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        Be careful what you wish for…

      

        

      
        A fearless investigative reporter, a djinn with a heartbreaking weakness, a vengeful curse, and a promise spanning the centuries. This is not your normal love story.

      

        

      
        Investigative journalist Tahlee Hope is fierce, stubborn, and doesn’t pull punches. Having overheard a political assassination plot, her life is now in serious danger. No biggie for Tahlee. All in a day’s work. She’s not prepared, however, for the security agent assigned to protect her—James Hastin, the man who changed everything in her life three years ago, and then disappeared without a trace.

      

        

      
        Summoned and trapped by a desperate sorcerer, James Hastin has been living amongst mankind for centuries. Life as a secret djinn in today’s society isn’t all that bad. Addicted to the rush of granting wishes, he’s never felt the need to tap into his darker side, and he loves his job at Guarded Souls Security and Protection. Of course, there’s the little issue of the fatal curse placed upon him by the bastard sorcerer, but as long as he’s careful, he should be okay. And then Tahlee Hope—his only weakness—enters his life. Again.

      

        

      
        Their history will either make them stronger…or bring about the end of the world. No, seriously.
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      “I summoned you to save my village, not take my daughter from me!”

      Narrowing his eyes at the man raging before him, Barqan shook his head. “You killed Rose, Syrin. I tried to save her.”

      The sorcerer snarled, hate and grief boiling in his eyes. The spell—his spell, the one he’d cast to end Barqan’s existence—was devouring him from the inside out with greedy haste, turning him into an empty shell devoid of life. Killing him. As it had killed Rose.

      Barqan couldn’t stop that, no matter how desperate the man’s unspoken wishes. And they were so desperate, screamed so loudly by his dying soul, Barqan could barely hear anything else.

      “She wasn’t yours,” Syrin yelled. “She was not part of our covenant!”

      “I loved her,” Barqan stated. In his chest, his heart clenched. Such a fragile thing. How did humans survive the pain of it?

      The thick purple smoke churning around him grew denser, the fraying control he had over his physical state beginning to vanish. Soon his corporeal form would cease to exist. If the sorcerer was still alive when that happened…

      He curled his fists. Every molecule of his body thrummed. Soon he would be without solid substance, just ancient intangible power. “And she loved me!”

      “Love?” Contempt twisted the sorcerer’s face into a grotesque mask. “A miscreant like you doesn’t deserve love. You didn’t deserve Rose!” Malevolent rage contorted his face further. “And with my dying breath, I will make sure you never love again!”

      The molecules of Barqan’s body grew frenetic, wild.

      Just as Syrin began his incantation…

      Just as Barqan surrendered to the smoke…
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      1400 years later

      
      David Bowie.

      That’s all a man needed to decompress.

      David Bowie singing “Space Oddity.” Add a cold drink to the mix—tonight it was a gin and tonic—and a bowl of pretzels and, in James Hastin’s humble opinion, the night could go on forever.

      He’d experience more than one night that felt like it would never end during his time in this world. Until Bowie came along, those dragging nights were torturous.

      “Why are we at a karaoke bar again?”

      Letting a smile curl his lips, James threw the man sitting beside him a sideways look. “I’m feeling generous, Kitt.”

      Kitt Newton winced, the bar’s muted overhead lights flickering in his amber eyes. “I’ve been told the last time you felt generous, William Shatner was nominated for a Grammy.”

      James laughed, plucked a pretzel from the bowl in front of him—a bowl that never emptied, regardless of the fact the barkeeper never topped it up—and tossed it into his mouth.

      Pretzels fell into the “good” column.

      Salted peanuts, though? Those oily little bastards fell into the “bad” column.

      “I’m generous far more often than you realize,” he said around a mouthful of crunchy, savory deliciousness. “For instance, Taylor Swift.”

      Kitt shifted on his stool. James didn’t need to look at him to see it. The very air around the other man seemed to growl. “You’re telling me you’re responsible for Taylor Swift’s success?”

      Grinning, James threw another pretzel into his mouth and chewed.

      Kitt frowned, amber eyes catching the light again, and shook his head. “I never know when to believe you, Hastin.”

      “I never lie, Rover.”

      Kitt rolled his eyes and snagged a handful of pretzels himself. “Don’t call me Rover.” He ate the handful in a single bite and scanned the crowd reflected in the bar’s mirrored wall. “So who is it?”

      Lifting a just-be-patient finger, James closed his eyes and tasted the longing in the air. Flipped through the silent hopes, dreams, aspirations and desires wafting around him.

      So many cravings for sex in the place. So many wishes for an accidental brushing of boob on arm, groin on butt.

      So many wishes for a quickie in the alley out back, a tangle in the toilet, a blow job in the backseat of an Uber…

      Why an Uber?

      Didn’t matter. If a blow job in the backseat of an Uber was what the wisher wanted, who was he to point out the impact on their user rating?

      After the shit-fire madness he’d just been through helping out Guarded Souls’ resident fallen angel, he needed a rush. Needed to tap into an emotional high and wallow about for a bit.

      Was the high of oral sex in a moving vehicle the kind of rush he was chasing, though?

      “Are you still looking?” Kitt grumbled beside him. “Or have you gone to sleep?”

      He smiled, opened his eyes and turned on his stool to face the crowd. “There.”

      Kitt frowned at the writhing mass of people and took a sip of his Scotch. “Who? Which one? Male or female? Give me a clue, dude.”

      James smiled. “Patience.”

      She stood—or rather, fidgeted—on the dance floor a few feet from the unused karaoke stage. She was trying to look like she was dancing, but in her heart of hearts, she was wondering what her date (a firefighter who made her feel special and nervous and safe all at once) would do if she climbed onto the stage and requested the karaoke MC tee up Bon Jovi’s “Livin’ on a Prayer”?

      Let’s see, shall we?

      James brushed the longing in her heart a little, his blood tingling as she caught her lip with her teeth and flicked a quick glance toward where he and Kitt sat at the bar.

      “Ahh.” Kitt nodded. “I see. How do you even pick ’em?”

      “Trade secret, Rover.” He smiled at the woman, dropped her a wink and tossed a pretzel into his mouth.

      “I really wish you’d stop calling me that.”

      James arched an eyebrow. “Do you really want to go with that particular choice of words, Kitt?”

      “Shit.” Kitt held up his hands. “You know that’s not what I meant. Stop being so literal.” He scowled and pivoted his stool back to the bar. “Remind me again why I hang out with you?”

      “Because of this,” James said, with another stroke to the woman’s longing to sing, to throw caution aside and climbed up onto the stage.

      She looked over her shoulder again toward the bar, toward him and Kitt.

      Good girl. Good…

      With a quick word in her date’s ear, she walked over to the bar and rested her elbows on it, right beside James. “Can I get an ice water please?” she asked the barkeeper.

      The barkeeper nodded and went to work.

      “Thirsty?” James asked, reaching for another pretzel.

      She let out a wobbly chuckle and tucked a strand of brown hair behind her ear. “No. Yes. Sorta.”

      He could feel her heart racing as she gave the stage a glance over her shoulder.

      “You going to treat us all to a song?” He danced the pretzel over the back of his knuckles before tossing it into his mouth. “Belt out a tune? I was just saying to Rover here,” he clapped a hand on Kitt’s shoulder, “I feel a need to hear some Bon Jovi.”

      Her eyebrows lifted. “‘Livin’ on a Prayer’?”

      “My favorite.” He squeezed Kitt’s shoulder with a grin. “This one here likes that old song from the ’70s, ‘Werewolves of London’.”

      Kitt growled.

      The woman chewed her bottom lip again and gave the karaoke stage another glance. James’s blood tingled. “I’d love to get up there and sing,” she said, as if sharing a profound secret. “But…”

      I’m not brave enough. And what if I can’t sing it as well as I do in the shower? Her thoughts tickled at James. And what if my date laughs at⁠—

      “Your water.” The barkeeper placed a tall, beading glass in front of her on the bar, and she startled.

      “But…?” James prodded. Two words. All he needed to hear were two simple words.

      She shrugged and took a sip, studying the stage in the mirrored wall. “I’m not that good. At least, I don’t think I am. I wish…”

      James smiled. Warmth began to spread through him. His blood didn’t just tingle, it rushed through his veins like liquid sunlight mixed with lightning.  “You wish what?”

      Her eyes met his in the mirror and she caught her bottom lip again. “I wish I was brave enough to not care if I don’t sound like Adele, y’know? I wish I could just say to hell with what everyone thinks and go up there and have fun. And I wish, if I did, that I could actually surprise myself and sound amazing.”

      “Just those three wishes, eh?” James danced another pretzel over his knuckles and winked at her. “I like it. Done.”

      He nodded his head once—and released the rush.

      The woman drew in a swift breath, held it for an eternity, and then slapped her hands on the bar, eyes shining. “Y’know what? To hell with being scared. I’m going to do it!”

      “You’re going to get up there and sing?” Kitt asked.

      She grinned, slapped the bar again and nodded. “Yep. I’m going to go up there, sing ‘Living on a Prayer’ and have fun. Who cares, right? I don’t.” She frowned, as if contemplating what she’d said, and then laughed. “I truly don’t!”

      With another quick gulp of water, she spun on her heel and almost skipped through the crowd to where her date stood, watching her. Flinging her arms around his neck, she smacked an enthusiastic kiss on his mouth, and then hurried up the ramp to the karaoke MC’s station.

      “So are you responsible for—” Kitt started, but James silenced him with a finger.

      “Shhh, mate,” James whispered, riding the tsunami of giddy emotion. “Let me just savor this for a moment.”

      “Y’know you’ve lost your American accent, right?”

      James didn’t care. He closed his eyes, breathed in deeply, and readied himself for the rush of the third wish.

      “You sound like a Brit again.”

      Music began to play, the distinctive introduction of Bon Jovi’s seminal ’80s classic.

      The first word, her first note, hit him. Slammed into him. Flowed through him. Made every molecule in both his solid and ethereal forms frenzied.

      The rush of the wish fulfilled.

      “Oh yeah.” If he still smoked, he’d light up. But it had been almost a thousand years and he wasn’t going to start again. “Oh yeah,” he repeated on a murmur.

      “Yeah.” Kitt chuckled, twisting on his stool back to the bar. “I guess that answers the question whether you’re responsible for her getting up there.”

      James smiled, eyes still closed.

      The woman sang, her voice pure and strong and incredible. Sure, he may have given it a little tweak for the sake of her longing, but she had the natural talent. Would she ever sing karaoke again? He had no clue. That wasn’t his concern. Their interaction was done, finished, and he was okay with that.

      Another of his kind may have extracted a price, a hidden condition to the covenant before granting her wishes, as he himself had been known to do, but for tonight, for these three wishes…

      “You really are feeling generous tonight,” Kitt said, a note of approval and awe in his voice.

      “Sometimes the world needs a reminder it’s not all hell in a handcart.” James opened his eyes and watched in the mirror as the woman sang up a storm on the stage. Joy and delight radiated from her, sweetening the rush still flowing through him. On the dance floor stood her date, the musclebound firefighter gazing up at her with the dopiest smile of utter adoration.

      James reached for his gin and tonic and held it out to Kitt in a relaxed toast. “To the rush of being a good guy.”

      Kitt laughed and chinked his glass to James’s. “To good guys. Even if few humans know we are.”

      James winked at the wolf shifter. “Even then.”

      They grinned and swallowed the rest of their drinks in one go.

      “What’s with the changing accents?” Kitt asked, wiping at the residue of Scotch on his lips with the back of his hand. “Most of the time you sound British, and occasionally like you’re from New Zealand, but I’ve noticed when you interact with some people, you sound American. And the other day you were talking to someone on the phone and sounded like you were from South Africa. Then a month ago, you were muttering to yourself in the lunch room and sounded Middle Eastern.”

      James snorted. “Did I? I must have been tired that day.”

      Kitt lifted an eyebrow.

      “When I need to sound American, I sound American. When I need to sound South African, I sound South African. You see where I’m going with this? My place of origin—I’m talking thousands and thousands and thousands of years ago—is the Middle East, so that explains that one, but I spent quite a substantial amount of my existence here amongst mankind in the UK before I moved to LA, so it’s sort of become my default accent.”

      Kitt narrowed his eyes. “There’s a lot of secrets going on under that flippant persona of yours, Hastin.”

      James laughed. “You could say that about every one of us bastards working at Guarded Souls.” He moved his attention to the woman now singing Adele’s “Rolling in the Deep” on the karaoke stage. She was doing an amazing job, and her date was still gazing at her with rapt attention.

      Narrowing his focus on the firefighter’s emotions and thoughts, James chuckled. The man was head over heels in love. Her courage to get up and sing had been the final push for his romantic heart.

      James closed his eyes, savoring the final waves of the rush. Like the last glimpses of light from the sun as it sank behind the horizon, the final rush flared stronger and more intense, and for a split second he was nothing but elemental force. And then the rush was over. Finished.

      Sated, he opened his eyes and let out a long sigh.

      “Does it ever piss you off?” Kitt asked. “Not getting any of the credit when you do something like this?” He indicated the singing woman with a slight tilt of his head.

      “Something like this…” James smiled. “I do something like this for the rush.”

      “That good?”

      “You have no idea.”

      Kitt chuckled. “If the expression on your face when she first started to sing was any indication, I think I do. You looked like you were about to blow your load.”

      James grinned, plucked a pretzel out of thin air and studied its perfection for a second. “Clearly, Rover, you’ve never seen me just as I’m about to blow my⁠—”

      “And I’m eternally grateful for that simple truth,” Kitt cut in. “I like you, Genie Boy, but not that much.”

      “Genie Boy?”

      Kitt flashed white teeth at him. “You call me Rover, I call you Genie Boy.”

      James held aloft his empty glass. “I’ll drink to that.” It filled to the brim with fresh gin and tonic, at the same moment Kitt’s filled with Scotch.

      “Ah, now see?” Kitt raised his primed glass. “This is why I hang out with you.”

      “Free booze?”

      “Free booze.” Kitt tapped his glass to James’s. “Cheers.”

      James laughed. “So, Rover, now I’ve had my fun, wanna tell me what’s the deal with the mysterious text messages you keep getting from⁠—”

      James’s cellphone vibrated to life in his waistcoat’s inside pocket, at the exact moment Kitt’s phone did the same on the bar top.

      “Message from the boss,” Kitt said, frowning at his phone screen even as a wave of relief rolled from him so potent, James felt it. If the text hadn’t been from Kade, James would have pushed the issue. Something was troubling the wolf shifter, something dark enough to put him on edge. “He wants us in the office ASAP.”

      Pulling his own phone from his waistcoat, James read the message on the screen: Will the wolf and the djinn please get their hairy asses into work pronto? Got an emergency job and I need both of you.

      “Okay, I’ll accept your arse is hairy,” he said, throwing Kitt a grin, “but mine?”

      Kitt snorted, shoving his phone into his pocket as he straightened from the barstool. “Did you drive here?”

      “Ah, Rover, you’re too adorable for your own hairy-arsed good sometimes.” James squeezed Kitt’s shoulder. “Ready?”

      Kitt’s eyes widened. “No. No! Don’t you⁠—”

      James clicked his fingers.

      “—dare,” Kitt groaned. He scowled at the Guarded Souls’ entry foyer, before turning the scowl on James. “I hate it when you do that.”

      James grinned. “I know, Rover. I know.”

      Kitt dragged his hand down his face, shook his head then his shoulders, and let out a ragged breath. “One of these days, I’m going to shift form and cock my leg on⁠—”

      “You two took your time.” Kade appeared at the door leading into the security firm’s offices, his expression as enigmatic as ever. “Hurry up. This is a tricky one.”

      Without another word, he turned and walked away.

      James flicked Kitt a look. “Smell anything fishy?”

      “Ha ha.” Kitt rolled his eyes, and then drew a slow breath. “Although whoever the tricky client is, she’s wearing Chanel No. 5 perfume.”

      “Why do you know what Chanel No. 5 perfume smells like?”

      Kitt dropped him a wink and strode after Kade.

      “Fair enough.” James followed. Regardless of the fact it was almost midnight, when the boss said it was time to work, it was time to work.

      Beyond the quiet entry foyer, Guarded Souls was silent. Individual offices and meeting rooms sat dark except for Kade’s at the end of a wide corridor. White light spilled from the partly opened door, the low murmur of his deep voice rumbling on the air like distant thunder as Kitt stepped into the room.

      James threw his own office a quick glance as he walked past. What were the chances his peace lily was still alive? Feathers was probably making certain it was; the angel had a thing for keeping plants going even when water didn’t come anywhere near their roots. James himself rarely used the space, with its state-of-the-art office equipment and luxurious, modern furniture, preferring to do any official paperwork either at home or wherever he happened to find himself when it needed to be done.

      Plus, there was the fact Nim had foolishly said to him she’d do anything for a Reuben sandwich, and he’d granted her wish. The wiccan was now doing his paperwork for a month. (She really did need to rethink how loosely she threw the W-word around in the lunchroom.)

      As far as work went, being on the Guarded Souls payroll was pretty cushy; most of the clients engaging the agency’s protection and security services were extremely rich and, in the majority of cases, more paranoid about being under threat than they were any kind of actual target. But it did make for some interesting work hours. Not really a problem for James—or any of those employed by Kade. Given that none of the protection staff were human, common human hours weren’t an issue. But the ancient vampire did like to maintain a human façade for the firm, which meant keeping normal business hours for the ancillary staff.

      Being called in for a job at midnight, though? That was…different.

      Even more different? Kade using the term tricky.

      In the years that James had been a Guarded Souls member, he’d only ever seen Kade stressed once. And that was when the entire security team, including Kade himself, almost⁠—

      “…getting tired of being treated like a fragile victim here.”

      James froze at the female voice coming from Kade’s office. His heart smashed up into his throat.

      Fark.

      He knew that voice, that Northern English accent. That fierce confidence.

      It’s not her. Can’t be. She’s in London. You know that. She’s⁠—

      “Because I’m not,” the woman went on, the calm challenge in her voice more familiar than his own reflection. “Fragile. Or a victim. I merely heard something I wasn’t meant to.”

      Yep. It was her.

      Shite. Why in the name of all things British was Tahlee Hope here in LA?

      Bracing himself for what was about to happen, James stepped into Kade’s office and smiled at the woman he’d left three years ago. “Hey, Hope. Long time no speak to.”

      
      At what point in her life had she done something so heinous that she deserved to be kicked in the arse by karma like this?

      And more to the point, what would the other two men in the room do if she stood up and unceremoniously kneed James Hastin in the nuts?

      “Hello, James.” She bestowed a wide smile on the tall, lanky man leaning against the doorframe, letting him see her teeth. “You’re still alive? Huh. Who knew?”

      James—the bastard—ducked his head and gave her a sheepish grin. He hadn’t changed much. Still looked like the embodiment of mischief and sexual rapture all wrapped up in one delicious package.

      “You’ve been well?” he asked.

      “Wait.” The towering man with the dark hair who’d first met her at the police station an hour ago held up his hands, his green eyes swinging back and forth between her and James. “What’s going on here?”

      James did that sheepish chuckle of his that had always reduced her to a quivering mess of arousal and adoration. Flipping hell. She wasn’t going to let that happen now, not after what he did to her. “I knew Hope when I was still living in London,” he said.

      Living in London.

      Huh. More like living in her flat. Sleeping in her bed.

      Agitated, she reached for the small pendant normally hanging on a fine gold chain around her neck, but it wasn’t there. She’d left it in her hotel room, tucked in the room’s safe along with her passport, before heading to the Getty Museum.

      Bugger.

      “Define knew,” said the man who’d arrived in the office a few moments before James, arching an eyebrow. Kitt Newton? Was that his name? She’d been too busy arguing with Guarded Souls’ owner—Kade Somethingorother—about whether she really needed protection or not to pay attention when introductions were made. Uncharacteristic of her, to be sure. Normally her mind was a steel trap on details like that.

      “Do you know what?” She rose to her feet, shaking her head. “As I explained to Mr…” She waved her hand at Tall-Dark-and-Brooding.

      “Just Kade is fine,” TDB provided, a half smile tugging at one corner of his mouth.

      “As I explained to Mr. Just Kade before you arrived, I’m fine. I don’t need protection. I just need to go home. And by home, I mean London.”

      To the flat she and James used to share a different lifetime ago.

      Sheesh.

      The prickling caress on her profile told her James was studying her. She’d always known when he was looking at her. It was as if her body was intrinsically tuned into his. When he’d been close, she’d just felt…more alive. It had been a wonderful feeling when they’d been together. The emptiness, the betrayal replacing it when he disappeared three years ago? That had been a flipping crappy feeling.

      “What’s the story, Kade?” James wandered into the room, dropped himself on the chair beside the one where she’d been sitting and dumped his heels on Kade’s desk, crossing his ankles

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Hope’s Wish
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Blurb
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Epilogue II
      


      		
        Thank you
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Amber’s Heat
      


      		
        More Romance From Lexxie Couper…
      


      		
        About Lexxie Couper
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Hope’s Wish


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About Lexxie Couper


    


  


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.
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