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      I’m Elite Escort’s shibari master—but I’m no sadist. I love sending a client flying, finding comfort in my ropes. Some view my form of play as an act of domination, but I see it as a way to offer an escape.

       

      Childhood trauma honed my intuition, making me notice what others easily miss.

       

      When a curvy sub, leashed and cowering behind a man playing Dom, visit the club I frequent, my protective instincts kick in.

       

      Faced with an opportunity to reveal to Becky what a real D/s relationship is supposed to look like, I take on the challenge. I observe more while binding her in my ropes—bruises she attempts to hide behind her lowered head and long hair.

       

      She’s a battered and broken spirit worn down by years of abuse—the same as my mom had been. I refuse to let her meet the same fate, but for the first time, it’s my hands that are tied.

       

      While I long to help Becky break free, it’s up to her to find the courage to take control—before it’s too late.

      

      *Trigger warnings: Domestic, Verbal, Sexual, & Physical Abuse (not by MMC), Violence

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Daniel

          

        

      

    

    
      My client for the night hung upright from the ring affixed to her ceiling, my ropes crossing her torso with intricate knots that had taken me over an hour to tie. I’d bent her legs back and bound her heels to her thighs with a frog tie, and her hands clasped behind her neck were also secured in place. Simple brushes of my fingertips over her pale, smooth skin had her hovering near euphoria long before I’d hefted her body into the air.

      Suspended upright, she swung gently and in silence except for her heightened breaths, the top of her head level with my chin. Her long, blonde hair hung down her back like a golden waterfall, caressing her curved spine and the globes of her bare, rounded ass.

      I stepped between her spread knees, my leather pants keeping my flaccid cock from pressing into her ass crack. The scent of expensive perfume lingered after her long day at work beneath hot cameras and her producer’s intense stare.

      “Color, Bunny?” I murmured against her ear.

      “Green,” she replied, barely more than a needy whisper.

      She’d shared about her day on set when I’d first arrived for our scene, how the stress had taken her to the limit of her ability to perform. Thus, her reason for calling Elite Escorts, desperate for a last-minute appointment with their shibari master.

      Me.

      Daniel Cooney, a six-foot-five wall of muscled Dom who intimidated the hell out of clients until I allowed them to get to know me better. Sitting down and explaining the power dynamic between dominants and submissives to new customers always  brought calm to their nervous tension when they realized my insides didn’t match my exterior.

      And when they gave consent for me to use bondage to set them free?

      Fucking magic emanated from my caring hands and concentrated attention fixed solely on helping them find release.

      “Are you ready to come for me?” My hot breath on her earlobe sent a tremor through her.

      “Yes, Sir,” she moaned her response, free in a way she never could be at a BDSM club due to her TV personality.

      Reaching around her body, I found her folds slick with arousal but took care to not dip into her heat.

      Bunny’s limits included penetration of anything outside of toys. She didn’t allow kissing on any part of her body either. No teeth. No tongue. But I knew how to use my hands and all ten fingers to the best of my ability when it came to rigging clients and sending their minds into oblivion.

      The dildo I’d chosen for her that night had girth and length outside the norm, but she loved when I used it on her needy pussy. The silicone made a squelching noise as I slid it deep inside her core.

      Bunny released a guttural groan, her head tipping back against my shoulder as I slowly fucked her with the toy. “So good, Sir,” she panted, pliant in my arms.

      I hummed my approval over her pleasure, wishing my own body found some sense of fulfillment outside of a job well done.

      “Let go for me, Bunny.” I leaned down to press my cheek against hers. She shivered beneath my fingertips trailing down her bare torso. Goose bumps rose in my touch’s wake between cords of rope. I dipped over her pubis, and she whimpered, shifting against my chest as I caressed over her prominent clit. “That’s it,” I murmured, peering down over her harnessed chest to watch my fingers strum her hardened nub.

      Her breaths grew frantic, gasped inhales. Shudders rippled over her. Her cheek grew clammy against mine as sweat rose to coat her body.

      I fucked her with the dildo and rubbed over her clit with firm pressure, my pride getting off on how she gave over to her body’s need for release.

      “Come all over my hand, Bunny.”

      She cried out, her body tensing and then trembling through orgasm.

      “Such a good girl,” I crooned, nuzzling against her ear.

      Wetness dripped onto the hardwood floor of her bedroom, the musky sweetness of her cum filling my nose.

      “You soaked me, Bunny. Fuck.” I groaned along with her, taking pleasure in her release even though no arousal slid through my blood. She hung in rapture while I stood in reality, unfulfilled and left wanting, my dick still limp inside my leathers.

      Quietness settled over us, and I slowly pulled the toy from her pussy. “Okay?” I asked quietly, soothing her hip with a gentle caress.

      “Yes, Sir.” Her breathless tone made me smile as satisfaction swelled up inside my chest.

      Twenty minutes later, I sat against her headboard, cradling my favorite client’s slight form in my arms. She’d had a bottle of water to drink, but I continued to hold her as she came down, her body a limp noodle on my lap.

      “I can’t ever love a man,” she told me, gazing up from where her head rested in the crook of my arm, “but if I could, it would be you.”

      “You don’t want to love me,” I said with a chuckle, affection for her making me want to kiss her on the nose. “I’m not capable of giving it physically in return.”

      “Are you asexual?”

      I studied her upturned face and big blue eyes for a few minutes, not surprised by her bluntness. Fuck knew we’d had hours of talks amassed after all the scenes we’d done together over the nine months I’d been with Elite. She hadn’t ever asked about my lack of arousal while binding her before.

      “No,” I finally answered. “I get horny, but not very often. If clients want to be fucked, I have little blue pills. I’ve just…never felt a connection with anyone, a desire to be intimate emotionally. For a while, I wondered if I might be demisexual, but I experienced insta-lust a time or two when I was younger.” Shrugging, I snuggled her closer. “I’ll be honest though, if I could fall in love, it would be with you too.”

      She snorted with laughter. “Every warm-blooded male and queer female between puberty and death would say the same to my face given the chance.”

      Bunny didn’t lie. She had the looks and body of a goddess along with more money than her grandchildren’s grandchildren could spend in their lifetime. Her laughter was infectious. Her smile dazzling. Her kindness worthy of sainthood.

      “Maybe,” I said, “but you know I don’t give a rat’s ass about your pretty face and riches. I would fall for you because you submit so easily for me. You find your release every time I bind you in my ropes. The level of trust you give me is staggering…” My voice trailed off as a slight ache radiated through my chest.

      “So you’re saying I’m everything you could ever want, but there’s no spark. No connection.” She didn’t sound put out, simply matter-of-fact.

      “Unfortunately, you’re spot on,” I agreed.

      Her sweet smile sent warmth through me but from shared friendship rather than desire. “You deserve to find the perfect partner, Daniel.” Bunny caressed my closely-clipped beard. “You’re a beautiful soul. Protective and sensitive. Any woman would be lucky to have you by their side and in their bed.”

      “Most women see my intimidating size and run the other way,” I muttered what I found to be true more often than not whenever I went out with my friends. Some didn’t—but those women tended to be dick-hungry and only wanted what I packed between my thighs. Hookups like that turned me off and held no sway over my cock, so what was the point?

      “Someday, you’re going to find the love of your life who fits your kinky lifestyle to a T, and I’ll be here pouting over losing my Sir—but I’ll be happy for you.”

      Most women who liked being tied up expected and enjoyed pain with their pleasure, something I refused to give. Even when payment was offered in exchange. I’d spent my childhood watching my father, who thought roughing up my mom made him a real man.

      The fucker.

      The last thing I would ever do while breath lingered in my lungs was lay a hand on a woman to inflict harm of any sort.

      “Time for me to go, Bunny,” I murmured and rubbed my cheek against her soft hair, needing to shut down thoughts of the past.

      Roused memories never left me in a good place, and I preferred to avoid them as well as not bring them into any conversation. No one but the people from my childhood and law enforcement back in Ohio knew what had happened when I was thirteen—and I planned to keep it that way. A half hour later, I sat in my SUV heading home and feeling sorry for myself. And not for the first time after sceneing with a paying customer.

      A lot of my fellow escorts who worked for Elite had found their soulmates, the women that completed them. Blake with Wren. Reid and Jessie. The summer before, Jarod had fallen for Christine. She owned his soul, and he’d captured her adoration and trust. They had survived a suicide bomber and had been buried beneath rubble for hours, and their resulting happiness brought a level of jealousy I’d never felt before. The way her gaze lingered on him and the look of pure love and acceptance in her eyes hit me every time.

      To find a woman like that would be pure bliss.

      Micah, Elite’s owner and one of my best friends, had replaced all three of his former employees, but I wondered if I would be so lucky to find the love of a lifetime as they had. If and when such an occurrence took place, Micah would be pissed. Happy for me like Bunny, but upset at losing yet another of his escorts.

      I wasn’t actively seeking, wasn’t turned off by the thought of a ball and chain—quite the opposite. But finding someone who would fit me and my kinks, a submissive into bondage that would give me her trust to not hurt her? Not an easy feat. Chantelle’s, an exclusive BDSM club in downtown Boston, offered one of the few smorgasbords for people in the lifestyle, and I visited every Friday night when I wasn’t on the clock for Elite.

      But I’d yet to run into a woman I felt drawn to, one who loved my ropes as much as I did without the pain play often associated with being bound.

      A woman to help me prove to the world that a boy didn’t always grow up to be like his bastard father.
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            Becky

          

        

      

    

    
      A nip lingered in the air even though spring approached, so I decided to make chicken soup for dinner. It was one of Stephen’s favorites.

      As always when his workday neared its end, my insides clenched, and my mind flitted from one thought to the next. Would he enter the house red-faced from anger as he’d been doing lately? Maybe he’d had a better day and would lean in to kiss me. Anxiety would probably have his shoulders heightened, and I would walk on eggshells, trying to stay out of his way until we crawled into bed.

      We’d been together since high school. Sweethearts once upon a time, but the daily grind of life and paying bills had weighed on our relationship over the years.

      Breathing slowly, I chopped onions and carrots into perfect-sized chunks. Potatoes instead of rice or noodles, because it was what Stephen preferred, went into the homemade broth next. Some thyme and sage…a bit of chopped garlic.

      The scent of comfort and warmth rose up my nose, and I closed my eyes, smiling from finding pleasure in the small things.

      Cooking had become my meditation, how I relaxed my mind and quieted my thoughts toward the aspiration of a more pleasant future rather than feeling sorry for myself.

      I had to believe that Stephen and I could get back to where we used to be—loving and kind to one another. Hope had become the lifeline I clung to. What other choice did I have? My parents were both gone. I had no siblings, nor did I have the education or means to support myself.

      Stephen loved me. I just had to help him through his latest unsettled time so he could remember how to find happiness in our relationship.

      I’d baked homemade bread earlier in the day and took my time cutting it into even slices. Butter sat on a small dish on the counter, room temperature, exactly as Stephen liked for easy spreading. I dished up a small bowl of strawberry jam to go with it too.

      The front door opened, sending adrenaline rushing through me—partly excitement to see him and an equal measure of trepidation over his mood.

      “I’m in the kitchen!” I called out to Stephen since he liked to know where I was at all times in the house.

      Ever since he’d started to upload videos of us to a porn website, he’d become overly protective. Possessive. As though men who enjoyed watching the stuff he did to an overweight woman like me would turn them obsessed to the point they would attempt to kidnap me. He’d even bought extra deadbolts to keep anyone from stealing me away. I was his perfect pain whore who helped ease his tension when he got riled up.

      But I hated his newfound kink. He’d taken it to the extreme in attempts to turn me on.

      I never climaxed. Ever. Not even back when we were young. He called me broken but loved me anyway. I’d been lucky to have such a man.

      These days?

      “Becky—

      I flinched before I could stop it as Stephen strode into the kitchen, work boots trailing slush from last night’s snowstorm across the vinyl tile I’d scrubbed an hour earlier.

      “—get me a beer, would ya?”

      “I just mopped the floor,” I stated quietly while opening the fridge.

      “I just mopped the floor,” he mocked with a high tone while tossing his lunch box onto the counter. “You should see the shit I had to take care of down at the shop today. Davis spilled a quart of oil—fucking motor oil—and didn’t have time to clean it up. Guess who got volunteered for the job?”

      I tuned out Stephen’s complaints, the same as always, and retrieved dishes to set the table. Murmuring agreements and the occasional nod allowed him to think, and I listened intently as he expected me to.

      “I want to leave by seven. Can you hurry your ass along to be ready on time for a change?”

      Shit.

      My hand trembled as I set a spoon atop the napkin beside his bowl. I’d missed whatever he’d been talking about. “Um…yes?”

      Snickering, he walked past me and swatted my ass—hard.

      I bit back my grimace, not wanting to turn him on and end up in the dungeon he’d built for us—him—in our basement.

      “Fuck, I love how squishy you are under my hand,” he claimed before slapping me again.

      A soft squeak escaped me, and he grabbed hold of my flesh, resting his chin on my shoulder. Easily done as he wasn’t much taller than me, but I had a good seventy pounds on his thin frame. Hot breath on my ear sent a shiver down my spine. “I don’t know how I got so fucking lucky.”

      Warmth flooded my chest, and I smiled, ready to curl up his arms.

      “That woman from the BDSM club claimed I filled out the entry form two months ago. Must have been drunk off my ass.” Snorting, Stephen released my ass and moved toward the sink.

      Slowly, I returned to setting the table, deciding to pay attention for a change since I’d misread what I’d thought had been a nice compliment.

      Water ran behind me as he washed up. “She contacted me through the site I uploaded our latest video to—the one where I caned your ass and emptied my balls all over your back.”

      His words caused me to wince. The memory of that night made me want to vomit.

      He’d been out of control. Drunk. Angry at his boss at the car shop for something or another.

      At least he hadn’t broken my skin.

      “A fucking free pass to a shibari class and access to the entire place for the night!” He laughed. “Can you imagine? It’s like the number one exclusive club in Boston. Last I’d heard, the owner went to an invite-only policy because too many people tried to join. Fuck.”

      I put the pieces of the puzzle my ears had missed together. He’d won a pass to a BDSM club in Boston and planned on dragging me along with him to check it out.

      Ever since he’d found kink porn, Stephen had gone down a road I wasn’t comfortable with. He’d started with restraints, and I’d agreed because I was willing to play as long as it made him happy and loving. Cuffs hadn’t made me wet for him, so he’d turned to rope. Then chains. Neither encouraged my body to produce moisture to ease penetration.

      Then a flogger arrived in a discrete box.

      A paddle.

      A whip.

      Finally, a cane.

      He’d studied websites and claimed to educate himself on how to be a proper Dom.

      I’d found the guts to tell him pain didn’t give me any pleasure and that I would prefer other things in the bedroom. That paddle had bruised my backside beneath his swings. I hadn’t been able to sit for five days because I’d dared to question his leadership.

      “I-I’d rather not go,” I managed to find my voice, knowing honesty might land me strapped down to a table and crying before night’s end.

      “Tough shit.” His tone didn’t allow for argument. “You’ll wear that long black coat in public and nothing else for when we walk through the club’s door.”

      My stomach churned, threatening to spew bile up my throat. “Stephen—”

      “I don’t want to hear it, Becky!” he shouted, glowering at me, dark eyes glinting. Unyielding. “Do you know how hard it is to get into a club like this? The amount of money it costs for a fucking membership? Tens of thousands! If you think for one second that I’m going to give up this chance of a lifetime because you’re self-conscious, you’re delusional. We’re going—and I will find something there that will turn your frigid body on.”

      I swallowed hard, trying not to spill the soup while dishing it up.

      We settled at the table without another word. I knew better than to question after he laid the law down.

      Stuck.

      That was what I was. I stared at my soup, appetite voracious when a normal woman wouldn’t be able to stand the thought of food while fighting back tears.

      I’d been with Stephen for years. We’d grown up together. He’d been one of the few who hadn’t bullied me for my plump size all through our childhood. Unfortunately, I’d never thinned out while growing taller. At five-foot-eight, I shouldn’t have weighed almost double what a woman my size ought to. But Stephen liked my curves, grabbed them all the time, and told me how he enjoyed watching my fatty flesh ripple while he pounded into me.

      I wished I was so easily turned on.

      Sighing, I dipped myself another bowlful.

      “Hurry it up,” Stephen said, pushing aside his half-finished soup and scooting back his chair. “I want you showered and shaved. Leave the pussy hair though—just trim it up a bit. Can’t have you looking like a slob on my leash.”

      Heat rushed to my face, and I bowed my head over my dinner, eyes closing.

      “What? Did you think I was going to hold your hand and lead you around like a lover? You’re going as my sub tonight. Demure and quiet until I demand your tears.”

      Did he expect to scene in front of other people? I opened my mouth to argue, but his next words snapped my jaw shut.

      “Chantelle’s.” He chuckled while bending down to untie his work boots. “I’m so fucking lucky.”

      Chantelle’s.

      My cousin’s BDSM club…

      I stilled, a spoonful of chicken and potatoes near my mouth, not sure what to think or how to feel. I hadn’t spoken to my cousin in months, thanks to Stephen taking control over my cell and forbidding me to talk to anyone outside my work at the coffee shop. I knew she’d been into kinky stuff for years, and she’d told me about the club she’d created that allowed her to be free to explore her lifestyle—and get paid to invite others into her space.

      Stephen wanted to parade me around her place on a leash. Naked. Doing so would make him happy, and maybe he was right in thinking we might find something that would fix my broken body.

      He didn’t know my cousin’s first name was actually Amber…was the supposed giveaway he’d won her doing in order to see me again? Or had Stephen somehow gotten a free pass for the night through a contest he didn’t remember entering?

      He tossed his boot toward the foyer, and it landed with a heavy thump near the closet door. “I can’t wait to show all those Doms what an obedient little slut you are.” Stephen barked a laugh, his murky brown eyes turning my way. “Okay, not little, but you do obey me. Cry for me when I tell you to. Every guy in that club is going to be jealous of me. Envy me.”

      I highly doubted Stephen’s words, but whatever stroked his ego and made him tolerable—

      “Put down your spoon and get over here.” He unzipped his work jeans, lifted his hips, and shoved them down his thighs. “Be a good slut and suck my cock. Get me off so I don’t blow my load like a goddamned teenager seconds after walking into Chantelle’s tonight. I can’t fucking wait.”

      As though my knees knew their place, they didn’t complain when I knelt where told. Stephen needed to shower, but I ignored the musk from his long day at work and set my focus on pleasing him.

      After release, he always offered a small cuddle and words of praise.

      I lived for those moments because they took me back to the way things used to be and gave me hope that we could find happiness like that again. And if nothing else, at least I would get to see my cousin for the first time in too long.
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      Friday night found me heading downtown to the club as usual. I hadn’t even shrugged off my coat inside the entryway when Chantelle herself opened the door to her office on my left and motioned me in.

      My brow raised, and I crossed the reception area, entering her domain. Nude paintings lined three of the walls of her office, large windows overlooking Boston’s skyline covering the fourth.

      “Have a seat, Master Cooney.” She settled behind her desk, and I sat on the leather chair facing her after slipping my jacket off my shoulders. “Master Lamond can’t make it tonight, so I need to you fill in.”

      My lifted brow furrowed. I’d done a couple of demonstrations for Chantelle but had no interest in actual classes. “I don’t teach.”

      She peered at me over the wide oak desk, hazel eyes flashing. “You’re the best shibari master I’ve ever met.”

      “And you’ve also said I scare the shit out of a lot of your patrons who want to be tied up. Hell, I’ve seen their grimaces myself.” Occasionally, I got to play with a brave soul. It was what kept me walking through Chantelle’s door every week.

      Her Botox-puffed lips lifted in a Cheshire cat smile. “You look like a badass Dom but you’ve got a gooey center.”

      She spoke the truth, but I still frowned. Few knew me in the way Chantelle did. She, like all my other acquaintances in Boston, wasn’t aware of how I’d ended up living with my grandpop. I had, however, told her the shorter version of what led me to enjoy bondage.

      “Look.” She leaned forward, elbows on her desk, hands clasped in front of her. “I need this favor.”

      I eyed her, hoping to catch a glint in her eyes, some sort of tell since I got the sense she was up to something, but the woman had a face of stone. “You have employees on payroll for this shit. Why me?”

      Chantelle’s gaze bore into me, and I fought not to shift beneath her Domme stare that I’d seen intimidate more people than even I did. “There’s a couple who won a two-night freebie pass to the shibari class, and I can’t cancel.”

      Unease slithered down my spine, but I didn’t twitch beneath her scrutiny. “Chantelle doesn’t do giveaways,” I reminded her.

      “Do you trust me?”

      “Yes,” I didn’t hesitate to answer. Chantelle was a ruthless businesswoman and honest to a fault. Hanging out in her club was the highlight of my week after the day job in communications—especially when Elite didn’t have any clients lined up for me and I needed an ego boost outlet and might get lucky.

      “Do you trust my ability to read people?” she asked.

      “I’ve never met a dominant as intuitive as you.” Fucking truth, right there.

      “Then do this for me.” A rare pleading note rang in her voice. Desperation was something I haven’t ever seen in Chantelle.

      What plan did she have up her sleeve?

      I eyed her for a few more moments of silence, but a conclusion over whatever she played escaped me. “I’ll need a sub,” I offered an excuse instead.

      “Ask for a volunteer from the audience.”

      “Yeah, right.” I chuckled. “No one has offered themselves willingly to me like that since I joined here last winter. I’ve only gotten to string people up because of your recommendation or prodding.”

      “Or because a sub gave you a chance to sit and talk with them before sceneing, and they learned you aren’t an abusive asshole—I know.” That damn smile appeared on her lips again. “I wouldn’t ask this of you if I didn’t think you could do it.”

      A sigh heaved my shoulders, a frown once more furrowing my brow. “I’ve never taught a class before. What the hell am I supposed to say or do?”

      Chantelle sat back in her chair and riffled through some papers. “Demonstrate a few of the basics. Wing it.”

      “Wing it,” I echoed while scowling.

      “Yes.” Her hazel-eyed gaze pierced me where I sat in my chair. “Once a volunteer is in front of you, use your judgment. You, too, are an intuitive dominant, Daniel. One of the best I’ve ever seen.”

      Pride swarmed in my chest at her words—but she was aware of how
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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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