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          EMMA

        

      

    

    
      Only the denim of my jeans separated our skin. Warmth radiated through me from the feeling of his fingertips, his palms, as Liam’s massive hand moved gently over my knee. The longer the pad of his thumb stroked up and down, the harder it was not to slide his hand to the center of my heat where it belonged. But this wasn’t the time. Or the place. Ernie and Peggy sat across from us sipping their beers.

      But it was Liam that intoxicated me.

      After Liam’s teeth had pierced my neck, my life was forever entwined with his. Mates. Our bond was deeper than marriage. It was primal, and it filled a need within me that I hadn’t even realized I had. Every moment since that night, I felt as if I was seeing the world through different eyes. It wasn’t just because I’d traded my regular stool at Finnley’s bar for a seat in the corner booth. It was the company that had changed. And it was me.

      The fluorescent light reflected off of Ernie’s smooth dome, but it was the sadness on his face that made me pause and blink. His brows were set low, and his eyes were sunken within dark circles. Though the tiger’s claws had never touched the deputy, she might as well have eaten his heart. I had never seen him so unlike himself.

      Next to Ernie, Peggy’s bright-white smile beamed like the overhead lamp. It felt strange to socialize with my receptionist, but nice at the same time. As I listened to Peggy speak, I struggled to attend to her words. My focus returned to Liam’s hand on my thigh as he moved upward another inch.

      “Not fate or mate or something. I don’t know. I think he’s going off to join the navy or something,” Peggy said. “That’s what they call guys on boats right? Like first mate?”

      “Who?” I asked.

      “Terry,” Peggy said.

      Liam’s fingers reached around the entire width of my leg. His thumb circled over the tender skin of my inner thigh, igniting me further and further. The movement was slow, a caress that promised more for later.

      “You can do better,” Ernie said, then took a swig of beer.

      “Sure, yeah, I mean I’m fine either way,” Peggy said with a smile. “We had fun, but I wouldn’t want to get in the way of his love of boats and fish or whatever.” Terry must have broken it off with Peggy because she wasn’t his mate.

      “So you two weren’t serious?” I asked, forcing myself to focus on the conversation.

      “Nah,” Peggy said. “Some guys have everything together, you know, the marrying type.” Her eyes lingered a moment on Liam, then flicked back to me. “Terry’s sweet, but he’s still figuring his life out.”

      Liam’s palm reached the top of my thigh, his fingers rubbing downward between my aching legs, only an inch away from my reward. I glanced down into Liam’s lap and saw the tent of his fly. He was as ready as he was making me.

      “He’s with Eventide. All the bastards workin’ for Eventide are no good,” Ernie said, raising his voice over the crowd so that the miners across the room could hear him.

      They ignored the remark.

      “I know firsthand. Doesn’t matter how pretty,” Ernie said, lowering his voice and staring down at his frosty mug.

      Poor Ernie. He hadn’t deserved the way Eva Patel had treated him.

      Peggy placed her hand on Ernie’s.

      “It’s for the best,” she said to the deputy, “that you figured it out when you did.”

      “Yeah,” he said, tilting his chin up and meeting her gaze. “Crazy woman was just using me for my body. But I knew something was off. Keep your enemies close, I always say.”

      Ernie hadn’t slept with the tiger, but if it made him feel better to pretend, he wasn’t hurting anyone.

      Liam’s mouth turned up on the side, showing just a hint of a smile at the deputy’s words, though I knew I was the only one that noticed. Or maybe Liam’s smile was for the way I shifted in my seat under his touch. His hand massaged my leg slowly, every movement of his fingers increasing my need for more. After an eternity of teasing, he touched along the seam of my jeans that covered my aching cleft. I desperately regretted not wearing a skirt. If we had been alone, I would have climbed onto his lap and scraped my teeth on his lower lip the way that made him lose control. But at the bar full of people, at a table we shared with friends, all I could do was try to focus on the conversation.

      “It was the noises,” Ernie said. “Purred like a cat, and scratched like she had claws.”

      “Did she get hairy too?” Peggy asked, eyes sparkling as she listened to Ernie’s tall tale. “Like the guy in the park?”

      “No,” Ernie said. “That’s the thing, she never looked different than a woman. Which was part of her trick.”

      “Which makes it way more awesome that you figured it out,” Peggy said.

      “You’re smart, Peggy,” Ernie said. “You’da known too if it was you.”

      No, she really wouldn’t have. She didn’t notice that Terry was a werewolf, or that she was sitting across the table from a bear shifter. Neither of them did.

      “Thanks, Ernie,” she replied. “It doesn’t seem like the kind of thing that they could hide when they get close to someone. Maybe you’re right.”

      Liam cupped me in his palm, as his fingers teased down the zipper of my jeans. My nipples grew tender, my cheeks hot. My body ached for Liam’s, for the taste of his mouth, for the feel of his huge, rough hands on my skin. As his finger found exactly the right spot, I bit my lip to suppress a moan.

      “You two look chummy,” Ernie said, turning his attention to me and Liam.

      Don’t turn red. Don’t turn red.

      “We’re moving in together,” I blurted.

      Liam’s hand stopped moving, and I was unwilling to let him go. I grabbed his wrist to beg him not to stop, and all eyes were on me.

      “Congrats,” Peggy said. “That’s sweet.”

      Ernie reached his hand across the table, and offered it to Liam.

      I was glad Liam was touching me with his left hand instead of his right. That would have been awkward.

      The two men shook.

      “You better be good to her,” Ernie said, with his face hard, “or you’ll have me to deal with. That includes the mark on her neck.”

      Liam wrapped his free arm over my shoulder, and I touched the place where he had claimed me. “I’m in good hands,” I said.

      “I will keep Emma safe,” Liam said, “and never let her be harmed. By my hand or anyone else’s.”

      Ernie nodded his approval. Liam’s hand moved, resuming what he had started, up and down he stroked me. Was it too much to drag him to the bathroom to rip his pants open? The alley? It was going to have to be somewhere. Soon.

      But then he stopped and pulled away.

      Sitting straight in his seat, jaw tense, Liam’s eyes flicked to the TV by the bar. Right away, I could see why.

      “What?” Ernie asked, looking in the same direction. Peggy turned too. The volume was too quiet for me to hear over the voices in the bar. Probably not too quiet for Liam, though. That man had super senses.

      “Sharpe,” Liam growled.

      “Hey, Paul,” I called over to the bartender, “can you turn that up?”

      As the sound of Aleister Sharpe’s voice rose above the others, townsfolk and miners quieted and turned toward the TV to watch what looked like a press conference. The head of Eventide Resources wore his usual wide smile and expensive-looking suit as he stood behind a wooden podium, with Mayor Gilbert by his side.

      “That’s right. A massive copper deposit in the center of Riverwood,” Sharpe said. “Mining a vein this large could lead to profits as high as five hundred thousand dollars per household.”

      “And how many more sinkholes?” Fred Young asked the TV.

      “Who cares? That’s a lot of money,” Eddie Sparks said.

      “Given the location of the copper, a significant portion of the town’s park would need to be excavated to retrieve the mineral. That’s why the mayor has opted to leave the decision up to the town,” Sharpe said. “There will be a meeting held at Riverwood’s town hall on May twenty-sixth. All residents are welcome to come and ask questions and share their opinions before a final vote determining the fate of the project. We hope to see you all there. Thank you for your time.”

      Conversation picked back up around the room, both excited and skeptical. Aleister Sharpe had brought murder and destruction to Riverwood. Could the promise of riches bring forgiveness?

      Given the tunnels and the seals, though, it didn’t matter to me what Sharpe had to say. I didn’t trust him.

      “You think there’s really copper in the park?” Peggy asked, turning back to us.

      “I trust that suit as far as I can throw him,” Ernie said.

      Liam replied, “I trust him less than that.”
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          LIAM

        

      

    

    
      Pine and dirt, water and flowers—the breeze carried scents of nature. It was a refreshing change just one step outside of the bar. As the heavy wooden door closed behind us, the chatter of voices ceased, as did the smells of cologne, sweat, and wolves.

      “So, what’d you think?” Emma asked as she entwined her fingers with mine and beamed up at me expectantly.

      “It wasn’t as bad as I thought,” I replied.

      “Rave review,” she said in a flat tone.

      Finnley’s bar was next to the town hall and the hole that had ruined the street parking, but the town made do and every chair was filled. Cars parked where they could, and people walked to the bar. With everything that had happened to Riverwood in the past week, I couldn’t blame the residents for drinking. Though the construction crews were rebuilding Main Street, there was still a lot of work to be done. The sinkhole had been crudely filled, but the brickwork had yet to be completed, so the area was still taped off.

      “I’m not big on social events,” I said.

      “I get that,” Emma replied.

      “It had a cozy feel,” I said, putting myself between Emma and the broken section of the road as we walked back toward my truck.

      “I think so,” Emma said. “I’m glad you came. And thank you for not doing the whole macho contest thing with Ernie.”

      “I don’t do that,” I said. The deputy didn’t threaten me. I didn’t do that, did I?

      She gave me a look that said she knew better.

      “So, we’re moving in together?” I asked, as we neared the lot by the park.

      “Well, we are, right?” Emma asked. “I mean, you spend every night at my place anyway. And we can’t do the whole for-life thing with you keeping an apartment in another town.”

      “I don’t have an apartment,” I said, climbing into the black truck Leonard had given me in Elkston.

      Emma climbed in beside me. “You own a house?” she asked.

      “No,” I replied, driving the truck out of the lot. “I just have the motel room here in Riverwood.”

      “Where do you keep your stuff?” Emma asked.

      “In my backpack.”

      “Everything you own fits into a backpack?” Emma asked, placing her hand on my leg and turning her body toward me.

      “Yeah.”

      “And I thought I was a minimalist, with a few pieces of furniture and a coffee mug,” she said.

      “I like your place,” I said.

      “Our place,” Emma said, sliding her hand up my leg just as I had done to her at the bar.

      She looked up at me through her thick eyelashes and leaned in with her lips next to my ear. Her floral scent filled my nostrils, intoxicating me. “Close out your bill at the motel.”

      My cock was hard as I pulled the truck up to the curb in front of Emma’s place. The air was thick between us, and my desire for her was as strong as ever. When the truck shifted into park, I let go.

      Her brown hair was soft between my fingers, but not as soft as her lips. The flavor of the beer she had chosen mingled with the natural sweetness that was only Emma. Her hand slid across my fly, across the denim containing the evidence of my need for her.

      I wrapped my arm around her ass and pulled her body up onto mine, shoving my tongue into her mouth the way I wanted my cock inside of her. Emma straddled me, rolled her hips across my lap, then pulled her body away from mine. I could smell her desire, see it in her eyes. But she opened the driver’s side door, and smiled at me.

      “Don’t be too long with Logan,” Emma said. “I’ll be waiting for you.”

      Then she climbed out of the truck, leaving me speechless. Her hips swayed as she walked up the driveway, her round ass perfectly displayed in her tight jeans. I considered chasing her, taking her on the hood of her car, in the grass by her front door.

      But she was right. I had an obligation to her brother. I couldn’t skip my meeting with Logan, not with Eventide Resources bringing a new threat to Riverwood what felt like every day. Logan had to be prepared to defend himself, and I had taken the role of his mentor.

      When Emma was safely inside, I climbed out of the truck and adjusted my too-hard cock, running through all of the curses my brain could conjure without speaking a word. I shouldn’t have teased Emma at the bar, because it was me that ended up with blue balls.

      My walk was uneventful, and I couldn’t appreciate the forest the way I usually did. Emma filled my thoughts—her warm, chestnut eyes, the way she moved her full hips and round ass, her beautiful smile, and my mark that she wore on her neck. I imagined the way she tasted, the way she felt inside and out, and the way her body responded to mine. When this was done, she’d be waiting for me. When I returned to her bed, I would⁠—

      There was movement behind needled branches. I froze. This wasn’t where Logan and I usually met. There was no scent of wolves or tigers. There was no scent of anyone but Logan.

      I smiled. My apprentice was trying to catch me off-guard. The game was on.

      A twig snapped fifty feet to my left, followed by a flash of brown fur. His attempt to circle behind me was futile. I spun on my heel and ran ahead of the grizzly’s path.

      “I see you, Logan,” I yelled, slamming my boots to the forest floor.

      He said nothing, offering me no further proof of his position. Smart. But it didn’t matter. Ahead of Logan, I stopped by a tall trunk between two wide, soft ferns. He should have been only a few feet to my right, but he wasn’t. Scanning through piney branches, into the dark forest, I listened. Panting breath—he had changed directions, widening his circle as I chased after him. Then he charged.

      It was a formidable sight. Logan’s head bobbed up and down with his body as he bounded straight for me, his ears tilted to the sides, and his sharp teeth showed. One swipe of his paw was enough to take down an elk. One snap of his jaw could crush the bones in a man’s arm. If I hadn’t recognized the grizzly as my apprentice, I would have shifted without hesitation.

      “Not up for a fight, old man?” Logan growled in a tongue that only another shifter would understand. Just before he reached me, he changed directions.

      “I’m ready.”

      “Aren’t you going to shift?” Logan asked, circling my position. “It’s not much of a fight if you don’t shift.”

      “We’ll see,” I replied, and waved for him to make his move.

      “When you’re crying later, don’t say I didn’t warn you.” Logan laughed, then raised his claw up over my head.

      I sidestepped, and Logan’s paws pounded the ground where I had been standing a moment before. A thud accompanied the impact that left a small crater in the dirt beneath.

      Logan turned and swiped again, but not before I moved behind him. He was fast, agile for his size. Looking for an advantage, I found a dead limb dangling on a nearby pine. Weaving between ferns, I grabbed the limb and twisted, snapping the dead wood from the tree. I could hear Logan’s breathing, the way his footing scrambled as he tried to catch me. My advantage was only in my experience—training that separated me from those I had taken down. Every fight offered a lesson on what to do differently the next time, how to knock the other shifter out before he did the same or worse to you.

      Logan roared from behind me, and his massive, open jaw came down toward my shoulder. I turned and flicked the end of the stick into his mouth, between his teeth to the back of his throat. Six hundred pounds of ferocity and claws fell back onto his tail, gagging, spitting, and swiping his paws at his face.

      “Ugh,” Logan spat, then shifted back into a man. I smiled down at my apprentice, whose face was twisted as he dug his fingers into his mouth to remove splinters and bark. “That was a cheap trick,” he said.

      “Just be glad I went for your mouth instead of your eye,” I replied, offering him a hand up.

      “If you blind me, I’m telling Emma,” Logan laughed, then took my hand and rose to his feet.

      “It’s for a good cause,” I said.

      “I can’t see anything good about being blinded by a stick,” Logan said.

      “You can’t count on everyone to play fair. It’s better to expect that they’ll fight dirty. And chances are even if I poked your eye, you’d heal,” I said.

      “That’s not really reassuring,” Logan replied.

      I shrugged, then followed Logan as he led us back to where he had left his clothes. They were hidden away from our usual clearing, beneath the fronds of a dense fern. He was a fast learner. I couldn’t have asked for more in an apprentice.

      “Would you mind if we skip tomorrow night?” I asked. “I’d like to do something special for Emma.”

      “Sure,” Logan replied. “You can take a night off every now and then. I appreciate the time you have.”

      “I know you do,” I said. “And I’m happy to do this.”

      After my apprentice dressed, we parted ways. Logan went to his house, and after I made my preparations for the picnic, I returned to Emma’s basement apartment. Our apartment. The change in my living situation was going to take getting used to.

      As I turned the key to the door, I closed my eyes and remembered the way that we had parted—the feel of her on my lap, and the way she had swayed her hips as she had walked away. That was one change to my living situation that would come easily—sharing a bed with my mate.
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      Coarse hair tickled my neck as soft lips trailed tender kisses up my jawline. His palm slid over my side, and his fingers stretched over my belly. His skin was rough but warm, and stirred me from my sleep. A dream. It was only a dream.

      I rolled from my side, tilting my shoulders back toward his hard chest to feel his body against mine. Liam moved closer, his chiseled pecs and abs against my back, his thick legs rough on my bare thighs. His fingers circled the sensitive skin on my belly, moving slowly up under my t-shirt. Too slow. I wanted more.

      His other arm moved under my side, cradling me against him. With a thumb beneath the waistband of my panties, he tickled back and forth. I moaned, tilting my hips back into his massive erection.

      I knew any moment the alarm would go off and it would be over. I’d wake alone in a cold and empty bed. I slid my hand back over Liam’s thigh and found his body bare.

      “Emma,” he whispered in my ear.

      

      I opened my eyes. The room was dark, but I was on fire. My thighs ached, and I found Liam wrapped around me exactly as he had been in my dream. One hand teased just above where I wanted him, while the other teased too low, touching my thigh instead of my clit. He smelled like the forest, exactly like he always did. I turned to see his face, and found his dark, intense eyes.

      I grabbed his hand with mine and guided him to my aching breast.

      “I missed you,” Liam said, caressing me.

      “Show me,” I replied, grabbing his other wrist and pushing him inside of my panties.

      His mouth was on mine, while his fingers teased the bud of my breast. Finally, his forefinger reached my clit. I moaned as he worshiped my body, holding me close as he stimulated every nerve. From my lips to my toes, every inch of me responded to Liam. I was brought to life by his touch. With a flick of his wrist, he moved my panties to the side. I spread my legs for him to reach me. The tip of his cock touched my opening. Not enough.

      I tilted my hips to his, desperate to be filled by the man I loved, desperate for that connection that would bring us closer and push me over the edge. He entered slowly, stretching my tunnel to his size. It was amazing, but I wanted it all.

      “More,” I begged.

      With every inch he gave, he pulled away, then thrust again deeper until I was so full I could hardly breathe. We were one, as close as two people could be. Liam moved his hips to mine, and I pressed back into him in a rhythm that built an intense pleasure in my middle. The deep, feral sounds that escaped him excited me, a testament to the basic need that only I filled for him. I never felt better than I did when Liam was inside of me.

      Just a little more. We just needed a little more…

      One final thrust, and pleasure washed over me. My body tightened around his cock, squeezing him within me. Weak, sweaty, and pleasantly relaxed, aftershocks continued as I sank back onto my mate.

      Liam remained inside of me, but stopped his movements while I recovered.

      “Did you?” I asked, between ragged breaths, then turned my head to see Liam’s face.

      “Not yet,” Liam replied, his eyes dark and intense. I pulled off of him and turned to get a better look.

      “More?” I asked, unsure how I could manage another ounce of energy.

      “I’ve been waiting all night,” Liam said, voice deep. “I need my mate.” I looked down at his giant erection.

      “Here I am,” I said with a smile.

      Liam adjusted the pillows against the headboard and sat up, comforter discarded by his side. I watched, waiting for him to tell me what he wanted. It was impossible to resist him, nor did I want to. He was huge and perfect, a massive wall of muscle, with a sexy beard and a small smile that he shared only with me. The sweat on his chest glistened in the moonlight let in through the sheer curtain of the small window. The sight of him was enticing, a mixture of bodybuilder and bad boy, sex god and man.

      “Come,” he said and curved his finger at me, beckoning me onto his lap.

      I crawled over to his side on hands and knees, my muscles weak from my climax. Liam grabbed me around the ribs and lifted me like I weighed nothing. I felt small and feminine in his massive hands, and I spread my legs over his as he slid me down onto his lap, onto his giant cock. I gasped as my hips settled down, the fullness of him overwhelming my raw nerves. His cock was somehow bigger like this, or maybe he was just more excited—either way it was both too much and blissfully perfect at the same time.

      I rested my hands on his shoulders, propping my body up. “I’m exhausted,” I said, enjoying the way he felt, and content to settle on his chest just like this for the rest of the night.

      “I’ve got you,” Liam said, and lifted my hips up, easily sliding me up and down his length. It didn’t matter how tired I was; Liam was in total control of my body. It was so good, too good. Faster and harder he moved me, my clit rubbing against him as he filled me. I wasn’t going to last long.

      “Liam,” I screamed, surprised by the intensity as he slammed me down to his base.

      His hot climax filled me as I tightened around him. He moved me through my exhaustion, through the pulsing of my tunnel, until we had both finished.

      I laid my head against Liam’s chest, hot and wet with sweat, and he wrapped his arms around me. Nothing else mattered when he held me like that, there was no time beyond that moment. No thoughts beyond the feeling of his arms around me, his body entwined with mine.

      “I love you,” I whispered, unable to hold my eyes open another moment.

      The last thing I heard as sleep took over was Liam’s voice. “I love you too, Emma.”
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      The pitter-patter sound of the shower drew me from the sheets of Emma’s double bed. Our bed. It wasn’t a lot of space for the two of us to sleep, but I preferred her softness and warmth against me.

      The morning air was cool on my naked skin; the basement floor was even colder. A gray, short-fiber carpet covered the cement floor, with little or no padding between the two. I was a firm believer that floors were meant to give in to the feet that walked upon them, in the same way that the dirt moved in response to the weight of my paws.

      Emma’s space was simple and clean, which spoke of her character. She knew exactly what she wanted and how she liked her life. She wasn’t frivolous—she was the type of woman who preferred a meaningful evening to a piece of jewelry. It was one of the many things I respected and loved about her.

      I followed the sound of rain to the little bathroom, where I could see my mate’s form through the shower curtain. The small space was warm and humid, pleasant compared to the chill in the rest of the apartment. Emma’s hands ran through her hair. She arched her back, highlighting the shape of her round, pert breasts. They were the perfect fit for my palms, and the silhouette was enough to stir my desire to taste them. A soft, feminine noise came from my mate as she massaged her scalp, a cheerful hum. It wasn’t far from the moans she made when I was inside of her. I shut the door, and my cock was hard in anticipation of seeing her even before I peeked behind the curtain.

      “Good morning,” Emma said with a wide smile.

      “Hi,” I replied, taking a moment to appreciate the view. Her hair was slicked back from her face. Droplets of water ran down her cheeks, her shoulders, over her breasts, down her hips and thighs. She was a beautiful sight.

      “I don’t think I’m ready for that,” Emma said, pointing down to the evidence of her effect on me.

      I smiled back at her and stepped into the shower.

      “I’m serious, mister,” Emma said, though the scent of her desire filled my lungs. Her voice wavered with uncertainty, and she made no effort to cover herself. “My legs are still weak from last night.”

      “Just a shower,” I agreed, stepping closer. I could control myself if that was truly her wish, and if it wasn’t her wish, she needed to tell me.

      Hot water trickled between my shoulder blades, and I breathed in Emma—the rosy scent of her soap, the sweetness that was naturally her, and me. My scent was still all over her, exactly the way I liked it. Resting my hands on the flare of her hips, I kissed the tip of her tiny nose.

      Emma giggled and rubbed her
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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.



