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            About this book

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Playboy FBI agent Jack Boudreaux meets Kennedy St. George at his partner’s wedding, and in typical Jack fashion, he seduces her. Like every fling before, it was supposed to be a one-night stand.

      

      

      

      
        
        Kennedy was burned by her ex-husband—badly. She told everyone he cheated on her, because the truth—that he stole all her money before disappearing out of her life—is far more embarrassing. When she meets Jack at her cousin’s wedding, she decides a one-night stand is the perfect distraction from her otherwise screwed up life.

      

      

      

      
        
        Ah, you don’t always get what you expect.

      

      

      

      
        
        That one-night stand turns into a torrid affair that distracts Jack from his current undercover assignment and puts their hearts—and Kennedy’s life—in danger. Now there’s only one way Jack can stop a killer, and it involves admitting what he and Kennedy both swore they didn’t want.
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      Kennedy St. George stepped up behind her cousin, who stood in front of an ornate full-length mirror, staring at the big, white dress reflected there. “Hey, you coming? We can’t exactly have a wedding without the bride.”

      Sabrina blinked rapidly until her eyes focused, until, Kennedy suspected, the tears receded. “How are you doing?” her cousin asked instead of answering the question.

      “I should have known better,” she murmured. No point in pretending she didn’t know what the bride was asking. “There were hurricane warnings on my wedding day.”

      “The weather is not an accurate predictor of happily ever after,” Sabrina gently chided. Kennedy pointedly looked at the window, which framed a gloriously beautiful, late spring day. Sabrina rolled her eyes.

      “You and Cullen are perfect for each other,” Kennedy responded. “Jerry and I … weren’t.”

      “We are hardly perfect for one another, although Cullen is the perfect guy.” She absently twisted the pearl ring on her right hand. It was the ‘something old’ passed down to her from her grandmother. Her lips lifted with a dreamy smile.

      Cullen was often gruff, swore like a sailor, and quite possibly did not own a razor. He was lousy at small talk and awkward at family functions. But he was loyal to a fault, adored Sabrina to the point of obsession, and if one liked scruffy guys, he was definitely handsome.

      Sabrina laughed. “You don’t think so. I can tell. Which is okay, because he’s about to be my husband, not yours. What’s your version of the perfect guy?”

      “No guy is perfect.”

      “Fair enough, but what type of guy would make you happy?”

      “Anyone besides Jerry.”

      That earned her a stern look from Sabrina’s reflection in the mirror.

      “Okay, okay,” Kennedy relented. “I’ll play your game. Let’s see… perfect guy…”

      “Someone who doesn’t cheat.”

      “That’s a given,” she pointed out, although she understood why her cousin mentioned it.

      “What else?”

      “This is hard.” Kennedy pondered the question. “I guess I’d like someone who proves he cares by his actions, instead of just saying it all the time.”

      “That’s reasonable.”

      “And I’d like someone who has his own life, too. You know I work a lot of hours at the hospital, and I like what I do. I imagine I’d come to resent a guy who expects me to work a nine-to-five schedule just because it fits his needs.”

      “Considering I’m marrying an FBI agent and they definitely don’t work regular hours, I get that. Anything else?”

      “I’m not into going out on the town all the time, clubbing and such. So when we would get to spend time together, I’d want to do it at home, cooking together or watching a movie or, I don’t know, just hanging out–that’s my idea of a perfect evening.”

      “So no party animals for you.”

      “Nope. But he still has to be—” she cut herself off.

      “Good in bed?” They shared a laugh. Sabrina abruptly sobered and said, “I think you should start dating again. In fact, Joey, one of the groomsmen, is single, and he’s really sweet. Good looking, too. I bet he fits at least some of your criteria.”

      “Don’t even think about setting me up at your wedding.”

      “Weddings are the perfect place to meet someone.”

      “Weddings are the perfect place to meet a one-night stand, and if I’m not interested in dating, I’m sure as heck not interested in that.”

      “Why not? Not about the one-night stand necessarily, but about dating at all.”

      Sabrina’s earnestness invited an honest response. But Kennedy didn’t know how to respond. Five years ago, she’d married a man who swept her off her feet, who gave her empty promises about rainbows and unicorns. Two years later, he stole every last nickel and charged her credit cards to the max before disappearing out of her life.

      The official story was that he’d cheated on her, so she’d demanded the divorce. That was humiliating enough, but if everyone knew the truth–that he’d literally stolen everything while she’d been stupidly unaware–she figured that would be ten times worse. Cheating was sometimes, unfortunately, a fact of life. It happened, you moved on and did your best to find someone else who wouldn’t do the same. But your own husband, stealing everything and leaving you with literally no recourse whatsoever? There was something far more…embarrassing about that, at least in Kennedy’s mind.

      “How can I?” Kennedy asked, sticking with the lie she’d told everyone, even her cousin and best friend. “How can I trust someone again?”

      Sabrina adjusted her veil and squeezed her fist around the white with blue embroidery handkerchief in her hand. “You just do. I don’t know how to explain it. You reach a point where you realize this man is the one, and you are going to put all of your trust in him because you are so in love you don’t really have a choice.”

      “I did that with Jerry, remember?”

      “Did you, really?”

      Kennedy averted her gaze. What her cousin implied was right. The hurricane on the day of her wedding hadn’t been the only warning sign. She had just been a fool and refused to pay attention.

      “I won’t ever make that mistake again,” she vowed.

      “Certainly not if you never date again.”

      She smirked. “It’s safer that way.”

      “Safe isn’t fun. Live a little. Enjoy yourself today. Dance with Joey. Flirt with him. See where it leads.” Before Kennedy could protest again, Sabrina turned away from the mirror and lifted the billowing, white skirt. “Now come on, I want to get married.”

      Kennedy grabbed the train to make it easier for Sabrina to walk. I can’t take the chance, she thought as she followed her cousin out of the bride’s room.
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      They met the groomsmen in the lobby, just outside the chapel. Cullen’s brother, Marshall, was the best man, a less scruffy and slightly shorter version of the groom. When he saw the bride, he smiled widely and spread his arms as if he intended to hug her, but caught himself and squeezed her hand instead, murmuring that she was beautiful and Cullen was a hell of a lucky guy.

      Cullen’s FBI agent partner, Jack Boudreaux, wasn’t nearly so couth. When he saw the bride, he gave a loud wolf whistle and pulled her into a bear hug, lifting her off her feet and causing her to squeal. Kennedy expected Sabrina’s uptight sister, Vanessa, to snap at him for crushing the bride’s dress, but she simpered instead.

      Kennedy supposed she could understand. Cullen’s partner was an incredibly attractive man. Although Cullen and Sabrina had been dating for a year now, she hadn’t yet met his closest friend. Now that she was admiring him from only a few feet away, she was sort of glad she hadn’t. He was James Bond with thick, blond hair and a clean-shaven jawline, and he looked damn good in a tux.

      Damn good.

      It wasn’t like she hadn’t come across hot guys throughout the course of the last three years, so why was her heart racing? Why did she feel flushed? She forced herself not to fan her face, even as she worried that she was breaking out in a sweat and might ruin her makeup.

      Not going there. Jerry had been good-looking, too, and look where that got her.

      He wasn’t this good-looking.

      Kennedy wanted to tell her inner voice to shut the hell up. Besides, Joey was the groomsman Sabrina suggested she get to know better. She’d said precious little about Jack over the course of her and Cullen’s courtship, other than the occasional comment about him being a playboy. Which explained why Sabrina wouldn’t have suggested she break free of her self-induced nun-like lifestyle with him. Another cheater wasn’t on the agenda.

      “I was just informed that you and I are walking into the chapel together.”

      Kennedy shifted her focus to the man who was speaking, the very man she had just been salivating over. “Uh, we are?”

      He did that slow perusal thing with his eyes that guys did when they wanted a girl to know they liked what they saw. An unhurried smile crawled across his face. “Yep.”

      She recognized that look. She may have been out of the dating game for far too long, but she still understood the process. What she didn’t know was how to respond.

      “No, no,” Vanessa interrupted, as she wedged herself between them. “You and I should walk down the aisle together.” She batted thickly mascaraed lashes and smiled coyly. Kennedy resisted the urge to stick her finger into her mouth in a gagging motion. They weren’t in high school anymore, even if Vanessa was acting like a lovesick teenager.

      “Cullen told me he’ll kick my ass if I don’t do what the wedding planner tells me, and she said I’m supposed to walk in with the hot brunette.”

      Hot brunette? Was he talking about her?

      Vanessa brushed a perfectly coifed blond curl off her shoulder and lifted her chin. With an audible sniff, she said, “The pictures will look better if you and I are in them together.”

      Jack arched his brows. “I could’ve sworn this wedding was about Cullen and Sabrina. Not you.”

      Vanessa opened her mouth to retort, but the wedding planner grabbed her arm in a vise-like grip and dragged her away to stand alone at the end of the processional.

      “Where’s the best man?” Kennedy said as she watched Vanessa argue with the wedding planner.

      “Already inside with the groom. Cullen was looking a little panicked, so the priest suggested his brother be up there for moral support.”

      “Oh no. He isn’t having second thoughts, is he?”

      Jack chuckled. “Hell no. If he could’ve had his way, Cullen would’ve carted her off to Vegas a year ago. Sabrina wanted this dog and pony show, and he’s doing it because he loves her, but he hates being in the spotlight like this.” He abruptly changed the subject. “So Cullen tells me you’re the bride’s BFF.”

      “Yes. We’re cousins as well.”

      “How come stalker woman is the maid of honor?”

      “You mean Vanessa? She’s Sabrina’s sister.” Kennedy giggled, taking herself by surprise. When was the last time she’d giggled in the presence of someone of the opposite sex who wasn’t related to her?

      “She’s scary as hell. I haven’t been pursued like that in a long time.”

      “Vanessa has been pursuing you?”

      Jack nodded. “She practically attacked me as soon as I walked into the church. I’m not really into that. I’m into more subtle women.”

      She ignored the last bit and blurted, “She’s married.”

      Jack arched those sleek, blond brows again. “Now I’m really glad I didn’t let her catch me. I’m not into married women either.”

      He gave Kennedy’s left hand a pointed look. She squeezed her bouquet until she was afraid she would snap the stems on the burgundy and cream-colored roses. She was so lousy at this game. Besides the fact she wasn’t even sure she wanted to play it in the first place.

      “What about divorced women?” Oh my God, did I just say that out loud?

      Jack shrugged. “I like single women. Divorced is single.”

      Kennedy’s chest heaved as she sucked in air. “I’m not—” She lost her train of thought when he reached over, cupped her wrist, and pulled her arm through the crook of his, resting her hand on his forearm. Not only did he look amazing in the tux, but he felt good, too.

      Not good.

      “Showtime,” Jack murmured, and Kennedy realized that the doors to the chapel were open and the music started, indicating it was time for the processional to begin.

      She struggled to fill her lungs. Jack gave her a concerned look. “You okay?”

      Kennedy shook her head, focused on breathing. In and out. That’s it. This wasn’t her wedding. It was Sabrina’s, and Sabrina was marrying the man of her dreams. The right man. Her forever happily ever after.

      “I just don’t like weddings as a rule.”

      “Why not?”

      “My own was a disaster.”
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      Jack watched Kennedy watch the bride. A slow, sad smile spread across her face, as Sabrina began to make her way down the aisle. He turned his attention to the bride, too.

      She looked like a frigging princess in that big, white gown. Her smile was so wide, he was half-afraid her face would split in two. He glanced at his partner and best friend. The deer-in-the-headlights look that had been on his face since early this morning was gone, replaced by bemusement. Cullen was hooked, no doubt about it. Sabrina was, and now always would be, the center of his world.

      Lucky bastard, Jack thought, even as he followed that thought with, I couldn’t imagine being so beholden to another person. It worked for Cullen–which was a hell of a surprise, frankly–but he knew marriage wasn’t for everyone.

      Kennedy’s married?

      He shifted his gaze to watch the hot bridesmaid standing across the aisle, who was now watching the bride and groom with rapt attention. He’d missed that little tidbit of information somewhere along the way. She wasn’t wearing a ring. He’d noticed that, because he’d been scoping out the various options for a little after-reception female companionship.

      Weddings were a great place to pick up a one-night stand, but you had to be careful to pick a woman who didn’t have forever on her mind at the moment. The good thing was, the generous pours at the open bar tended to make almost anyone forget about forever, at least until the next morning. And Jack was good at slipping out of bed and out of their lives before they could even suggest exchanging phone numbers, let alone talk about a second–or hell, how about a first?–date.

      He’d narrowed his focus to Kennedy and had assumed she was single. While dodging the maid of honor, he’d caught sight of the willowy brunette bridesmaid and his interest had immediately been piqued. He could tell she was one of those women who didn’t demand to be the center of attention, who was probably more of a wallflower. In his experience, women like that tended to be wildcats in the sack. Perfect for a temporary wedding pickup.

      Whether she preferred to duck the spotlight or not, she was definitely sexy. Besides that thick, chestnut-brown hair that trailed halfway down her back, she had expressive, green, doe eyes set into a heart-shaped face, along with Cupid’s bow pink lips that caused his imagination to wander into seriously smutty places.

      She wore the bridesmaid’s dress well, too. It was a simple number in a bronze color, with a halter neckline that emphasized the top swell of breasts that were neither too small nor too large. All things considered, his choice of a bed partner for the night hadn’t been difficult at all.

      Except for the whole marriage bit. He wasn’t into married women, no matter how attractive they were. He’d hooked up with a handful of married women throughout his misspent youth, and each time had been a disaster, an emotional roller coaster for the women and mediocre sex for him. It was hard to get excited when a woman either cried or talked about another man constantly. In his experience, women who cheated didn’t really want to cheat; they just wanted their significant other to notice them.

      The roar of applause, catcalls, and wolf whistles indicated that the ceremony was at an end, and Jack shifted his focus to watch the groom bend his bride over his arm and kiss her with such enthusiasm that even the priest blushed.
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      Jealousy combined with regret swirled together in her chest as Kennedy watched her cousin and new husband make out up there on the altar. Five years previously, she’d received no more than a chaste peck on the cheek from her groom. Two years later, she’d sat in her living room and cried frustrated tears and thought, I should have known it wouldn’t last.

      As Cullen and Sabrina posed for the photographer before proceeding down the aisle after being pronounced husband and wife, Kennedy tortured herself by comparing the ratio of couples to individuals in the church and realized the number of married couples far outweighed the number of single people. They were happy, too, as far as she could tell, which only added to her misery. Kennedy wanted to be happy.

      She eyed her wedding counterpart. Jack was single, and he seemed happy. Maybe he knew something she didn’t.

      “Stay away from him,” Sabrina had warned her. “The women love him, but he only wants one thing.”

      Considering how the simplest touch from Jack had spiked her blood pressure, she suspected it was not difficult at all for him to pick up women when he was in the mood for a little action.

      Was that the key to happiness as a single person? Occasional one-night stands, with no other expectations? Jack looked, at the very least, content and comfortable in his own skin.

      Kennedy certainly wasn’t happy, and neither did she feel comfortable in her own skin half the time. She tended to dress down, to hide herself, try to avoid being noticed by the opposite sex. It was easier that way. Otherwise, she might have to be forced to address unwanted attentions from men like Jack.

      They were unwanted, weren’t they?

      Since her divorce three years ago, Kennedy had not dated at all. She was too afraid. She’d fallen for her lying ex-husband, let him talk her into moving from her comfort zone, her hometown of Dallas, to New Orleans, a town that was an entirely different world. She’d let him talk her into marrying him. And then he’d taken everything, including her pride, right from under her nose.

      She glanced at Jack again, caught him watching her, and averted her gaze.

      Kennedy’s experience with one-night stands was limited to two times in her entire life. There was that one time in college, when the guy had bet his friends that he could convince her to sleep with him. She thought he wanted to date her, wanted so much more, until the next morning when he laughed while he pulled his shorts over his thighs and said, “Thanks for that, Kennedy. I’m strapped for cash right now and that twenty bucks will sure come in handy.”

      The other time had been a stupid mistake she’d made with the divorce attorney she’d hired when her ex stole all her money. So she probably shouldn’t be open to attempting another one-night stand.

      Except that, honestly, wasn’t it different if she knew about it up front? If both parties had the same expectation? While the outcome had been humiliating, she could admit that the sex with the attorney had been good, at least while she’d been in the moment.

      Maybe it had been good because it was a one-night stand.

      She eyed Jack again. He certainly looked like he could please a woman in bed. Those big hands, with lean, nimble fingers. What would they feel like, caressing her breasts, sliding down her belly, between her thighs?

      Those full, slightly pouty lips, trailing kisses along her throat, over her chest, suckling her nipples. His tongue darting out to tease her skin as he continued his downward path, until his lips were pressed against that part of her body that hadn’t felt the touch of a man’s lips in…

      “Almost done, baby.” Chocolate brown eyes studied her from under hooded lids, pulling her abruptly from the impromptu fantasy.

      She turned her head slightly away. The man looked as if the rented tux had been made specifically for him, whereas the groom looked faintly uncomfortable in the fancy duds.

      He stepped in front of the altar and offered the crook of his arm. Kennedy slipped her hand through and let it rest lightly on his forearm as they both turned and posed for the photographer.

      “Don’t be gentle, baby,” he teased, which caused a surprised giggle to burst from her mouth just as the camera clicked.

      She lightly slapped his arm with her other hand. “You ruined that picture,” she scolded as they walked down the aisle.

      “By making you laugh? How do you figure?”

      Kennedy shook her head as she kept a smile plastered onto her face, in case someone was still taking pictures. “I don’t photograph well,” she explained. “Especially when I laugh.”

      “That is one of the weirdest things I have ever heard,” he remarked, as they reached the end of the procession and were tugged apart by the wedding planner, who was positioning the attendants in preparation for the receiving line.

      After greeting the guests and promising to see them at the reception, then smiling for another multitude of pictures, it was finally time to pile into the limo. Since Vanessa was doing a lousy job of managing her maid of honor duties, Kennedy picked up the slack and herded everyone into the backseat before rushing into the church to ensure they hadn’t left anything behind in the bride’s room.

      When she returned, the driver took the three bags she carried and placed them in the trunk, and then held the door open while Kennedy tried to duck into the back in a dress that wasn’t terribly accommodating to such activity.

      The stretched vehicle was full. “Oh,” Kennedy said. “I guess I’ll sit in front.”

      “You can’t,” Sabrina said. “Cullen’s grandma is up there. She said she wanted to flirt with the driver.” She giggled as she lifted a half empty bottle of champagne and drank straight from the bottle. Cullen gave her a bemused look. The driver cleared his throat, his gaze lifting to look at the almost cloudless sky.

      “There’s plenty of room,” Jack announced, and before Kennedy could react, he slipped his arm around her waist and hauled her into his lap.

      “No!” Kennedy struggled, twisting her body, pushing against Jack’s chest, trying to shift into a less compromising position, even as the door slammed shut and the rest of the crowd in the limo laughed.

      Jack’s arms wrapped around her body, effectively trapping her arms against her sides and forcing her to sit still. “Relax, babe,” he whispered next to her ear. “It’s a short ride to the reception and you shouldn’t be left out just because you were helping the bride.”

      Kennedy tried to force herself to relax. He hadn’t been hitting on her, he had only tried to help. Yes, sitting in his lap elevated her own body temperature, but that was no reason to assume the guy was a sleaze. Besides, twenty minutes ago she had been giving serious consideration to the idea of having a one-night stand with him.

      As she became aware of the bulge pressing into her backside, her thoughts plummeted into the gutter. Guess she was back to considering shagging him, even if she knew damn well it would only happen once.

      Jack loosened his hold and then cupped her waist and adjusted her in his lap. “Sorry,” he murmured. “That was feeling a little too good.”

      Cullen shoved Jack’s shoulder. “Get off the bridesmaid.”

      “Hey, what’s the problem?” Jack teased. “We’re both consenting adults. If she wants to sit in my lap, she has every right to do so.”

      “There wasn’t anywhere else to sit,” Kennedy protested, feeling the need to defend herself. “And you pulled me into your lap.”

      “Aw, that hurt. Are you saying you would have been happy riding in any old lap that was handy?”

      “No!”

      Kennedy could relate to Cullen’s reluctance to being in the spotlight. She hated knowing everyone in the limo was watching her, was laughing at her obvious discomfort. Jack thought he was helping, but truthfully she would have preferred to ride to the reception by herself, even if it meant missing out on the feel of his muscular chest against her back, that impressive bulge against her ass.

      Damn, she was becoming a harlot in her own head. It really had been too long since she enjoyed skin-to-skin contact with a man.

      “I’m sorry,” she muttered, her eyes closed, her body tense as she focused every bit of attention on the effort not to move.

      “Don’t apologize,” Jack admonished. “I was just teasing you.”

      They arrived at the reception site and Kennedy bolted from the vehicle almost before it came to a complete stop.
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      “It’s beautiful,” Sabrina declared as she and Cullen stepped into the ballroom, greeted by a round of applause and catcalls from their guests.

      “You’re beautiful,” Cullen said, loud enough for their wedding guests to hear, while he nuzzled her ear. Sabrina giggled and did not push him away.

      “Marriage seems to appeal to Cullen,” Jack commented as he and Kennedy stood side by side, next to the head table, watching as the new bride and groom were introduced.

      “Cullen appeals to Sabrina,” Kennedy responded.

      “They’re good for each other. She brings out the best in him.”

      “And he balances her.”

      “Match made in heaven,” Jack said, his voice light with sarcasm.

      Kennedy chuckled. “Hardly. They’re practically opposites. But they do prove the old adage that opposites attract.”

      Cullen and Sabrina moved onto the dance floor as the band struck up the cords of “Just the Way You Are” by Billy Joel. Kennedy glanced at Jack and they burst out laughing.

      “Our turn,” Jack murmured, and then he led her out onto the dance floor.

      As it turned out, he was a good dancer. He exuded a certain confidence and grace that was both slightly intimidating and overwhelming for someone like her, who hadn’t had a great deal of self-confidence even before she’d allowed her ex to walk all over her.

      “You’re a good dancer,” Jack remarked as they swayed to the music. One hand rested lightly on the small of her back, while the other clasped her hand, gently guiding her around the dance floor.

      “Thanks. It’s because I have a good partner.”

      “We
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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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