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            DESCRIPTION

          

        

      

    

    
      In her aunt’s dusty Victorian mansion, Robin Wurmwood discovers an heirloom with an appetite—a dollhouse that doesn’t just collect dust but souls.

      When architectural scholar Robin inherits the pink monstrosity on Elm Street, the exquisite dollhouse inside seems like a quaint curiosity—until its porcelain occupants start rearranging themselves to mimic her every move. At night, childish voices whisper from empty rooms: “Play with us, Robin,” and “Won’t you join us for storytime?” These tiny terrors have already claimed two sets of sisters in this house, always leaving one survivor in Robin’s bloodline. Now they’re thirsty for fresh Wurmwood blood to complete their circle.

      Armed with sardonic wit and designer heels, realtor extraordinaire Laura Leong is determined to sell this nightmare property—if she can stop being hypnotized by the dollhouse’s promise of perfection. Meanwhile, silver-streaked librarian Marcus Rummage brings his occult expertise and surprising chemistry with Robin to the fight against forces older than the town itself.

      As tiny footprints appear in spilled salt and porcelain hands reach beneath doors at midnight, Robin uncovers her aunt’s desperate attempts to contain the entities. But the enigmatic Georgiana Morana, who’s been “preserving local history” since the 1870s, has her own plans for the dollhouse—and for Robin.

      This property comes with more than outdated wiring. Some houses keep secrets; this one keeps prisoners in a miniature purgatory where teatime is eternal and escape impossible.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          
            WELCOME HOME

          

        

      

    

    
      The brass key weighed heavily in Robin’s palm. Its brass edges were worn smooth by generations of hands that had come before hers. Turning it over, she examined the metal’s intricate pattern of vines, flowers, and a stylized “W.” Wurmwood. Her family name.

      Her aunt’s pink Victorian loomed against the backdrop of a bruised October sky, its gables reaching toward gathering storm clouds like arthritic fingers. Standing on the cracked walkway, Robin could almost believe the house was leaning forward to get a better look at her. Hungry for its newest Wurmwood.

      “It’s just a house,” she said aloud, her breath visible in the autumn chill. “A very old, probably very moldy house.”

      The wind picked up, sending dead leaves skittering across the porch like tiny, desperate animals fleeing an unseen predator. Robin shivered involuntarily, though she’d blame it on the cold if anyone asked.

      No one would ask. No one else was here.

      She checked her phone one last time before ascending the steps. Three emails from her dissertation advisor, all with the same subject line: “Timeline concerns.” She ignored them. Dr. Bennett could wait another day for updates on her research into architectural anomalies in New England housing. Right now, she had an entire Victorian mansion to deal with.

      Three concrete steps led to a wooden porch that wrapped around the front of the house. Each board creaked beneath her feet, announcing her arrival to whatever waited inside. The porch swing rocked gently, though there was no one sitting in it.

      Just the wind. Just the wind playing tricks.

      The key slid into the lock with surprising ease, and the door swung open with a dramatic groan. It was as if the house had been expecting her.

      “Subtle,” Robin remarked to the empty foyer. “Very subtle theatrics, Aunt Vivian.”

      Her voice echoed before being swallowed by the shadows that clung to the corners of the entry hall. Dust motes danced in the weak sunlight that managed to filter through grime-covered windows. The air smelled of old books, furniture polish, and something else she couldn’t quite identify—something vaguely medicinal and faintly sweet. Like formaldehyde and candy.

      She hadn’t seen her aunt in fifteen years, not since that last disastrous summer when she was twelve. Robin had gotten lost in the woods behind the house, wandering hours before a search party found her curled up in the hollow of an ancient oak, babbling about “the women in white” who had tried to lead her deeper into the forest. Her mother had packed their bags that night, hurling accusations at Aunt Vivian that Robin was too young to understand. They’d never returned.

      Until now. At twenty-seven, she had returned only because there was no one else to deal with Vivian’s estate. Her mother had refused to come—“That house always did have a taste for Wurmwood women,” she’d said, then promptly changed the subject. Robin had chalked it up to her mother’s flair for the dramatic, another family trait she hoped she’d avoided inheriting.

      The entryway opened to a grand staircase that curved upward like a spine, each step covered in faded red carpet that might once have been luxurious but now resembled a tired tongue. To the right, a formal living room with furniture shrouded in white sheets. To the left, what appeared to be a study, bookshelves lining every wall.

      Robin set her bag down and pulled out her phone. No service, of course. The house sat at the edge of town, where Valeview’s spotty coverage surrendered entirely to the surrounding woods.

      “Perfect.” She slipped the phone back into her pocket. “Just perfect.”

      She had two weeks of vacation to clear out the house, decide whether to sell it, and return to New Haven, where her dissertation awaited her attention. Two weeks to dismantle the life of a woman she barely remembered.

      The floorboards whispered beneath her feet as she made her way to the kitchen at the back of the house. Unlike the rest of the rooms she’d passed, this one showed signs of recent habitation. A teacup sat in the sink, a thin film of something dark coating its bottom. The refrigerator hummed softly. The shelves were nearly empty: a half-empty bottle of milk, a stick of butter, and a jar of raspberry jam.

      “Not exactly a feast,” she said to the refrigerator, then frowned at herself. One hour in an empty house, and she was already talking to appliances.

      A sudden crash from upstairs sent her heart lurching against her ribs. Robin froze, listening intently as silence resettled over the house like dust.

      Probably just something falling, she reasoned. An old house settling. Nothing unusual.

      But as she climbed the stairs, each creak a protest, she couldn’t shake the feeling that the house was watching her ascent with hungry interest.

      At the top of the stairs hung a portrait—a stern-faced woman with Vivian’s sharp nose and Robin’s own blue-gray eyes. Her great-grandmother, perhaps? The nameplate had tarnished beyond legibility. The woman’s gaze seemed to follow Robin as she moved down the hallway, checking rooms one by one.

      A bathroom with a claw-foot tub and rust-stained fixtures. A linen closet stuffed with yellowing sheets. Two spare bedrooms, musty and unremarkable. And at the end of the hall, double doors that could only lead to the master bedroom.

      The sound had come from what must have been Vivian’s bedroom—a space that managed to be both austere and cluttered. A four-poster bed dominated the center, its dark wood matching the heavy dresser and vanity. The walls were papered in a faded pattern of twining vines that seemed to shift slightly in Robin’s peripheral vision.

      There, on the floor near an open closet door, lay a hatbox, its contents spilled across the worn carpet. Robin knelt beside it, gathering old photographs, letters tied with faded ribbon, and what appeared to be a small journal bound in red leather. A family group in one sepia-toned photo caught her eye—three young girls in white dresses, their solemn faces eerily similar despite their different ages. She flipped it over. “Merriweather sisters, 1899” was written in faded ink.

      Something caught her eye—a glint of light reflecting off a glassy surface. Robin pushed aside a fallen scarf and discovered a miniature window, part of what appeared to be a dollhouse wall partially concealed beneath the bed.

      This looked like a real antique, well-built of solid wood and intricately detailed. She bent to pull it out and was surprised by its weight as she dragged it into the center of the room. Dust billowed, making her sneeze.

      The dollhouse was an exact replica of the Victorian she now stood in, down to the chipped paint on the northern gable and the stained-glass transom above the front door. Three feet tall and nearly as wide, it featured hinged panels that opened to reveal meticulously decorated interior rooms.

      “Well, aren’t you something?” Robin ran a finger along the tiny porch railing.

      A splinter pricked her fingertip, drawing a bead of blood that seemed to disappear into the miniature wood with unexpected thirst. She jerked her hand back, sucking at the small wound.

      “Greedy little thing,” she said, shaking her finger.

      Was it her imagination, or did the tiny windows suddenly appear cleaner, as if a layer of dust had been wiped away from the inside?

      Robin opened the front of the dollhouse. Each room was furnished with period-appropriate miniatures: tiny tufted sofas, delicate tables, and diminutive bookshelves filled with books no bigger than postage stamps. The attention to detail was remarkable.

      But it was the dolls that drew her attention—three small figures placed throughout the house. Handcrafted porcelain with glass eyes that caught the fading light with uncanny reflectiveness. One sat in the study, another at the kitchen table, and the third on the miniature replica of the very bed Robin was kneeling beside.

      Unlike the furniture, the dolls didn’t seem to match the Victorian aesthetic. They wore white dresses with black trim, their faces painted with an expression that wasn’t quite a smile but wasn’t quite neutral either. Something about their eyes made Robin distinctly uncomfortable.

      She leaned closer to examine one. Its porcelain skin had a translucent quality, almost like real flesh but too perfect, too smooth. The painted lips were an unnatural shade of red, like fresh blood against snow. And the eyes… Robin shuddered. The glass eyes weren’t just reflective—they seemed to absorb light, tiny black holes that pulled at her attention.

      “You three are definitely not staying,” she told them.

      Her fingers had barely brushed the cold porcelain skin when a sharp pain lanced through her hand as if she’d touched a live wire. Robin gasped, yanking her arm back and scrambling away from the dollhouse.

      For a moment—just the briefest instant—she could have sworn the doll’s head had turned to look at her.

      The bedroom suddenly felt cold, the shadows in the corners deeper than they had any right to be at four in the afternoon. Outside, the first drops of rain began to tap against the window like impatient fingers.

      “Get it together, Wurmwood,” Robin muttered, massaging her tingling hand. “It’s just a static shock. Old carpet, dry air.”

      As she backed away toward the door, she couldn’t help feeling that something had changed in the room—as if the air had become thicker and more attentive. The floorboards seemed to whisper beneath her feet, not with the random creaks of an old house settling but with a deliberate pattern that almost resembled words: welcome home, welcome home.

      Her shoulder bumped against the doorframe, and she quickly stepped into the hallway, pulling the door firmly shut behind her. Through the wood, Robin could have sworn she heard the faint sound of tiny, measured footsteps crossing the floor.

      Tap, tap, tap.

      Like tiny shoes on miniature hardwood.

      Nah, just raindrops on the roof.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          
            THE INVITATION

          

        

      

    

    
      Sleep came reluctantly to Robin that night, and when it did, it brought dreams of being watched by eyes that blinked in synchronized precision. She woke at 3:14 AM, according to the harsh red numbers of her digital clock, with the distinct impression that someone had called her name.

      “Hello?” The word fell flat in the guest bedroom she’d chosen—smaller and cozier than her aunt’s room, with fewer shadows for her imagination to populate.

      No answer came, just the steady patter of rain against the window and the occasional groan of the house as the wind pressed against its weathered sides. Robin reached for her phone and checked for messages. Still no service, but the battery had drained from 80% to 17% despite being unused.

      “Fantastic,” she muttered, plugging it into her charger.

      Sleep now seemed like a distant possibility. With a sigh, she swung her legs over the side of the bed and fumbled for her slippers. If she was going to be awake, she might as well explore. Maybe Aunt Vivian had kept some decent whiskey around.

      The hallway was darker than it had any right to be, the shadows seeming to swallow the beam of her phone’s flashlight. As Robin made her way toward the stairs, a floorboard creaked behind her. She whirled around, heart hammering.

      Nothing. Just the empty hallway stretching back to her bedroom door, which now stood partially open, though she distinctly remembered closing it.

      “Old houses settle,” she reminded herself aloud, her voice sounding thin and unconvincing even to her own ears.

      Downstairs, the kitchen offered no whiskey but yielded a half-full bottle of brandy hidden behind cookbooks that showed no signs of ever being opened. Robin poured herself a generous amount in a teacup—the only clean dish she could find—and leaned against the counter.

      The house felt different at night, as if the darkness had given it permission to reveal more of its true nature. Corners that seemed merely shadowed in daylight now appeared to be entrances to deeper spaces. The silence wasn’t empty but expectant, like an audience waiting for a performance to begin.

      A soft, scratching sound drew her attention to the wall beside the refrigerator. Robin tilted her head, listening. It came again—a gentle scrape-scrape-scrape, like tiny fingernails dragging across the inside of the plaster.

      “Mice,” she said firmly, taking a large swallow of brandy. “Just mice.”

      But when she set her cup down, the sound stopped abruptly, as if whatever made it was now listening to her.

      The kitchen suddenly felt too exposed, too vulnerable. Robin grabbed the brandy bottle and her cup and retreated to the study, where at least the bookshelves made the space feel smaller and more contained.

      She settled into a leather chair that sighed beneath her weight, releasing a cloud of dust that made her sneeze. The brandy was working its magic, softening the edges of her unease. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. Clean the place up, call a realtor, and be back in New Haven before her advisor even noticed she was gone.

      A flash of lightning illuminated the room, followed several seconds later by a rumble of thunder that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards. In that brief electric moment, Robin noticed something on the desk she hadn’t seen earlier—a red leather-bound book.

      Setting down her cup, she reached for it. The cover was warm to the touch as if someone had just set it down. She opened it to a random page and blinked. The handwriting was impossibly small and tight like someone had tried to fit a scream inside a whisper.

      A crack of thunder, closer this time, made Robin jump. The journal slipped from her hands, falling to the floor with a dull thud that seemed too loud in the quiet room. As she bent to retrieve it, the light flickered once, twice, and then went out, plunging the study into darkness.

      “Perfect timing.” She fumbled for her phone to activate its flashlight.

      She leaned down to pick up the journal, and her light fell upon something beneath the desk—a tiny black shoe, no larger than her thumbnail, placed in the center of the Oriental rug.

      Robin stared at it, a chill creeping up her spine despite the brandy warming her stomach. She was certain it hadn’t been there earlier.

      As she reached for it, a floorboard creaked overhead—a clear, deliberate step followed by another. Footsteps crossing her aunt’s bedroom, where she’d left the dollhouse.

      Robin straightened so quickly she cracked her head on the underside of the desk. Pain bloomed across her skull, sharp enough to draw tears—but she didn’t cry. She gritted her teeth instead, suddenly furious. At the house. At herself. At whatever the hell was up there thinking it could scare her like she was twelve again.

      She backed away, eyes fixed on the ceiling as the footsteps continued—slow, measured, heading toward the stairs.

      The rational part of her brain supplied explanations: an animal had gotten into the house, the old structure was settling, or the wind was causing something to drag across the floor.

      But none of those explanations accounted for the perfectly timed rhythm of those steps. Left, right, left, right. A deliberate walk, not the scurrying of a raccoon or the random creaks of shifting timber.

      Something was moving up there. Something small but heavy enough to make the floorboards announce its passage.

      Robin backed toward the study door, her phone clutched in a white-knuckled grip, its light growing dimmer as the battery continued to drain at an alarming rate. The footsteps reached the top of the stairs and paused, as if whatever made them was considering its next move.

      A crack of lightning illuminated the hallway beyond the study, throwing the staircase into stark relief for a split second. In that frozen moment, she could have sworn she saw a small figure standing on the top step, its porcelain face gleaming in the electric light, glass eyes reflecting the flash like an animal caught in headlights.

      Then darkness again, and the unmistakable sound of something small but solid placing its weight on the first step down.

      Robin slammed the study door shut and fumbled for the lock. Her hands shook so badly she nearly dropped her phone. The brandy-induced warmth had vanished, replaced by a cold sweat that prickled along her spine.

      The footsteps continued, slow and methodical. Second step. Third step.

      Perhaps it was her frantic imagination, but they seemed to be getting louder. Closer.

      Robin pressed her back against the door as if her body weight might somehow reinforce the flimsy lock. Her phone’s flashlight dimmed further.

      The footsteps reached the bottom of the stairs, then paused. The silence that followed was somehow worse than the sound had been. Robin held her breath, straining to hear any movement over the drumming of her heart.

      A soft scratching at the door, directly behind her head.

      The sound of porcelain fingers dragging slowly down the wood.

      Robin bit back a scream. She looked frantically around the study for a weapon, another exit, anything. The phone’s light flickered and died, plunging her into total darkness, broken only by occasional lightning flashes.

      The scratching stopped. A moment of silence, then a small voice spoke, so close it might have been inside the room with her.

      “Won’t you come play with us, Robin?”

      The voice was high and sweet, like a child’s, but with an unsettling hollowness, as if it emanated from an empty vessel. It was followed by the sound of quiet, childlike laughter.

      “We’ve been so lonely,” the voice continued. “Aunt Vivian never wanted to play.”

      Robin squeezed her eyes shut, though it made no difference in the darkness. “This isn’t real,” she whispered. “This is a dream. You’re still asleep upstairs.”

      The child’s voice giggled. “Is that what you think? Then why is your heart beating so fast?”

      Another flash of lightning revealed the study exactly as it had been, but with one horrifying difference—a tiny porcelain hand reaching beneath the door, fingers grasping at the air like pale spiders.

      The giggles faded, replaced by the sound of tiny footsteps retreating down the hallway. Robin remained frozen against the door, unwilling to move until the pale light of dawn began to seep through the study windows.

      Only then did she dare to open the door, peering cautiously into an empty hallway that showed no sign of the night’s visitor. Still trembling, she made her way upstairs, drawn by a need to confirm what she already knew was impossible.

      The dollhouse sat where she’d left it, the three dolls arranged inside as before. Nothing appeared to have moved. Nothing except for a single detail that made Robin’s blood run cold.

      One of the dolls, the one in the miniature kitchen, was missing a shoe.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

          
            DAYLIGHT AND COFFEE

          

        

      

    

    
      Morning arrived with insulting cheerfulness, sunlight streaming through windows that Robin didn’t remember uncovering. Her neck ached from falling asleep propped against the study door, and her mouth tasted like sour brandy.

      “Get it together,” she told herself firmly, splashing cold water on her face in the downstairs bathroom. “One night in a creepy old house, and you’re already losing it.”

      Daylight transformed the Victorian from foreboding to merely dilapidated. Peeling wallpaper, water stains on the ceiling, windows in desperate need of washing—all problems with practical solutions. Nothing a good cleaning service and a few contractors couldn’t fix.

      The events of the night—the voice, the tiny hand, the missing shoe—seemed absurd in the harsh light of day. A combination of stress, an unfamiliar environment, and too much brandy. That was all.

      Still, as Robin made her way upstairs to shower and change, she avoided her aunt’s bedroom door, which now stood slightly ajar though she was sure she’d closed it firmly the night before.

      After a shower that never quite reached a satisfying temperature, Robin dressed and forced herself to enter Vivian’s room. Better to face it head-on, to prove to herself that there was nothing to fear.

      The dollhouse sat where she’d left it, in the center of the room on the faded carpet. The dolls, however…

      Robin frowned, approaching cautiously. All three dolls were now in the miniature living room, arranged in a loose circle as if in conversation. Yesterday, they’d been distributed throughout the house—one in the study, one in the kitchen, and one in the bedroom.

      “I must have moved them,” she said aloud, though she had no memory of doing so. “Or maybe they shifted when I pulled the house out from under the bed.”

      Neither explanation felt satisfactory, but the alternatives were too ridiculous to consider.

      Robin’s gaze fell on the doll from the kitchen. It now wore two matching shoes.

      Cold sweat broke out across her shoulders. The tiny shoe she’d found in the study last night—the one she’d left there in her panic—was now back on the doll’s foot.

      “Nope.” She backed toward the door. “Just nope.”

      Robin decided she needed coffee and human interaction, in that order. The sooner she could get the house ready to sell, the better.

      Town was a fifteen-minute drive along winding roads that curved through woods beginning to surrender their leaves to autumn’s insistence. Valeview hadn’t changed much in the fifteen years since she had last visited—the same quaint New England charm masking economic decline, the same mixture of historic buildings and tacky tourist shops catering to leaf-peepers and those hoping to catch a glimpse of famous Salem’s less famous neighbor.

      The coffee shop on Main Street had once been a hardware store, but now featured exposed brick walls, mismatched vintage furniture, and a clientele split between locals grabbing their morning fix and tourists planning their day’s Oglegram opportunities.

      Robin ordered the strongest brew they offered and claimed a small table near the window, grateful for the normalcy of other human beings going about their day. Her phone, now charged in the car, showed three bars of service. She scrolled through emails, replied to a text from her advisor checking on her progress, and deliberately avoided thinking about tiny footsteps.

      “Robin? Robin Wurmwood?”

      She looked up to find a woman about her age standing beside her table, coffee in hand, a look of delighted surprise on her face. It took Robin a moment to place her—the glasses were new, and the purple streak in her dark hair definitely hadn’t been there in high school.

      “Laura Leong,” Robin said, smiling despite herself. “Wow, it’s been⁠—”

      “Fifteen years, give or take,” Laura finished, sliding into the seat across from her without waiting for an invitation. Some things hadn’t changed—Laura had always made herself at home wherever she went. “I heard Vivian’s place finally claimed you.”

      Robin raised an eyebrow. “That’s a weird way to put it.”

      Laura shrugged, sipping her coffee. “Small town, weird sayings. You know how it is. So you’re here to clean out the old mausoleum, huh? Selling, I hope?”

      “That’s the plan. Two weeks to sort through everything, find a realtor, and get back to New Haven.”

      “Well, you’re looking at her,” Laura said, reaching into her purse and extracting a

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/dollhouses-taste-ebook.jpg







