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      I’m leaning back in my ancient, creaky desk chair, contemplating the multicolored stacks of files and paperwork on my desk. They represent the last hurdle of my active military career. Why did I leave all this to the last minute? It’s not like I didn’t know this day was coming for the last six months. I could have sorted through them in small batches every day, sending them to the archives, shredding, or setting them aside for my successor on any number of days since. But I didn’t. Something more important always came up.

      The reality is, I hate paperwork. So here I sit, rubbing my tired eyes, trying to decide where I should start. I’ve got a little less than two weeks to empty this office. The view out of the window no longer distracts me with the endless blue sky of southern California and a couple of too tall palm trees that mostly just sit there unless the wind picks up with an incoming storm.

      The phone on my desk rings suddenly and shrilly. Saved by the bell, I think until I glance at the caller ID and groan. It’s my older sister, the one that thinks she always knows what I should do with my life and which one of her divorced friends I should ask out next. I did that once and let me say, never again.

      I pick up the phone anyway, “Hey, Linda.”

      “I’m so mad right now, little brother, I could spit.”

      I double-check the phone. Linda’s too bossy to get mad. Eileen is the sister with always simmering rage. “Linda?”

      “Yes, it’s me. Didn’t mean to scare you A-ten.”

      I grit my teeth. That’s the other thing I hate, being called that ridiculous nickname that should have been left behind forty years ago. I’m fucking forty-five years old. But to my siblings, I’m still the baby of the family. Fuck my life.

      “Linda, I’m still at work…”

      “Yes, yes, and you hate the nickname. I know. But you’ll always be my baby brother. And yes, I did call for a reason so don’t get your dress whites all sweaty.”

      I’m not wearing dress whites of course, but my family has never been particularly concerned with that level of accuracy in anything they do.

      “So why did you call?”

      “Well, partly it’s to check in on you before you retire. I can’t believe you get to retire before I do. You always get off easy. But mostly it’s to complain that my favorite romance author is now dead to me and it’s all your fault.”

      “How can that possibly be my fault?” I’m rapidly descending into ingrained sibling levels of outrage, which is not a good sign. I’m not even going to dignify her accusations of unfairness with a response because all she’s doing is falling into our same old groove too. Sometimes I think she says this stuff without even realizing she’s saying it. It’s all become a familiar habit that she rather enjoys taking out and trying on again to see if it still fits.

      “Apparently she’s one of your old girlfriends and I just found out you’re the model for all her heroes. No matter how hard I tell myself it’s fiction, I just can’t enjoy reading about my little brother’s dick.”

      I want to know why she’s reading about anybody’s dick, but that’s a guaranteed rabbit hole I don’t want to go down. “Linda,” I sigh heavily, already feeling a headache of enormous proportions beginning to swell and throb behind my eyes, “Please start at the beginning.” I’m pleading here.

      “You know my absolute favorite author is Darla Simone, right?”

      “No, but keep going.”

      “Well, she is. Or was. Anyway, I’ve read everything she’s written, which is about twenty books now, there’s a new one due in a few months. Dammit.”

      “Linda,” I beg.

      She sighs with equal impatience right back at me, “And you know Todd and I took that vacation up in the Catskills last week?”

      “Yes, I remember. A romantic getaway that you told me way more than I wanted to know about before you left.”

      “Ha. Well, I forgot to take my phone charger and Todd refused to go back for it so I didn’t have any of my ebooks available. Which meant while he was out fishing, I had to entertain myself in the cottage because it’s not like there was any place to go shopping. And well, there were a bunch of old paperbacks in the living room that other people had left behind.”

      “Keep going. Maybe a little faster?”

      “Gah, you are so impatient!” She pauses to take a long drink of something. “Anyway, one of the paperbacks was Darla’s first novel, Deal with the Devil, which of course I’ve read, but it’s been a few years.”

      “So you reread it, good for you. What does that have to do with me?”

      “Everything. Yes, I reread it, but it wasn’t the same book. Quite a few details had been changed. Or rather, the book I read originally — the ebook — differed from the print copy.”

      “Still don’t see what this has to do with me.”

      “You know that stupid-ass tattoo you have by your dick?”

      Oh, fuck. “Yes, but how do you?”

      “There are a lot of things I wish I could unsee, baby brother. And you and Todd having a literal pissing contest the night before our wedding is at the top of the list.”

      I stand up, trailing the cord of the desk phone behind me, and I lock my office door. I may only have days left in the Navy, but this could fuel salacious rumors for years.

      “There have to be other people with that tattoo, Linda. It’s just coincidence.”

      “You sure about that? The exact number of reviews on it is listed in the book as 53,692.”

      My mouth is dry, “What’s her name again?”

      “Darla Simone, but I’m sure that’s a pen name. Have you slept with any romance authors?”

      “Not that I know of. But wait, you said you’d read all her books, they can’t all have that tattoo?”

      “No, in fact, none of the ebooks do. But when I found that, I went back and checked. They’re all basically the same guy, same personality, same build, same dick described in intimate detail.” She’s back to sounding angry. “Hair and eye color change around a bit, but it’s the same guy. And now I can’t read any of them and I think you ought to sue.”

      “Because you’re out a few books to read?”

      “Yes, and because she’s clearly profited from you without your knowledge.”

      I’m a lot less worried about that than my reputation in the private sector where I’m set to take over as Chief Medical Officer and head of surgery at Destiny Bay General Hospital in about three months.

      “Did you bring the book back with you?”

      “Yes. You want it, don’t you?”

      “I do. Can you send it to my apartment and not my office? I’m wrapping up here in the next few days.”

      “Okay. Seriously, I can’t believe my baby brother is retiring. It makes me sound so old!”

      “You’ll forget about it when I go back to work. It’s not like I’m going to be sitting around playing golf for the next twenty years.”

      “No, but Todd’s hoping you’ll visit and he can get a few rounds in.”

      “Umm, I’ll see,” is the best I can manage. I hate golf. Todd’s generally a good guy, despite having gone into the Air Force, but I’d rather go fishing with him. “Linda? Thanks for letting me know.”

      “I do love you, Aiden. You know that, right? Even if you’ve ruined my favorite books.”

      “Love you too.”

      I look around my office again. The paperwork is going to have to wait one more day. I’m too distracted to concentrate on it, and it looks like I have some reading to do. The last thing I need is to be caught reading a smutty romance by my staff, so it’s time to head home.
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      I arrive back at my apartment, technically a condo that I’m renting from a buddy who was transferred abroad, dreading my upcoming reading list.

      The first thing I do after setting my briefcase in its designated spot on the hallway credenza is pour myself a really stiff scotch. I glance around the place I’ve called home for the last five years and realize it’s always felt temporary. It even smells neutral, there’s nothing to distinguish it from any upscale hotel room anywhere in the country. Even the windows look out on the faces of other nondescript high-rise buildings. Now I’m wondering why I never tried to do something about that. Make the place reflect my personality with something. Buy a houseplant or a painting. Maybe because, like most military postings, I knew this was temporary and it was likely to be my last. I was ready to move on and build something a little more permanent in one location, put down some roots.

      Marriage is not in the cards for me despite the many suddenly single friends offered up to me on silver platters. Everyone has that single friend, and some of them are nice enough women. But most reek of desperation, and who knows what’s really under that? None of it matters because not one of them is right for me.

      My ex-wife was pretty close on paper, but once the ring was on her finger, not so much. But that doesn’t mean I wouldn’t like to see the same group of guys for poker every month or fuck a few women that can have an intelligent conversation and understand the concept of no strings. In other words, they aren’t desperate and don’t start talking about wedding venues and naming our kids before we’ve even ordered dinner. I live for my work. I don’t want or need anything that tries to distract me from that priority.

      I have to wait a few days for Linda to send me the hard-core evidence, but that doesn’t mean I can’t get started on the related research. Unfortunately, that means reading all of Ms. Simone’s books.

      I head into the living room and stretch out on the brown leather couch, I might as well be comfortable while I torture myself. I gulp the scotch (that’s a sin) and bring up Darla Simone’s search results on my phone. I shudder when I see the covers. Buff, naked men cavorting hither and yon. Okay, they’re not completely naked, but there’s a lot of six and eight packs trying to entice the female readership. And the titles are just as bad. Who reads this shit? Besides my sister, that is.

      I go back to the basic search engine screen and type in Darla Simone books in order. From what Linda described, it sounds like she made more mistakes early in her career, which makes sense, most people do. It’s the stupid ones that never learn from their mistakes, and as annoying as she is, my sister is extremely smart and unlikely to keep reading the works of a stupid person. So I might as well start with book number two. I’ll save the first in the series for the paperback arriving in the mail. One thing I’m not doing is reading this shit anymore than necessary.

      Darla Simone’s second book is entitled Devil’s Promise. I get up to pour another drink. It’s going to be a long night. Back on the couch, I brace myself and start reading.

      Surprisingly, by the third chapter, I’m actually almost enjoying myself. Darla’s got a snarky mouth on her and she doesn’t seem to take any of this too seriously. I take another sip of scotch, letting its mellow burn sit on my tongue, and put the crystal glass down on the floor within easy reach.

      I’m chuckling by the time I read to where the characters start getting intimate. I pause when I hit the first love scene because the hero is six foot four and the woman is five foot two. While his cock is buried in her pussy, he’s also kissing her mouth. I stop to ponder that. I’m the same height as the main character and a five foot two woman would be… I stand up and hold one hand at chest height. Standing, the top of her head would be right about where my nipples are. Adjusting for the sex they’re having, which would mean the necessary equipment needs to line up, she’d be higher up than that but still not where I could kiss her. Unless of course, the hero has a spine that can make loops like a snake, or she has the shortest legs and longest torso never before seen by medical science.

      I grin and go back to the story. Halfway through, I’m starting to understand what Linda was talking about. This seems to be based on me. Some of my mannerisms are in there, along with certain speech patterns, but they’re more casually slipped in. This is someone that’s probably met me, likely more than once, but definitely not someone I’ve fucked. It doesn’t make sense that a former lover would observe me that closely in all other areas and then go another fictional direction in the bedroom.

      I don’t cum before she does. Ever. And while it’s true I like to be in charge, I’ve never ordered a woman to suck my cock. Now if she offers? That’s a different story, and I don’t recall turning anyone down. But demanding it is not my style.

      I keep reading, skimming over the love scenes as I’ve mostly ruled them out for clues. A couple of phrases catch my eye here and there. Things that feel familiar, like I know who says them often, but I can’t put my finger on it.

      The book ends with — surprise — a happy ending and even more sex. I’m not too much the wiser, so I download book three. This one is Devil’s Delight. I should really grab some dinner, but I’m too caught up in this research project to take a break. I could always order take out, but I really prefer to cook. That way I know exactly what I’m eating. I decide to keep reading, at least for a few chapters, and then I’ll put it down and fix a light dinner.

      It only takes a few pages to see that in theory, it’s a different guy, but he’s still well over six foot. This time the hero’s also a doctor like me. Hmmm. Let’s find out if she got that part right. That could eliminate quite a few potential suspects. Meh, not so much I realize as I’m a couple of chapters in. Definitely not anyone from work then. That’s a small but sweet relief.

      As the doctor chases the sweet virginal nurse down the halls (none of the nurses I’ve ever met would put up with that for even five seconds) I find a serious clue. The layout of this particular public hospital in San Diego is described perfectly. Right down to the way the tables are arranged in the cafeteria. The treatments and procedures are still how a non-medical person would describe them, but my new friend Darla has definitely been in that hospital.

      I’ve never worked in the San Diego public sector. But my best friend has for about the last twenty years. I thought when I moved here I’d see him regularly, but actually, I’ve seen him less than when I was stationed in Washington State. It’s been a couple of years since we’ve connected in person because work keeps getting in the way, but I do at least try to get a phone call in at least once a month. God, now I feel guilty over not making more time for him, although he’s possibly busier with work than I am.

      I think back to any women I might have met while visiting Tristan. His wife died six or seven years ago from sudden and severe leukemia. He has a sister I’ve met a few times and there were some doctors and nurses that came to a summer party he once threw when I happened to be there, a long time ago. He has a daughter, Rose, but she’s way too young for this stuff.

      A curl of dread drops into my stomach when I mentally bring up a picture of her. No. She really isn’t too young. Rose would be… I do the math in my head… just about twenty-three now. I do a quick search on my phone to see the date when Darla’s first book was published. Four years ago.

      Fuck.
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      Sleazy doesn’t even begin to describe how I feel wondering if Rose wrote about me like that. Even considering if my best friend’s daughter would ever think about me sexually appalls me.

      I’m tired. I’ve been drinking. I haven’t eaten. I’ll have a much better theory in the morning to explain everything that does not involve nineteen-year-olds fantasizing about my cock. I make myself go into the kitchen and cook a simple stir-fry. It’s late. I should have been in bed a few hours ago and I don’t like to eat so close to bed, but a stomach filled only with scotch, even if it is the expensive stuff, will leave me tossing and turning all night.

      The seed of doubt has been planted, though, and it doesn’t take long to sprout. I go to bed trying to figure out if there is even a possibility that Rose ever saw me naked. I can’t think of one. And Tristan is not the kind of man that would describe my privates to a teenage girl and most definitely not his own daughter. Now I’m half dreading the book on its way from my sister. Do I really want to know? No. It’s more that I have to know. All I can hope for is there’s something in there that points to another person or puts a more innocent spin on the whole thing. But the more I think about it, the less likely either scenario is.

      No big surprise, I don’t sleep well. I wake up gasping in the early morning, my cock throbbing. I’d been dreaming of Rose on her knees, her pretty, naturally pink lips tightly sealed around my cock. Her blue eyes smiling into mine. Fuck, I don’t want this to be her, do I? Maybe retiring from the Navy has brought on a sudden mid-life crisis. A subconscious attempt to recapture my youth. Of course, it was Linda that called me out of the blue.

      Midlife crisis or not, my morning hard-on is too far gone to recede without intervention. I head into the shower and try to think of anything else besides Rose while I take care of it. The last woman I slept with? Nope, can’t even remember what she looked like — before I’m crucified for that it was over a year ago. The emergency room nurse I’ve always thought was hot? Suddenly she’s not all that. In desperation, I even conjure up an image of my ex-wife, guaranteed to shrivel any erection within a six-mile radius. I’m indifferent, my cock still aching for something it knows damn well it can’t have. And suddenly I’m back in my dream, other tantalizing images surfacing from my subconscious. Rose naked in my bed, her red-gold hair spread out on the sheets. Rose bent over the bathroom counter, her ass mine for the taking. Cum sprays out on the shower walls, fast and furious. “Fuck!” I shout, my anger and frustration reverberating off the granite tile.

      I head into work on time and as penance for all my dirty, inappropriate thoughts, I dive right into the piles on my desk. A few hours later my assistant comes in bringing me back to the present, “Sir? Everyone is waiting in the break room. It’s your goodbye lunch today. I put a reminder on your calendar.”

      Oh God, he did. “Sorry, Evans. Yes, you did. I’ll be right there.”

      I hate these kinds of things, but it’s never been about me. I shake hands and make small talk, wondering if the package from Linda has arrived yet. It’s the same small boring sandwiches we have at every one of these get-togethers, so I give them a hard pass. The three strawberries that were added as a garnish are anemic, as is the handful of curly kale. You’d think this was all military issue, but it’s not, it’s just such a hassle to set up the billing for an approved vendor that whoever puts in the orders just goes with what’s on file as already approved. It’s easier for everyone concerned. And the staff are divided down the lines of ‘will eat any and all free food’ and those that prefer to do their own thing no matter what. I have a sneaking suspicion this part of the job will stay with me for the rest of my career. I’m half expecting to be greeted by the exact same sandwich tray when I arrive at my new job a thousand miles away.

      When I can, I escape the hospital. While I’m technically on call for any of my patients, their routine care has already been transitioned to other doctors as have any planned surgeries. I’m mostly here to answer questions… and deal with those damn files.

      There’s a slim package waiting for me with my mail when I arrive back at my apartment building. I grab the pile and head to the elevator without looking through it. I’ll open it when I get in my apartment, even though my stomach is churning. It’s mid-afternoon and I can’t remember a time when I was home this early when I wasn’t sick, which isn’t exactly a common occurrence. I eye the thin package like it’s a coiled snake. I don’t want to open it. But I need to know.

      I leave the rest of the mail on the credenza. I’ll deal with the day-to-day stuff later. Instead, I take the package into the living room. Linda didn’t bother with a note, so I extract the paperback from the packaging and sit down on the couch. Somehow the cover looks even sillier on an actual physical book than it does on the screen. I brace my elbows on my knees and start reading.

      The same snarky humor is there, only this time it’s Rose’s voice I hear reading the words, rolling her eyes with a little wry grin. The writing is a bit rougher than the later books, but there’s something more spontaneous about it because of that. Rose has always been funny and a lot smarter than her peers.

      Maybe this isn’t her. I mean, where would she find the time? Going to school full-time and writing twenty some odd books? That doesn’t add up. For the first time today, a sense of relief comes over me. It can’t be Rose.

      I go back to the Deal with the Devil. I read the chapter that so alarmed Linda. She’s right, that’s describing my tattoo, the one that was a mistake. I didn’t set out to claim 53,000 people thought I was all that. I haven’t had it removed because I don’t need anyone messing with a laser that close to my cock. And it was the ultimate lesson in humility. Even if it’s not particularly large — the tattoo, that is — my cock has never had any complaints.

      I stop at the end of the chapter to make a sandwich, avocado and turkey with sun-dried tomatoes and some iced tea which I carry back into the living room. I’d love to wrap this up today, but I have a feeling it’s going to blow up into something bigger than I can anticipate right now. Probably that dread still churning in my stomach is fueling my imagination. I eat my sandwich while I keep reading, looking for clues.

      “Ah, fuck,” I groan in dismay from somewhere in chapter eleven. It’s an almost verbatim conversation I recall having with Tristan about a year after his wife died. I’d been trying to encourage him to get out of the house since Rose was heading to college soon, and he’d been adamant that he wasn’t interested.

      His wife had been it for him. I remember it because it was one of the few times he got angry with me. Reading it like this makes me feel like an ass, but in fairness, I’ve never had a relationship that ended well, so I didn’t really understand where Tris was coming from. I hadn’t been pushing for more than getting him to go for drinks at a local bar and look around. At least I haven’t been immortalized saying something even more crass.

      I think back to that conversation, surprised I can even remember it. It was in late summer. Rose had already gone to bed and Tristan and I were out on his patio drinking beer and talking about life, at least up until I tried to introduce the topic of getting back out there. Nothing exciting happened, no raised voices or anything a neighbor would likely pay attention to. But if I remember correctly, Rose’s room was upstairs at the back of the house.

      Fuck, I’m not going to be able to stop with this book, I’m going to have to read all of Darla’s titles, aren’t I? Find out what else I’ve said not knowing someone else was listening.
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      “It’s noon, Ing!” I shout to my best friend and roommate from the weathered front door of our house. She’s busy pushing an overstuffed tote bag into an already overstuffed and aging Honda.

      “Almost done!” she calls back, flipping her long blonde braid to her back as she tries to shut the hatchback. It doesn’t want to close, so she pushes a few more things around, making the little car shake violently.

      “We did it, babe. We’re officially college graduates. Leave that for a few minutes and come have a glass of champagne.” We are celebrating the shit out of this day. As long as we’re both safely on the road by five, that is. Which is why any alcohol needs to be consumed (in moderation) over lunch.

      She laughs as she finally makes the door latch and locks the car before it can change its mind. She named her car Bob while mine is Kevin. It’s an inside joke between us for lots of different reasons. The primary one is that these are the main men in our lives and it makes sense that they do not have sexy names because, well… our love lives are yeah, not.

      “Come on. Pizza’s getting cold.” I’m impatient to eat and celebrate, not to say goodbye to my BFF for what could be years. I mean, I hope not, but neither of us really knows where the next phase in life will take us. Our favorite pizza creation, honed over the last four years of school, is waiting on the coffee table. Thankfully, we rented this place furnished. It’s cheap college-style stuff, but we don’t have to dispose of it or move it.

      Ingrid finally comes in and goes to wash her hands in the kitchen sink, before plopping down on the floor inches from the pizza. “Hey, Rose? Thanks for waiting for me.”

      “Err, it’s just pizza, Ing. I can manage a few minutes, really.”

      “No, I meant this whole year. You could have graduated last year and left me here by myself. I’d have understood, but I’m glad you stayed.”

      “That was as much for me as you. Now let’s start the toasts. We have a lot to get through. I made a list.” I’m half teasing as I pour champagne into the disposable flutes I found at a party supply store. Once the last bag of trash goes out to the curb, we’re out of here. Everything is packed, including the dishes. “Let’s start with a toast to Darla Simone who got us through.”

      “To Darla!” Ingrid raises her glass with a bright smile. She takes a sip and then raises the flute again, “To letting go of pointless crushes.”

      We’re both grimacing a little at that one but dutifully drink. Part of what brought us together all those years ago in the worst creative writing class ever was our shared experience lusting after older men who barely acknowledged our existence. And we both agreed it was better that they didn’t, really. Knowing that doesn’t make it less painful though, or letting go any easier. We’ve decided that graduation means it’s time to put away childish things. Like crushes on men who don’t want us back and secrets. Well, all except one.

      It’s also time I told my dad I’ve already got a serious income and that his mortgage is now paid off. I have to get that last part out before he gets the official letter in about a week. But nobody needs to know that it’s my words behind the wildly popular books of Darla Simone. Only Ing knows that little detail, and she’ll never breathe a word. I made a few mistakes early on. After all, I didn’t set out to be a smutty romance author, it sort of just happened. I learned fast though and got my act together. I’m pretty solidly established in that career now, I think. And the majority of my readers are raving fans that keep begging for more.

      But there’s one critical part of Darla’s world I need to change. I’ve agreed with Ing that it’s time to stop using my long-standing crush as my primary inspiration. Readers are starting to complain that they’ve seen the characters before in previous books and that the sex scenes are getting a bit monotonous. I’m sorry, okay? There’s only so much I can imagine with no real experience. I do a lot of reading though, all in the name of research.

      Ing has been acting as my assistant and media consultant ever since Darla’s sales took off. That’s another reason I went for the five-year graduation plan so we could keep working together in the same location. Yeah, I could have graduated and gotten an apartment nearby, but then I would have had to explain everything to Dad and well, this last year has been really good to me financially. And Ing too, of course. I’ve been able to pay her well, and she’s socked it all away for her independent life, which starts in just a few hours.

      Ingrid is an heiress, an orphaned one with a trust fund she can’t access until she’s thirty-five. She also has a stern guardian (the object of her crush, of course). He’s ordered her back to New York to live in his fabulous penthouse and work in his law firm as some kind of general assistant (since she doesn’t have any kind of law degree). She has a degree in marketing as of today, which is why she was such a big part of Darla’s success.

      There are so many problems with Justin’s plans for her. For starters, he yells. A lot. Ing doesn’t do well with people
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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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