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          EVERYTHING I’VE ALWAYS WANTED

        

      

    

    
      The summer sun pounded on me as I waited in the backstage area with my bandmates, Evan, Matt, and Griffin. The merciless rays made sweat form in every nook and cranny on my body, but I didn’t care. It could have been twenty degrees hotter, and I wouldn’t have cared. I was about to perform at the largest venue the D-Bags had ever played at—Bumbershoot. And while that fact filled me with adrenaline, it wasn’t what was giving me an almost giddy sense of euphoria. My girlfriend was going to be in the crowd. Girlfriend. Just the word made me feel like I was floating. Kiera Allen was now mine, wholly and completely. She loved me, a fact that was still hard to grasp sometimes. I’d gotten so used to no one giving a shit. But Kiera did, and my band did, and that was more than enough for me. More than I ever thought I’d get out of this life.

      “Fucking hell…I’m so nervous.”

      I turned to see Matt clutching his guitar case, looking for all the world like he wished he could hide inside it. Matt was the brains behind the band. He handled our schedule, made sure we were all where we were supposed to be, basically kept us on track. While Matt pushed for our success, he had always been a little apprehensive about performing. Not because of the music—he loved that part—but because the stress of being in the spotlight was something he struggled with every time he went on stage. It made me appreciate him doing this for us even more. But for him, the D-Bags playing at Bumbershoot never would have happened; we’d probably still be playing out of a garage or something.

      “You’ll be fine,” I said, clapping the thin blond on the back. “It’s just like Pete’s.” Matt smiled, but there wasn’t any humor in his pale eyes.

      Matt’s almost identical lookalike, his cousin, Griffin, slung an arm over Matt’s shoulders. “Yeah, do what I do, cuz…picture ‘em all naked. And screwing. Hot and heavy, all getting it on with each other…Yeah…”

      Griffin closed his light blue eyes as he imagined the orgy, then he started gyrating his hips, like he was joining in on the fun. Griffin was the…comic relief of the band. Or the annoyance that we put up with. Depended on the day.

      Matt cringed away from Griffin’s antics and knocked his arm off him. “Dude, go have pretend sex with the audience somewhere else, please.” Thinking of something, he fisted Griffin’s shirt before he started walking away. “Griffin, I swear, if you include my girlfriend in that fantasy, it will be the last fantasy you ever have.” Matt had never been one to date before, since the band kept him so busy, but he’d started seeing Rachel a few months ago, and they were still going strong. Kiera constantly told me they were adorable together. I supposed they were. All I really cared was that my friend finally seemed happy with someone.

      A slow smile crept over Griffin’s face. “Too late, man.” He tapped his skull. “Rachel has already satisfied me several times. For being so shy, she’s damn feisty. You’re a lucky guy.”

      Matt’s face went bright red, and he immediately lunged for Griffin. Luckily, Evan and I had been prepared for that reaction—keeping Matt and Griffin from killing each other was kind of our job in the band. We both grabbed one of Matt’s arms right before he could assault his cousin.

      Griffin laughed as we held Matt tight. “Dude, lighten up…I was joking. I’m fucking Anna on a near-daily basis. I don’t need to fantasize about your little gal pal.”

      I could tell Matt was still annoyed, but he rolled his eyes and relaxed in our arms. “Not funny, Griffin. At all.”

      Not agreeing with his assessment, Griffin laughed even harder. “You should have seen your face, man. Oh God, classic.”

      Releasing Matt, I smacked Griffin across the chest. “Don’t be an ass right before a show,” I told him. If he’d said that about Kiera, I probably would have attacked him too. And I’d have nailed the fucker.

      Griffin rubbed his chest, an offended look on his face. “Dude, I was helping him get over his anxiety. You still nervous, cuz?”

      Matt frowned as he shook his head. “No, now I want to go out there just to get away from you.”

      Griffin’s face shifted into a satisfied smile. “See…helping.”

      Closing my eyes, I inhaled a calming breath. “Griff, do me favor…” I cracked an eye open. “Never try to help me.”

      Griffin winked and gave me finger guns, and I knew, without a doubt, he’d be “helping” me in the future, in his own special, Griffin-like way. I barely contained my sigh.

      One of the crew let us know it was time, and Matt and Griffin disappeared onto the stage. Screams from the boisterous crowd pierced the air, and pulsing energy radiated through my body, gathering strength like a coiled spring waiting to be released.

      Evan clapped me on the back. “See you up there, Kell.” He had a warm, easy smile on his face, and his dark eyes were eager but untroubled. Evan was probably the most laidback person I knew. Nothing much seemed to rile him, a fact I appreciated since I wasn’t always the nicest guy. Especially when I was mad. Or in pain. Hopefully, those days were behind me.

      Evan turned to follow Matt and Griffin onto the stage, and my eyes drifted to the colorful mosaic covering Evan’s arms. All of my bandmates were littered with tattoos. I only had one, and it was all I would ever need in this lifetime—Kiera’s name, right over my heart. Closing my eyes, I put my hand over the tattoo, bathing myself in her warmth, even though she wasn’t physically near me. Let’s do this.

      When I reopened my eyes, I couldn’t hold back my grin. It was showtime, and aside from being with Kiera, being onstage was my favorite place to be. I felt different the moment I stepped onto a stage—calm, in control, more at peace, less…moody, as Kiera would put it. Even when my life had been falling apart, performing had given me comfort. They probably didn’t realize it, but I owed my fans everything.

      When I stepped onto the stage, the screams went from ear-piercing to brain-liquifying. I smiled at the fans’ never-ending devotion, then raised my hand in a wave. Damn. There were so many people here…Matt must be freaking out. I secreted a glance his way, but he seemed fine…if fine meant ignoring the crowd and remaining steadfastly focused on his instrument. He’d be truly fine once he started playing. Griffin was being his typical self, flirting with the crowd in such an obscene way that we might not be invited back next year. Evan was settling down at the drum set, getting comfortable for the upcoming workout. While performing was relaxing for me, it was the complete opposite for him. He was often drenched when we were done.

      Getting to my appointed spot at the front of the stage, I looked around for my girl—she was out there in the clamoring crowd…somewhere…and even though I hadn’t spotted her yet, I could feel her eyes on me. Knowing she was drinking me in electrified me more than the buzzing energy emanating from the crowd.

      Shifting my eyes, I spotted Kiera instantly. She was standing with Jenny, a few rows back. Tuning out everyone and everything else, I focused on my girl. God, she was beautiful. Even in this heat, she’d left her long, brown hair down around her shoulders, and her hazel eyes sparkled with joy as she smiled at me. Her cheeks flushed red as our eyes locked, and I reveled in the fact that I could still do that to her. I hoped she never stopped blushing around me.

      I love you, I mouthed to her. Some of the girls behind Kiera went crazy, like they thought I was speaking to them. Ignoring the women, even though she had to have heard them, Kiera mouthed that she loved me too. I never thought that simple phrase would mean so much to me, but now that I had someone who genuinely cared for me, it meant the absolute world.

      Kiera gave me two thumbs up after her statement, like she was wishing me luck, and a laugh escaped me. She was so freaking adorable—that had been a major part of my undoing in the beginning. I just hadn’t been able to resist her innocence. Maybe that was because I’d left mine behind so very long ago.

      Slipping my guitar over my shoulder, I wrapped my hand around the microphone and leaned in to address the crowd. I swear the screams grew ten times louder when they realized I was about to speak. If they didn’t quiet down, they’d never hear me. “Hello, Seattle!” I said, a little louder than necessary. “We’re the D-Bags…in case you didn’t know.” The shriek that followed told me they knew exactly who we were. Good. I loved playing for diehard fans. “And we’ve got something for you…if you want it.”

      Focusing on some women in the front row, I gave them a seductive I’m yours if you want me expression. Aside from singing, this was my job in the band—engaging the audience, making them feel as included in the performance as possible. At a D-Bags show, everyone was my best friend, my potential lover…an integral member of the band. No one here would leave feeling they were just observers, watching a group of guys on a stage. Not if I could help it anyway.

      I knew the flirting bothered Kiera, but I also hoped she understood that it was all an act now that we were together. While before my seductive stares had been an open invitation to anyone who wanted to approach me, now they were just a ploy, a ruse to make the women in the crowd feel something. And as much as Kiera probably hated to admit it…it worked. I had the rapt attention of every female in the crowd.

      I held up a finger to quiet the group before me, and like I had them all entranced, they obeyed. “Do you want it?” I asked, oozing as much sex appeal into the question as I could. They answered in a chorus of high-pitched screams. Smiling, I brought a hand to my ear. “Well, if you want it, I’m gonna have to hear you ask for it.”

      As the corresponding screams surely tore a hole through the fabric of the universe, I shot a smile at Kiera. She beamed at me, hooting and hollering along with everyone else. I loved seeing her like that—carefree, overjoyed…in love. It made this moment even better. And it was already pretty fucking awesome.

      Flicking my wrist at Evan, I gave him the signal to start the song. He began it instantly. Since this was a once in a lifetime show for us, we packed the lineup with every hit we had—all the songs that got the crowd at Pete’s on their feet. There were quite a few to choose from, and Matt and I had had some minor disagreements about the list, but in the end, we’d come up with an amazing concert.

      Adrenaline surged through me as I strummed my guitar and sang my heart out. The fans were going nuts—screaming, jumping up and down, singing along. It made me soar with joy. God, I loved this. As we moved into the next song, I set my guitar back on its stand. I wouldn’t need it for a while, which meant I’d be able to engage the crowd more. I started getting more and more into it as the set progressed, picking fans at random and singing directly to them. Thankfully, no one passed out at the personal attention—it had happened before, and it always freaked me out whenever it did. I’d feel horrible if someone got hurt because of me; enough people had been hurt because of me.

      When we were finally playing our last song, I could barely believe it was over. It had gone by so fast. I put everything I had into that last song—poured every fiber of my being into the words. Performing was one of the few times I felt completely truthful, and some of my songs were more personal than fans realized. Real events, real pain, and in some cases, real abuse. It was kind of a miracle that I could sing about topics that I had trouble talking about, even to my closest friends. Maybe that was because I could brush off songs as just being reflections on humanity—I’m just singing about life, not necessarily about my life. There was a fair amount of anonymity in the artform.

      I bowed to the fans after the final piece was over. “Thank you for listening, Seattle! It’s been a pleasure…” As I backed away from the microphone, the crowd screamed, applauded, and in a few cases, cried. Seeing the tears made me happy. In my line of work, waterworks were typically a good thing.

      The crowd began breaking apart, some staying to listen to the next act, some going on to find another band at the music festival, some moving closer to the stage to get our attention. The guys began unplugging their stuff, and I grabbed my guitar. Giving Kiera a quick see you soon smile, I slipped off the stage. I was on cloud nine—high on life—and I couldn’t wait to share the moment with Kiera. No matter how great I was feeling, being around her amplified the emotion tenfold.

      Quickly giving my guitar to the crew member who would make sure it was safe and sound in the staging area until I was ready to pick it up, I headed to the “backstage” area, where Kiera and the other girls were most likely waiting for us. When I spotted my girl, I couldn’t help but rush to her as quickly as possible. Leaping over the short fence separating us, I scooped her into my arms and lifted her into the air. She giggled as she laced her fingers around my neck, and I was nearly overcome with her intoxicating presence. I never wanted to let her go, but I had to know what she’d thought of the show.

      Setting her down, I said, “That was so much fun! I’m so glad you were here. Did you like it?”

      Pushing her back by her shoulders, I squatted down so I could look her in the eye. Her eyes were more green than brown in the sunlight, and they were beaming with pride…for me. She laughed at my question, like she thought I was adorable—or absurd—for asking it. Her warm hands cupped my cheeks, focusing her gaze, her love, her joy. “I loved it. You guys were amazing! I’m so proud of you, Kellan.”

      Her words made me feel like my chest was cracking open—it hurt, but in a good way. I’m so proud of you. God, had anyone ever said those words to me before? Before I could dwell on that too much, something about Kiera caught my attention. Pushing her slightly farther away from me, I raked my eyes down her shirt. She was wearing one of the original T-shirts Griffin had made for us, a solid black shirt bearing the full name of the band—Douchebags. She must have gotten hot out there in the crowd, she had the sleeves rolled up her arms, but the kicker, the part that had stolen my thoughts and knocked my focus completely on its ass, was the bottom of the shirt. It was tied into a knot high up her waist, exposing her stomach. And now all I could think about was undoing the knot, stripping the shirt off her, and running my tongue up her salty skin…

      Peering up at the tease, I seductively told her, “I like your shirt.”

      She flushed all over in that adorable way that I just couldn’t get enough of. I felt my blood surging in response. I couldn’t wait to get her home. Or go home with her. Wherever. It didn’t matter as long as we were alone. And we could be alone all night, since the D-Bags weren’t performing later, and Kiera had the night off from Pete’s. For the next several hours, she was mine and mine alone. As soon as we got out of here, of course.

      Almost as soon as I thought that, I was bombarded by fans. Hands grabbed my arms, physically begging for my time. Since I owed the fans ten times over for all they’d given me, I tore my attention from Kiera and turned to face them. “Ladies…how’s it going?”

      A busty brunette started fanning her face. “Oh my God, Kellan Kyle…I love you so much.” Her face flushed brighter than Kiera’s after she said that. “Can I have your autograph?” she squeaked.

      “Sure thing,” I said with a smile. As I grabbed her pen and signed a Bumbershoot flyer, I asked the group, “Did everyone enjoy the show?”

      There was a lot of tittering, followed by gushing praise that almost embarrassed me. Laughing at their passionate display, I signed more flyers and posed for photos. Then a girl in a tank top pulled down her shirt, exposing her ample cleavage. “Sign me here? Please, please, please!”

      All her friends giggled as they stared at me with eager faces. I flashed a glance at Kiera, who was standing back, respectfully giving me space. What would she think if I did this? She probably wouldn’t like it, but really, it was just skin, the important part of the girl’s breasts was still completely covered. Kiera would be okay in the end, and it would make the fan’s day if I granted her request.

      It seemed innocent enough to me since there wasn’t any real nakedness, so I grabbed the fan’s Sharpie and got to work signing her chest. The girl turned aggressive with me being that close and grabbed my ass while I was signing. I almost pushed her away, but…it was all in good fun. As long as she didn’t try to cup my junk, it was fine.

      Playing along, I tapped her on the nose with the end of the pen when I handed it back to her. “Be good,” I playfully warned.

      “Oh sugar, I’m always good,” was her sultry response. Then she erupted into squeals and giggles and twisted around to show the signature to her friends. Shaking my head, I turned to the next person seeking my attention.

      Just as I was finishing up with the group, I heard someone exclaim, “Kiera, my future lover! I’m thrilled you came to check me out. Did you like what you saw?”

      Glancing over my shoulder, I saw Griffin cupping himself, making a beeline for my girlfriend. When he got to her, he grabbed her hand. Oh…I don’t think so. While the look on Kiera’s face was priceless—fear mixed with revulsion—I wasn’t about to let Griffin finish whatever torment he had planned for her. Excusing myself from the fans, I hurried over and snatched Kiera’s hand away from my bassist. Stepping between them, I shoved Griffin’s shoulder. “Fuck off, Griffin.”

      Quickly getting over it, Griffin shrugged and found someone else to pester. Good. Kiera leaned into my side, and I could almost feel the gratitude radiating from her. Griffin was probably Kiera’s least favorite person in all the world. “Thanks,” she murmured.

      Absorbing her comfort, I kissed her head. “No problem. I know how much you love conversing with Griffin.”

      Waving goodbye to the remaining fans, I led Kiera away from the stage and back to the main part of the park. The guys, with their respective gals, except Anna who was busy today, fell into step behind me. Once we were away from the fans and the stage, no one paid too much attention to us, and we were able to disappear into the masses. That was fine with me. I’d given my fans my all, and now I wanted to relax with Kiera.

      Kiera looked lost in thought as we walked along the paths, and I wondered if she was thinking about our first time here at the festival, back when she’d been with Denny, and I’d merely been…keeping her occupied. Of course, it had been a lot more than that. I’d already been in love with her, although, I hadn’t admitted it to myself yet. I’d just known she was…special to me. And Kiera…I think she’d been falling for me too, during that time. Denny’s sudden departure when he’d left for work had crushed her spirit, and right or wrong, I’d helped her pick up the pieces, and in the process, wormed my way into her heart.

      Griffin came up behind me and slapped me on the back, jolting me from my thoughts. Nodding back at Matt and his tiny, Latin-Asian girlfriend, Rachel, he said, “We’re gonna go check out some of the other bands. Comin’?”

      I looked back at Evan and Jenny, but they were in their own little world, and clearly didn’t care about listening to bands at the moment. Kiera might though. While she always told me the D-Bags were better than anyone else, I think she liked hearing what other groups could do. Shifting my focus to her, I started to ask her if she wanted to go with Matt and Griffin, but her stomach answered before I could finish, rumbling with a growl loud enough for all of us to hear. Kiera closed her eyes, embarrassed, and I couldn’t help but laugh at her. She gave me a glare that was more cute than intimidating, and I laughed even harder.

      Twisting back to Griffin, I told him, “I think we’ll get something to eat first. We’ll catch up with you later.”

      Rachel, Matt, and Griffin took off to find entertainment, and I looked over at Kiera nestled in my side. “Should we get some food in you, Noisy?”

      She looked so annoyed, I couldn’t help but lower my lips to hers. Then she didn’t look so annoyed anymore. Her passionate nature kicked in the second my tongue brushed against hers, and her hands reached up to fist my hair. I could feel her fast breath, could imagine her racing heart… The way she reacted to me ignited me, and I knew, if I didn’t put the brakes on this quick, we might end up in a very compromising position in a very public place. Not that I would mind if that happened. Kiera would though.

      Not able to resist teasing her a little, I pulled away from her with a laugh; her hooded eyes almost drew me right back to her lips, but somehow, I managed to stop myself from caving into the temptation. “Do you need a minute?” I asked, enacting our old code for Let’s slow down.

      Like an agitated cat, Kiera smacked me on the chest and stormed off. Unfortunately, she was heading in the opposite direction of the food. Laughing a little harder, I grabbed her elbow and turned her around. “Food’s that way. Unless you had something else in mind?” Her eyes simmered, and I could almost see all the erotic possibilities that had just flooded her brain. I couldn’t wait to explore some of them with her later.

      God, how did my life go from complete crap to complete bliss? And why couldn’t I shake the feeling that all of this…was temporary.

      

      After Bumbershoot, Kiera and I went to the apartment that she shared with her sister, Anna. She’d moved in with Anna after I’d kicked her out last December, a dark time I hated thinking about. The apartment was tiny, but thankfully it had two bedrooms, so the girls didn’t have to bunk up. I kind of hated that Kiera still lived here—I was ready for her to return to me. My place was so cold without her. It felt huge with her light gone, and very, very empty.

      Throwing open her apartment door with a dramatic flourish, I led Kiera into her place with a wide smile on my face. This afternoon had been incredible, and I was still buzzing with energy. Energy I now wanted to release…

      The second Kiera set her purse on a nearby table, I grabbed her. Before she could truly comprehend what was going on, I had her pinned to the closed door. Like she was a magnet, drawing me in, my mouth instantly lowered to hers. We connected, and I swear physical sparks erupted in the air. Being with Kiera had always been like that—electric, powerful…undeniable. She was my greatest blessing and my biggest weakness.

      Memories tumbled through my brain as the heat between us escalated. Memories of meeting her for the first time, watching her from a distance…wanting her. Memories of having her, memories of losing her. Pain tightened around my chest just as surely as love warmed my soul. Would I ever be able to let the past go? The betrayal, the heartache…the agony.

      Yes, I had to. Kiera was everything to me, and I wouldn’t lose her to my insecurities. We would keep moving forward, and eventually, the past would be so far behind us, the pain would lose its hold on us. Right…like how the pain your parents inflicted on you is gone? That’s the past too, idiot.

      Shoving aside that bitter thought, I refocused on Kiera. Being with her was all I wanted to think about—every second of every day. Her breath was as fast as mine, her fingers firmly tangled in my hair. Every inch of my body was pressed against her, but I still wasn’t close enough. Running my hand along her backside, I pulled her leg around my hip, so I could press my body where it longed to be. Kiera groaned, and I pulsed with need. God, what this woman did to me.

      Thankfully, I did the same thing to her. She broke apart from me, impatient lust clear on her face. “Kellan…bedroom…”

      She wanted me. Just as much as I wanted her. Was she ready then? To amp this up, just a little bit? To somewhat return to where we’d been…before. No. Not return to that. But move forward to something much better. Something equal. Curiosity and a different kind of need ate through my desire, poking holes in my physical cravings. I had to ask her, had to find out where she was…emotionally.

      But because I couldn’t resist playing with her, I didn’t pull away just yet. Instead, I lowered my lips to her neck, tasting and teasing every sensitive nerve cluster. Kiera groaned again, rubbing against me in a vain attempt to find relief. And damn, it felt good having her grind on me. Knowing I was close to having her in a frenzy made a small laugh escape me as I ran my tongue along her collarbone. It almost made me want to put my question on the back burner for another day, just so I could tease her longer. Riling her up was definitely one of my favorite hobbies.

      Annoyed that I was having a good time tormenting her, Kiera pushed my shoulders back, an adorable frown on her lips. It made me want to suck on them, but I resisted. As much as I wanted to fulfil her request and explore every inch of her, the question I wanted to ask still burned throughout my body, and for this answer…sex could wait. For a little bit.

      Kiera stared at me through hooded eyes, her breath still fast with desire. Seeing the physical manifestation of her need sent fire through every nerve ending in my body. I didn’t let her see that though. Hiding my own response to her, I shifted my expression to a playful smile and dropped her leg. Cocking my head to the side, I took a step away from her. “Are you ever going to move back in with me?” I casually asked. It didn’t feel like a casual question to my stomach, and while I didn’t let it show on my face, my heart surged in my chest. I wanted this. Desperately. Please say yes, Kiera. I’m tired of being apart from you.

      Kiera blinked, clearly disoriented by my odd change in direction. She was having trouble disengaging her sex drive, and I could tell she wanted to ignore my question, throw me down somewhere, and have her way with me. Maybe the hideous orange couch in the living room? Or right here in the entryway? I was open to whatever she wanted, wherever she wanted it. With curiosity and confusion on her face, she took a sidestep away from me, toward the hallway leading to her room. Ah…so it was to be her uncomfortable bed then.

      Seeing a way to make my question seem indifferent and not at all lifechanging, even though my heart was still trying to bruise the inside of my chest, I nodded my head toward her bedroom and said, “Because I really hate having sex on a futon. Not that I won’t, though,” I added with a wink. I’d have sex anywhere she wanted.

      My comment worked to disarm her, and she smirked. Grabbing my hand, she said, “You’re the one that kicked me out.”

      Her voice was light and airy, but I heard the pain in her simple statement. Yes, I did this. I separated us. It had been for the right reasons, but still, I’d made the cut. Remembering why I’d torn us made acid fill my chest, smothering my rapidly beating heart. Maybe it was too soon, if just mentioning that time still hurt so much. Banishing the anguish from my expression, I forced a laugh. “Well, it sounded like a good idea at the time.” Maybe not a good idea, but definitely a necessary one. We wouldn’t be the same now if we hadn’t…paused.

      Stopping at her bedroom door, Kiera put a hand on my chest. “No, it was a good idea.” Reaching up, she cupped my cheek. “You and I needed space. We needed to get our heads on straight.”

      Her words matched my thoughts, but still…I hated hearing her say them. I tried to smile, but a sigh ruined it. “Well, now that they are…why don’t you come back?” Feeling painful hope wrap around my chest, I cinched my arms around her waist. When I spoke again, my voice came out more seriously than I intended. “I know we’ve taken things slow, but I still want to move forward…with you.” All the way forward…’til death do us part forward.

      Kiera’s eyes glistened as she stared at me. There was so much love and warmth in her gaze, I could feel it glowing upon my skin. But there was reservation there too…and fear. She smiled in a way that clearly said, don’t take what I’m about to say the wrong way, and I felt my heart sinking. She was going to tell me no. Like she understood she was about to hurt me, she began running her fingers through my hair in a soothing pattern, and combined with the love emanating from her, I felt myself relaxing. It was okay if she wasn’t ready. No matter what she said, it would be fine. We were in this together, and if she needed more time, then she would get it. I wasn’t going anywhere.

      In a voice oozing reassurance, she told me, “I think it’s better if we keep waiting. I’ve sort of come into my own, being with my sister. I don’t want to fall right back into needing a man to feel…complete.”

      Her words were difficult to hear, mainly because I knew she was right. Denny had been such an integral part of her, and she hadn’t known how to be apart from him. That dependence had bitten our relationship in the ass more than once…and theirs too…if I was being completely honest. Hell, if she’d overcome that feeling while she’d been with Denny, then we probably wouldn’t have gotten together in the first place…even though I liked to believe we were fated to be together, no matter what. But since being separated from Denny, and from me—since she’d been forced into isolation—she had become a stronger person. Every day she was becoming stronger, more confident. She wanted to embrace that growth. I wanted her to embrace that growth. I just…wanted her to do it with me. Kiera wasn’t the only one with dependency issues.

      Even though I partially agreed with her—it wasn’t the right time for us—I poured my heart out in a profoundly honest question. “What if I’m the one that needs you?” The truth of that sentence seeped into my pores, stinging me. “I hate sleeping alone.” I hate being alone. You’re stronger without me. How do I become stronger without you when you’re all I need?

      Something silent passed between us. Understanding. Kiera knew what I was truly saying, heard the words buried underneath my spoken words, and she got it, she got me. Because, while in some ways we were wildly different, in others, we were mirror images. Soulmates. She gave me a bright smile, one that burned away the sudden melancholy, made me feel like I could do anything, as long as she was by my side. Even live apart from her, as ironic as that was. “You’ll be all right,” she said. I believed her, but I frowned at her anyway. She laughed, then told me, “Besides, we almost always end up sleeping together anyway.”

      She flushed such a bright red after she said it, that I knew she’d just realized how suggestive that sounded. Always a split-second too late. That was what made teasing her so much fun. Grinning, feeling lighthearted again and confident that my girl loved me, I reached behind her to open her bedroom door. “Exactly. Think of the gas money we’d save.” I walked her backward into her room, as I continued trying to win her over with logic. “And rent…you wouldn’t have to pay that, living with me. You could work less, concentrate on school more.”

      With a sigh, she flicked on her light. “I like my life, Kellan. I finally feel…well-rounded.”

      There wasn’t a single part of me that could let that sentence go. Kicking the door closed, I cupped her ass. “Yes, I know, very well-rounded.” A peeved curve to her lip, she smacked me on the shoulder. I laughed, then pulled her tight as I let out a dramatic sigh. With a soft kiss, I told her, “Fine.” I’d drop it…for now.

      After a few soft kisses that got my blood pumping, I pulled back. Kicking off my shoes, I pointed at her ridiculous excuse for a bed. “But that seriously sucks. Can I at least buy you a decent bed?” Something without a hard bar running through it. Something big enough to…stretch out in. Would a California King fit in this room?

      Kiera smiled, relief evident on her face. Stepping out of her own shoes, she grabbed my hand and pulled me over to the dreaded contraption. “Of course. You can even help me break it in.”

      Her slim fingers began removing my shirt, and as I helped her, my grin was unstoppable. “Hmmm…you may have sold me on this idea.”

      She tossed my shirt on the ground, then ran her hands down my chest. Her finger traced the swirled letters of her name upon my skin, and my breath caught. It was like a jolt of lightning up my spine whenever she touched my tattoo. “Anything that ends with sex sells you,” she laughed.

      Sex with you, yes. Playfully pushing her back onto the awful bed, I leaned over and murmured, “True.”

      Her breath picked up pace as I crawled over her, like I mesmerized her, like just the thought of being with me had her on the brink. Did she know I felt the same way? That just being able to touch her amazed me? That all she had to do was touch my cheek, and I flamed with need? That she was the only person on Earth who could undo me?

      She had so much power over me, and she didn’t even realize it. Sometimes, I was sure Kiera had no idea why I was with her. Why I’d chosen her. Why my heart was utterly hers. And right then and there, I decided, she would understand. Before we moved in together, before we took that next step, she would get it, just like she intrinsically got everything else about me. And then she wouldn’t wonder why we were together anymore. She’d just…know.
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      I woke up with a start, and the darkness of the room instantly pressed in on me. Where was I? A warm body resting beside me rekindled my memory. I’d fallen asleep with Kiera. I was in her bedroom. I was safe. My heart raced as I let out a long exhale, and I knew I’d awoken from something…intense. Thankfully, not a trace of my dream remained with me. Those were my favorite dreams—the ones I couldn’t remember.

      Sitting up, I scrubbed my eyes. Nightmares were nothing new to me. My subconscious frequently tormented me with my past. The worst dreams were the ones that mixed my childhood with the present, providing a dire commentary on my current life. I’d do anything to shut off the dreams. Things were good now. I could let it go.

      Careful to not disturb Kiera, I climbed out of bed and started my daily exercise routine. Pushups, crunches, pushups, crunches. Whatever it took to clear my mind. When I was done, I got dressed and headed to the kitchen to start the coffee brewing. Kiera would want some when she woke up, which wouldn’t be long after I started the pot. My girl could sleep through just about anything, but the aroma of freshly brewed beans almost always roused her.

      One of the best sounds in the world met my ear a couple minutes later—warm liquid dribbling into an oversized carafe. The smell reminded me of Kiera, of our stolen moments together in the mornings. The color reminded me of the darker sections of her eyes, and I smiled like an idiot as the pot began to fill. Song in my heart, I started humming as I grabbed some mugs. That was when I heard the apartment door being unlocked. Anna must finally be home.

      I set two mugs on the counter right as Anna stepped into the apartment. “Hey, Kellan, good morning.”

      “Mornin’, Anna. You’re out late…or early.”

      Walking into the small kitchen, Anna dumped her mammoth bag onto the floor with a sigh. She was wearing tight pants and an even tighter top, and even though it was early, she looked like she’d just come from a salon. Anna was gorgeous, there was no denying that, but with her it seemed…manufactured. Everything she did, everything she wore, every swipe of her makeup was intentional and direct. While that wasn’t necessarily a bad thing, I preferred Kiera’s form of relaxed, natural beauty. She didn’t need to accent anything—she was already perfect.

      “Yeah,” she said. “Went to Pete’s. Ran into the guys.”

      From the smile on her face, I knew what that meant—she’d spent the night entertaining Griffin. Having had to listen to Anna and Griffin before, I could only imagine that they’d both had quite a night. I was glad I’d missed the verbal play-by-play.

      Anna and I shared a knowing laugh, then she told me, “I heard you guys did great at your big show.” She paused to sigh. “I’m sorry I had to miss it.”

      Thinking about the performance energized me. That had been…truly incredible. I loved being on stage. So much that sometimes it kind of freaked me out. It was the one place I felt completely…free. Aside from being in Kiera’s arms, of course. But at times both things seemed so tenuous—a slippery slope that I could easily fall from. What would I do if I lost music? What would I do if I lost Kiera? Squelching the sudden burst of panic, I nonchalantly told her, “It was just a show, nothing you haven’t seen before. Don’t worry about it.”

      Leaning back on the counter, I asked about her Hooters calendar photoshoot, the reason she’d missed the concert. Anna grinned, then told me all about the process. Kiera entered as I was, once again, congratulating Anna on being chosen for the 12-month honor. Kiera was dressed for comfort in lounge pants and a worn T-shirt. Her ever-changing eyes were a deep shade of green this morning, and her smile was radiant as she stared at me. She was stunning. Absolutely stunning.

      My grin was wide and happy when she slung her arms around my waist—I loved being held by her. “Mornin’, Sleepy,” I said, kissing her head.

      With a sigh of contentment, she buried her head in my neck. “Good morning.”

      Anna let out a soft sigh. “God, you two are adorable.” She smacked Kiera’s arm and rolled her eyes. “It’s annoying.” From the look on her face, it was clear she didn’t actually feel that way.

      Kiera laughed. “Good morning, Anna. Late night?”

      Anna’s lips twisted into a devious smile. Biting her lip, she cocked an eyebrow. “Oh, yes. And I can guarantee you it wasn’t as cutesy as your night.”

      Kiera looked away from her, embarrassed, and Anna let out a throaty laugh. Squeezing my girl tighter, I laughed and said, “I wouldn’t say our night was cute, Anna.”

      The second the words were out of my mouth, Kiera flashed me a warning glare and smacked my chest; her face was a ridiculously cute shade of red now. Kiera wasn’t one to discuss our sex life in detail, even to her sister. I was generally pretty tight-lipped too, so I completely understood. And even though Anna would probably love an in-depth description, I wasn’t about to give it to her.

      When it became clear I wasn’t going to expand on that, Kiera relaxed. Anna snorted. “I know,” she said. She paused to poke Kiera’s shoulder. “I know how hot you guys can get.” Kiera’s mouth dropped open, and I had to refrain from laughing. Anna didn’t. Jerking her thumb toward the hallway, she said, “My bedroom is only one room away from yours, Kiera. Maybe the two of you could remember that in the future?”

      Mortified, Kiera hid her face and turned into my body. I couldn’t hold the laughter after that, and a soft chuckle escaped me as I rubbed her back. “We’ll try and keep that in mind, Anna. Thanks.”

      Anna laughed good-naturedly and rubbed Kiera’s shoulder. “I’m just teasing you, Kiera. Go ahead and scream away, I don’t mind.” Her gaze swept over me appreciatively. “Lord knows I would.” I had to shake my head at her ceaseless innuendo. She and Griffin really were a match made in heaven. If only they’d smarten up and realize it instead of using each other as on-call sex buddies. Of course, the fact that they were both into that was one of the things that made them so compatible. Not everyone needed what Kiera and I had.

      While I gave Kiera a reassuring kiss on the head, Anna winked at me, then patted Kiera’s arm. “Well, I’m off to bed. I’m beat.” She turned away from us, heading to her bedroom at the end of the hall. Over her shoulder she tossed out, “I’ll be out like a light if you guys want to go at it again.”

      I couldn’t help but laugh at Anna’s suggestion. That was probably about the last thing in the world Kiera wanted to hear. She was probably hot tamale red now. So adorable.

      When Anna was out of sight, Kiera sighed and looked up at me. She wasn’t half as red as I’d expected her to be. Good. Sex shouldn’t embarrass her as much as it did. Smacking my chest, she told me, “Would you stop encouraging her?” I smiled in response, and she sighed again, a little more forlornly this time. “I wish the two of you had a better hobby than trying to embarrass me.”

      I placed a tender kiss on her forehead. I knew I shouldn’t say what was in my head, since we’d already gone over this last night, but I couldn’t resist pointing out a simple solution to her problem. “Well, you wouldn’t have to worry about it at my place. Maybe I’ll just embarrass you back to my home.”

      In case she was annoyed I’d brought it up again, I gave her the sexiest smile in my arsenal. I was pleasantly rewarded with Kiera’s lips on mine, but even as our mouths connected, my chest tightened with need. And loneliness. And pain. I really couldn’t wait until the day she finally said yes to my request. The day we were finally ready to move forward. But that wasn’t today. And that was okay.

      
      Kiera and I spent the entire day getting her ready for school. It was starting soon, and as expected, Kiera was nervous. I really wasn’t sure why she let new situations bother her so much. She was smart, beautiful, sweet…she could own every single room she walked into, if she’d just believe in herself more. Her personal insecurity probably fueled a lot of her negative feelings about me, about us. She seemed to think our fire would die and I’d lose interest in her one day. Impossible. On my end, at least. If she saw herself in a more positive light, she’d feel more secure in a crowd, feel more secure about me.

      In a way, I was Kiera’s opposite when it came to insecurity. Knowing I was physically attractive made me feel very comfortable in groups, or one-on-one, when it was the nonpersonal type of one-on-one—like random sex with a stranger. But true intimacy…opening myself up to someone…that, I struggled with. Daily.

      But if I could help Kiera be more comfortable in her own skin, then maybe she could help me be more comfortable knocking down my walls. We were good together in that regard. In every regard.

      When it was time for her shift at Pete’s, Kiera and I headed out to the parking lot. With an adorably cute smile on her face…she tried to swipe the keys to my baby. “Can I drive?” she innocently asked, attempting to jiggle the keys free from my ironclad grip.

      When hell freezes over. Okay, maybe that was a bit harsh, but I was still a little miffed at her for stealing my car. Even if she’d been hurt over my…extracurricular activities, her retaliation had been uncalled for. And cruel. The Chevelle was a classic piece of art. Practically priceless.

      Giving her a firm expression, I jerked the keys away. “No, you cannot.”

      She stopped where she was, hands on her hips and an adorable pout on her face, but I forced myself to walk right past her. It was difficult. What I really wanted to do was sweep her into my arms. “Why not?” she asked.

      That was too much for me to resist. Turning around, I stepped in front of her and claimed her mouth with mine. “Because…that is my baby, and I don’t share her.”

      “I thought I was your baby?” she squeaked out, breathless.

      Grabbing her hips, I pulled her into me. “You are.” I kissed her hard, deep, sealing my words with my body. “And I don’t share you either,” I said, drawing back. Never again. My heart couldn’t take it.

      The look on Kiera’s face was so warm, so loving…so turned on. So darn cute. Even as I laughed at her expression, I felt that connected, loved feeling that I only used to feel—briefly—during sex. Kiera had changed everything for me, and I felt those moments all the time now, for the oddest reasons. And knowing I could feel complete bliss at the strangest, most unexpected times, made every second of life enjoyable. She made me feel so…alive.

      We arrived at Pete’s Bar not too much later, and I pulled into “my” spot. Getting out, I hurriedly walked around to Kiera’s side, but she’d already opened her door. How was I supposed to be the chivalrous boyfriend when she wouldn’t wait for me? With a frown, I held my hand out for her. The frown slipped off my face the instant her fingers were safely tucked inside mine.

      Walking into the bar filled me with serenity. If ever I let my guard down, even just a little, it was here. This place was home to me, more of a home than my actual home had ever been. I led Kiera through one of the double doors and kissed her hand as she extended away from me. I couldn’t seem to enter Pete’s without broadcasting to the room that she was mine. Probably because I’d spent so long hiding how I felt about her. I was never hiding again.

      The bartender, Rita, was eyeing me like a hungry wolf stalking its prey. She typically looked at me that way. Kiera didn’t know about my history with Rita, that I’d caved into the older woman’s carnal desires and slept with her once. Or at least, I didn’t think Kiera knew. I hoped she didn’t. That was not my proudest moment, especially since Rita had been married at the time. It hadn’t fazed me back then, but now that I was in a happy, healthy relationship, I knew I shouldn’t have gone there. Of course, I shouldn’t have gone there with Denny’s girl either.

      I inclined my head in polite greeting to Rita, and she leaned over the counter, showing me her goods. “Hey there, Kellan…Kiera.”

      Kiera smirked at Rita, then turned to me. “I have to go put my stuff away. Usual?”

      Biting my lip, I tucked a lock of hair behind her ear. “Yeah, thanks, Kiera.”

      She leaned up and kissed my cheek, and I immediately twisted to find her lips. A peck just wouldn’t do. Kiera indulged me in my public affections, until my hand drifted down to her ass. Then she pushed me away and pointed at me in a clear warning to be good. I gave her an innocent smile, and she rolled her eyes and laughed before walking away.

      While Kiera headed for the back room, I headed for my regular table, up by the stage. None of my bandmates had arrived yet, so I leaned back in a chair and began people watching. A lot of the customers were watching me too, though, so I supposed it wasn’t truly people watching. More like having multiple silent conversations.

      You’re Kellan Kyle, aren’t you?

      Yeah.

      You’re amazing!

      Thank you.

      Can I come sit by you?

      No, sorry…girlfriend. I’m sure you saw me kissing her thirty seconds ago.

      I hastily broke eye contact from a group of college girls who hadn’t correctly interpreted our nonverbal conversation and looked like they were about to pay me a visit. That was when a giant, hulk of a man stepped up to me. “Hey, Kellan. How was the show?” At seeing the behemoth beside me, the girls sat back down.

      Smiling, I looked up at an intimidating man with a shaved head and arms the size of tree trunks. Sam was a bouncer here and a friend. He’d been there for me a time or two, sometimes grudgingly, but still, he’d been there. And he’d been there for Denny when he had needed him. And regardless of what had gone down between Denny and me, that meant a lot.

      “Hey, Sam…it was good.”

      He gave me an incredulous look. “Good? You just played friggin’ Bumbershoot. Don’t hold back, tell me all about it.”

      With a laugh, I nodded and started recounting the experience for him. Talking about it freshened the memory in my mind, and once again, familiar adrenaline rushed through me. I had a feeling that particular high was going to take a while to fade.

      As the night progressed, more of the regulars approached me. They all wanted to congratulate me on the show, hound me for details. I didn’t mind. I loved talking about it, even if some of them had a hard time accepting my answers.

      “What do you mean you weren’t nervous?” Kate asked for about the fifth time. Tall and lean, Kate had the body and grace of a dancer. She also had a deep reddish tint to her brown hair, a fact that had piqued Griffin’s curiosity on more than one occasion. Kate had been a fixture at Pete’s for almost as long as Jenny, and she’d always thought it was weird that I never got stage fright.

      I gave her a nonchalant shrug. “I mean just that…it didn’t make me nervous. Excited, sure, but nervous…no. Matt on the other hand, I think he emptied his stomach at some point.”

      The image of my pale-faced guitarist heaving into a bucket made me laugh. Kate shook her head in disbelief. “It’s like you’re not human…like you’re an alien, rock god sent to Earth to—”

      “Please you?” I interjected. My eyes roved the bar, searching for Kiera. Hopefully I’d be able to please her after her shift.

      Kate snorted, and when I returned my eyes to her, her cheeks were flushed, and she looked flustered. “Uh, yeah…exactly.” Shaking her head, she said, “But no, seriously…you didn’t feel the slightest ounce of nerves? If it were me, I’d probably pee my pants.”

      I laughed, then sighed. “I can keep saying it, Kate, but eventually, you’re just going to have to believe me. Performing doesn’t scare me.” No…pouring my heart out to the woman I loved, that was what had scared me. Everything else was simple, easy.

      Kate looked like she was about to question me again, but the front doors opened, and the rest of my band walked in. I was grateful they were here. Kate could turn her endless questions on them. Matt would probably give her much more satisfying answers.

      Once the four of us were reunited, the patrons of Pete’s broke into thunderous applause. All of the attention was a little bewildering. We played at Pete’s all the time, so most of the people here had heard us on multiple occasions. But I supposed the festival was a step up from the bar.

      While Matt looked like he wanted to walk right back out of the bar, I lifted my hand in a friendly acknowledgement of their praise. Evan looked baffled but honored as he looked around. Griffin looked like the adoration was nothing short of expected. After throwing kisses to the crowd, he started making deep, dramatic bows, like he’d just conducted a symphony orchestra. Wanting him to show a little decorum, I slapped him on the back to get him to stop. He did, but his grin said he was still reveling in the moment.

      Once the crowd quieted down, I told them, “Thank you. Your support means a lot to us.” My eyes drifted to Kiera as I spoke; she was beaming with pride just as brightly as everyone else in the bar, maybe more. It was so strange to feel so much…acceptance. A part of me would never get used to that feeling.

      Matt took the brief silence to slip away to our table, while Evan found Jenny and wrapped her in a mammoth bear hug. Griffin, though, wasn’t about to let his captive audience go so easily. Before I could successfully push him to the table, he told the group, “My johnson is gladly accepting all forms of praise…if anyone wants to congratulate me privately.”

      After rapping his empty skull, I forcibly moved him to the table to sit down. A little while later, I was again surprised and humbled when Pete, the owner of the bar, came out to congratulate us. It was a little surreal to hear him say he was proud of us as he shook my hand. It was even more surreal to see the weary defeat on his face, like he believed he’d soon have to look for our replacements—a prospect I knew he wasn’t looking forward to, since he hated booking bands. Fat chance of that happening though. One show at a major venue, while cool, wasn’t going to massively change our lives or anything. That just wasn’t the way the world worked. We’d probably never leave this bar; whoever owned Pete’s in the future would have to chase us out when we were old and gray and too feeble to play. Or much sooner than that in Griffin’s case. But being here, playing this bar every weekend for the rest of my natural life, that was a fate I was completely comfortable with, assuming Kiera was by my side for all of it, of course.

      The remainder of the night was pretty damn perfect. The guys and I chatted amicably until Matt took off to hang out with Rachel. That earned him some ribbing from Griffin, but Griff didn’t stick around much longer, and left the bar with some blonde. Kiera rolled her eyes and turned her back on the sight of Griffin leaving the bar with someone other than Anna, but from everything I’d seen, those two were far from exclusive, and Anna brought home just as many toys as he did. As long as they were both happy with the arrangement, there was no harm in it, from what I could see.

      Evan and I stuck around, since both of our girls were closing. It seemed to take forever, but eventually we were parting ways, and I was able to do something I’d been wanting to do all evening—take Kiera home, to my home. It gave me a profound sense of peace whenever Kiera was inside my walls, and a small smile was stuck on my face when I pulled onto my street.

      When Kiera and I stepped into the entryway, her eyes floated around the space, taking in everything. She always did that, like she was bracing herself for the ghosts that lived here. I understood. I battled those ghosts daily. Everything had started here. Our love affair, betraying Denny, mutually hurting someone we both cared about. Sometimes the past was so thick in my house, it was hard to breathe. It was thickest in Kiera and Denny’s old room—I never went in there. I couldn’t. But I’d never rent it out again either, wouldn’t cleanse it by inviting someone else inside. Even though it was painful for both of us, it was Kiera’s—and only Kiera’s—and it would be until the day I died.

      Kiera sat on my bed while I propped my guitar case in the corner of my room. She seemed a little…melancholy as she sat there, like the ghosts were getting to her. Another reason why she was resistant to move back here, I was sure—the walls were painted in pain. “You all right?” I asked, flicking a glance over at the bedroom she’d once shared with my best friend. Well…my ex-best friend, I supposed, although he’d never truly be an ex-friend to me. Even if I’d stabbed him in the back…I still loved him. He was family.

      She threw on a smile that was bright and beautiful, one clearly meant to show me that she was okay, that she was happy. Leaning back on her elbows, emphasizing her chest, she told me, “Of course, I’m fine.”

      I smiled at the vision of her on my bed and did my best to let the past slide off me. Sitting beside her, I placed my hand on her thigh. “I’m glad you’re here,” I whispered. I’m glad you’re mine, and there’s nothing I wouldn’t do for you.

      Sitting up, she tossed her arms around my neck. “I had no choice,” she joked. “You wouldn’t let me drive your car, remember?” I laughed, then leaned in to find her lips. Whatever the reason she was here with me, I was grateful for it.

      I fell asleep with Kiera safely wrapped in my arms, and my last thought before darkness consumed me was this is the way things are supposed to be. This is my forever.

      “Your forever? You think someone like you will get a happily ever after? You think you won? I always knew you were a fool.”

      My heart dropped into my stomach as I opened my eyes. I was in the kitchen, my old, childhood kitchen, staring at my father sitting at the table reading the newspaper—my dead father. “You shouldn’t be here,” I told him, but even as I said it, I knew I was wrong. Of course, he should be here. This was his house. I was the one out of place here, always out of place.

      Dad smirked and shook his head. Setting his newspaper down on the table, he gave me a hard stare. I shivered, my heart racing; I knew that look, knew it very well. “I shouldn’t be here? And tell me…son…who should be here? How about Denny? That hardworking, good-hearted boy who we took into our care, took into our home. The boy you callously stabbed in the back. Because you wanted something that was never yours.” His gaze scanned me, contempt and disgust evident in his cold, gray eyes. “You’re so selfish…just looking at you sickens me.”

      “I’m sorry.” The words instantly slipped from my mouth, unbidden. Like I was freezing, my shivers increased to visible shaking. How could he still do this to me, after all this time?

      As I stood there, waiting for my father to approach me—to reprimand me—I was suddenly smacked in the back of the head with a hard, wooden spoon. A burst of pain shot down my spine, making me gasp. I snapped my eyes to the side, where my mother stood, glaring at me. How stupid of me to forget that my father wasn’t the only threat here.

      “I can’t believe what you did to that boy. Your best friend…I always knew you never really cared about him.”

      My eyes watered as the venom in her words seeped into my bones. I almost wished she’d hit me again instead of talk. Physical pain didn’t cut as deeply as words. “No…I do care. I didn’t mean for any of that to
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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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