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      “Good or bad, if this works out or if it doesn’t, tell me you know—I’m not going anywhere.” I pause, meeting her eyes when she lifts them off my shirt.

      She blinks.

      I swallow the lump forming in my throat. “Tell me I’ve done my fuckin’ job as your man, Tessa, and made sure you aren’t doubting that. `Cause if I haven’t and that’s what’s got you stuck in your head thinkin’ the worst the way you’re doing right fuckin’ now, the way I’ve watched you do the past five months, my life might as well end right here, `cause I don’t deserve shit. Not you. Not anything more than this. Nothing.”

      “Luke,” she whispers, lips trembling as those damn tears well up in her eyes again.

      “I’m a fuckin’ asshole,” I continue on. “I know what I am. I know what I’ve done and all the bad I got coming to me. I haven’t exactly been a model son. More times than I can count, I’ve been a worthless friend. I’m basically a prick to everyone. And landing you? Fuck, that was… I don’t know. Crazy fuckin’ luck, or maybe the universe cutting me a break for once in my goddamned life. I’ve been shit on a lot, but that doesn’t mean I’m worth dick. I know that. And the good you give me, babe? The good I feel every fuckin’ day knowing I’m attached to you is more good than I ever fuckin’ deserve to feel. I know it is. I’m not stupid. Honest to God, I basically walk around waiting for you to figure it out and question what the fuck you’re even doing with me. So you gotta know, Tessa, if this is it? If we can’t have a kid for whatever reason and it’s just me and you for the rest of our lives? I’m good. Babe, I am so fuckin’ good. I might not walk around grinning like a fuckin’ idiot every second of the day like Reed does, or get that stupid, fuckin’ dopey look on my face like Ben when he talks about Mia, but I’m right there. I’m just as fucked over you, and nothing’s ever changing that. Kid or no kid. Ask me.”

      Tessa goes to wipe the tears from her cheeks but I do it for her, then keeping my hands on either side of her face, I pull her in so our foreheads are touching.

      “Ask me,” I say again, watching her mouth twitch. “I don’t need anything else. I swear to God, I don’t.”

      “But you want kids,” she whispers.

      “I want you. Everything else is just bonus.”

      
        
        - Luke Evans, So Much More

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            TESSA

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      What is this—National Show Off Your Pregnancy Day or something? Really? I’m surrounded by baby bumps!

      Not that it isn’t expected for pregnant women to be sitting in waiting rooms like this. Moms-to-be visit their OBGYNs regularly. This is the norm. I get that. But did every knocked-up chick in Ruxton, Alabama get appointments on the same day as me? Couldn’t there be one other person sitting in here who isn’t already obviously pregnant?

      I shift my gaze around the room.

      There are eight other women waiting. I don’t look at their faces. I can’t. I couldn’t tell you what color their hair is or if some of them are wearing glasses or not. The only thing I see are protruding bellies, each one bigger than the next.

      I press against the hollow center of my own stomach before fidgeting with my too-loose, will it always be this-loose tank. I tug the thin material away from my body.

      God, could I stand out any more right now?

      I should be used to this. Up until three months ago, two of my best friends, Mia and Beth, were pregnant at the same time. Beth gave birth to her daughter Layla in March. The first of many, I’m sure, for her and Reed.

      Mia is due with the third Kelly boy next month.

      Fitting. My brother is entirely too alpha to produce anything besides males. I’m calling it now—they’ll never have any daughters.

      Everyone important to me is growing their own little tribes. And I’m happy for them. Honestly, I am.

      But it’s been a year, a year since Luke and I decided we were ready to expand our own family. A year of trying harder than any other couple ever. At least that’s what it feels like to me. A year of monthly disappointments and this overwhelming worry I can’t seem to shake.

      So even though I’ve become accustomed to seeing swollen stomachs every direction I turn, it still gets to me. I worry it always will.

      What if that’s never me? What if I never get pregnant?

      A nurse steps out into the waiting room and calls a name, silencing the questions that circle in my mind more often than not.

      I watch an expectant mother slowly ease out of her chair and waddle her way across the room. She’s glowing.

      My leg won’t stop bouncing against the seat. Can anxiety cause a heart attack? I fear I’m one stressful thought away from keeling over right now.

      The door leading out to the hallway swings open, and my head lifts just as Luke steps into the room.

      He’s wearing his police uniform and looks so fucking hot on any day of the week, but especially work days, that I momentarily forget just how uncomfortable and out of place I feel right now.

      My breath catches in my throat and my body stills as I gaze at my husband.

      I’ve always reacted this way to him. Even that very first day we met, at the Ruxton PD fundraiser all those years ago, when I tried to play off how interested I was by acting like he was just another guy, when he could never be just another guy. No way.

      Luke Evans is a stunner. I’m talking ‘leave you speechless and drooling all over yourself’ level of attractive. It’s ridiculous.

      Tall and fit, with the perfect amount of muscle to him. Not overly bulky. Tattoos decorating his upper body. And his face? Shut up. He looks like a roughed-up model who’s constantly pissed off about something. And I realize some women might turn their noses up at that description if they heard it, but they’d change their tune the second they saw Luke Evans. Trust me.

      The fact that he looks two seconds away from throwing a punch ninety percent of the time is possibly the most attractive thing about him.

      Our gazes lock after he closes the door, those beautiful amber eyes holding me, warming the blood slow moving in my veins. A gentle smile tugs at his mouth, and I see the apology written all over his face for not getting here until now, for my own discomfort he can read like an open fucking book. Luke hates me having to go through any of this alone, but I’m not. He’s here.

      Thank God, he’s here.

      “Hey,” I murmur, dropping my head on his shoulder when he takes the seat beside me. “You made it.”

      “Told you I would.” His breath warms the top of my head as he presses his lips there. “You okay? How long have you been here?”

      “Long enough to feel crazy outnumbered.” I lift my head and look at him. “I’m nervous.”

      “I know.”

      “Are you?”

      Luke cocks his brow. “No, but what have I been saying to you about this?”

      I pick a spot on the carpet and glare at it, my shoulders dropping. “That it doesn’t matter what happens or what news we get—you’re good.”

      “We’re good,” he corrects me.

      “Right.”

      “Hey.” Luke guides my head to turn, moving his thumb over my cheek. “Ask me.”

      I close my eyes and lean into his hand.

      I don’t need to ask him anything.

      Just saying those words has always been Luke’s way of telling me he loves me, but lately, for the past year, specifically, it’s become so much more.

      It means we’ll always be okay, no matter what. It’s a promise—nothing could ever break us, not even this. He doesn’t need me to ask him anything just like I don’t need to hear the words. But I do need to say them. Right now, I do.

      “I love you,” I whisper, eyes opening and staring into his. “I’m so happy you’re here.”

      Luke leans over and presses his lips against mine, kissing me softly. Sweetly. “Want a distraction?”

      I pull back, intrigued.

      He wouldn’t fuck me here, would he? Could we?

      Fuck yes, I want a distraction. That bathroom out in the hallway would be the perfect venue for it too.

      I quickly glance at the clock above the reception desk and scowl at the time. My appointment officially started two minutes ago.

      “My fucking luck,” I grumble. “You couldn’t get here twenty minutes ago and ask me that?”

      “If I didn’t have to deal with constant fuckin’ bullshit, I would’ve been here. You can blame your brother.” Luke slouches in his chair, his long legs kicking out and stretching.

      “Why? What happened?”

      He shakes his head.

      “Luke.”

      “It’s dumb.”

      “Oh, my God, tell me right now.” I turn in my seat and scoot closer, nearly crawling over the armrest I’m so eager for this information. A giggle erupts out of my mouth when he sighs, dropping his head against the seat. “Spill it. Don’t make me call Ben. You know I will.”

      Luke’s head rolls to the side, his eyes narrowing.

      “This is going to be so good, I can tell.” I prop my chin on my fist and beam at him. “Okay. I’m ready.”

      He chuckles, then shifts his gaze to the ceiling and rubs his hands down his face, an exhausted breath leaving him.

      “We got a call about some cows in the middle of Route 4. Traffic was backed up close to a mile. Someone had to deal with it. I said to put that shit on anyone else. Ben decided we needed to handle it. That’s where I’ve been all fuckin’ morning.”

      I pull my lips between my teeth and wait. I know there’s more to this story.

      “You ever try to get cows to move when they don’t feel like fuckin’ moving? It’s impossible. I felt like an asshole. I’m pushing against these things, worrying I’m gonna tip one over and then what the fuck would I do if that happened? So then I try calling them like I would a dog or something. I’m whistling, clapping my hands, waving my arms. I’m sure everyone watching was getting a real good fuckin’ show. It took us three hours to get that road cleared.” Pinching his eyes shut, Luke shakes his head. “Fuck Ben. Next time, he’s on his own.”

      It takes everything, everything inside of me not to fall to the floor in a fit of laughter right now, because I can picture this shit show Luke just described.

      But I manage, keeping my chuckles subdued as I run my hand across his solid chest.

      “I bet everyone watching did get a real good fuckin’ show,” I repeat his words, my voice dropping softer and quiet for only him to hear. His eyes open and find mine. “You’re so sexy, Luke. Especially wearing this, you could be juggling dildos and everyone would cream their pants. I’m not even kidding.”

      “That’s weird, babe.”

      “Well, it’s true.” I shrug and pluck at the buttons on his shirt. “And didn’t you know, when you signed up to be a cop, you’re protecting and serving all of us, farm animals included.” I give him a smile. “If there’s video of this, I want to see it.”

      “No fuckin’ way.”

      “Fine, but if you ever get the opportunity to juggle dildos with an audience, at least give me that, Luke.”

      He stares at me, fighting a smirk, I can tell. “Love you, babe.”

      “I know.” I smile bigger.

      The same nurse from before steps out into the waiting room again.

      “Tessa Evans,” she calls out after glancing at the chart she’s holding onto.

      My stomach drops to the floor. Worry settles over me like a heavy shadow I can’t crawl out from under.

      I blow out a breath and push to my feet, grateful for the hand Luke places on my lower back. It steadies me.

      He’s here. We’re good. We’ll be good.

      We move together across the room, only separating when we need to, when only one of us can fit through the doorway at a time, and then Luke is back at my side, staying close to me.

      “Right in here.” The nurse directs us to Dr. London’s office. I’ve been in here a lot the past year. “Have a seat. Dr. London will be in shortly.”

      “Thank you,” I say, returning her polite smile. I plop into the chair closest to the window and gaze outside. My eyes squint in the sun. “It’s so hot out today.”

      “Yeah.”

      “I feel like we didn’t really get a Spring. I wanted a Spring.” My leg starts bouncing again. I chew on the side of my thumbnail as anxiety wraps its hand around my hopeless heart. I panic and brace for the worst possible news we can hear, because I feel like I should be ready for it. I have to be ready.

      Luke’s hand slides underneath my hair, massaging my neck with gentle pressure.

      “That feels good,” I murmur, eyes closing and head tipping forward. I give my poor thumbnail a break and rest my hands on my thighs, no longer bouncing.

      God, he settles me so easily. Too bad it can’t happen more often.

      “I wish you could do this all the time.”

      “Rub your neck?”

      “Mm. Any sort of touching works.”

      “My hands are on you constantly, Tessa. When do I not touch you?”

      “When you’re working.”

      I hear Luke shifting in his chair next to me, but his fingers keep pressing, keep sliding fluidly over my skin, I can’t look in his direction or even open my eyes yet. I feel careless and cared for.

      “Yeah, just letting you know—I quit, motherfucker,” Luke says, no humor to his voice at all.

      I look over at him and laugh the second I see the phone pressed to his ear. “Oh, my God.”

      “Your sister just offered me a way better deal than putting up with your dumbass. I’m taking it.” He smiles at me, then speaks into the phone, “No, we’re still waiting. Yeah… Yeah, I’ll tell her. All right, later.” He disconnects the call and tucks the phone into his pants pocket. “Your brother said he hopes this goes well.”

      “Me too,” I whisper.

      I lean onto my hip when the hand on my neck guides me closer.

      Luke and I share a kiss, one that starts soft but quickly grows hungry the second our tongues meet.

      I moan against his mouth, a little louder when he sucks on my lip, and practically climb into his lap when he starts making low, desperate noises of his own.

      “Oh, well, I hope I’m not interrupting anything.” Dr. London steps inside the office, closing the door behind her and moving around her desk as Luke and I separate like two teenagers who just got caught fooling around in my childhood bedroom. “Although, I am very much an advocate for that,” she adds, smiling while she takes a seat. “A spontaneous sex life never hurts when you’re in the business of making babies.”

      “We should be set then. We fuck like rabbits.”

      Luke cuts me a hard look. He doesn’t seem the least bit shocked at my admission. “You finished sharing our business?”

      “Never,” I tease.

      Dr. London chuckles softly. She’s a middle-aged woman with light blonde hair she always keeps pinned up in a bun. She’s kind and honest. I liked her the second I met her. “And how are you doing, both of you?”

      “All right,” Luke answers as I limply offer her a shrug.

      “Anxious for the results, I’m sure. Let’s get to it then.”

      She shuffles some papers on her desk, setting a stack aside to clear the space in front of her. When she drops a thick, blue manilla folder on the desk and begins flipping through the pages, I reach for Luke.

      He threads his fingers through mine and allows me to pull his hand into my lap, where I grip onto it with my other.

      “Mr. Evans, the semen analysis came back, and everything looks great there. Spectacular, actually.” She lifts her head and smiles at him. “Sperm count and mobility are both well above average.”

      The urge to roll my eyes is overwhelming.

      “Shocker,” I mumble, gaining attention.

      “What’s that?” Dr. London asks.

      “Come on. Look at him.” I tip my head at Luke. “Was there really ever any doubt here? Of course, his sperm is flawless. He’s a ten on a bad day and he doesn’t have those. I’m sure other sperm want to be his sperm.”

      “Jesus,” Luke grumbles under his breath. He rubs at his mouth with his free hand, his long fingers scratching over the stubble covering his jaw. “You say the weirdest shit sometimes.”

      “I’m just stating the obvious—nobody should be surprised about your results. I’m not.”

      Dr. London laughs softly. “I can assure you, Tessa, even attractive men have issues in this department.”

      “It’s not him. I know it isn’t.”

      The panic in my voice, the distress, it doesn’t go unnoticed.

      Luke’s fingertips press into the back of my hand while the eyes staring back at me soften with sympathy and understanding.

      “Let’s have a look then.” Dr. London flips to another piece of paper in the folder and runs her finger down the page, scanning the results. She moves onto the next column and does the same. “Wonderful,” she says, hands folding together as she lifts her head. “Your levels are excellent, Tessa. Everything looks great here.”

      I release the breath I’ve been holding and sink against the chair.

      Luke’s hand is on my neck again, gently squeezing as he leans closer and kisses my temple. His warm breath is in my ear, where he whispers, “I love you. Fuck, I love you.”

      I close my eyes and press my cheek against his.

      The relief I feel is short-lived, because if it isn’t this then what is it?

      My hormone levels are great. And? Luke’s sperm is impeccable. Okay…

      How can we celebrate news that still leaves us with unanswered questions?

      “Now what?” I ask.

      “Now we move forward.” Dr. London gazes between us. “I’m going to start you on a medication, the one we discussed before…”

      “To increase my ovulation, right?”

      “In a sense, yes. It will increase the stimulation of follicles, which then bumps up your estrogen. This is a medication I prescribe to women who have difficulty ovulating on their own and ones who don’t, like in your case. Think of it as more eggs in the basket for you. It’s typically the first thing we do to up our chances. And many women get pregnant on this step.” She smiles at me. “We might not need to go any further.”

      I can’t keep myself from wondering. From asking…

      “And if we do?”

      Dr. London lifts her hand as if to silence any further worrying on my part. “Let’s worry about that down the road, if we even get there, okay?”

      Luke takes hold of my hand again and I grip onto it.

      “Okay,” I answer.

      “I’m also going to want to schedule you for an HSG, which I don’t believe we’ve talked about yet.”

      I shake my head, looking to Luke.

      “What is that?” he asks her.

      “It’s an exam where we check to make sure Tessa’s fallopian tubes aren’t blocked. It’s minimally invasive, but it is a procedure we need to do at the hospital, so⁠—”

      “Is it surgery?” Luke’s hand stiffens in mine, his hold becoming severe.

      “No, not at all. There’s no sedation involved. But it is under live X-ray and we don’t have that here in the office. It’s a very routine procedure I perform all the time. I don’t want you to worry.”

      “Wouldn’t I know if my tubes were blocked?”

      “Not necessarily. There are women who don’t develop symptoms, and this goes unnoticed until a test like this is performed. And it might not be both tubes. One of them could be blocked, which would absolutely make getting pregnant a little challenging. This is something we will need to rule out, so we can figure out how to move forward.”

      “What if they are blocked?” Luke questions. “What do you do for that?”

      Dr. London is silent for a moment. “Let’s worry about that if it becomes something we need to worry about.”

      “I’d rather know what we’re in for.” His tone deepens.

      Luke’s no longer asking for this information, he’s demanding it.

      I rub the back of his hand.

      “Mr. Evans, I understand your concern, but let me just say this.” Dr. London sits taller, appearing more commanding. “I think it’s important to take things one step at a time and to focus on the step you’re in, because I could sit here and list what ifs until I’m blue in the face, and the only thing that’s going to do is cause stress on both of you, especially her.” She glances at me. “And I don’t think you want that. I know I don’t want that. The fact that you are here with me right now is worrying enough, I think, because why are you here? You’re having difficulty getting pregnant. And as we go through this process together that is something that will remain in the back of your mind. Even when we get news like this,” she flattens her hands on the opened folder, “which is great news, fantastic news, it’s still there, yes?”

      “Yes,” I speak up, gaining Luke’s eyes for a beat before we both resume looking across the desk.

      “I can’t control that,” Dr. London continues. “What I can control is how I guide you along, and in my professional opinion, focusing on the step we’re at is the best way to continue with this journey. We don’t want any added stress. It’s our worst enemy, okay?”

      “Guess I’m screwed then.”

      She smiles kindly at me. “Tessa, I can’t give any of my patients a guarantee that they’ll get pregnant no matter how much I’d like to, however, when I have a couple as young as you are, with no known medical issues, and with results like this,” she taps the pages with her fingers, “I can say the odds are good.”

      I grip at her words as if it’s the breath I’m suddenly desperate for.

      Luke finds necessity in them as well. Comfort too, and eases the hold he has on my hand, his fingers sliding out from between mine and then folding over my knuckles. He massages away the ache he’s caused.

      “Now, we want you to start taking this medication on the fifth day of your next cycle, so I want you to wait until then. You’ll take it for five days.” She scribbles illegibly on a pad and tears the paper free, handing it across the table. “If for some reason you don’t get your next cycle, I want you to call me. We’ll need to do a pregnancy test.”

      “Okay.” I keep thoughts of that phone call never happening to myself, and fold the paper in half, slipping it into the back pocket of my shorts.

      “Take your body temperature every morning like you have been doing. Typically, women will ovulate between five and ten days after they begin that medication. On day twenty-one of your cycle, I’ll be sending you for bloodwork.”

      “To check if I’m pregnant?”

      “To make sure you ovulated,” she clarifies. “We want to confirm that the medication is working.”

      “What about that test? The HSG?”

      “My secretary will contact you to set that up once I take a look at my schedule. We’re probably looking at some time next month.”

      “And if I get pregnant on that medicine?”

      She smiles. “Then that test won’t be necessary.” She folds her hands together again. “Any other questions?”

      “I don’t think so,” I answer, looking to Luke.

      He’s hunched forward, elbows resting on his knees and his focus drifting off.

      I can’t tell where he’s looking, or if he’s even truly looking at anything. It doesn’t seem like he is.

      “Mr. Evans?”

      Luke lifts his eyes, his chest moving with a breath. He subtly shakes his head in answer.

      Dr. London offers her hand, first to me and then to Luke. “I’ll speak with you both soon. Take care.”

      We leave the office the same way we entered it, with Luke keeping close to my side, his hand on my back, guiding me, leading me, but also reassuring—I’m behind you. I’m here. He’s the comfort I cling to.

      I step out into the hallway and begin to make my way toward the elevators, but Luke halts and doesn’t follow me, stopping my feet from moving me any farther. His phantom touch remains on my back.

      “Shit, I left my phone in there,” he says, turning back and gripping the doorknob. “I must’ve set it on the desk.”

      “Oh.” I picture the office, the desk. I try and remember Luke setting his phone down after his conversation with my brother. “I didn’t see it. Are you sure?”

      “It’s there. Go ahead downstairs. I’ll meet you.”

      “I can wait.”

      Brows drawing together, he suddenly appears frustrated and geared up to argue this out with me, until the elevator pings in the distance. His expression relaxes as he lifts his chin in the direction of the sound.

      “Fine,” I grumble. “But I’m going because I don’t feel like waiting a year for that elevator. Not because you’re telling me to go.” My hair flips over my shoulder as I spin around, padding down the hallway. I glance back with a smirk.

      Luke smiles at me before stepping inside the office again. The door shuts behind him.
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      I can’t leave here without knowing what we’re in for, and maybe this makes me a prick for doing this behind Tessa’s back, but I’m fine with being a prick if it’ll give me answers.

      I need to be prepared for what’s coming. If it involves Tessa, I gotta know.

      “Forgot something,” I say to the woman at the front desk when she gives me a questioning look for returning.

      I step through the door leading to the exam rooms and offices, walk down the hallway, and stop at Dr. London’s door. It’s partially open. I rap my knuckles on the frame and step inside when she calls out to enter.

      “Mr. Evans.” She looks up at me, stilling the pen in her hand and setting it aside. There isn’t a hint of surprise in her voice. She was expecting my return, or at least anticipating the possibility of it. “How can I help you?” She closes the folder in front of her.

      I stand on the other side of the desk. “I need to know what’s gonna happen if my wife’s tubes are blocked. What do you do for that?”

      Dr. London tilts her head to the side, thinking over her next words.

      I wonder if she’s going to give me that speech again about only worrying about the step we’re on. That’s bullshit I don’t need to hear a second time.
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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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