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      Gina stopped herself from backhanding her twin sister. This wasn’t the first time she’d been shoved to the side as Cyndi hustled through a narrow entry. No, the first time had been at birth.

      Thank God her boba tea was sealed or there would have been a total mess, followed by a brawl between her and Cyndi.

      Gina glanced over her shoulder at Brandy Fuchs, who rolled her eyes. Her friend motioned for Gina to go through the doorway first. She grinned and hurried ahead, eager to get her hard copy map of the book event and the VIP bracelet.

      Brandy adjusted her leather book harness while their other friend, Samantha Montgomery, followed, toting a collapsible wagon filled with books for author Rodney Stiff and the cover models to sign. While Brandy focused on the registration table, Sam glanced around tentatively as if the authors or books would bite.

      “Don’t be afraid. You might like it,” Brandy tutted.

      Gina shook her head at her friends. Brandy had a bold attitude, whereas Sam was far from a reader and more laid back.

      Gina stopped beside Cyndi, nudging her sister in the side with her elbow. She wanted to flip her off, as was their custom, but Gina again restrained the urge.

      “Took you long enough,” Cyndi teased with a grin.

      “And whose fault is that?” Gina snipped, glaring at her twin.

      “Name?” an older woman with a blonde bob asked. Her name tag read Barb, and she was the spitting image of Gina and Cyndi’s elementary music teacher.

      Gina opened her mouth to respond, but Cyndi cut in as usual before she could utter a word. “Cyndi DiCaprio and my sister, Gina DiCaprio.”

      “That’s right.” Gina pressed her lips together. She hoped it wouldn’t be one of those weekends. She wanted to get along with her sister, but sometimes there were days when being a single child would have been nice.

      Barb blinked, then tilted her head in wonderment. “Like the actor?”

      “He’s our cousin,” Gina blurted out the lie for the billionth time.

      Smiling, Cyndi stifled a chuckle before she thumbed over her shoulder. “This is Brandy Fuchs and Samantha Montgomery.”

      “We can talk,” Brandy mumbled, smoothing out her periwinkle T-shirt. She’d made them each one featuring a cute boba tea cup, grinning over an open paperback. The words “Boba Book Babes” scrawled over her chest peeked out from under her leather book holster. Rodney Stiff’s newest release rested in it on display.

      “My sister likes to remind everyone her mouth is the biggest out of the four of us.” Gina grinned

      “That’s what he said.” Sam cackled and slapped her thigh.

      Gina and Brandy giggled along. Cyndi smirked at each of them. Gina expected her sister to give them a middle finger, but instead, she returned her attention back to the woman.

      “Ignore them. They don’t get out much.” Cyndi stuck her tongue out at the Babes. She took her packet and stepped aside.

      The rest of the Babes accepted their packets of information as Barb marked them off the list.

      “Ladies, I’m Izzy Drummond. Don’t forget to buy your raffle tickets. They’ll go on sale right after the panel tonight. All the proceeds will be donated to charity, and the prizes are fabulous,” Izzy crooned while she spread her arms and twirled. When she stopped, her pink and blue hair bounced around her face. Colorful unicorn and owl pins lined her blue lanyard strap. “There are book boxes, T-shirts, and gift cards. All kinds of bookish crafts, too, like tablet covers and even handmade quilts. You don’t want to miss out.”

      “Nice.” Brandy pointed to Izzy’s lanyard. “I like your pins.”

      “Thanks. I kinda have a thing for unicorns and hooters. Wait until you see my costume for the after-party.” She laughed and waved goodbye as another group of attendees approached.

      “What’s first?” Sam asked, dropping her manilla envelope into the wagon. “Casino? I’m feeling lucky.” A tinge of hope coated her words.

      Gina and Cyndi’s gaze met, and Brandy shook her head. “You knew what you were getting into, Sam,” Brandy huffed.

      Sam glanced down at her brown cowgirl boots. “I know.”

      “Thanks for putting up with our obsession,” Gina offered with a smile.

      “My reason for coming is to see y’all.” Sam grinned.

      “And for the tea.” Gina winked, then slurped her last boba up the straw.

      “I’m glad you’re here,” Brandy said, weaving an arm around Sam’s. She tugged her forward. “Now, come on.”

      “Let’s not forget the gorgeous cover models,” Cyndi chimed in. “Especially the one on Rodney Stiff’s dragon shifter book or Jamison Blaine’s newest m-preg release.”

      Gina’s face heated, but a huge smile broke out. The same hunky hero graced those novel covers and more. It didn’t matter if he modeled for sci-fi, paranormal, MC, contemporary romance, or romantic suspense. Clean-shaven or sporting a beard, the man was beautiful. And he happened to be there at the Pandemonium in Peoria author event. She planned to have him sign every book she had with his likeness. She’d even pre-ordered a few he’d modeled for in genres she preferred not to read.

      “I want a picture with the models.” Brandy smiled like the Cheshire cat. “All of them.”

      “Mmhmm,” Sam hummed. Her gaze circled the convention hallway like a lioness surveying the savanna.

      “First things first.” Cyndi showed a room on her map. “We need to get to ballroom one.”

      “I can’t wait to see Rodney Stiff again.” Brandy took the lead. One wheel of her cart squeaked, although the burgundy carpet muffled the noise.

      “I can’t believe it’s been over three years,” Gina admitted as she walked next to Cyndi.

      Cyndi side-eyed her sister. “We saw him last year.”

      “I know. I meant mine and Brandy’s friendship. We met in line at Rod Stiff’s book signing in Cincinnati.” Gina sucked back the last boba and then dropped her empty cup in a trash bin.

      He’d been a nobody back then with only one book. Gina and Brandy had stood in line together for forty-five minutes. Polite conversation turned into a deep book discussion, especially over Rodney Stiff’s amazing story. But they talked about other authors as well. They exchanged numbers, and the rest was history.

      When Cyndi had suggested the Peoria author event, Gina had cringed at the idea. Peoria? Really? The Boba Book Babes had already planned three other events in cool cities, like San Antonio.

      Peoria was not on the list of exotic places to visit, even if they had books.

      Then, Cyndi had mentioned Rodney Stiff was sponsoring a Friday night panel at the Pandemonium event. Gina had peppered her with questions and then looked up the details on the website. She’d joined the group page and followed the event’s social media, but when she noticed Austin Blackmoor, the cover model planned to be in attendance, Gina bought her ticket.

      Austin’s dark hair, prominent cheekbones, and strong jawline were resemblant of a warrior. With his broad shoulders, toned arms, and a six-pack, Gina would buy and guzzle all books with his likeness.

      Meeting him in person would solve one mystery: what color were Austin’s eyes? On each cover, they appeared different. He had yellow, reptilian eyes on a dragon shifter book with elongated, vertical pupils. On an MC book, they were a vibrant green.

      “Look.” Sam pointed to Barb. She was wearing a scowl and had hands on her hips. A pixie-like woman waved her arms as she berated Barb. A red author lanyard hung around the diminutive woman’s neck, while another woman with red glasses nodded in agreement.

      “That’s author Deidra Raines,” Cyndi informed.

      “Why is she mad?” Brandy asked.

      “I don’t know. I can’t hear them,” Cyndi said, slowing down her pace.

      They continued forward as the drama unfolded. Deidra pointed across the room toward the panel table. Gina thought Deidra mouthed “Rod Stiff,” then she stomped off, leaving Barb glaring in another direction. Gina followed Barb’s gaze and froze. Sam ran into her.

      “Oh, my God,” Gina softly squealed. “There he is.”

      “Rodney Stiff,” Brandy whispered with reverence.

      With short dark-blond hair and sun-kissed highlights, the author could have passed as a surfer. But wearing a slim-cut suit with a cobalt tie, he appeared to walk off the cover of a billionaire romance novel.

      “Oh, shiitake mushrooms, he’s hot.” Cyndi fanned herself with the itinerary booklet.

      “Tie me up, and call me Sally,” Sam hummed. “Forget the models…”

      Gina broke out of her trance, pressing forward. “Let’s find a seat.” And Austin.

      Brandy snagged a chair and tucked the wagon beside it. Cyndi sat her books and packet next to Brandy’s. They helped each other fasten the VIP bracelet around their wrists.

      Gina struggled to attach the sticky end of her lavender VIP band.

      “Let me,” Sam offered as Gina held out her wrist.

      “Ooh, there’s Addie Werner.” Brandy leaned in and lowered her voice as if she was revealing a national secret. “She’s one of Rodney’s biggest competitors. Her paranormal bear shifter series ranks neck and neck with his dragon shifters.”

      “I’ve read the bear series.” Cyndi’s gaze followed the purple-haired woman as she stepped onto the stage. “You’d like it, Gina. It’s a reverse harem. The first book has three men who take one woman as their fated mate.”

      “I love fated mates.” Gina rubbed her chin, making a mental note to add Addie’s bear novels to her to-be-read list.

      The Boba Book Babes settled into their seats, checking the time. Only a half an hour until the paranormal panel began. Would they talk about shifters, vampires, or other entities? Gina kneaded her hands, anxious and excited to learn about the upcoming releases.

      As Gina scanned the platform, Deidra greeted Addie with a hand shake. Smirking, Deidra pointed to Addie’s arm. A smile lit Addie’s face, and she twisted her arm, showing the other author a tattoo. Gina scrunched her brows, trying to see the colorful design.

      A well-dressed man with a yellow lanyard power-walked past them. “Anyone wanting a picture with Rodney Stiff before the panel starts, follow me.” He beckoned with a wave.

      “Thanks, Harrison,” one volunteer stated as she bounced past.

      “I want to go talk to Rodney before he speaks.” Brandy glanced around another clump of VIP attendees.

      “I’ll go with you,” Gina said. “Hurry, before that group gets to him.”

      Sam waved them off. “I’ll watch the stuff—”

      “What if Austin appears?” Cyndi teased, bumping her sister.

      Gina grinned. “Oh.” She crossed her arms, debating what she should do.

      With a smug smile, Sam raised her hand. “I’m for models.” Gina high-fived Sam.

      “I’ll stick with Sam,” Gina said, glancing around the room, hoping to spot Austin.

      “Then I’m with Brandy.” Cyndi stood and left with their friend.

      The room thrummed with energy as enthusiastic people, mostly women, flowed into the ballroom. They congregated at the ends of the rows or near the entrance. Some took their seats, studying the map. The noise level rose as the place filled.

      Gina observed Barb’s interactions with other authors but caught her glowering in Rodney’s direction once more.

      Deidra and her shadow, most likely her personal assistant, loitered in the back as far away as possible from the man.

      Sam poked Gina’s shoulder, causing her to jump. “Sorry, but look what just walked in.” She pointed to a side entrance where three tall, muscular men in tight T-shirts and skinny jeans stood. As if they inhaled middle-aged readers, a throng of women amassed around them.

      Gina climbed on a chair to get a better look. “It’s him,” she whispered in awe. Austin glanced her way, and they locked gazes. His mouth stopped mid-sentence. A giant smile erupted, and her heart threatened to beat itself out of her chest.

      She glanced around disbelieving in a room full of people he smiled specifically at her. Since no one else stood on any chairs, she surmised with hopeful exuberance that Austin Blackmoor’s smile was meant for her.

      Sam, who didn’t need a chair, narrowed her eyes. “What are they handing out?”

      Gina hopped down and took her friend’s arm. “Let’s find out.”

      They snaked their way over toward the men, who’d been backed against the wall. The models had spread out, and each had a handful of author swag. The bearded red-head handed out signed bookmarks with a breath mint attached. A fan swooned when she held up a Viking romance novel for the model to sign.

      Next to him, a buff, wiry but youthful man stood with a lopsided grin. He politely answered questions and flexed while ladies snapped photos. He too was handing out swag of some sort.

      Gina skirted the red-head and the baby-faced model, heading straight for Austin’s line. She waited, biting her lip as her heart clamored in her chest.

      Sam had her phone out, camera mode ready to take pictures.

      “He’s so tall.” Gina sighed.

      “Yeah, I think you come up to his belly button.” Sam giggled.

      Gina stepped on Sam’s foot. “Don’t make fun of my height.”

      “Just joking—geez—you better be glad I’m not wearing my good boots,” Sam hissed.

      Gina ignored her friend’s grumblings and peered around the couple in front of them. As she did, Austin glanced up and met her gaze again. The world halted as the oxygen was sucked out of the atmosphere. A slow, sultry smile formed on the model’s full lips. How many evenings had she envisioned book heroes in Austin Blackmoor’s form, kissing her with those perfect lips and using his tongue in other places on her body? Gina attempted to swallow, but her mouth was like the Sahara.

      Sam nudged her, pulling Gina out of her musings. “He is checking you out as if you’re biscuits smothered with chocolate gravy.”

      I wouldn’t mind being smothered in his gravy.

      The temperature of the room skyrocketed. Gina covered her heart and tried to swallow again. Thankfully, a woman stepped between them and broke the connection. Gina inhaled a deep, calming breath. And another. She studied the shoes of the other VIP guests until she got her heart rate down to semi-normal.

      Gina and Sam took a step closer and peered at the man’s hands holding lollipops in various colors.

      “Gina?” His velvety voice stroked her soul, and her head snapped up.

      Mystery solved about his eye color.

      Austin’s eyes sparkled the color of cinnamon with flecks of gold. They were intense and fascinating at the same time.

      She tilted her head, confused. Austin Blackmoor knows my name.

      “Gina DiCaprio?” he questioned, holding her gaze.

      Sam elbowed Gina in the side. She and her friend shared a quick look of shock.

      “Hold your horses. How do you know her name?” Sam echoed Gina’s thought.

      “Please hold these, Molly.” Austin handed the lollipops to the woman with red glasses.

      Gina glanced at her lanyard and read, Molly Caudill PA. She must be Deidra Raines’ personal assistant.

      Molly reluctantly nodded, accepting the multi-colored sweet treats. A yellow cloth bag with an open book print hung in the crook of her tattooed arm.

      Turning his dazzling eyes back to Gina, he asked, “Don’t you recognize me?”

      “Did Cyndi put you up to this?” I’ll kill my twin, then hug her later.

      “No.” A smirk formed on his handsome face. “Are you sure you don’t recognize me? After all that time I waited under your bed.” One brow rose as he leaned closer. The scent of spice, sandalwood, and soap hit her nose. Gina inhaled, and a shiver ran through her.

      Her heart lodged in her throat as she regarded his likeness on the book cover, then studied his face.

      It can’t be.

      It had been over a decade since that night. No one knew what happened except for them, not even her twin.

      She shook her head. “It’s not possible.” But… As she studied his whiskey-colored eyes a bit longer, a familiar memory of a boy she’d crushed on rushed to the forefront of her mind and filled her belly with drunken butterflies. A boy with a different last name.

      “It’s me, Phillip Moore. You know me as Philly.” He grinned and extended his arms. “How about a hug for an old friend?”

      “But you’re Austin Blackmoor,” Gina uttered the denial. She tried to reason how her scrawny first love turned into the hunk of man-meat who wanted to embrace her.

      Without further thought, she stepped into his open arms. Surrounded by his warmth, her book crushed between them, her heart hammered, and logic stalled. “I can’t believe it’s you.”

      “I want a hug, too,” a reader fan spoke up, but Sam shooed them away.

      “Who’s filly?” Sam asked, tapping her boot.

      “Me… We went to school together, and Gina was my first kiss,” he said, loosening his grip, but only a little.

      “We met in seventh grade when he moved into the area. Phillip from Philadelphia became Philly from Philly.” Gina shrugged and pulled away, her face on fire.

      Sam pried the book from Gina’s locked fingers. “Hot damn. I don’t know what you looked like back then, but you’re fine now.”

      “You do look different.” Gina sized him up. They used to stand eye to eye at close to five foot four, but now he stood over six feet and she remained the same.

      Gina raised her hand, spreading her fingers, and he placed his palm against hers like they used to do. His fingers were no longer the same size and extended at least a knuckle length.

      “I was a late bloomer.” With a sheepish grin, he laced his fingers with hers. The slide of his warm skin made her mouth dry again. “It’s great to see you.”

      “I can’t believe it’s you,” Gina murmured. Her eyes threatened to fill with happy tears. In all the years, she had never forgotten him or the kiss they shared.

      Austin cupped her face, his thumbs skimming her cheeks. Once again, the oxygen had been sucked from her lungs, and Gina found it hard to breathe.

      Molly cleared her throat.

      The group behind them began to complain. “When is it my turn? I want Austin to touch me too,” one fan insisted.

      “It’s not your turn. Now hush.” Sam eyed the basket and asked, “Um, can I have one of those?” She pointed to the phallus shaped suckers.

      “Oh, sure.” Austin released Gina and reached into the basket Molly grudgingly held. “What color?”

      “Yellow, please.” Sam grinned while taking the treat.

      “How about you, Gina? What color wanker would you like to suck?” Smirking, he wiggled his eyebrows, and fire ignited in Gina’s blood.

      “Red is my favorite color,” she hummed.

      He handed her the sucker. The tip of Gina’s tongue licked the corner of her lips, and his smile faltered.

      Austin leaned in and whispered. “Hmm. Too bad we’re surrounded by readers.”

      What does he mean by that?

      An electronic screech split the air as the sound system boomed. “Fifteen minutes until we begin, folks. Find your seat and prepare to be wowed by the paranormal panel featuring authors Rodney Stiff, Addie Werner, Deidra R…”

      The audience cheered as the announcer droned on.

      “I guess we need to go,” Sam said, tugging on Gina’s shirt.

      “Hold on a sec.” Gina unwrapped the sucker. She noticed Deidra Raines’ name had been stamped along the ridge of the stick in bright blue letters. Her gaze drifted to Austin’s as she popped the red tip into her mouth.

      Austin’s mouth dropped open. “C–come find me later.”

      “Okay,” Gina squeaked. Her face ached from smiling. She backed away with a wave, the sucker still in her mouth.

      “I’ll buy you a drink. We can catch up, and I’ll sign the book for you.”

      “Come on.” Sam led the way back to their seats, but Gina stopped her.

      “I need to go to the bathroom.” What she really needed was time to compose herself and maybe splash cold water on her face. Or other places.

      “Okay, but hurry.” Sam frowned.

      “Look. They won’t start without Rodney Stiff.” Gina pointed to a slender man holding a black curtain open and motioning for Rodney to exit the stage.

      Rodney grimaced at his phone screen, then with one last glance around the room, he slipped out the back.

      “Just hurry. I don’t want to get grilled by Brandy and Cyndi.” Sam plopped onto her seat, her lips tinted a muted yellow.

      Gina wove around anxious readers, impeding her escape. Once in the long hallway, she power-walked toward the bathroom but stopped short when Rodney Stiff materialized from the men’s room. Holding his purple phone in a death grip, he was furiously texting. His brows dipped, forming a V.

      “That greedy little bitch,” he growled.

      He stomped past Gina without unlocking his gaze from the screen. A hint of sandalwood lingered in his wake.

      She remained motionless, monitoring his negative energy, until he pulled open a door to one of the banquet hall’s conference rooms and disappeared into the darkness. The author’s stormy disposition had almost been enough to make her forget Austin “Philly” Blackmoor. Almost.

      Her shoes clicked over the gray marblesque flooring. She proceeded to the handicapped stall. In her mind, she heard Cyndi’s voice chastising her. It doesn’t mean mentally handicapped, you doof.

      She opened the next to the last door and then locked it. Sighing, she took a seat. How the hell had little Philly turned into her biggest book boyfriend obsession? She squeezed her eyes shut and breathed, recalling the night before Philly had moved away. His warm lips captured hers in a sweet, mesmerizing kiss. Their love had only begun to blossom. Why had he been uprooted and her life flipped upside down?

      The patter of footfalls echoed through the bathroom, returning her to the present. The hushed conversation continued, reaching Gina’s ears.

      “You shouldn’t have said anything,” a raspy woman’s voice groaned.

      “I can’t stand his smugness,” the other hissed.

      “Who does?” Both women laughed. A faucet ran, and words faded in and out.

      “It’s unbelievable,” the nasally woman lamented.

      “Everything will be alright. You’ll see.”

      White Mary Janes clacked past. Gina noted a pale blue raindrop tattoo on the right ankle.

      “I’m going to kill that SOB and make him pay for what he’s done.”

      Gina’s toilet automatically flushed, startling all the women. She stood and smoothed her shirt. When she opened the door a crack, she was alone.

      Her phone vibrated with a text. “Where are you?” Cyndi asked with a middle finger emoji. Gina lifted her phone, stuck out her tongue, and snapped a selfie, flipping the bird.

      She exited the bathroom and found the hallway deserted. The muffled announcer’s voice reminded Gina of Charlie Brown’s teacher. A chill crept down Gina’s spine, and she rubbed her arms. The eerie vibe persisted as she stepped onto the plush carpet.

      A scream tore through the hallway, freezing Gina’s blood. She lunged toward the banquet hall’s conference room.

      Barb, eyes wide with terror, shrieked as if she’d cut her hand off. She clutched her arms tight, hugging herself, shaking.

      A pair of shiny black loafers pointed upward. Gina rounded a skirted table littered with swag to find Rodney Stiff. Unblinking eyes stared lifelessly toward the ceiling. His mouth gaped open, with a thin, stubby white stick protruding out from between his lips.

      Gina’s scream echoed off the wall, forming a duet with Barb’s.

      Rodney Stiff was dead.
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      "Oh, Austin, can you sign my books?" A fan with bright yellow hair and contacts that reminded me of a lizard boisterously shouted.

      "Sure." I took the two novels and started to scroll my name across the inner front page when a chorus of screams grabbed my attention. "Excuse me." I dropped the books into her arms, tore past a throng of fans, and into the hallway.

      Past the photographer's set-up screen, a hysterical Barb and wide-eyed Gina, was Rodney Stiff. He was lying on the ground, eyes open, and his mouth agape with something protruding from it.

      Needing to make sure Gina was okay first, I reached her side in seconds and pulled her to me. I cupped her cheeks and stared into her watery eyes. "Are you alright?" I studied her ashen face. "What happened?"

      "I—I don't know. One second, I was walking out of the bathroom, and the next thing I heard was Barb scream. I went to see what she was yelling about, and I saw..." We both turned in the direction of Rod Stiff's body. "I saw him there—I think he's dead." Gina trembled.

      This wasn't how I pictured getting close to Gina. But as I ran both hands along her biceps, trying to soothe her worries, I liked the way she felt in my arms.

      "We need to call the police," I said while attempting to pull my phone out of the back pocket of my jeans, but Gina had me in
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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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