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            A QUICK UPDATE! PLEASE READ!

          

        

      

    

    
      Thanks y’all for picking this book up! For a long time my sister and I were considering giving up this penname for good. In 2022 we started writing Fantasy Romance and the love there was instantly felt and LOUD.

      

      Then we started writing under a new secret penname, another success for us since the genre is so loud and praising. We thought, we don’t really need to keep pursuing G.L. projects. But earlier this year we discussed rebranding the types of stories we wrote under G.L. Before it was a bit hectic, and we only wrote the kind of stories that came to us, no matter the sub-genre.

      

      Now we’re excited to announce we’ll be returning to writing under our first penname again, but with a few changes and some minor workings.

      

      One of the things we’re ashamed to admit that for the longest our surname Tomas, should have actually been Tomás. That little accent gives it a whole new pronunciation. Instead of sounding like the English Thomas, it’s pronounced like Toe-mas(mas rhymes with the cos in cosplay).

      

      You might ask, why were we spelling it wrong all this time? Simple! We realize that most of our readership is African American and we hated the thought of confusing people. But we decided if we were going to commit to writing under this name again, it was going to be living our truth. As we shift things around, all of our covers are getting makeovers to reflect this and we decided that with this penname our main focus is going to be kinky Romcoms!

      

      Why Kinky romcoms? Well because we write a lot of dark stuff under our other pen names and wanted a place where we wrote all things fluffy and light. But you can’t pick up a romance from us without steam and a huge emphasis on kinky couples. Guinevere and I are nerds in real life and we wanted to dedicate a name to the kind of geeks we are. You’ll still get the diverse heroines and heroes but our goal is to be more inclusive with body type and disability.

      

      With that being said, our Romcoms perform better wide(no KU exclusive) so we’ve decided that our new releases will be widely available on all platforms(including libraries and Everand, yay!) So we hope you take this journey with us! Our dark stuff may move eventually wide but since they do so well, we’ll always release first in KU and move them after 1-2 KU terms, so that folks in KU get a chance to read them.

      

      Oh and there’s one last thing, if you’ve ever signed up for our G.L. Tomás updates, we’re rebuilding our Newsletter list. That means if you were ever signed up before, we lost that list so to keep tabs on our new releases and musings, signing up for our new mailing list is the easiest way to learn when a G.L. book is going to drop. We’re super sorry for this inconvenience, it’s just for years we considered no longer writing there, so when our subscription was up, we lost that list! Bummer, right? That’s why we’re listing the link in all our our older books, as well as the new ones we drop! If you want to stay updated, consider signing up! Here’s the link

      

      Again, we want to thank you for sticking with us, with our contemporary works as well as our fantasy romances! Your never ending support is what keeps authors like us from quitting(believe me, we’ve thought about it more than once) So again, we thank you!

      

      Guinevere y Libertad
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        -Moderate recreational drug use

        -Casual, explicit sex scenes

        -Mentions of cancer, MC experiencing effects of chemo

        -MC who has biphobic parent

        -MC who deals with parental neglect

        -MC who deals with microaggressions(anti-blackness)

        -Mentions of death of a family member

        -MC who experiences internalized fatphobia

      

        

      
        F*THS ends on a cliffhanger ending and concludes with Friends That Still…

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Asher

      “I’m about to wipe the floor with your ass.”

      More balls on the pool table meant more options for a perfectly planned-out strategy. I was going to make Reggie regret all those cheap beginner shots.

      I studied where the cue ball might go with each simple move, but the harder one to pocket left me in a better position. Keeping my attention open gave me a better chance at nailing the next shot, something I was counting on.

      “Seriously…hurry the fuck up, Asher.”

      I snickered, hunched over to catch his reaction. Of course Reggie was anxious. He was a few moves from losing.

      “You’re lucky we’re not playing for money. By now you’d be broke.”

      Reggie had scratched his last move, which allowed me to move the ball freely to my advantage. It was about to get ugly quick.

      “Game, punk,” I taunted.

      Reggie and I worked together. Not saying we were best friends or anything, but we were boys. Mostly we smoked together, but when one of us was trying to get into something, no doubt I was the first he’d ask or vice versa. In Miami, there was always something to get into. Unfortunately, tonight wasn’t one of those nights.

      “Watch that next game. I’m coming for you.” Reggie said. I doubled over, unable to control the laughter. It wasn’t that funny, but it messed with his game, and I wasn’t loyal. It was an average off-day, looking for stuff to do, with no money to do it.

      Besides shooting hoops, playing pool, or club hopping, there wasn’t much else to do when you were broke until payday. Unless you counted getting high and video games.

      “I’m tired of whooping your ass. I need a minute to reflect,” I said. I was so bored out of my mind that everything in the room seemed to grab my attention but the table.

      During the week, not that many people showed up around here, unlike the weekend, when you could have your pick of any type of person you wanted. Not that I was looking to hook up, but I never passed up an opportunity. Parties were easiest, clubs next, but you could never sleep on raves. Here? The options were fucking slim.

      “I have to go to the bathroom,” Reggie said as he laid his stick down on the table.

      A smirk cracked at the side of my lip ring. “All right, honey, don’t fall in.”

      Reggie laughed it off, followed by “Fuck you, I’ll be back” as he left to hit the bathroom. It was almost nine-thirty, and this place was damn near empty with exceptions of a few regulars and couples who were already out on dates. As soon as Reggie got back, I planned on suggesting somewhere more hype, or at least a place where the music was better. But the moment I turned around, I saw more than enough reason to stay put for a little while longer. From a distance, she was cute, but most girls looked cute far away. It was obvious from the way she flung her hands around that the guy sitting next to her brought her to a point of frustration. Even I could tell she wasn’t interested, but judging by his grin, the guy wasn’t catching the hint. Reggie got back, and an instant rush of conviction surged through me, all-in for that next game. I didn’t care if it was only for a second, I wanted to get a glimpse of her up close.

      “Down for another game? Or are you good?”

      Reggie shook his head, smiling, so my wins had clearly gotten to him. He gathered the balls from the pockets, racking them in the middle of the table. Stealing a glance back in her direction, I tried to play cool as I noticed her approaching. For a second, I thought she was coming up to me, but as soon as she was close enough, she grabbed Reggie’s arm.

      “You should act like you’re with me. Dude at the bar can’t catch a clue.” The two knew each other—why didn’t that surprise me? My brows shot up when he kissed her, so seeing as how she didn’t hit him, she could’ve been his girl.

      “Damn, are you going to introduce me?” I asked as they both laughed. Reggie put his around her, devouring her short frame.

      “Ash, this is Teddy. Teddy, Ash.” Teddy reached for my hand to shake. The view from here answered all my questions. There was no doubt about it—girl was bad…as…fuck. Not model-thin, but carried her weight well. Miami made good on its hot weather, having all the girls in crop tops most of the year. Her skin tone was a deep brown, with the most gorgeous dark eyes I’d seen all week, and the way she switched from English to Spanish hinted at Caribbean heritage. She was Black. She could’ve been Cuban or Dominican or even Haitian if she just knew Spanish just from around the way.

      “Hey, what’s up? Sorry to break up your little date, but the dude at the bar was looking for someone stupid. I had to get out of there.”

      From the way she carried herself, she was used to the attention. No girl looked that good and didn't know it. “So…is this your girl?” A question I assumed had an easy answer. Teddy brought her hand to her mouth, hiding a laugh. Reggie on the other hand? If a person can burn a hole through flesh from a stare alone, Reg was attempting to now.

      “No, we’re just friends,” Teddy said.

      I balanced the pool stick behind my neck, between my shoulders. “Sorry for asking.”

      Teddy pulled up a chair not far from the table and sat across from us, laying her jacket on the back of it.

      “So what you two getting into? I wanted a shot, and it is well-needed after that quimbao at the bar. You guys down?”

      “No, Teddy, not everyone has money to blow,” Reggie said.

      “What if I bought the first round?” she asked with a wicked smile. Reggie wasn’t about to speak for me. I was ready to get wasted.

      “I don’t turn down opportunities to get fucked up. Count me in.”

      Reggie shrugged, peer pressure altering his decision. “I mean, I guess. If you’re buying.”

      Teddy jumped out her chair, with a smile that never faltered, surely counting on one of us caving in. “I’ll be right back.”

      When Teddy left for the bar, it was hard not to notice what she was working with. “Damn. What is she eating to be shaped like that?” I dragged under a breath.

      Reggie was suddenly in a sour mood. “Ash, shut up.”

      “My bad. She’s gorgeous. Assumed that was all you.”

      Reggie scratched the back of his head and spoke lower under the music of the jukebox. “I am, but it isn’t like… I’ll explain later,” Reggie grunted before dropping it all together. What did Reggie have to hide? Teddy seemed nice. There’d have to be a whole lot wrong with her to be on some bullshit like that.
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        * * *

      

      Teddy

      It didn’t take long to catch the attention of the bartender. The guy gave top priority to the ones who spoke Español, so I didn’t waste time employing the help of my parent’s mother tongue. It was a good thing I saw Reggie when I did. The loser from earlier was long gone, leaving me free to make my rounds without the nuisance of getting hit on.

      The plan wasn’t to go out tonight. I didn’t have a ton of girlfriends I could call up to accompany me in search for a spot without waiting in a line out the door just for a stab at a decently mixed drink. I’d been this close to hitting up a package store on my way home only to realize I didn’t want to drink alone. A billiards bar may not have been the most ideal place to go, but it was the closest dive to my house that served alcohol without a dress code or a twenty-dollar door fee, so imagine my surprise running into a familiar face.

      I wanted to drown in 151. Keeping things down were still a number one problem for me, but drinking sometimes helped me sleep. I was a social drinker after all, it was pure luck running into Reggie. I hadn’t seen him in weeks and was ashamed to admit I was a little sweet on him. Thank god it was just a little.

      A few hookups over the few months we’d known each other didn’t make us more than friends with benefits, and with the pressure off, I wasn’t trying to be anything more. Reggie was gorgeous, but I was worried about myself too much to be worried about a guy. Besides, we’d had a talk about being exclusive a while back, and neither one of us was ready to fold.

      Reggie was that corny kind of cool, where both Kendrick Lamar and Hootie & the Blowfish made an appearance on his playlists. When I’d first met him, I’d thought he was Afro-Cubano like me because he was trying to hit on me in Spanish. Which didn’t help, because I preferred African American guys to Afro-Latinos anyway. Don’t ask me why, but I was like that. People were always attracted to those different than them, and I was no exception. With Reggie, we had fun. There were no plans of changing that anytime soon.

      Once I considered the options, two shots apiece were way better than one. Drinking alone was not my idea of a good time, so taking shots with a group sounded like the ideal way to waste the next hour. I asked for salt and lime wedges, since taking shots was no fun without the essentials. It wasn’t until my way back when I really got a good look at the white boy that Reggie was with.

      Ash…ton? Ash…er?

      From first glance, I didn’t know what to make of him. His left arm was covered in a sleeve of tattoos, a clear observation from his grey baseball jersey. His other arm was halfway there, but it wasn’t as decorated as the other, but I took it that he just wasn’t done yet. The guy had a load of piercings, including an eye-grabbing one on his lower left lip. Not that I was looking, but if I were? I’d say it brought a lot of attention to his mouth.

      “Damn, girl, you’re trying to get hammered.”

      I chuckled before laying the shot tray on the table. Reggie and his friend were quick to devour the first shot, so I followed suit.

      “I hope you aren’t driving, Teddy,” Reggie felt the need to press before his friend took the next shot to the head. I already liked him.

      “I can handle my liquor, thank you,” I sneered. Reggie was one to talk. He was a lightweight, often getting messed up over two drinks. His friend, on the other hand, seemed like the perfect chill partner, ready for anything.

      “Damn, that 151 man. Shit burns the whole way down.” Reggie’s friend stuck out his tongue, and I noticed his tongue ring. Hmm…

      I handed Reggie his last shot, but he turned it away. “I’m not trying to get drunk, Teddy. I’m driving,” Reggie said, as his friend reached for it. I laughed and pulled it away.

      “Hey, I’ll take it if he doesn’t want it.”

      My lips curled in a devious smile. “You guys are no fun. You’re supposed to do body shots when you’re in a group. Those are unwritten rules.”

      Reggie clucked, shaking his head. “Teddy, you’re corny.”

      I pointed to the last two shots. “There’s two left. You have to do a body shot.”

      Reggie stretched out on the pool table, exposing himself, with the drink on his crotch. His friend burst out laughing.

      “Hell no, motherfucker.”

      I grabbed the shot and gestured to my chest. “If it makes it easier, you can do it on me,” I flirted.

      Now that I was closer, there was no way to ignore his friend was gorgeous. His eyes were lethal, a sort of gunmetal blue that gleamed with a little danger above that five o’clock shadow sprouting from his chiseled cheeks. Chestnut-colored strands spilled out of his scalp in a side-swept undercut, with just a few streaks of dark blonde to complete his unconventional style. He was working it, though. You didn’t see too many skater types rocking Timbs and baseball-style jerseys.

      He shook his head, laughing between me and Reggie. “I’m not trying to make shit awkward.”

      I sucked my teeth, screw face and all. “Oh, please, it’s a body shot, not a marriage proposal.”

      All he managed to do was shrug. “Okay.” If I wasn’t mistaken, Reggie was totally the jealous type, but with us? Had no reason to be. Since we’d known each other, we’d always been each other’s side flings. Maybe not the main ones, but I was surprised when he didn’t flinch at the idea of his friend taking a body shot off me. That fact only made me more curious about Asher.

      “So where you want me to start? Like…”

      I pointed to my neck as he anchored in. I burst out laughing the minute his pierced tongue licked my throat. He smiled. Did I forget to mention I was ticklish?

      “See?”

      “No. no. I’m cool, go ahead.” I giggled, arching my neck to give him a better view. If Reggie was jealous, he didn’t show it, but my heart beat faster when Asher’s tongue came in contact with my skin again.

      “Not too much salt now.”

      “You’re the boss.”

      I placed the lime wedge between my teeth, and the shot glass in the swell of my cleavage, so glad I was wearing a bomb-ass lift bra today. Of course Reggie just had to say something.

      “Teddy, you’re fucking crazy.”

      “Don’t get mad you’re a lightweight. Old one-shot-having ass.” His friend took a second to shake the salt on my neck and held his hands up defensively.

      “Now, before I reach in, you good? I’m not trying to get snuffed.”

      “Boy, shut up.”

      He laughed it off, leaning in to lick the salt from my neck for the third time. The warmth of his tongue sent sparks to the spot, while the steel of the barbell ring sent chills. He didn’t hesitate to take the shot glass, so when he leaned in for the wedge, I held onto it, his lips curling against mine. He struggled for a second, not yet willing to pull away, but as he did, the lime wedge went with him.

      Reggie hadn’t even been paying attention, busy on his phone, distracted in conversation. If he had, who’s to say he would’ve thrown a fit at the sight of me kissing his friend? Was it really a kiss? One could argue that it was just an innocent exchange during a drinking game. The moment Asher’s eyebrow cocked, assessing me with a sin-filled gaze, I knew he’d been wondering the same thing. He chucked the lime wedge from his teeth.

      “You’re cool as fuck. Trying to figure out how the hell you know Reg.” Reggie’s call didn’t last long, but I was crap at answering questions. I was more curious to know the deal between the two of them.

      “How do you two know each other?”

      “We work at the same place,” Reggie said, leaning on the table. “A job, Teddy, something you wouldn’t know anything about.”.

      Reggie never missed an opportunity to point out the fact I didn’t have a job. I was a borderline trust-fund kid, so the truth was I’d never even held a part-time job. When my parents came to the United States, they had their eyes set on living the American dream. My mom was a chemical engineer; my papi, a cardiologist. I suppose I reaped the benefits of their success. They paid for my condo, my car, and most of my bills, anything to keep the stress off me for the time being. Sometimes I think they worried too much about me. I had health issues, but I don’t know. I guess if I were a parent that went through half as much as they had, I’d worry myself to death about my child’s health, too.

      “Whatever. I’m bored. After this shot, I was going to head home and burn one, but if you two aren’t doing anything⁠—”

      “You got weed? Why didn’t you say so? Fuck sitting here!” Asher jumped in.

      Reggie didn’t rush to get up. In fact, he didn’t look thrilled to tag along. I patted the back of my bun and slipped back into my jacket. “Well?” I asked, but was it really smart to have Reggie over? Any time we met back at my place, we’d had problems keeping our clothes on. Sometimes it was all me, sometimes all him, but if it counted for anything, his friend being present would probably prevent any hook-ups from happening.

      “I can’t stay long. I have to drop Ash off and the car, but we’ll meet you at your place. Sound cool?”

      I rolled my eyes and nodded. “Don’t take too long. Otherwise I’ll have to invite some other dudes over to get faded with.”

      I waved them both goodbye when they followed me out to the parking lot. I needed to make a pit stop, but in the next few minutes, I was amped to get this party started.
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        * * *

      

      Asher

      The drive wasn’t long to her place, but Reggie got there before she did. We spent the whole car ride bullshitting about the Spurs vs the Heat, Reg hardly mentioning Teddy at all.

      “So where’d you meet homegirl?”

      Reggie grunted, rolling his wrist against the steering wheel. “It’s kind of a short story,” Reggie said, which meant I shouldn’t have asked. Reg wasn’t in the mood to talk about it, but there didn’t seem to be much to discuss. Looks aside, Teddy seemed like a really cool girl. Hell, I wish I would’ve met her first.

      “Damn, she live on the nice side of Edgewater. She bunkin’?”

      Reggie snorted, rubbing his face in a fit of laughter. “No, dumbass. Her parents? Refined, rich and Republican.” He counted off with three fingers, with that last one resulting in a grimace from me. After much debate, he claimed they were pretty liberal, if that could even co-exist with the word.  “From what she says, her parents are like doctors, engineers or some shit.”

      “Okay? So what’s the problem again?”

      Reggie clucked his teeth, facing me. “Teddy…is a handful. More trouble than it’s worth. Don’t get me wrong, she’s cool to be around…sometimes. But she’s the kind of girl who gets you fucked up over her and then she pulls the rug from under you. Weeks at a time she don’t call you. Always ready to argue. I don’t fuck with her like that. She doesn’t take anything seriously.”

      Something wasn’t adding up.

      “Let me get this straight? She’s bad. She smokes. She likes to party. And she doesn’t need money, so you don’t have to buy her anything. I’ll get back to you on that Republican thing, but outside of that, what’s the fucking problem again?”

      Reggie collapsed his weight to the back of his seat, rubbing the temples on his forehead. “You don’t know Teddy like I do. We have fun together, but she’s just not girlfriend material.”

      “Dude, this is why you’re single. Too fucking picky.”

      “I know you’re not talking.”

      “I’m not picky. You always want life-sized Barbies, with perfect bodies, perfect attitudes, coming off an assembly line. I just like someone who’s available. Doesn’t hurt when she looks like that.”

      “I know where this is going, and I’m not having this conversation again. What’s wrong with a girl who’s in shape? I can have a pre-requisites of who I stick my dick into, you know. Unlike you.”

      I scratched my cheek, resting my arm on the open window. “Well, I’m not banging chicks like that no more. I get burned too much not being careful of who I end up with. If I’m not suited up for battle, the cavalry isn’t going to war. And what you got against big girls? I know some girls that look good that just happen to not be a size six. Keep your options open, man. Open your horizons.”

      Teddy’s car pulled up in the driveway just in time to cut the conversation short. Reggie laughed it off, but seriously, he was way too picky. Now was the time to date a swarm of different kinds of people. I was twenty-two—I liked to get reckless. Far from a player, but a lot happened when you lived by one simple mantra: You only live once.

      Reggie only wanted certain girls. In other words, the girls that were boring as hell. I liked people I had to worry about. You couldn’t control heartbreak, so what was the point in trying? Besides, you know what they say. Love is never fun if the ride is dull and tame.
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        * * *

      

      Teddy

      By the time I got to my place, I was ready to be comfortable. I’d braided my long kinky hair into a milkmaid style and slipped on some flannel pajama pants and matching slippers.

      Meaningless banter and endless teasing traveled through my living room walls from all the way here in the hallway. With my bedroom door

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        A quick update! Please read!
      


      		
        Content Warnings
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        April 2nd, 2016
      


      		
        April 13th, 2016
      


      		
        April 20th, 2016
      


      		
        April 26th, 2016
      


      		
        Available Now: Friends That Still…
      


      		
        A note from the authors
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by G.L. Tomás
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by G.L. Tomás


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
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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