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      Two blazing suns shine high overhead, their heat warming my scales as I stare out across the striated sands. We hunt for Bivo, the large animal that will feed my treasure's people for days.

      "Dude, I don't know what you're thinking. Everybody knows Tennant was the best doctor," Cecil says.

      The irritating human male's voice breaks my concentration and I let slide back the second protective lids of my eyes and turn.

      "You're insane," Bryce replies, rolling his eyes. "Baker's the best, period."

      "Oh my God!" Cecil's voice rises to a high, scratchy sound that makes my scales itch. "I don't understand the fascination people have with the original series. The acting is flat and the special effects are terrible."

      "How can you not understand that's part of the magic?"

      "Magic? That's what that was? I thought it was a bunch of set guys throwing on old tires and other pieces of junk and calling them monsters!" Cecil says, laughing.

      "Do you two ever shut up?" Lana asks, looking over her shoulder at them.

      She holds the staff I gave her against her shoulder, like I showed her, her eyes flashing brilliantly. My cock stiffens as desire stirs. She's beautiful. My treasure has the lushest of soft curves and dark, beautiful fur on her head. She has yet to realize we are meant to be mates but one day I will claim her.

      The two human males look at each other, smile, then return their gazes to Lana.

      "No," they say in unison, then laugh.

      "I could really learn to hate you," she mutters, turning away.

      Bryce punches Cecil in the arm. Cecil grabs his arm rubbing it, glaring at Bryce.

      "What was that for?" he asks.

      "She was talking to you dumb ass," Bryce says.

      "No way, she totally meant you."

      "I was talking about both of you," Lana tosses over her shoulder without bothering to turn around.

      She and I lead the way further into the vast, red desert. The chatter behind us continues as the two young human males continue their mindless banter.

      "Look at her ass," Cecil says.

      "What I would do to that," Bryce says.

      "Nothing," Cecil laughs. "You couldn't get it up."

      Lana sighs and shakes her head. She glances over and I shrug. I do not like the scent of their desire for her, it takes an effort of will to keep back the bijass, that primal and possessive rage waiting to consume any male Zmaj.

      "Why did we agree to let them come along?" she asks.

      "Gershom insisted," I answer.

      "Can't stand him either," she says.

      I say nothing to that because I can't disagree. I've never known somebody as off putting as Gershom. He's a hateful human, filled with anger and an obvious drive for power. The chatter of the other two grows distant as Lana and I outpace them. I like being out here. I feel at home. I don't have a place in Drakonov, Ladon's city. The other Zmaj have their mates. If we had a proper society still, there would be dozens of other males like me, unmated, and they would be my companions. But there are no others like me. I am alone and I do not belong.

      I spread my wings, shrugging downward for lift so it is easier to get to the top of the dune we are climbing. My tail shifts side to side as I crouch down and close my outer lids so I can see further into the distance. My scales tingle as Lana crouches next to me and my prime penis hardens with her nearness, demanding I claim her as my treasure. Ignoring it, I scan the horizon.

      "What do you see?" she asks.

      "There," I say, pointing.

      "Damn, I can't see it yet," she says, gritting her teeth.

      "Bivo," I say. "Large herd, might be ten to fifteen."

      "One of them could feed us for a few days," she says.

      I nod. Food is our number one problem. Too many of the survivors of the human ship that crashed here are incapable. They can't hunt. They couldn't survive without the handful of us that make everything go right. The supplies they brought with them are dwindling, but Lana is different. Since we first organized these hunting parties she's thrown herself into them with enthusiasm. My treasure is eager to learn and I admire her, doing my best to aid her efforts.

      "Yeah," I agree.

      "Shit," she says, looking over her shoulder. "What are those two idiots getting into now?"

      I follow her gaze and see that the two of them are approaching a small cluster of plants. "They should stay away from that."

      Lana rises to her feet. "Hey!" she yells. "You two, Beavis and Butthead, get away from that."

      I follow along behind her, ready to help, but more interested in letting them learn a lesson the hard way. Cecil looks over his shoulder and grins, waving her off.

      "It's all good," he says, motioning with the knife in his hand.

      It's a selagi they're approaching. Like most life on Tajss it's dangerous, but less than many other things. It will not kill the humans but maybe it'll wake them up. Bryce crouches down, reaching out for one of the dried, brown leaves. The selagi appears to looks desiccated but that's part of its disguise. As soon as Bryce touches it, he cries out in pain and surprise. He tries to jump back but the selagi stalk wraps around his arm, holding him in place. The brown, desiccated looking leaves take on a reddish tint as the plant releases its poison onto the skin.

      "Holy shit! Help!" Bryce cries.

      "Shit man," Cecil says, rushing forward.

      Lana looks at me and I shrug. She shakes her head, then sighs. "Damn it."

      Holding her staff at the ready she rushes forward and stops just outside the range of the selagi. She swings her bow staff around and slams it down in the middle of the plant. It retreats, pulling down into the loose sand and letting Bryce go. Bryce stumbles backwards and falls onto his ass. Cecil grabs him under his arms and pulls him further away.

      Lana stalks towards them, still holding her staff at the ready. I hope she's about to crack one of them over the head with it. I doubt it will make any difference with them but it would make me feel better.

      "What were you two idiots thinking?"

      "It looked like we could smoke it," Cecil says.

      "Are you kidding me?" Lana asks in utter disbelief.

      "Sure?" Bryce says, shrugging.

      "Everything out here is trying to kill you and all you two want is to get high," Lana says.

      "What does 'get high' mean?" I ask.

      "It means these two morons want to get into an herbal induced euphoria," Lana responds.

      "Ah, they would need koren root for that."

      Both human males stare at me with open mouths. "Where do we get that?" Cecil asks.

      Lana throws up her hands, "Why on earth do you even want it!"

      "You have a little smoke, everybody relaxes, and then things are just easier," Bryce shrugs.

      "Yeah, hell, she might even put out if she had a little smoke," Cecil says.

      "There's not enough smoke in the world for me to put out for you two," Lana retorts. "We're out here to do a job, do you remember that? You know, feed the survivors. The ones who are counting on us back in the city?"

      "Yeah, sure," Bryce says.

      "Damn, what a party pooper," Cecil says.

      "I swear, if you to do that again I'll crack you over the head myself," Lana says.

      "Okay, we get it," Bryce says as Lana walks away.

      "No wonder she was a Vagrant," Cecil says under his breath.

      Lana stops, straightening, and her grip on the staff tightens. I can see the tension in her shoulders. She turns and looks at the two humans sitting on the sand.

      "What did you say?" she asks, emphasizing each word.

      "What?" Cecil asks. "It's not like everyone doesn't know."

      Emotions race across her face and moisture forms at the corners of her eyes. She grits her teeth, shakes her head, then turns her back on them. A tightness grips my chest, making it hard to get a deep breath. I know not what they speak of but I would hurt them for wounding my treasure.

      "We're supposed to be hunting," she says, walking away.

      I move closer. My stomach churns with a conflict of emotions. The human males look up at me, their eyes widening in fear.

      "Hey, hey," Cecil says, holding his hands up and making a pushing motion towards me.

      "We don't mean anything," Bryce says.

      I shake my head and turn away. They are not worth it. Breaking into a jog I catch up with Lana. "Are you okay?"

      "I'm fine," she says, shrugging her shoulders.

      I nod, understanding that she may not be fine but she doesn't want to talk about it right now. Sometimes all you can do is be there for someone. I find it nice to have someone to be there for. I've spent so much time alone in the desert. I love the way her hair bounces off her shoulders as she walks. Her mind is as sharp as her beauty. We've been hunting together for a month now and she's learning fast. I'm impressed. There is a determination and strength to her I don't see in the other humans.

      After a short silence, she mutters, "I'm amazed those two are still alive."

      "How much longer do we have to be out here?" Bryce asks, trailing along behind us.

      "Until we get food," Lana says.

      At least these two aren't part of Gershom's faction. I haven't lived with the humans for long but that one I can't stand. He's dangerous. If Bryce and Cecil were part of his group, they wouldn't be speaking Zmaj. His 'human first' mentality would prevent it.

      The suns overhead beat down, casting an angry red glow across the sand. Lana stops and opens her water bottle, taking a long drink then she pours some of the water over her head. "Damn, it's hot."

      "It's not that bad," I reply.

      "Of course it's not for you," she says. "Big, sexy, and covered in those beautiful scales. Your body is made for this. Mine is doing its best just to live."

      Her body draws my attention in. What I wouldn't give to explore those luscious curves. Her anatomy is fascinating. So different from what I remember of Zmaj females.

      "You think so?" I ask. She called me sexy. I know this human term for desirable.

      "Think what?" Lana asks.

      "Nothing," I say, feeling embarrassed.

      She flashes a smile that makes me want her even more. I'm about to say something when the low cooing of the bivo sounds ahead. Lana and I exchange a quick glance.

      "I'm so ready for this," she says, her enthusiasm shining.

      "Remember, be careful," I reply.

      "Why did we stop?" Cecil asks, coming up from behind.

      Lana puts a finger on her full, sensuous lips, then walks the short distance to the top of the dune. At the base below is a herd of twelve bivo. The Alpha stands apart, watching his herd. The wind blows against us, keeping them from picking up our scent.

      "Oh, shit," Bryce says, joining us at the ridge.

      I take my lochaber off my back. Lana moves her staff to the ready.

      "So, uh, how are we doing this?" Cecil asks.

      Lana glances in my direction and I see the uncertainty in her eyes. She's been learning fast but practice with a weapon is a far cry from using it.

      "You too," I say, pointing at Bryce and Cecil. "I want you both to go down the dune on that side. Do not approach the bivo. Just make sure they see you."

      "And what happens then?" Bryce asks.

      "You'll have the Alpha's attention," I grin.

      "Um, isn't that going to be… bad?" Cecil asks.

      "Depends," I say, shrugging. "How fast can you run?"

      Lana snorts as the two boys' faces turn pale.

      "Yeah we're not doing that," Bryce says.

      "Don't you to get it?" Lana asks. "He's messing with you."

      I smile, glad she picked up on it even if they didn't.

      "I totally knew," Cecil says.

      "You're a liar," Bryce replies.

      "Enough," I say before they can degenerate into further arguing. "Bivo scare easy. We should be able to take down two or three of them before the herd runs."

      "Yeah but how do we take them out?" Cecil asks.

      "In all seriousness," I say, "I want the two of you to distract the Alpha."

      "How do we do that?" Bryce asks.

      "Pretty much what I said. The key is to not be threatening."

      "Okay," Cecil says. "Don't be threatening, right, got it."

      I detail out what I want them to do until I'm sure they've got it. Now it's just a matter of executing my plan. Lana kneels beside me while we wait for the boys to get into position.

      I like having her here with me. She's comfortable in my space, like she belongs.

      When I first arrived at Drakonov, I fought with Shidan over Amara. He and Amara are together now and that's good. I'm happy for them, I don't see it as a loss. I was in the grip of bijass then, that primal instinct which dwells within every Zmaj male. Amara was never the right one for me. I only fought for her so the other male couldn't have her. Later, when I first saw Lana, I knew. She's the one. Now I have to wait for her to figure it out.

      Cecil and Bryce walked out into the view of the bivo Alpha. While his herd continues routing in the red sand for roots and food, the Alpha turns his attention. Lana's breathing speeds up. She tightens her grip on her staff, preparing.

      The two boys push and shove each other then stumble out into the open. Cecil curses Bryce and the Alpha reacts to the commotion. Lana and I watch, waiting for the right moment. Cecil and Bryce look at each other, say something I can't hear, then shrug. They're staring at the bivo herd as they move sideways further out into the open.

      Rising, I move forward with my lochaber at the ready. Lana moves alongside me. We creep forward, keeping an eye on the Alpha. The danger with bivo is twofold. A stampede is the first concern. Even the smallest bivo here is two to three times my weight, a herd of them running full speed would trample the four of us.

      The main concern, however, is the Alpha. Bivo are herd animals, not smart or aware of their surroundings. They survive by breeding fast and often, birthing more than the predators that feed on them can eat. Only the Alpha of a herd is a fighter.

      He stands out with his long, curled horns which end in sharp points that protrude from either side of his head. The horns are deadly and the animal will be skilled in their use. My intention is to get close enough to the herd to kill two, maybe three, before the Alpha is aware, then cause a stampede.

      Once the herd is running he'll go along with them, leaving us with our prize of meat. I've done this hundreds of times before but always for a single bivo. Attempting more will be a challenge. We have to kill them fast before they raise an alarm.

      Hot breath of a beast blasts across me as we get close enough to do our job. It looks at us with large, empty black eyes before putting its head back down to root in the sand.

      "Awww," Lana says.

      I move beside it, place the blade of my lochaber along its throat, then pull across in a single motion. Hot blood sprays across my hands, spilling onto the sand.

      "Ugh!" Lana cries out and all the bivo stop, raising their large heads to look.

      A loud snort, a stomp that breaks through the low sounds of the moving herd, and I know we're in trouble. Lana, eyes wide and face covered in blood spray, shakes her head side to side.

      "SHIT!" Cecil screams. "RUN!"

      I whirl my lochaber over my head and jump in front of Lana. The Alpha is charging through the herd, pushing them aside as he bears down on us.

      "Run Lana," I hiss. "Run now!"

      She doesn't move, damn it. What is wrong with her?

      The Alpha is too close. There's no time. I can't dodge to one side and strike at it, that would leave Lana exposed. Whirling around, I knock her feet out from under her with my tail and catch her in my arms as I turn. Keeping the motion going I drop to the ground encircling her with my body to protect her as I roll us out of the path of the charging Alpha.

      The thunder of its broad hooves causes the sand to dance as it passes. I keep rolling until the momentum won't carry us any further up the dune. Coming to a stop with her underneath me, I look for the Alpha.

      It's staring up the dune, pawing at the ground, not ready to give up yet. A glint of steel shines from behind it, my lochaber where I had to let it go to save Lana.

      A dozen options race through my mind and I discard each. I rise to a crouch and keep Lana behind me. The Alpha and I stare into each other's eyes. There is dim intelligence to the beast. I spread my wings, lean forward, and hiss. The Alpha stomps the ground, snorts, then shakes his head side to side. I slap the sand in front of me, flap my wings, and hiss louder.

      The Alpha and I stare at each other. A contest of wills. I flap my wings and rise to my full height. Throwing my arms wide, I roar and stomp the ground with my foot. The Alpha takes a step back so I take one forward. I continue to flap my wings, my tail shifting side to side, as I stalk forward. I lean into my stride, making myself as threatening as possible. I hiss then follow it with a roar. The Alpha continues to retreat. The herd around him lows, uncertain, the Alpha isn't supposed to retreat. He shakes his head side to side, lowering his horns down until they're scraping the sand. I stop advancing, waiting. The Alpha turns and runs. The herd falls in behind, leaving us alone.

      "I'm sorry," Lana says, her soft touch on my shoulder.

      "It's fine," I say. "At least we got one."

      "One won't feed us for long," she says, shaking her head.

      "Let tomorrow's problem be tomorrow's problem."

      "Damn," Bryce says as the two boys approach. "That was the most amazing thing I've ever seen."

      "You're like, super bad ass," Cecil adds.

      "It was impressive," Lana agrees.

      Warm heat surges through my cock at her words. My cheeks burn. I shrug and smile, trying to down play it. "It was nothing."

      "It was a hell of a lot more than nothing," Lana says. "I guess you're my hero now."

      My hearts skip a beat. She touches my chest and my scales flush hot. Her warm brown eyes draw me closer. I lean in, unsure of what I'm doing. Her full lips part and the wild desire to see what the human mouth mating is like consumes me. We're close, so close, I can claim what I want.

      She laughs and shakes her head, breaking the moment. My treasure steps away as the world spins around. Strange how I feel crushed. I doubt it would feel worse if the bivo had run me over.

      "So how do we get this thing home?" Lana asks.

      Inhaling deeply, I roll my shoulders then set about preparing the kill for travel.
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      We're back from the hunt and I'm tired but I don't want to be alone so I'm hanging out with the paired up couples and some other girls. I like getting to see people actually happy and the new little baby is the most adorbs thing ever.

      "There is no way in hell I'm doing that," Amara states, breaking into my thoughts.

      "You won't have a choice," Calista replies.

      "How can you not want this?" Jolie says from her position, propped up in the makeshift bed of furs Sverre built. This little group has commandeered the lower floor of the 'command' building that's just off the city center fountain. "It's wonderful."

      "What is wonderful, my love?" Sverre asks as he walks up and hands her a waterskin.

      "You are," she says, rising and puckering her lips.

      Sverre leans in and takes her kiss. She seems so happy, even if she is as big as a house. Jolie is in the last stages of her pregnancy and has had to be on bed rest for the last two weeks.

      "Because I like doing things for myself?" Amara says. "What is wrong with that? I don't need nobody to wait on me hand and foot. Besides, I have work to do."

      "Well I like it," Jolie says. "It makes me feel like a princess."

      "You are my treasure," Sverre says.

      "All right you two," Mei says. "Get a room already."

      Everyone laughs.

      "Why is being stuck in bed and treated like an invalid necessary?" Amara asks.

      Our resident nerds, Calista and Jolie, exchange a glance. Calista clears her throat, takes a drink of water, then schools her face into her best lecture giving pose. "We're built for nine months of pregnancy, more or less," Calista says. "But the Zmaj have much bigger bodies than humans."

      "Well that much is obvious," Amara says.

      I find myself jealous of Amara. She's so blunt and brash. It's not so much that I want to be like that but her attitude, the certainty of herself and that she belongs. I've never had that. Somehow I got lucky enough to be friends with this group. They accept me as I am, without question, even with my background on the ship.

      "Well basic biology tells us that the bigger the body the longer the gestation," Calista continues. "You're carrying a hybrid, Zmaj and human, so the pregnancy will take longer. I was pregnant for thirteen months and Jolie is already past that. After the nine or ten that our bodies are used to, it starts to really strain and we have to stay rested and off our feet. I learned that the hard way."

      "Well that make sense," Mei says.

      "I don't care if it makes sense," Amara grouses. "I have a lot to do and can't lie around for months."

      "Or more, but I don't see where you have a choice," Calista says.

      "This sucks," Amara says.

      "Maybe it won't be so bad," Shidan, Amara's mate, adds while rubbing her back.

      I can tell by the huge smile on his face that he's excited by the idea. I don't know what he sees in Amara. She's strong, independent, and also abrasive as hell. He loves her though, that much is obvious.

      "Wouldn't it be nice if we had music?" Inga asks.

      "Yes it would wouldn't it?" Jolie adds.

      The easy buzz of conversation fills the room. Everyone is having a good time. I find a place to relax and sit and enjoy the atmosphere. The others may take it for granted, having friends, people who care about you, but I don't. I value it and am grateful to be a part of this group.

      "Did you see that?" Mei asks.

      "What?" Jolie asks, shifting her position on the bed to follow Mei's gaze.

      "Illadon, he rolled over!" Mei says.

      Conversation stops as everyone looks. Illadon is in the middle of the floor staring back at everyone with wide eyes from his position on his tiny, scaled belly. He smiles then flutters his wings. My heart melts as the sound of oohs and ahhs fill the room. Illadon is cute, too cute for words.

      Calista walks over to her baby and kneels. Ladon looks on, beaming with pride, his large arms crossed over his chest. Everyone waits for a repeat performance. The only sound is the swish of Illadon's tiny tail on the carpet. He flutters his wings again then holds his hands up towards his mother.

      "Are you going to roll over?" Calista asks the child.

      Illadon giggles.

      "Here, let me help you," his mother says.

      She takes Illadon and gently rolls him back to his back. His chunky legs wobble back and forth as he struggles to get back on his stomach. A look of intense concentration comes over his face. The way his little brow furrows causes his scales to catch the light, forming a rainbow of color. He looks up at his mother.

      "Come on baby," Calista encourages him.

      I'm holding my breath without realizing it. Everyone is waiting, it's a special moment, and we're about to share it together. Illadon grunts, then hisses, then he's on his side. Excitement wells up inside me until I'm sure I will burst. Inside I'm cheering him on.

      "Come on son," Ladon says, his voice filled with pride.

      Illadon's wings push against the floor. His tiny tongue darts out between his lips then his arm is underneath him and smoothly rolls back to his belly. He pushes himself up with his hands and beams.

      The room explodes with applause. Illadon looks startled, unsure of what all the commotion is about. He frowns and for a moment he's scared then I see his eyes lock with his dad and he grins. It's obvious he loves being the center of attention.

      "Good job baby," Calista says.

      Illadon returns to playing with the makeshift toys everyone has found for him. Calista rises and turns back to Amara. "Anyway, Amara, bed rest is the only answer."

      "Yet another reason this place sucks," Amara says.

      The Zmaj males glance at each other.

      "But you have me," Shidan says, trying to lighten the mood.

      "That I do," Amara agrees, sighing. "It doesn't mean I don't wish the rest of the planet didn't suck so hard."

      "Welcome to Vulcan," Calista says, shrugging.

      "It's Gallifrey!" Jolie shouts from her bed.

      "You're both wrong, it's hell," Amara says. "The only good thing is, I've been a really bad girl."

      Amara grins at Shidan and pulls him into a passionate kiss. Only then do I notice Astarot stands apart from the group. I doubt the others even see him. Maybe it's just one outcast recognizing another. He watches, listens, but doesn't take part. There's a small ache in my chest when I look at him.

      "Anyone know where Rosalind is?" Mei asks.

      "I told the Lady General we were getting together," Inga replies. "She said she might stop by."

      I'm drawn to Astarot. An emptiness surrounds him. He smiles, nods, the other men talk, but he remains separate.

      Inga sits down next to me. "Are you okay?" she asks.

      Startled I glance over. "What do you mean?"

      Inga shrugs. "Nothing, I guess. I mean…"

      The way she trails pulls my attention. "What Inga?" I ask, keeping my voice soft.

      The buzz of conversation continues. This is life, life as we know it now. People are adjusting to our new circumstances. No more bars, no more restaurants for
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with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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