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      Hello and welcome to Mark’s Forbidden Mate, the sixth and final book of the Ombra Pack Chronicles!

      

      I never intended to write this book. However, as soon as Oliver’s story was out, I had several people asking about Mark and his werewolf mate. Mark, being a witch, didn’t really fit the idea of the series. But I also couldn’t ignore so many people asking me about this character that I honestly really enjoyed writing. So I figured I could give Mark his own book.

      

      This story takes place three years before the beginning of the series when Mark and his mate, Dustin, met at Widdershins Academy, one of the finest paranormal colleges in the United States.

      

      Enjoy the ride!
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            Mark

          

        

      

    

    
      Enchanting a small suitcase to hold an entire dorm room’s worth of supplies was easily the best summer project I’d ever spent time on. It wasn’t a particularly difficult piece of magic, but creating one so big provided a bit of a challenge. Not to mention, it was expensive to gather all the materials I needed. It wasn’t every day you just happened across a full liter of stardust. But I needed it to punch a hole in reality to create my little pocket dimension. After all, where is a boy supposed to store all his cute crop tops if not in the void?

      Not that I’d ever get the chance to wear them this year. In fifteen minutes, I was teleporting to the mountains of West Virginia, where a tiny, elite paranormal university was nestled into a valley. It was called Widdershins Academy, and it was only for the best of the best. And since I’d gotten a full-ride there, that meant if I had anything less than a perfect GPA, I would lose my funding.

      Now, my family wasn’t poor. Being from a long line of witches comes with its perks. However, an academy like Widdershins had no use for money. They charged tuition in years of service to the school. It wasn’t exactly slavery, but it wasn’t freedom either. And the last thing I wanted to do was be bound to that school for the next five to ten years every time they had an emergency.

      That was just not my thing.

      I was what you’d call a free spirit. In other words, I did what I damn well pleased and to hell with anyone who thought otherwise. I was far too young and gay to give a fuck what anyone thought about me.

      However, unlike most witches, I didn’t let the power go to my head. Since I was a kid, my parents had been teaching me how to be responsible with my magic. Because, much like genies and wishes, magic wasn’t an exact art. It could go wrong. Terribly wrong if you weren’t careful. And there were plenty who had paid the ultimate price for not being careful.

      But I was in school, and that kind of magic wasn’t something we studied. We did things like divination or conjuration or whatever. But lighting candles with a flick of your finger or telling the future weren’t really my focus. I was what they called a Spirit Witch. That meant I could do just about any kind of magic, but my power came from the universe itself. I could manipulate light, change electromagnetic fields, and even manipulate life itself.

      “Are you almost done packing?” a familiar feminine voice called up the stairs. “Your ride is here.”

      “Be down in a minute, Mom.”

      I stuffed the last of my clothes into the void inside the suitcase. The books were already in there, not to mention an entire semester’s worth of supplies for my classes. I took one last look around the room, making sure I’d gotten everything. Just as I was ready to close the case, my gaze fell on the little wolf plushy that sat nestled between my pillows.

      “Do you want to come with me, Artie?” I asked, picking up the fluffy toy I’d had for years.

      He didn’t respond, of course, because he was a stuffed animal. I turned him over, playing with the fur on his ears. It felt a bit childish to be so attached to him, but I couldn’t help it. He’d been my only companion for a long time. After all, witch children didn’t go to public school or have neighborhood friends. Puberty was a dangerous time to have access to magic. So Artie was the only thing I had to talk to besides my parents. And who the hell wants to talk to their parents?

      “Yeah, you’re coming with me,” I smiled, putting him gently into the void case. “It’s gonna be a lonely semester anyway with my capstone project. No friends or fun for me.”

      With a sigh, I clicked the case closed and hefted it from the bed. I strained under the weight of it, grunting a bit as I carried it toward the door. That was the problem with using the void. It was oddly heavy.

      “There you are,” my mother said as I came down the stairs with my case.

      As always, she was dressed to the nines. It was two in the afternoon on a Wednesday, and she was wearing a long black dress fit for a ball. Her hair was done perfectly, and a diamond necklace hugged her neck. And, as always, there was a martini in her left hand. The woman loved to drink. Then again, she was also a gifted diviner of the future. If I had the power to see nearly everything that was going to happen to me, I’d drink, too.

      Next to her stood a man in a uniform from the school. He was my ride. In fact, he’d already drawn out the teleportation sigil on the floor of the living room.

      And my father? Well, he was nowhere to be seen as usual. He had a tendency only to show up when he could take credit for my successes or chastise me for my failures.

      I didn’t miss him.

      “Where’s all your luggage, darling?” my mother asked, glancing at the single suitcase I dropped to the floor beside me with a thud. “You’ll need more than that for the semester.”

      “I enchanted it,” I replied with a smile. “Everything’s in there.”

      She smiled back. “You’re getting better at shielding yourself from me. I didn’t have a clue.”

      “I like to keep things interesting.”

      “That’s for sure.” She took a sip of her martini before giving me a very delicate hug. “Now, have a good semester. I’ve seen that there’s going to be an outbreak of the flu in the second week that nobody will expect, so make sure you wash your hands and do a masking spell. You’ll need your strength for your capstone project.”

      I lifted an eyebrow. “Any guesses as to what it might be?”

      She paused for a moment, furrowing her brows as she stared into my eyes. Hers were violet, just like mine. I felt a tinge on the back of my skull, but it went no further than that. My shielding really was getting better.

      She shook her head, smiling again. “I have no idea.”

      “Good. It’ll be a surprise then.”

      “I love surprises. I haven’t had a good one in nearly thirty years.”

      I hefted my suitcase up once again, stepping into the teleportation circle. “Ready?”

      The man gave me a nod and stepped up beside me.

      “I’ll tell your father you missed him,” my mother said as the man began to chant. The circle around us glowed with golden light, and I felt myself become suddenly lighter.

      “Don’t bother,” I scoffed.

      “Markus Altair! Don’t talk about your–”

      But before she could finish, I felt the world drop out from under me. In a flash of golden light, I was plummeting through space and time at an astounding speed. Then, just as soon as it began, my feet hit solid ground again. I opened my eyes as warm sunshine spilled across my skin, taking in the massive circle of stones I now stood in.

      “Welcome back to Widdershins, sir,” the teleporter nodded, tipping his hat.

      “Thanks for the lift,” I replied.

      I went to heft up my suitcase once more but decided against it. With a muttered incantation and a flick of my wrist, the suitcase lifted itself into the air, floating a few inches off the ground.

      “Come on then,” I said, gesturing for it to follow as I headed out of the circle.

      As soon as I was beyond the standing stones, I stopped for a moment, stretching in the warmth of the sun. My family home was in downtown Chicago. It was cold, windy, and the air smelled like stale asshole. But here, tucked into a valley of the Appalachian Mountains, the air was sweet, birds sang in the trees, and the world felt alive. I never got tired of coming back to this place.

      It was too bad I only had another year to enjoy it.

      But I could be sad about that later. Right now, I just wanted to get settled into my room and maybe catch up with some friends in the quad. Doing a quick glance back to make sure my suitcase was still following me, I headed toward the building that would be my home for the next several months.

      I knew exactly where my room was. It was the same one I’d stayed in every year, thanks to my scholarship. It was one of the few at the far corner of the building, which meant my room was not only bigger than the rest, but it came with two walls full of windows instead of just one. The only downside was that the bathroom shared a wall with my dorm room. However, it wasn’t that big of a deal to cast a silencing charm on it. Listening to a minotaur take a shit was not my idea of a great wake-up call.

      The four-story building cast a long shadow even in the early afternoon sun. I smiled as I caught the shimmer of the warding dome covering the entire campus. It rendered the entire university invisible and undetectable. Even if a human walked right up to it, they’d see nothing. And if they touched it, they’d black out only to find themselves waking up over a hundred yards away with the nagging sensation that they needed to get home as quickly as possible.

      It was a clever ward and one that had taken several dozen witches and sorcerers to put in place permanently. If I recall it correctly, I believe one of the components for the spell was gold coins willingly given from a dragon’s hoard. They’d needed over a thousand of them to complete the circle around the school. And let me tell you, getting a dragon to part with one coin is a problem. But a thousand?

      Let’s just say it was a long project.

      Stepping inside the dormitory, I walked right past the sign-in booth that was crowded with freshman, all of them scrambling to get their keys. Our Resident Assistant, a dryad, looked up and gestured for me to come over.

      “Don’t worry,” I said, waving her off. “I have the key from the last year.”

      She said something, but I didn’t catch it over the cacophony of freshies. It didn’t matter anyway. Check-in was the same every year. I’d just fill out the paperwork later.

      At the end of the hall, I turned right, heading to the furthest right door. But when I got there, I noticed it was already ajar. That was odd. Usually, the RAs were very adamant about locking the rooms before people moved in.

      I stopped for a moment as a strange scent struck my nose. It was a combination of sweat and wet dog. I crinkled my nose. Good thing I brought my air fresheners. There were just some things that plug-ins did better than magic. I figured it was just some stinky freshman down the hall anyway, so it wouldn’t stick around for long.

      Pushing the door open, I stepped inside. However, I only made it a single step before I stopped dead in my tracks, my suitcase crashing into the back of my legs.

      “Uh… who the fuck are you?” I said, staring at the hunky man sitting on the edge of my desk in his underwear, eating Cheerios. “What are you doing in my room?”

      I couldn’t help giving him a good once over. Dude was stacked. His muscles just went on for days. He had short brown hair swiped to the side, a clean-shaven chin, and the most beautiful bright green eyes I’d ever seen. And judging by the bulge in his underwear, he was no slouch in that department either.

      Lucky fucking bastard hit the genetic lottery.

      “Your room?” he scoffed, dropping his spoon into the bowl. “This is my room. Your skinny ass can fuck off.”

      Yep. I hated him. Hot people were always easy to hate. Probably because they were such entitled fucks.

      “No, it’s not,” I replied, a hand on my hip immediately as I got defensive. “I’ve been in this one for the past three years. I can assure you, it’s mine.” That wet dog and sweat smell hit me again as he started to move. I realized what he was immediately. “And I’d appreciate it if you didn’t stink up the place with your werewolf stench. You haven’t pissed on anything, have you?”

      He stopped dead in his tracks, his neck cracking as he looked up at me.

      “The fuck did you just say to me?” he growled.

      “Markus!”

      I turned around to find my RA standing in my doorway, her green moss-covered hair disheveled.

      “What the hell is this, Tania?” I asked, pointing back at the big fucking jerk puffing his chest out behind me. “This is my room.”

      “I know,” she said in an apologetic tone. “I was hoping you’d stop by the check-in table so I could explain what’s going on.” She glanced over at dingus, giving him a small smile. “I wanted to explain it to both of you, but you kinda slipped by.”

      “Explain what?” we both said at the same time.

      I turned on my heel, pointing a finger at the wolf. “Don’t copy me.” Then I turned back to her. “What the hell is going on, Tania?”

      “You two… uh… are… um…”

      “For fuck’s sake, Tania. Spit it out!”

      “You… You’re roommates.”
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      “WHAT?!” we both shouted in unison.

      We looked at one another again, scowling.

      “There has to be a mistake,” Markus said, a pleading tone in his voice. “My scholarship guarantees me a private room.”

      “So does mine,” I added, grabbing a sheet of paper from my bag. I held it up, pointing to a paragraph at the very bottom. “It says so right there!”

      Markus lifted an eyebrow in my direction. “Oh my god, it can read.”

      Anger boiled in my chest. I’d met his kind before. They were all the same. “Listen here, you elitist little shit–”

      “Knock it off!” Tania barked, pulling my attention off the emo jackass once more. “You two are roommates. That’s just the way of it. I can’t do anything about it, so if you want to go to the admin building and bitch, be my guest.” Her eyes flashed green and her body swelled to fill the doorway. “But I will not have you two starting a fistfight in my dorm. Is that clear?”

      “Don’t be so dramatic, Tania–”

      “Is that clear, Markus?”

      “Fine, yes. Whatever. Clear. Happy?”

      I thought she was going to clock him just for good measure. But to my surprise, she took a deep breath, and her body began to shrink once more. However, her eyes continued to glow as if giving a warning to any who might try to cross her.

      “But I am going to the admin building.”

      Tania sighed. “I did everything I could to stop this from happening. Honestly. I even tried to get some other people to triple up so you’d have the room to yourself.” She glanced at me. “And you too. I know it’s part of your scholarship, but we just have too many students this year to accommodate that.”

      “That’s a bullshit excuse,” Markus snapped. “So I have to share my room with some mutt because the Dean can’t fucking count?”

      “Watch it,” I growled, clenching my fists. “Unless you want to end up with all your fucking teeth on the floor.”

      “Oh, go chase your tail,” he scoffed, waving me away.

      “Why don’t you shove your broomstick up your ass. Maybe that’ll help dislodge the bug you’ve got stuffed up there.”

      “Listen,” Tania sighed. “I’m not gonna stand here and watch you two bicker all fucking day. This is what’s going on. You can fight admin if you want, but nothing will come of it.” Her eyes narrowed as she pointed a finger at us both. “But if either of you walk out of this building with a single scratch or I hear of magic used against one another, I will have you both on academic probation. And that means your scholarships as well.”

      “What the fuck, Tania? I thought we were friends?”

      “We are friends,” she replied. “But you’re being a dick.”

      I couldn’t help a small giggle.

      “And that goes double for you, Mr. high-and-mighty! Just because you’re the captain of the football team and everyone worships you, that doesn’t mean you get a free pass for being an asshole. Get over yourself.”

      With that, she turned on her heel, slamming the door behind her.

      We both stood there for a long moment, staring at the door and refusing to look at one another. I thought maybe I should say something to this guy, considering he was my new roommate and all. But I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. He’d already shown his true colors. He was an elitist witch, just like the rest of them. I could already taste the stench of magic and privilege in the room. Not to mention, a quick glance at his shoes and his floating Armani suitcase told me he had more money in his piggy bank than my family had made in their entire lives.

      And he was on a full-ride scholarship, too. Fucker.

      With a huff, Markus stomped across the room, a flick of his wrist sending the suitcase crashing into the wall. He flopped down on the bed, throwing an arm over his eyes to block out the light. The suitcase remained lifeless on the bed beside him, the floating charm gone.

      For a moment I just stood there, staring at him. Was he crying because he didn’t get his way? That wouldn’t surprise me. He seemed the type. Then again, maybe he was doing everything in his power not to throw a tantrum and blow up our entire dorm room with his magic. Things like that had happened in the past. Witches were known to be deeply emotional and unstable creatures. I had a feeling he was no different.

      But I also didn’t care enough to look into it any further. Instead, I dropped my paperwork on my bed and crawled back up on my desk. My bowl of cereal was now soggy, and the Cheerios had practically turned into oatmeal. I couldn’t help but be pissed about it. The guy ruined my fucking snack.

      “Do you think you could chew a little quieter, please?” Markus snapped. “I know it’s hard when you’re not eating on the floor, but please try.”

      “No,” I replied coolly, slurping the milk from my bowl as loudly as I could. “If you don’t like it, go back home to your mansion.”

      “You been stalking me or something?”

      “I just know your type. Only a spoiled little rich brat throws a tantrum like the one you just did.”

      Markus huffed, stomping his hard-soled shoes on the ground as he stood up. “I’m going to the admin building.”

      “Good. Don’t let the door hit you in the ass on the way out.”

      “Fuck you.”

      “Mmm. Not likely.”

      Giving his desk a frustrated kick, Markus stormed out of the room, slamming the door behind him.

      The moment he was gone, I breathed a sigh of relief. I placed my bowl down on the desk, no longer interested in its mushy contents. Slipping off the desk, I flopped onto my mattress, my arms splayed wide as I stared up at the cracking paint on the white ceiling.

      I really didn’t want a roommate. I had way too much on my plate to have to worry about putting up with somebody else in my life. Especially someone like Markus. My grads had to stay up, practice ran late into the night sometimes, and getting home from games could mean coming in at four in the morning. Nobody liked to share a room with someone who had that kind of schedule. And, without a doubt, I would get my head bitten off about it.

      Taking a deep breath, I laced my fingers behind my head, trying to let go of the tension already building in my shoulders. As I did, I noticed something in the air, a sort of sweetness that hadn’t caught my attention before. It was light, like jasmine on a warm summer day. But mixed in was the unmistakable scent of magic.

      It was his scent.

      I grumbled, throwing my arm over my nose in an attempt to snuff it out. When that didn’t work, I forced myself up from the bed and pulled one of the windows wide, hoping that would air the place out.

      Magic always tickled the inside of my nose. It gave me that feeling like I was about to sneeze but couldn’t, no matter how hard I tried. And witches oozed that scent, especially the powerful ones. Judging by how much magic was already in the air, Markus must have been quite the talented witch, probably from one of those old families that had more power than was good for them.

      The jasmine scent, however… that I sort of liked. And that realization caught me off guard. Not only was it pleasant, but it caused some stirring in the pit of my stomach before sinking down to my balls.

      “No,” I said aloud, palming my twitching cock through my boxers. “Absolutely not. You stop that right this fucking instant.”

      I glanced around at my duffel bags, which were only partially unpacked. They could wait until later. Right now, I needed to get out of my dorm and away from that… intoxicating smell.

      I stripped off my boxers and tossed them onto the bed before pulling on a pair of shorts. Running in boxers was awful. Besides, the less clothing I had when I shifted, the better. I left my dorm room behind in a huff.

      Running was my least favorite activity in all the world. But it was the only thing that made sure I could think of nothing else. Back home, I had a trail through the woods that I liked to follow, but out here, it was just wilderness beyond the boundary of the school. All I had to do was make sure I had my school ring on so that I could get back through the barrier.

      However, even as I started to jog, I was struck with the realization that I’d have to return eventually. Classes started in a couple of days, and there was no way I could go home a failure. My entire family was counting on me to go pro, and the only way to do that was by leading the school football team to victory this year. If we didn’t win, I didn’t get drafted. And if I didn’t get drafted, the only thing I could look forward to was a long life in rural Ohio with my disappointed father.

      And that was as close to hell as anyone could get.
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      Pissed didn’t even begin to describe how I felt. After spending nearly two hours in the Dean’s office arguing with anyone who would stand still, I’d gotten literally nowhere. More than once, I’d threatened to get in touch with my family, hoping some of their influence would help. After all, my father had been a member of the board at one time.

      However, I was told, in no uncertain terms, that they didn’t care. Calling my father wouldn’t magically create more rooms. When I asked them why they wouldn’t just create more rooms magically, they threatened to take my scholarship away. After that, I had no choice but to vacate the premises.

      But I was not happy. And I made that as clear as possible as I stomped back across campus, the grass wilting under my feet. Was I throwing a tantrum? Absolutely. Did I care? Fuck no.

      As far as I was concerned, the powers that be had stolen my peace for the entire rest of the year. What was supposed to be my own private magical study so that I could pass my capstone with flying colors had now become a fucking den for the wolves. Literally. How was I supposed to concentrate on my work when I had a dog slurping his fucking Cheerios ten feet away?

      It was going to be next to impossible to get anything done. Especially since he was the captain of the football team. I knew exactly what that meant. It meant he was loud, obnoxious, and had an ego big enough to fill the entire football stadium. All those jock boys were the same. And I had a feeling they’d be stopping by all the fucking time to hang out with him and make dudebro jokes.

      But that wasn’t going to stand with me. The moment I got back to the dorm room, I was going to lay down the fucking law. I had things that needed to get done and required my utmost concentration. I would not put up with all his asshole friends and stupid loud parties. They could go do that somewhere else. Some of us had lives we wanted to live, not just party at school before we went back to some backwater town to rot.

      I threw the door open as I stepped into the dorm room.

      “Alright,” I said in my most commanding tone. “We need to come to an understanding–”

      I stopped, my words falling away as I realized I was alone. With a scoff, I pushed the door closed, walking over to my bed. The least this asshole could do was be here when I wanted to yell at him.

      Glancing about the room, I saw he was only partially unpacked. It didn’t look like he had much, just a big duffel full of clothes and a backpack stuffed with whatever else. His bowl of soggy Cheerios still sat on his desk, no doubt the bowl and spoon stolen from the cafeteria. With a snap of my fingers, it disappeared and teleported back to the cafeteria. I wasn’t exactly sure where it landed in the building, but I didn’t really care. I wasn’t going to let it sit there and curdle. No doubt, jock boy was used to his mother picking up after him.

      My eyes fell on the bare mattress on his side of the room and the pair of boxers sitting atop it. They were probably where that awful wet dog smell was coming from. Although, I noticed he’d opened a window, so it was at least a little better. I stomped over, intent on stuffing the boxers into his duffel so I didn’t have to smell them anymore. But the moment they were in my hand, I froze.

      I got the sudden urge to smell them.

      “Great, I’ve completely fucking lost it,” I muttered, staring at the thin plaid fabric.

      But I knew why the urge had taken over me. Because I was sad and horny, that’s why. I’d spent so much time studying for the past three years that I never had time for anything else. Even the incubus I’d dated freshman year got tired of me after a couple of weeks. He was used to being irresistible, and I hardly noticed him sometimes.

      Needless to say, I hadn’t gotten laid in over a year. Possibly two if I thought about it, which I didn’t want to do. And now I was rooming with this big hunky werewolf who smelled of wet dog, yes, but there was something else underneath it. The scent of his sweat with pheromones mixed in. Well, it was sort of enticing, to say the least. But I’d heard about werewolves and their animal attraction. Apparently, it wasn’t easy to resist.

      It was a good thing there were only three or four on campus then. Even so, they were probably responsible for just as much carnal fucking as the gaggle of sex demons. And they were always straight. That was the only downside to werewolves. Hot, hunky, and hung, but they only liked pussy.

      Still, that didn’t make me less horny. In fact, it made it a little worse. There was something about the idea of fucking a straight guy that turned me on. Maybe it was the taboo nature of it all or the idea of being so alluring that I could draw him over to the other side.

      Not that I was going to kid myself. I was a skinny little witch who liked oversized hoodies and stuffed animals. I wasn’t exactly the picture of attractiveness. Not to mention, I was scruffy and snarky at the best of times. A pissed-off opossum was more alluring than I was most days.

      So this might be my only chance to know what he smelled like.

      With a shaking hand, I
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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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