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        ~ FREYA ~

      

      

      

      SWM, 26, Naval officer PCSing to Annapolis for two years. Looking for single female to share good times. I’ll buy dinners out if you make me home-cooked meals sometimes. Must love outdoor activities, dogs, Italian food, and good microbrews. Must be kind to children and old people, and have no criminal record. Scuba gear and skydiving experience a plus. Short-term commitment only.

      

      He has to be a fake.

      I gaze at the chiseled face and the penetrating cerulean eyes staring at me from my phone. Damn, he is hotter than $3 beers on a Friday night at O’Toole’s. (And in Annapolis, that’s saying plenty.) But he’s definitely a fake.

      No naval officer moving to Annapolis with a face that belongs on a Hollywood red carpet needs to turn to a dating app to find a woman.

      But if he is the real thing…

      I’ve been perusing profiles for a few weeks now, my latest research tactic since every Navy guy I’ve met recently at O’Toole’s seems more interested in getting laid than getting interviewed.

      It’s been about two weeks since I came up with the idea of looking for a SEAL on a dating app.

      After contacting three men who purported to have Navy experience, I’ve discovered that men lie unapologetically when they write their profiles.

      This so-called scuba diving, dog-loving naval officer is probably no different. And his picture is likely copied and pasted from some stock photo website, because seriously, he’s that flawless.

      But if this guy really is in the Navy and has scuba certification, not to mention is a skydiver, there’s a good chance he might be a SEAL.

      And I need a SEAL like I need my next breath.

      Giving a determined nod to no one in particular, I tap the Message Reckless button on my phone and write:

      

      Reckless: SWA (Single White Author), 21, looking for technical help with my book about a SEAL. I love dogs. I’m kind to all children and old people unless they are standing on the left side of the escalator. (I’m a native New Yorker, so that’s completely unacceptable.) I’m open to skydiving, but only after I get better health insurance. I have no interest in scuba because being underwater makes me claustrophobic. But I will make you my grandma’s secret recipe for chicken parmigiana in return for your answers to a few questions about Navy life. I’ll even throw in garlic bread if you happen to know anything about SEALs.

      No sex, please; I’m on a deadline.

      

      I smile at that last part. May as well be right up front with that. Even if he does look like he could rock my world, I have no interest in mixing business with pleasure if this guy turns out to be the real thing.

      But of course, he won’t be.

      My finger hovers over the Send button for a few moments… hovers still, as my eyes migrate toward the three-hundred-page manuscript collecting dust on my bookshelf which desperately needs some military flair that I simply can’t inject, being the daughter of two accountants whose most patriotic experience is hanging our flag out on the Fourth of July.

      Holding my breath momentarily, my finger twitches… twitches… and finally, taps Send.
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        ~ FREYA ~

      

      

      

      I tear down the creaky steps of my apartment above the deli on Main Street and explode through the doorway into the bustle of downtown Annapolis. The humidity strikes me first; I hadn’t known it was sweltering because I’ve been locked up in my abode enjoying the air conditioner on high all day.

      The flowered wreath that was hanging on the door falls to the ground, and a curse escapes me as I stoop to retrieve it. The guy who rents me the place treasures the handmade wreaths he hangs from the door—a new one for every month—and I don’t want to annoy him because he lets me stay here for a song. I hang it carefully back on the door.

      The air is layered with the smells of Annapolis in the summer, a delicious mix of fudge and cookie scents wafting past the streetlamps on the brick-paved street from the candy shop down the road. They keep their doors open to lure in tourists and I swear I gain a couple pounds just from breathing in the aroma of succulent semi-sweet chocolate and melting butter. The breeze is coming from the east, and I can fill my lungs with the slightly salty scent from where the Severn River spills into the Chesapeake Bay.

      I love this town, filled with inspiration for my writing, even if the only paycheck I collect right now is from my job at an antique bookstore up the road from my apartment. The energy here is different from what I experienced growing up in Forest Hills, Queens. Here, in what Annapolitans like to call the sailing capital of the world (a claim heavily disputed by some), there’s a unique mix of the population. There are politicians, since Annapolis is Maryland’s state capital. There are the diehard sailors who chose Annapolis to retire. And then there is the United States Naval Academy, which brings a constant influx of servicemembers, including the guy who has become one of my closest friends these past couple years.

      Correction, he’s really my best friend, even though if I told him that, his head would swell to even a larger size than it already is.

      He is also my partner in crime, which is why I’m high-tailing it to The Buzz to meet him for coffee. I have something to tell him. Something huge. And some things are better shared in person rather than in a text.

      Chimes jingle as I nudge open the glass door and spot Mason lounging in a leather chair with his coffee in hand. God, he is a sight in his khakis—the way the brownish color showcases his light tan complexion and makes his sea-blue eyes virtually pop out from his face. The usual handful of butterflies flutter in my belly—a sign I’ve chosen to ignore for nearly two years now. Attraction to a guy like Mason is inevitable. But a relationship with him is out of the question, and that’s a good thing. Had we started dating, we never would have lasted more than a month together. And in place of the fleeting relationship I might have had with him, I’ve ended up with a friendship I, quite frankly, couldn’t imagine living without.

      His eyes spark when they met mine and he grins. I stop momentarily inside the doorway just to soak in the sight of him as my writer’s mind wanders…

      

      Broad shoulders stretched the tan fabric of Zander’s uniform, with his impressive pecs teasing her from behind the rows of awards and badges, reminding Genevieve that his muscles weren’t honed in some cookie-cutter gym, but rather on the fields of war defending her country…

      

      I bite my lip as I hold one finger up to Mason and reach for my phone. Pecs tease her from behind the rows of awards, I begin typing. I like that line and think I’ll try to work it into my next round of edits.

      My eyes dart upward from my phone again as I walk toward him. I grin at his image, just as picture-perfect as the hero in my book. It’s no damn wonder I can’t resist being a little inspired by the sight of him.

      I am a girl, after all.

      “Hey, hot stuff,” he greets me. Always a flirt. It doesn’t matter if he’s dating someone else. Or if I am. Flirting is like breathing to a man like Mason.

      I ignore his greeting. “Read this,” I say, opening the agent’s email I received this afternoon and plunking down my iPhone next to his cover on the table in front of him.

      Raising an eyebrow at me, his blue eyes always seem to glint of mischief.

      “‘Dear Ms. Hansen,’” he reads, “‘Thank you very much for submitting your manuscript to me. I enjoyed reading about your characters, and your plotline held my interest.’”

      His face elongates with promise. He’s read every one of the rejections that has been tossed my way since I started submitting my manuscript to agents. He knows this sounds more promising than the others.

      Stretching his long legs out toward the wood fireplace that is empty during the summer months, he continues, “‘It did not, however, have as much heat as I would have expected from a military romance. Today’s trend is to include more explicit sex, harsher language, and often BDSM…’ What the fuck?” His face contorts as he looks over at me.

      “No, keep reading.”

      “‘—BDSM scenes. However, you have captured my attention with your style of writing, your setting, and your military details. If you would be interested in editing your work to make it more in line with what our agency is pursuing now, I would reconsider it. Please be advised that resubmitting your work does not guarantee an offer for representation by our agency. If you are interested…’ blah, blah, blah.” Shaking his head, he tosses my phone onto a stack of free newspapers on the table. “What a bitch.”

      My face falls. “What do you mean?”

      “She’s a bitch. She doesn’t know what she’s talking about.”

      I shake my head furiously. “No, no, no. This is good news, Mason. Good news. She’s actually interested in my work.”

      “She practically told you to have your hero pull out the whips and chains. I’d tell her to go to hell.” His eyes brighten, reaching again for my phone. “Hell, I’ll tell her that right now.”

      “No way.” I lunge to retrieve my phone. “This is a top tier agent, Mason.”

      “I thought you said you already got rejected by all the top tier agents.”

      “Okay, okay. The second tier then. The top of what’s left.” I fold my arms in front of my chest defensively. “I mean, she actually gets books published. This isn’t some little yahoo throwing a shingle up on her door and calling herself an agent. She’s the real thing.”

      “Okay, so she’s the real thing. But she wants you to rewrite your story. Shit, you’re still waiting to hear back from that other agent who wanted your SEAL to be a shifter. That took weeks of work. Why would you want to go through that again?”

      “Yeah, but this is different. She doesn’t need me to rewrite it. Just revise it. I can do this. Easy. I just spice it up a little.”

      “Spice, as in restraints and spreader bars?”

      I cringe, mostly because I’m not sure what spreader bars are, and the image I’m conjuring just doesn’t say “romance” to me. “That’s what’s selling now.”

      “It’s been six months since you resubmitted your manuscript to that shifter lady. Is this agent going to be any different?”

      Suppressing a groan, my eyes roll upward. He sure knows how to rub salt in a wound, doesn’t he?

      “You worked your ass off to turn your book into what she wanted, and then you didn’t even hear back.”

      “I might still hear back,” I tell him, struggling to infuse my tone with hope. “It’s not like she said no.”

      “You’ve emailed her twice to follow-up.”

      Does he have to remember everything? “Agents are busy, Mason.”

      “I’m busy, too. And so are you. It would be nice if she just acknowledged that she got the latest version.”

      He wasn’t saying anything I hadn’t thought myself about twenty times a week. I’d been so excited when an agent actually replied to my query last winter, saying she loved the book but would only consider representing it if I turned my hero into a shape shifter—kind of a stretch for a military romance. So Mason and I came up with the idea of a secret SEAL Team comprised of warriors with supernatural shifting capabilities, based here in Annapolis under the auspices of the United States Naval Academy.

      Frankly, the revised manuscript turned out pretty damn well, if I do say so myself.

      “I know, I know. But I should have known about that one. I mean, my book wasn’t written for a shifter character. But this?” I lift my phone, glancing at her email again. “This is a breeze. Just more spice. I can make these changes in a day or two, Mason.”

      “I still say your book is great the way it is. And I should know. I’ve read six versions of it so far.”

      A smile perks up on my lips, and I lean back in my chair. “Well, did you notice what she wrote about liking my military details? That’s all you, Mason.” Finally, I look over at the counter. “I need a latte to celebrate. Can I get you another one? We can have a toast.”

      “I don’t toast with coffee. Let’s skip it and head to O’Toole’s. Grab a beer.”

      “A beer? This early? Don’t you need to get home and change for a hot date?” I ask, eyeing his khakis up and down, and lapping up the sight of him. I might just be his friend, but I still have to admit that he’s as appealing as any man could dare to be.

      “Nah. Greta and I broke things off last night.”

      “Why? I actually liked her.” Cocking my head, I press my lips together momentarily. “A little anyway. More than the last two.” Combined, I finish in my head. Mason’s taste in women is a little questionable.

      “She’s getting too clingy. Scares the crap out of me.”

      “Having a relationship that lasts more than eight weeks is what scares the crap out of you.”

      He almost looks like he’s going to argue with me, but then shrugs, conceding, “Yeah, me having a relationship longer than that is as likely as you driving across the Bay Bridge.” Touché, his eyes say as he finishes.

      Ouch. He’s right. I guess we all have our issues. I drive across bridges in Annapolis every day, but that Bay Bridge leading to the Eastern Shore terrifies me. I don’t mind if someone else is driving, but the idea of me at the wheel makes me break out in a feverish sweat even sitting here at The Buzz. “Okay, you win.”

      “Besides, I’m leaving in a matter of days. You know I don’t do the long distance thing.”

      I can’t help the frown that forms on my face. I wasn’t up for a reminder that Mason is leaving me. I mean, Annapolis. Leaving Annapolis, my brain quickly corrects. But it still feels like I’m losing my right arm.

      “Breaking it off now is the right thing to do,” he continues. “It was completely mutual.”

      I shake my head. “God, I’m so glad I don’t date men like you.” Mason Adler is everything any woman would fall for and immediately regret, bundled up in an intimidating frame with an eight-pack I’ve had the pleasure of viewing on our many trips to Sandy Point State Park for a day at the beach.

      “I’m trying to be noble and you’re chastising me for it,” he comments, rising to his full 6’2” and extending his elbow my way. “Come on. I’ll buy first round if you don’t spread the word to Annapolis’s women that I’m a pain-in-the-ass with commitment issues. Ask Patrick to join us.”

      I sigh at the sound of my boyfriend’s name. Or at least, I think he’s my boyfriend. On nights like tonight, I kind of wonder. “He’s busy. Working late again. He’s got a trial next week and needs to be prepared.”

      “He’s not celebrating your good news with you? Asshole.”

      “Hey, in his defense, I didn’t tell him about the email from the agent yet.”

      “Why not?”

      My lips draw together tightly as we step through the door and into the hive of activity that defines Main Street on a clear summer evening. “He… wouldn’t get it. You know. Doesn’t really understand why I’m bothering. After a few rejections, I think he just thinks I should give up and go get a real job or something.” Dejected at the admission, I feel something gnaw at my belly. I like my job working at a bookstore, surrounded by the novels that inspire me. But mine is not quite the kind of résumé that would impress someone like Patrick.

      “I don’t know why you’re bothering with that guy.”

      “He’s smart. Successful. His car is paid off.”

      “So the hell what? My SUV is paid off. Does that make me a catch?”

      I angle a look at him. He has to know the answer. Mason is the catch of the century. Funny, sharp, sexy as hell. But I’m not in the mood to stroke his already sky-high ego. “Besides, he’s taking me to a black tie gala this month, and I already bought a dress for it. So we might be on the tail end of our relationship, but there’s no way I’m letting it die out until I get to wear that gown.”

      “Oh, that’s a good reason to stay with a guy.” His tone is laced with sarcasm.

      I shrug. I do like Patrick. But I’ll admit I’ve grown tired of the constant criticism and pessimism when it comes to the side of me that still aspires to be a published author. “I never get to dress up. This is Annapolis, for God’s sake. People either wear jeans or a uniform here. And sometimes it’s nice to have plans that are a little dressier than a beer at O’Toole’s, Mason.”

      He stops in his tracks alongside the historic Market House. “Ouch. Well, if you wanted to go someplace else, you just had to say so.”

      “No, I don’t mean tonight. I mean anytime. Other than coffee at The Buzz, O’Toole’s is pretty much the only place I go in Annapolis.”

      “Well, hell, why are we going to O’Toole’s tonight? Let’s go somewhere else.”

      My hand waves through the air casually. “O’Toole’s is fine.”

      “Fine? Let’s shoot for higher than fine tonight. Let’s go to Eagle’s Point.”

      My brow furrows. Eagle’s Point is one of the best places to eat in Annapolis, with sweeping views of the Chesapeake. “Eagle’s Point? You told me you won’t even take a date to Eagle’s Point.”

      “Hells, no. They’d get the wrong idea if I picked up the tab in a place like that. But you’re not a date. And for some reason you don’t look at me and envision a minivan full of kids and a white picket fence in my future.”

      I tilt my head slightly, gazing at him, a smirk on my lips. “No, I definitely don’t picture that.” Yet I’d be lying through my teeth if I didn’t admit that I could picture Mason settling down and starting a family one day.

      All it would take for him is meeting the right girl, and that man would never hesitate to pull out the big C word. (Commitment. Not Copulation.)

      Yep, just the right girl.

      I’ll probably hate her.

      Mason shrugs. “Let’s go. I’ve never been there, and this might be my last chance.”

      I pout. I don’t like remembering that he’s about to leave in a handful of days. I’d rather ignore that until his car is packed and he’s headed south to Little Creek, Virginia, where he’ll be stationed next.

      “I’m not exactly dressed for it,” I say, looking down at my shorts and t-shirt.

      “So, change,” he replies, giving me an up-and-down look of appraisal. “Come to think of it. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you in a skirt and heels before in my life.”
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        - MASON -

      

      

      

      I shouldn’t have told her to change.

      Granted, Freya’s got impressive stems in those cut-offs she always wears. But there’s something about seeing her looking all fem in a skirt and heels as she sits in my SUV that’s got my body responding in a way it just shouldn’t around someone I’ve always thought of as a sister.

      I never had a sister. Always wanted one. I’m a little overprotective of the people I love, so I think I’d excel at playing the role of the overbearing big brother from hell. And like any guy, I like to do things I’m good at.

      But instead of my mom popping out a sweet, innocent sister I could protect and defend, I got stuck with three brothers, all as alpha as I am.

      My poor mother.

      I suppose it’s not a surprise that we all ended up in the military. One of my brothers is a SEAL, too, though we’ve never been on the same Team. (There is a God.) The other two are in the Army, both graduates of West Point. So you can imagine, it’s hell in our family every December, with half of our brood cheering for Navy and the other half for Army.

      With all the testosterone in our family, it’s no wonder I find hanging around Freya so appealing. She’s so sweet and… needy, but only in that budding author kind of way. She’s always asking me questions about Navy life and plopping manuscripts in front of my face. And as much as I complain about reading what is essentially female porn, I find it a refreshing change from the normal things I do in my workday.

      Besides, I think all men should read a little romance. They’re like user manuals for women. They say exactly what women want, how often, and for how long, in the most graphic detail. Romance authors should re-release their books and market them to men, entitling them, How to Get Laid Quickly and Efficiently.

      Even better, Freya shows her appreciation for my help with homemade meals that make me feel like I’m back home in Connecticut where my mom is always whipping up something new she saw on the Food Network.

      With Freya around, I’m no longer eating my meals out of a can, instead devouring everything from her grandma’s secret recipe for chicken parmigiana to fresh-rolled sushi. I mean, sushi. Whoever thought I’d actually eat chick food like that and enjoy it?

      My stomach growls at the thought of Freya’s cooking as I open the door for her to Eagle’s Point and we take in the breathtaking views of the Bay. Truth be known, I’d much prefer eating at her place than coming here. But I owe her a celebration meal. And if that boneheaded ass she’s been dating these past couple months isn’t going to celebrate with her, then that duty falls to me.

      And speaking of that boneheaded ass…

      “Oh my God.”

      Her acerbic tone slices through the air as she sees Patrick at the same time I do.

      “Isn’t that Patrick?” I ask.

      The pallor of her face has got me ready to catch her if she falls.

      “Yeah. That’s him,” she answers.

      He’s sitting with a redhead, and I’ll admit, she’s hotter than hell. And from the way their hands are entwined, I’m betting that she’s not his sister. Or if she is, their family is ready for an episode of Dr. Phil.

      “Do you know the woman?” I dare to ask. We’re still standing far enough away that they can’t see us. I see the waiter remove the two empty glasses in front of Patrick and replace them with another highball of what looks to be Scotch. So I’m betting he’s too buzzed to even notice us if we did the chicken dance naked right now.

      “No,” she replies.

      “I’m sorry. The guy’s a putz. You know I’ve been telling you that for weeks now.”

      She doesn’t respond, and I should have expected that she wouldn’t. She’s in her zone right now, fueled by a temper that could power a city for a week. I follow her as she stomps toward him.

      “Two months together and you’ve never taken me here,” she bites out when she arrives at their table, one hand resting on her hip.

      He looks up, and I swear it actually takes a couple seconds before it even registers in his pea-brain that his girlfriend is standing in front of him.

      And she is his girlfriend. I know for a fact that they’ve had The Conversation. The one that involves phrases like “not dating anyone else” and scary words like “monogamy” and “exclusive.” I know this because the asshole actually had an issue with me being in Freya’s life—even dared to accuse her of dating me on the side before I personally set the record straight.

      I hate this guy. And as much as it kills me to witness Freya being hurt like this, I couldn’t be happier that their relationship has finally hit the expire date.

      “Freya,” he finally says when his eyes start to focus on her. “It’s not what you think.”

      In that wonderful Freya style, she extends her hand to his date and shakes it. “Hi, I’m Freya, his girlfriend. So sorry both of us hooked up with this loser.”

      Patrick narrows his beady little eyes. “You can’t accuse me of doing anything that you’re not. Look at you, here with that lunkhead SEAL.”

      I actually snort, trying to keep the laughter from escaping my lips. I didn’t know people actually used words like lunkhead anymore. Seriously, who says that?

      “We’re just here as friends. Celebrating some good news that you didn’t take an interest in since you said you were so consumed by work tonight, preparing for a trial. So, how about you? Are you here as friends?” She launches that question at the woman sitting across from Patrick, and I swear I detect some sympathy in her tone when she asks it.

      “Uh, no. I didn’t think so. In fact, I think I’ll be leaving now,” the woman responds.

      Atta girl, I want to tell her as she plunks down her napkin and strides out of the room. I don’t even know that woman, but I like her moxie. And if I wasn’t one hundred percent committed to supporting Freya at this moment, I’d be chasing her down for her number.

      “Don’t ever call me again,” Freya tells Patrick so matter-of-factly that I’m wondering if she ever had any real feelings for this guy. Her voice doesn’t crack in the slightest. It doesn’t waver. “And you can pick up the shit you left in my apartment. I’ll be tossing it out my window.”

      He stands now and starts following us out of the restaurant with the waiter behind him saying, “Um, sir, would you like a take-out container?”

      “Don’t you fucking dare,” Patrick shouts. “I’ve got an Armani suit at your place.”

      “Um, sir, would you like the check?” the waiter asks.

      “Freya—”

      We’re in the lobby now, being chased down by a waiter.

      My fist itches to implant itself in the side of Patrick’s face. But I can’t do a damn thing. Not yet. It’s the irony of being a SEAL. Everyone expects us to be the first ones to flatten a guy when he treats a woman this way, especially when the woman happens to be his friend. Yet we can’t.

      Rules of engagement, Mason. It’s like I can hear the voice of every CO I’ve ever had in moments like this.

      So I wait like a cheetah waiting to pounce. And I don’t have to wait long.

      “Freya, don’t you dare toss my Armani,” he says again and grabs her arm.

      “Get your hands off me!” she shouts, whipping around just as I dig my fingers into him, yanking his grip from her arm.

      Eyes flashing, his fist predictably flies toward my face, and I duck to avoid it.

      Hot. Damn.

      My knuckles plunge into his chin knocking him clear off his feet. The hostess and waiter applaud.

      “Don’t you ever lay a hand on her again,” I warn, standing over him. “Or the next time I won’t let you off with just one punch.”

      It felt good to hit this guy. And I’d do a fist pump as we stalk out into the parking lot except that I’ve got Freya with me and I’m now waiting for the tears to start.

      I glance over at her and she’s not crying. She’s laughing. Laughing.

      Then she stops abruptly. “I can’t believe you just punched a trial lawyer. Are you out of your mind?”

      “He grabbed you. What was I supposed to do?” I defend. “Besides, he swung at me first. I had every right.”

      “But he’s a lawyer, Mason.” Now her eyes look worried. “You need to be squeaky clean for your TS clearance. It’s his word against yours.”

      “And yours, and the waiter and hostess who seemed to take my side from the applause I heard.”

      “But—”

      “And the security cameras.”

      “There was a camera?”

      “Of course. Two. In the lobby, right where I punched him,” I tell her. I could have guessed there would be since the restaurant is part of one of the most expensive waterfront hotels in Annapolis. But I didn’t even need to guess it. I always notice those types of things. There’s something about Special Ops training that has me constantly counting cameras, doors, exits, and potential hostiles wherever I go. It’s damn annoying.

      She takes my hand in hers. And I swear the only reason I feel something when she does is because she’s in a pencil skirt and heels straight from one of my best fantasies, and I’m still not fully recovered from the sight of it.

      “Is your hand hurt?” she asks, opening my palm and flipping it over in her light grip.

      “No. The guy’s got a marshmallow chin.”

      She jabs me in the gut. “And there’s sure nothing marshmallow on you,” she says with a cheeky grin. “Thanks for coming to my rescue.”

      “You don’t even seem upset by this.”

      “Why should I be? It’s not like we were together that long. Saves me the trouble of breaking things off later.”

      I shake my head, chuckling. “Shit. You’ve been influenced by me for too long.” I swing open my car door for her. “O’Toole’s?”

      “O’Toole’s.”
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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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