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      Hiring a fake boyfriend for a school reunion seems to be the only solution, but love was never part of the equation.

      Felix has enough on his plate looking out for his parents, let alone agreeing to be hired for a date with the friend of a friend. His instant attraction to the scatter-brained scientist has him making impulsive decisions he hopes he won’t regret. But, somehow, he’s agreeing to more dates, and more time with sexy Ethan and his non-stop talking. When stolen wintry kisses turn to love, and Christmas works its magic, Felix knows he’s losing his heart.

      The science of chemistry makes more sense to Ethan than connecting with potential boyfriends, and he’s wary of romance. Unsettled by a string of failed hookups, he knows it’s on him when everything goes wrong, and he can’t help but wonder what has made him this way. His friend Jared says that Ethan needs to close metaphorical doors on past hurts—whatever that means—and that the school reunion might just be step one. Determined to show himself as confident and happy, he hires Felix to be his date for the night, but after a kiss to make up for the one he missed at prom, abruptly, it’s not the past that is consuming his thoughts.

      Now all Felix has to do is show Ethan that it’s okay to love, and be loved in return, and that chemistry can lead to a happily ever after.
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      “I’m leaving the office now.” Felix stopped at the top of the steps to the building housing the Bryant & Waites offices. “I should be with you within the hour.”

      He looked up, shielding his eyes with his free hand as soft snowflakes fluttered about him. The winter sun was low, hazy through a thin layer of wispy white cloud in the pinkish, early evening sky. With a sigh, he balanced his cellphone between his ear and shoulder, and struggled with the zipper of his jacket. The office had been warm, and he had forgotten just how cold the weather waiting for him outside was. He let out a hum when he pulled up the zipper and buried his chin in the collar of his jacket.

      “Did Gideon say anything about what happened last month?” Jared asked on the other end of the call.

      Felix sighed. Last month had been hell—he’d been booked for a high-profile client, but his dad had fallen ill, and he’d had to back out at the last minute. Jared had stepped in, and Felix was grateful for that help and the fact he still had a job.

      “Nothing awful; he was fine.” Felix gripped his phone and raised his head. “Or seemed to be. Gave me his I understand face. You know where he does that pout thing and nods a lot?”

      Jared laughed. “Ah. I usually get a lot of sighing when I’m called into his office.”

      “That’s because you mess up way too often. Or you did before Nate. You’ve been with Nate about a year now, right?”

      “Nearly a year and a half.”

      “Took long enough, but I guess he’s—finally—having a good influence on you.”

      “Maybe he is.” Felix could hear the smile in Jared’s voice.

      “Maybe.” Felix echoed. “Anyway, you did me a favor covering that contract at the last minute, so once again, I say thank you.”

      “Don’t worry about it. How’s your dad?”

      Felix huffed a breath and took the steps down to the sidewalk, taking care not to fall over.

      A few days before the four-day contract, Felix’s dad had missed his footing and taken a tumble down some steps. The fall had left him bruised and with a broken arm, and Felix had been glad it hadn’t been worse. Needing to take care of both his dad and his mom, who’d had a stroke a few years back and was in a wheelchair, while his dad was laid up, Felix had been desperate to withdraw from the contract. When even Caleb-I’ll-take-any-job-Harris couldn’t help, Jared had stepped in.

      “Fine. Well, he’s irritable and tells me several times a day how he wants the cast off. He’s driving both me and Mom crazy. It’ll be a few more weeks before he can be free of it.” He checked either way before taking the last step and fell in behind a couple with a stroller. “Gideon suggested that I just do single-day dates for the foreseeable future. I agreed.”

      Felix preferred the short contracts anyway—dates to functions or parties lasting an afternoon, an evening, a few hours. He found the jobs where he had to act at being in love for long periods of time tiring, and, in some ways, he disliked the insincerity and the feelings of guilt that sometimes lingered after spending days in the company of a client’s family and friends, getting to know them. But it was a job, one that, nine times out of ten, he enjoyed. The money was good, and it gave him a chance to experience people and places he’d never have been able to otherwise.

      “That’s great,” Jared said. “Anyway, we can talk more when you get here.”

      “You’re seriously not going to tell me what’s this favor you want?”

      “Nope. I’ll tell you when I see you.”

      With a sigh, Felix pushed his free hand into his jacket. “Fine. I’m heading to you now.”

      “Later.”

      Felix hung up, then quickened his pace, spotting room to slip past the small family, and jogged a few steps along the wet sidewalk to get in front of them. He glanced over his shoulder, smiling as he laid eyes on the toddler. The young boy was grinning from beneath the hood of the stroller and held a large superhero doll in his gloved hands.

      Cute kid.

      He’d often wanted a younger sibling when he was growing up. He was an only child, his parents not having had him until they were in their forties. A lot of his parents’ friends had older children in their families, so he was usually the youngest. He figured Jared had come the closest to filling the role of a younger brother. The two of them had gotten close after being paired up for a joint hire nine months ago. A pair of siblings had wanted partners while attending a fashion show event and its afterparty. A broken six-inch heel and a spilled glass of red, and it had fallen to Felix to quash Jared’s good intentions and get the date back on track.

      He made his way to the station and onto the platform and took the chance to text his dad and let him know his meeting was over, and he was on his way to Jared’s. When all he got was an okay in reply, he followed up with a reminder that dinner was already made and just needed reheating.

      There was an announcement over the speakers as the train pulled into the station. Pocketing his phone, he boarded, standing near the doors for the few stops, until they reached the station nearest Jared’s neighborhood. At least, it was Jared’s for now. He was already as good as moved in with his boyfriend, Nate, and using the old apartment he shared with a guy called Ethan as a glorified storage unit.

      After a brief, brisk walk in the snow, he was at the door.

      “Hey,” Jared said. “Come in.” He stepped back, opening the door wide.

      “Thanks.” Warmth and the rich, meaty smell of food hit him as he entered the apartment. He slipped off his jacket, shrugging it from his shoulders as he made his way through to the living room. He stopped, raising an eyebrow as he faced Jared’s roommate who stiffened on seeing him, sitting bolt upright on the sofa. He’d only been to the apartment a couple of times before and had, until then, never crossed paths with the roommate, but he’d heard plenty of stories about him as he and Jared had shared a drink at Nate’s bar.

      “Hi,” Felix said, and raised a hand.

      “Uh, yes. Hello.” Jared’s roommate’s voice was as stiff as his body.

      “Ignore Ethan,” Jared said from behind Felix, and squeezed Felix’s shoulders. “His brain is so full of research; he forgets how to socialize with human beings sometimes.”

      Felix quirked an eyebrow. “Right.” He folded his jacket over his arm.

      The previously unreadable expression on Ethan’s face quickly turned to one of embarrassment as he grimaced and turned to face the wall.

      “Have you eaten?” Jared asked, guiding him to the empty seat on the couch beside Ethan.

      Felix sat, glancing at the back of Ethan’s head, his attention drawn to where his blond hair met the collar of his shirt, a mole behind his ear.

      Well, this is awkward.

      “Felix?”

      “Oh, dinner?” He looked up at Jared. “Not yet. I’ll eat when I get home.”

      “You sure? There’ll be plenty. It’s Ethan’s mom’s special casserole recipe.”

      At the sound of his name, Ethan turned and met Felix’s eyes. He flashed a smile. “It’s good.”

      Felix returned his smile, something tightening in his chest at the hope and happiness in Ethan’s stunning blue eyes. He didn’t recall Jared mentioning that Ethan was cute and had beautiful eyes. Hell, Felix would have remembered that. He cleared his throat and recalled he’d been asked a question about food.

      “Maybe another time. I really can’t stay long.” He leaned forward, waiting for Jared to get comfy on a large beanbag before asking, “So what is it you wanted to talk about?” He clasped his hands together.

      Jared shrugged. “It’s nothing much. It’s just a small, tiny favor.”

      “What kind of favor?”

      “As I said. Small.” He held up his hand, his index finger and thumb close to each other. “The thing is”—This is going to be something I don’t like, isn’t it?—“Ethan is going to his school reunion next week.”

      Felix narrowed his eyes. “Uh huh?”

      “I am,” Ethan stated. “With a plus-one.”

      Am I supposed to care? He vaguely remembered Jared telling tales of his roommate’s numerous boyfriends and the ridiculous antics he got up to. Felix’s favorite story ended with a purple-dyed police officer. He didn’t know who Ethan was dating now, but good for him if it was going well.

      “And you’re telling me this because?”

      “Well…” Ethan bit his lower lip, rolling his eyes upward as he seemed to process his words before speaking. There was something more sexy than cute about the way he tugged on his soft pink lips with his teeth.

      He should stop doing that—he’ll end up bruising them, and they’re too pretty to be bruised.

      Unless it’s me kissing them and… the fuck?

      “Well, Ethan’s plus-one kind of did him dirty.” Jared answered for him. “Ethan got dumped. Again,” he added straight-faced.

      “I dumped him,” Ethan said in a strained voice.

      Jared met Felix’s eyes and shook his head. “He didn’t,” he mouthed.

      Felix snorted a laugh, but his smile faded as the favor Jared had in mind hit him front and center. “No,” he said.

      “I’ve said nothing,” Jared said, blinking with all the innocence he could muster.

      Felix ran his hand back through his bangs. “I know what you’re going to ask, and the answer is no.” He leaned back, side-eyeing Ethan. “Why don’t you ask Caleb? He’ll take anything you can throw at him.”

      “Well, of course, I tried him first, but he’s already booked. But we all know you’re the best person for the job, and you owe me one.”

      “Well, you don’t need me.” Felix directed this at Ethan. “There’s nothing wrong with going alone. I’m sure there’ll be plenty of people without partners.”

      Jared and Ethan exchanged a glance Felix couldn’t decipher. Ethan opened his mouth, hesitated, then said, “But⁠—”

      “He already plus-one’d,” Jared interrupted.

      Felix was puzzled. “Surely he can un-plus-one himself. Problem solved.” Being single wasn’t a bad thing. “Look, I really need to get back home. My dad…” He went to stand, but Ethan grabbed his wrist, pulling him back to the cushion.

      “Please,” Ethan said.

      Felix stared at Ethan’s hand, raising his eyes until he met Ethan’s gaze.

      “Sorry,” Ethan said, and withdrew.

      “Come on,” Jared tried. “You do owe me.”

      I know I do.

      Jared shuffled awkwardly to get on his knees on the beanbag. “I know you’ve a lot going on, but it’s only one night. I promise. The place is like an hour out from here, plus Ethan’s great at making excuses to leave social gatherings early. Aren’t you?” He nodded in Ethan’s direction.

      Ethan nodded, with a little too much enthusiasm.

      Is that really something to be proud of?

      Felix sighed and stared at Jared. He tilted his head as he realized something. “Wait. Why can’t you do it?”

      “Him?” Ethan said in horror.

      “Yes, him.” Felix jabbed the air in Jared’s direction.

      “No way,” Jared said. “I get chills just thinking about it.”

      “Charming.” Ethan pouted and folded his arms across his chest.

      Jared shook his head. “No, I mean we’re friends. It’d be way too weird to pretend to be in love with him.” He smiled. “And I already promised Luka I’d uhm… take him to see a movie.”

      “That particular night.”

      “The only showing,” Jared said—he was clearly lying. “Anyway, I thought Bryant and Waites’ number one boyfriend for hire would be perfect for the job.”

      Number one? In my dreams.

      “We both know that isn’t true.” Jared and Ethan stared at him expectantly. “I appreciate the flattery, but even if I say yes, I’m not sure I feel okay doing this outside of office hours. If something happened, I…”

      He didn’t know what that something might be, but the last thing he wanted was to do anything that might reflect badly on the company, or Gideon himself, when Gideon had been so understanding of Felix’s situation with his parents.

      “Nothing will happen.”

      “I can’t,” Felix said.

      Ethan jolted upright, and with confidence said, “I’ll pay you.” He raised a finger to his mouth, nibbled the tip of his fingernail before deflating and sinking back into his seat. “Though friends and family rates would be greatly appreciated.”

      Though Felix wouldn’t say no to some extra cash, it wasn’t whether he’d get paid that he had a problem with.

      “It’s not about the money. I don’t feel right doing a boyfriend job off the books. It feels… I don’t know. Disrespectful?” To both Gideon and the company, and the fact that Gideon had been so good about his time off. “It’s nothing against you, Ethan.” He met Ethan’s gaze. “It really isn’t.” Under different circumstances, he would’ve agreed to work with Ethan and figured it would be fun to get to know more about the roommate Jared had described. Maybe get to see what lay beyond the stories of a ridiculous science nerd who inhabited his own little universe and was unlucky in love.

      “What you’re saying is, you’ll do it if I okay it through Rowan?” Jared grinned.

      “Am I?” Felix glanced at Ethan whose expression had brightened. “I didn’t say⁠—”

      “Perfect,” Jared said. “It’s a deal.”

      Felix opened and closed his mouth, trying to figure out how to argue against their sudden enthusiasm. He looked from Ethan to Jared, each giving the other a high five from a distance.

      Jared rolled off the beanbag and jumped up to his feet. “Where’s my phone?”

      “Dining table,” Ethan said.

      “What are you doing?” Felix was confused as to how they had gotten to this point.

      “Calling Rowan.”

      Felix blinked. “Right now?”

      “Yep.” Jared dipped out of the room to collect his phone.

      “Seriously?” Felix uttered.

      “Seriously.” Jared flashed him a smile on his return and thumbed the screen of his cell phone.

      Felix felt exhausted. “You’re messing with me⁠—”

      “Hi, Rowan,” Jared said and sat on the arm of the couch next to Ethan. “Can I run something past you?”

      Felix didn’t have the energy to protest. He sat back, hugged the jacket in his lap, and tuned out of the one-sided conversation.

      What the hell just happened?
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      “He didn’t want to do it,” Ethan said as soon as the door shut behind a confused Felix. He slumped back on the sofa, scrubbing at his face as if he could wipe away the burning embarrassment. Did Jared have to mention what had happened with Darren? Every time Ethan broke up with a guy, Jared had something to say, and he was only joking, and it wasn’t malicious, because Jared had his back. But… the gentlest of teasing reminded him how shit he was at balancing his life—or worse, picking men—and how he didn’t even try if he was with someone, and how in the end, they all left him. Or he didn’t notice they were married, or psychotic, or immature.

      Jared, wearing his psychologist hat, suggested that the reason Ethan had such a hard time with relationships came down to issues of emotional vulnerability. Ethan disagreed—there was nothing wrong with his emotions or his vulnerability or whatever. He either didn’t care enough about the guys he met, or he cared too much, and he couldn’t find that middle ground. With a pretend boyfriend, he wouldn’t need to worry about finding the middle ground, he could just be himself.

      “It’ll be fine.” Jared ruffled Ethan’s hair as he walked past to the tiny kitchen.

      “It won’t,” Ethan muttered to himself. In what universe was it going to be fine for him going on a fake Christmas date with the gorgeous and unattainable Felix? He could imagine the mess he’d make of everything while dealing with whatever school nonsense he had to wade through. “I still don’t know why I have to go to this stupid thing.”

      Jared came back with two beers and passed one to Ethan.

      “You know why.”

      “I know why you think it’s important.” He left off outright saying he didn’t agree, because he worked very hard on his friendship with Jared, and he always listened to him.

      “Things happened to you at school, E,” Jared said with a sigh. “And again, if we can get to the root of it⁠—”

      “So, I go there with my fake boyfriend, and what? I convince everyone I won at life, and suddenly, all the bad stuff is done. Do you really think that one night meeting up with people I don’t even remember is really going to change anything about me?”

      Jared curled up next to him on the sofa and stared at him for a while—long enough for Ethan to squirm. He didn’t want to be analyzed, he just wanted to do his work, save the world by creating unlimited sustainable energy, learn how to cook, and get a normal boyfriend. Not necessarily in that order.

      “I don’t know for sure,” Jared began. “But I have a good feeling that refreshing your memory of your high school life might banish some old ghosts.”

      “And then I’ll be able to have a normal healthy relationship that I won’t fuck up?”

      Jared smiled. “It’s a start.”

      

      Coffee N’ Cookies was Ethan’s second favorite place in New York. His first love would always be the laboratories at the university, but this was close behind. It was the only place, in his opinion, that sold the perfect white chocolate cookie with the flawless balance of chocolate, and a chewy texture that was also the right side of crumbly. Baking was alchemy of the highest standard and worrying about Felix arriving any minute would not ruin this morning’s commune with the gods of caffeine and chocolate.

      I can do this. I can talk to the hot guy for however long it takes. I will not ask inappropriate questions; I will not make a fool of myself.

      Sleep had been a long time coming last night, and despite repeating the periodic table over and over, it was almost four by the time he’d dozed off. His alarm blaring at seven was a shock not even three of the strongest coffees could counteract, and now, on top of all that, he was meeting the man who was going to pretend to be his boyfriend.

      Why am I doing this? Why is he doing this?

      When he’d explained his current dilemma to Jared, he’d imagined his best friend would tell him not to bother going to the reunion, but no. He was all about Ethan confronting these alleged ghosts and making peace with his past, or some nonsense Jared had explained in depth on more than one occasion. At least, that is what Ethan assumed Jared had been doing all three times, because on each occasion, he’d stopped listening halfway through. Not deliberately, but it had occurred to him the last time that maybe the missing element in his current work was one he hadn’t thought of before, and he’d spent the last part of Jared’s speech wavering between beryllium and calcium.

      Of course, Jared had gotten exasperated with him, but they’d hugged it out, and then, at the end of the last speech, Jared had called Felix—sexy, sultry, confident but confused Felix—and bartered a solution to Ethan’s issue. Objectively, Ethan knew most people went to reunions because they had things to say to people, things to prove. But when he’d accepted the invite and added a plus-one, he’d done it with confidence because he’d been in a relationship with Darren—or maybe it had been Henry—either way, he’d fancied himself in forever love, and at that point, he’d felt as if he could take on the world.

      So much for Henry or Darren, or the married asshole before them, because whatever the equation was for being lucky in love, Ethan hadn’t solved it. In his head, it was a simple equivalence. He met someone, there was a spark, sex was had and enjoyed, and that became love, but he knew he was missing a variable—the elusive thing that made the equation complete. Even if Jared never tired of telling him this was the wrong way to look at things, unless someone sat down and showed him the true equation for love, with at maximum a one percent tolerance, then he was at a loss.

      His cell vibrated with a message from Jared. Talk of the devil.

      

      Jared: Good luck

      

      Ethan: There’s no such thing as luck. I don’t like this.

      

      Jared: Which is why you need to try

      

      Ethan: You could call and cancel him

      

      Jared: No, I can’t

      

      Ethan: I hate you.

      

      Jared: I love you, too.

      

      With a huff, Ethan pocketed his phone and ignored the next vibration, which he hypothesized was Jared explaining how this was going to be good for Ethan.

      The door opened—the twelfth person coming in since he’d sat down—and Felix walked in. For a moment, Ethan worried he was going to swallow his tongue. Nothing had changed since last night. Felix was still gorgeous, and confident, and comfortable in his own skin. His dark gaze scanned the shop, and fuck, he smiled when he spotted Ethan.

      Ethan sketched a wave and half stood, but Felix made a hand gesture to show he was getting a coffee and then, pointed at him, which Ethan guessed was him asking if he wanted one? Ethan held up his cup to show him he was okay, then Felix sauntered to the counter. After five slow minutes, when all Ethan could do was stare at Felix’s ass in snug-fitting jeans, his new fake date headed over to the table and took the chair opposite.

      “Morning,” Felix said, removing his outdoor clothes before taking a seat and blowing on his coffee. Ethan blinked at him—watching his lips as he blew—and noted the way his tongue darted out to collect some of the foam as it neared the edge of the cup. Neither of those things on their own were sexy, but added together with his eyes, and his ass, and his smile, he was a potent package. Ethan had the worrying thought that he was more than just a little attracted to Felix.

      Danger.

      This whole date thing wasn’t about Ethan experimenting with Jared’s coworker. It was a simple transaction, not kisses and sex and potential falling in love on day one, or even finding the elusive thing that could make his love life work, and he had to remain calm.

      “Morning,” Ethan began with purpose, then couldn’t think of anything else to say. The deep brown of Felix’s eyes was a mix between amber and something else. What else? His head spun with the possibilities of replicating that shade, and he considered how he might achieve that in the university laboratories. But to get the dark brown with the amber, I’d need what?

      “—some backstory.”

      “Huh?”

      Felix had his head tilted as if he was trying to solve a puzzle and not quite understanding the clues. Then he straightened and cleared his throat.

      “I was just saying that we should establish what you need from me, and I have some questions that might help.”

      Stop thinking about his eyes. “Okay,” Ethan murmured, and then squirmed a little. “I get it’s not something you really wanted to do. I understand Jared forced you into a corner, but there’s a reason I need to go to this thing. Although, I don’t fully appreciate what the reason is, or I mean, I understand that objectively I need to close doors, or that’s what Jared says. Not real doors, of course, metaphorical doors that are open and letting in a figurative draft that cools down the rest of my life.” He sighed. “That made no sense, did it?”

      “I kind of get it,” Felix said, though Ethan guessed that was a lie.

      “Well, it sounded good in my head, but Jared will tell you I can go off at a tangent and then, people can’t follow what I mean. Like, right now, all I can think about is amber, which leads to the word Jurassic—the implausible movie with the dinosaurs I mean, not the actual era itself. All of that naturally moves into the considerations for reconstructing ancient proteins to design optimal biocatalysts for the future.”

      Ethan sat back in his chair, acutely aware he’d just dumped a ton of nonsense onto the table, and Felix was now left to pick his way through it.

      “Naturally,” Felix agreed after a short pause. Then he cleared his throat. “So, how about we start small? Talk about the event itself.”

      Ethan fidgeted as he listed off the inert gases in his head to center himself. Talking wasn’t his strong point, which was why meeting guys went from zero to blowjobs in less than five minutes—he couldn’t ramble on if he had a cock in his mouth.

      “It’s a ten-year reunion, which… I mean, who even has those?”

      Felix quirked an eyebrow.

      “Yeah, you’re right. Ten is a thing, isn’t it? But I mean, shouldn’t it be longer? Let people actually do something with their lives. Maybe go with twenty years, or thirty. It’s ridiculous that people want to meet up after ten. I mean, it’s ten. That’s not long at all, right?”

      Felix nodded and pulled out a notebook, a pocket-sized leather-bound journal and the smallest of pens that hooked to the side. “So, we’d be attending a school reunion.”

      “Yep. Ten years.”

      He ignored Ethan and forged ahead. “What type of school was it?”

      Ethan searched his databank for an appropriate answer. “It had students, and a football team, and the labs were okay, I guess, although the chemistry teacher had very limited expectations of what we could or should be doing.”

      Felix didn’t make a note of that. “I meant more, public or private, that kind of thing.”

      “Oh, private. I had a scholarship though, so don’t think I have money, because I don’t.”

      “Friend’s rates, I remember,” Felix said with a smile.

      Another flare of attraction erupted somewhere inside Ethan, which he ruthlessly pushed down.

      “Yeah, so. Right.” Words, where are you?

      “So, tell me a bit more about what to expect.”

      “Quiche, I imagine, tiny fancy ones you don’t even have to chew.”

      Felix snorted a laugh, but Ethan wasn’t sure what he’d said that was funny.

      “Mini quiche got it. But I was thinking more along the lines of what about your friends and their expectations of our relationship status?”

      Ethan analyzed the question and wondered how he was going to answer it. “I didn’t have many friends. Or rather, I had exactly one. Julian,” he finally offered. “But I had lab partners and shared a lunch table with Julian who had this unfortunate… thing.” He indicated his face and then, grimaced.

      “Will Julian be there?”

      “I have no idea.”

      “Can you check his social media?”

      Ethan blinked. “His social media? How would I do that?” Ethan had accounts on a couple of platforms out of a feeling of obligation and it being the expected thing for a teenager off to college, but that didn’t mean he’d touched them in years, or even knew what to do with them.

      “Okay, I’ll work with what I’ve got,” Felix said after a pause. “Anyone else aside from Julian with the ‘unfortunate thing’?”

      Ethan narrowed his gaze, but Felix didn’t appear to be teasing him. It was more a statement of fact.

      “Not really. I was more into studying than socializing. There were some people who would talk to me. Acquaintances would be the word for them.” Ethan quirked a smile.

      “Okay,” Felix repeated, then changed the subject. “So, these metaphorical open doors you mentioned, what part is attending the reunion going to play in shutting them?”

      “I don’t call them doors, Jared does, but he’s studying psychology and always tries to get me to recognize myself in terms of things I’ll understand. If only he used chemical equations, we wouldn’t be having half the issues we do. Or the kind of term they use on the Discovery Channel. I enjoy watching documentaries there. Nat Geo, too—all those different animals and the interesting way they structure the world, so different from ours. Just the other day I⁠—”

      “And back to the open doors?”

      “Oh yeah, sorry.” Ethan pressed fingers to his mouth and tapped them to stop the words from falling out so fast. It grounded him when words were being hard. Finally, he was centered enough to concentrate. “So, Jared says that I can’t have a healthy relationship because I have open doors. One for my work, another for school, one for family, another one for… I forget. So, I’m going to this reunion to find whatever door I left open there, and I’m going to close it. Metaphorically. Not a real door.”
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"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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