limitations, but this is completely unacceptable... No, I get it. It’s not your personal fault, Marina... Yes, please call me back within the hour.”

      He ended the call and looked at me with undisguised irritation. “Apparently, their new system double-booked the property. They thought they’d fixed that issue months ago.”

      I set my bag down, my shoulders sagging with relief that at least I wasn’t crazy. “Can they find me another property?”

      “They’re checking, but it’s unlikely. There’s a major wedding happening at Canaves this weekend—some tech billionaire and a model. Most luxury properties are booked for their guests.”

      Perfect. Just perfect. “What about hotels?”

      “Marina says everything above three stars is fully booked.” He took a measured sip of his wine. “You might find something basic in Fira, but honestly, in high season? I wouldn’t count on it.”

      I rubbed my temples, fatigue making it hard to think clearly. “I need this location. There’s a content calendar built around it, and sponsors expecting specific deliverables.”

      Something hardened in his expression. “Your content calendar is not my problem, Mr. Morgan.”

      The dismissive tone triggered a flash of irritation that cut through my exhaustion. “Look, I’ve paid in full for this rental. I have contracts and deadlines. I understand this is inconvenient, but surely we can find a solution that works for both of us.”

      He raised an eyebrow. “Such as?”

      I gestured around at the expansive space. “This place is enormous. The listing said it has two primary suites on opposite ends of the property. We could share.”

      “Share?” He looked genuinely appalled, his posture stiffening. “With a stranger whose job is literally to broadcast his every movement to the internet? Absolutely not.”

      “I respect privacy,” I countered, straightening to my full height. “I wouldn’t post anything that shows you or identifies the exact property.”

      “Right,” he scoffed. “Because influencers are known for their restraint and respect for boundaries.”

      His air quotes around influencers made my jaw clench. I’d built a legitimate business that supported not just me, but a small team. I didn’t have the energy to defend an entire industry against this judgmental stranger.

      “Listen, I’m not thrilled about this either. But I’m exhausted, my luggage is somewhere in Germany, and I need to salvage this trip somehow.” I hesitated, then played my trump card. “Besides, the booking agency will probably need to compensate one of us for the inconvenience. If you force me to leave a property I’ve paid for, I imagine their liability would be toward me.”

      His eyes narrowed, but I could see the calculation happening. He crossed his arms, fingers tapping against his bicep. “Three days?”

      “That’s all I booked. I leave Monday morning.”

      Oliver drained his wineglass and set it down with deliberate care. “Fine. But I have conditions.”

      “Name them.”

      “The east wing is mine exclusively. You take the west. We share the common spaces only when necessary.” He ticked points off on his fingers. “No photography of me without explicit permission. No identifying the exact property in your posts. No loud phone calls or video meetings. No disrupting my work. I’m here to focus, not to appear in your vacation commercials.”

      I straightened my shoulders, irritated by his assumptions, yet also understanding his position. “I have conditions too. I need to use the common areas for photography during optimal light hours—early morning and golden hour. I’ll give you advance notice. And I expect civil interaction when we cross paths.”

      He crossed his arms. “Define civil.”

      “Basic courtesy. No treating me like I’m contaminating your precious space just by existing.” The words came out sharper than I intended, betraying how much his obvious disdain had gotten under my skin.

      Something that might have been grudging respect flickered in his eyes. “Agreed. But I reserve the right to ask you to leave if you violate my privacy.”

      “And I reserve the right to post scathing reviews of Elysian Escapes if this accommodation proves unworkable.” I extended my hand. “Do we have a deal?”

      He hesitated, then shook my hand firmly. His palm was warm, slightly callused in places—not what I’d expected from someone so polished. The brief contact sent an unexpected current up my arm. “Deal.”

      Contact broken, he stepped back and gestured vaguely westward. “Your suite is through there. There’s a private terrace, bathroom, and sitting area. The cleaning service came yesterday, so everything should be in order.”

      “Thank you.” I picked up my bag. “I’m going to clean up and rest for a bit.”

      He nodded stiffly. “I’ll be working in my studio. Marina will probably call back about compensation. We can discuss that later.”

      I wheeled my carry-on toward the west wing, feeling his eyes on my back until I rounded the corner. The tension in my shoulders released only when I closed the bedroom door behind me. What had I gotten myself into?

      The suite was beautiful—a cloud-like king bed dominated the space, positioned to maximize the sea view through another wall of windows. The bathroom featured a rainfall shower and a deep soaking tub beside a window that somehow offered both a spectacular view and complete privacy.

      Under different circumstances, I would have immediately started photographing every perfect corner. Instead, I stripped off my travel-worn clothes and stepped into the shower, letting the hot water pound away at least some of my stress. The shower products—locally made olive oil soap and rosemary shampoo, according to their labels—filled the steam with a scent that was earthy and clean.

      Wrapped in a plush robe, I collapsed onto the bed, intending just to rest my eyes for a moment before unpacking my carry-on. My last thought before sleep claimed me was that none of my carefully planned solo content had accounted for sharing space with an irritatingly attractive homeowner.
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        * * *

      

      I woke disoriented hours later, the room now dark except for the silvery wash of moonlight streaming through the uncurtained windows. My phone showed 11:37 PM—I’d slept for nearly five hours. My stomach growled, reminding me I hadn’t eaten a proper meal all day.

      Hoping Oliver had retreated to his side of the villa, I slipped on clean underwear, linen pants, and a soft henley from my carry-on. I checked the mirror, running my fingers through my salt-and-pepper hair. I padded quietly toward the kitchen.

      The main living space was dark except for the soft glow coming from the terraced area outside. Through the glass doors, I could make out Oliver’s silhouette, seated on an outdoor couch, a glass in hand, staring out at the moonlit sea.

      My plan had been to grab something quick and retreat, avoiding another tense interaction. But something about his solitary figure against the vast darkness made me hesitate. He looked... not sad exactly, but contemplative in a way that resonated with something in me.

      Before I could overthink it, I approached the glass doors and stepped outside. The night air was perfect—warm but not humid, scented with jasmine from climbing vines along the terrace wall. The sound of waves crashing against the cliff face below created a soothing rhythm.

      “Mind if I join you?” I asked quietly.

      He startled slightly, turning toward me. In the moonlight, his features seemed softer, less guarded. “If you want.”

      I took a seat on the opposite end of the large sectional, respecting his space. “Sorry if I’m intruding. I just woke up and needed some air.”

      “It’s fine.” He gestured with his glass toward the view. “It would be a waste not to appreciate this.”

      The vista was staggering—moonlight silvered the caldera waters, the distant lights of Oia twinkling like earthbound stars along the curved rim. Above, the Milky Way stretched in a brilliant swath across the sky, clearer than I’d seen in years.

      “It’s incredible,” I murmured. “Worth the thirty-hour journey, even with all the complications.”

      The corner of his mouth twitched upward—not quite a smile, but something. 

      “Wine?” He indicated a bottle on the low table between us. “It’s a local Assyrtiko. Goes dangerously well with the view.”

      “Thanks.” I reached for the spare glass he’d apparently brought out earlier. “Planning for company?”

      He shrugged. “Force of habit. I designed entertainment spaces for a living long before I started using them myself.”

      That caught my interest. “You’re an architect?”

      “I am.” He didn’t elaborate, turning his gaze back to the horizon.

      I poured myself a generous glass of the pale wine and took a sip. It was extraordinary—crisp, with a complexity that bloomed across my palate. “This is exceptional.”

      “The volcanic soil gives it that minerality,” he said. “Makes it unlike any other white wine in the world.”

      We fell into silence, but it felt less strained than our earlier interactions. The wine and the setting worked their magic, making it hard to maintain the antagonism of hours before.

      “Did Marina call back?” I finally asked.

      Oliver nodded. “They’re comping your stay and offering future credits. I told her to apply your refund immediately.”

      “That’s surprisingly decent of you. You could have taken the whole compensation.”

      He looked slightly offended. “I don’t need their money. And contrary to your apparent impression, I’m not actually an asshole. I just value my privacy.”

      “Fair enough.” I swirled my wine, watching how it caught the moonlight. “So you designed this place?”

      His expression softened perceptibly when he looked at the structure. “Yes. It was one of my first solo projects after leaving my mentor’s firm.”

      “It’s remarkable,” I said sincerely. “The way it integrates with the landscape instead of imposing on it. Most cliff side villas here seem to shout their presence.”

      He turned to study me, genuine surprise crossing his features. “That’s exactly what I was going for. Most clients want a statement piece that screams exclusivity. I wanted something that felt like an extension of the natural environment.”

      “You succeeded. It feels discovered rather than constructed.” I wasn’t just flattering him; the design had struck me that way from my first glimpse.

      He tilted his head slightly. “You have an eye.”

      “I’ve stayed in hundreds of luxury properties around the world. After a while, you develop a sense for the special ones.” I took another sip of wine. “Do you only design residential properties?”

      “No, primarily commercial and public spaces, actually. Private commissions are rare for me now.” There was something in his tone—a wistfulness, maybe—that piqued my curiosity.

      “Not lucrative enough?”

      “Too personal.” He said it simply, but I sensed layers beneath the words. “Commercial clients want impressive facades. Private clients want you to understand their souls and translate them into physical space. It’s... intimate.”

      The way he said intimate sent an unexpected shiver down my spine. “And you prefer to avoid intimacy?”

      His eyes met mine, dark and unreadable in the moonlight. “Says the man whose entire brand is built around being happily alone.”

      Touché. I laughed softly. “Point taken.”

      The wine bottle emptied as we talked, our conversation drifting from architecture to travel, from favorite cities—Kyoto for its tranquility, Barcelona for its energy—to underrated destinations. He made a compelling case for Slovenia, while I championed Uruguay’s quieter corners.

      “Ljubljana’s old town is so perfectly scaled.” His hands sketched shapes in the air as he described the architectural details. “It’s human-sized in a way most European capitals aren’t. You can actually breathe there.”

      I watched his hands move, noticing how his entire demeanor transformed when discussing spaces he loved. The reserved, prickly man from earlier had vanished, replaced by someone passionate and engaging.

      Neither of us mentioned our private lives directly, yet I revealed more than I usually did with strangers—confessing my growing weariness with the constant movement, my frustration with creating content that felt increasingly empty of meaning.

      “I caught myself recycling the same caption last month,” I admitted, staring out at the moonlit sea. “Changed a few words, but essentially identical to something I’d posted from the Maldives last year. Nobody noticed. Or if they did, they didn’t care.”

      “Why continue then?” he asked, his voice low and thoughtful.

      “It’s complicated. I’ve built a team that depends on me. There are contracts, obligations.” I stared into my empty glass. “And honestly? I’m not sure what else I’d do. I’ve spent fifteen years telling people that relationships are overrated and solo discovery is the path to fulfillment. Hard to walk that back without looking like a fraud.”

      “Hmm.” Oliver refilled my glass with the last of the wine. “So you’ve built a prison from your own philosophy.”

      The observation was so accurate it stung. “That’s... uncomfortably perceptive.”

      A ghost of a smile touched his lips. “Architects understand structural limitations better than most.”

      Our eyes held for a moment longer than was comfortable. 

      I realized the diminished space between us on the couch—when had we moved closer? 

      The moonlight caught the angles of his face in a way that made my breath catch slightly. He was beautiful, in an understated way that grew more apparent the longer I looked.

      “What about you?” I asked, partly to break the tension and partly from genuine curiosity. “Do you ever feel trapped by what you’ve built?”

      Something flickered behind his eyes—a vulnerability quickly masked. “Sometimes the structures we create to protect ourselves end up confining us instead.” He traced the rim of his glass with one finger. “I’ve been thinking about that lately.”

      “Is that why you’re here? In Santorini?”

      He nodded slowly. “I needed to remember why I started designing in the first place. Before the awards and the magazine features and the clients who care more about status than substance.”

      A sudden gust of wind made the climbing jasmine release a fresh wave of scent, breaking the moment. Oliver glanced at his watch and stood.

      “It’s late,” he said, his voice slightly rough. “And you must still be jetlagged.”

      I rose as well, inexplicably disappointed at the evening’s end. “Yes. Thank you for the wine and conversation. Both exceeded expectations.”

      That earned a genuine smile, brief but transformative to his serious face. “Given your initial expectations of me, that’s a low bar.”

      “True. I thought you were an entitled jerk. Now I think you’re just a private person with good taste in wine.” I gathered the glasses. “Progress.”

      As we stepped back inside, the villa felt different somehow—less a contested territory and a more shared space. At the junction where the hallways split toward our respective wings, we paused.

      “Goodnight, Chase,” he said, my name sounding different in his mouth—more substantial somehow.

      “Goodnight, Oliver.”

      I watched him walk away, his posture relaxed but still carrying an innate grace. Something stirred in me—attraction but also curiosity about the layers beneath his reserved exterior.

      Back in my suite, my phone chimed with a notification from Mia: Don’t forget the sunrise terrace shots tomorrow! The lighting should be perfect for the veranda breakfast series.

      I set an alarm and laid back on the bed. Tomorrow I’d need to be Chase Morgan, Solo Journeys guru, capturing the perfect images of solitary luxury to feed my brand. I’d need to pretend that the most interesting thing about this place was how it looked in photos, not the man who’d created it.

      Don’t mix business with pleasure, I reminded myself firmly. A few days of peaceful coexistence, beautiful content creation, and then back to my normal life.

    



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





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


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

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

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

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

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

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

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

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

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/amatchmadeinsantorini_ebook.jpg






