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            The Bad Boy and the Baby

          

        

      

    

    
      Gym owner Ben Tallent is a self-described closet bad boy. He doesn't date anyone in Secret Springs, because what if it gets weird after they break up and have to see each other all the time. But when a colleague sets him up on a blind date, he decides what the heck? Why not give it a shot?

      After a disastrous blind date, baby expert Raven Valenciaga decides he's right not to go out with anyone in his small town. Then he meets Ben again in a very different situation, and their chemistry is undeniable.

      They burn bright right away, but when life starts to get in the way of their time together, Ben and Raven struggle to find time for each other while they take care of everyone else. Can they make it work, or will the bad boy lose his chance to be happy with his lover and their baby?
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      “That’s great, Terry. Just three more reps.” Ben Tallent spotted his client with the heavy free weights he was using to do an overhead press. Pride filled him at how well Terry Donovan was doing with his training. The former cop was in a wheelchair due to a terrible vehicle accident, and had almost given up, but the two of them had worked to build Terry’s upper-body strength, and Terry was doing much better physically. Mentally, he wasn’t sure, but he knew Terry was working with a therapist.

      “Got it.” Sweat ran down Terry’s face, but he finished up the reps, and Ben grabbed the weights to rack them, smiling and giving Terry a fist bump.

      “That was great, man.” He handed Terry a towel, then moved to wipe down all the equipment they’d used. Terry always came in after hours to do his sessions, and Ben was ready to call it a day. “Do you need to use the shower?”

      “Nah. Marina is out there waiting for me.” Terry’s sister usually picked him up, and she owned a vehicle that had been converted to help Terry out.

      “Well, get bundled up, man. It’s freezing out there.”

      “No shit. January only comes in cold in Secret Springs.” Terry wrapped up in a coat and a blanket, looking like a mobile laundry service.

      Ben unlocked the front door and waved to Marina, who climbed out of the van to walk over to the gym.

      “Hey, Ben. Good session today?” she asked, smiling.

      “Great one. He’s doing really well.”

      “He’s right here.” Terry wheeled over to them. “And I am ordering pizza.”

      “Good deal.” He grinned and waved as Marina and Terry headed out.

      Okay. He sniffed his pit. He’d showered after his last actual workout, so he should be good. He locked up, checked all the interior areas of the gym, then turned out the lights, bundled up, and left the building himself.

      Instead of getting in his truck and going home, though, he turned left up the street and started out for Pens and Needles, the tattoo shop his friend Lukas ran in the old Merchante building. He had an appointment of his own to keep this evening, and he was looking forward to it.

      The cold bit at him, and Ben shivered, wishing he had long johns on under his loose athletic pants. Lord. He needed to plan better when he was going to be out and about. At their elevation, Secret Springs was always one of the coldest places on the weather map on the news.

      The bell over the door at Pens jingled when he opened it, and a wave of warm air scented of antiseptic and sandalwood made his nose twitch. Tattoo artist Lukas sat at the desk, working on a sketch, his purple hair tied up on the back of his head.

      “Hey, man. How’s it going?”

      “Great. Just had a fab session, looking forward to my next one.” Lukas glanced up at him with a warm smile.

      “Yeah? Excellent. And I feel you. I had a great final client.” When he looked around there was no evidence anyone had been there, but then Lukas’s shop was always meticulous.

      The door to the back room, where Lukas had a plush little bathroom and lounge in case a client needed some alone time to recover, opened, and Ben glanced up to see who was leaving.

      A beautiful nymph of a man came out of the bathroom, eyeliner smeared, body covered in a huge black poncho. The ebony hair was curled around the pointed, angular face, and looking at the guy was like a punch to the gut.

      The man’s eyes widened when he saw Ben, and he ducked his head. “Thanks, Lukas. See you next time.”

      “Bye, man. Have a good one.” Lukas lifted a hand to wave, then stood to lock up after the guy. “You ready, Ben?”

      “Fuck, yeah. Who was that?” He wanted to know that man. Badly. That was…wow. Just totally his type.

      “Raven Valenciaga, you know, the accoucheur that works with Devon at the birth center? He just made full partner.”

      Ben blinked. “No way. I’ve seen him around town. That is not the same guy.” No way. Raven was a sweet little omega, but he was a little hipster man-bun type who drank chai and drove a Honda.

      Lukas chuckled softly, the sound dark and knowing, eyebrows waggling. “No?”

      “Nope. I mean…” Ben glanced back at the door Raven had disappeared through. “What all did he get done?”

      “I don’t out anyone’s ink, Ben. But let’s just say he’s into it.” Lukas gave him an evil, evil grin.

      Wow. Okay, so he would never have guessed that about the Raven he’d met on the few occasions they’d run into each other. “He’s smokin’ hot like that.”

      “Yeah. There’s nothing like surprise heat. He’s the one who convinced me to give Secret Springs a shot. He used to get his ink in Telluride.”

      “No shit?” Damn. The things he learned about people from Secret Springs. “Does he play?”

      “Um…” Lukas’s eyes twinkled. “You might talk to Chase, or maybe Dan and Matteo. They would know what to tell you.” Lukas kept things close to the vest. Ben supposed that was good, since he had secrets of his own.

      “Oh, man.” That was…seriously surprising. Before chef Chase Deveraux-Harlan had settled down in Secret Springs and started having babies with rancher Jack Harlan, he’d been quite the player. And bakery owners Dan and Matteo were in a committed Dom-and-sub relationship… Ben stripped out of his coat, pondering that information, Hard.

      “So, what are we working on today, man?” Lukas pushed back from the desk and stood, stretching.

      “I think we should finish the thigh piece.” He had several pieces going. When he tapped out on the back of his neck or his elbow, he could move on to something else for a while. Those spots were just seriously tough.

      “Sounds great. Get into your shorts and get settled. I’m going to call Tim and check on my babies.” Lukas’s husband, Tim, was the town librarian, and they had an amazing, gorgeous family of three kids. He was a little jealous, even if he was still in the bachelor stage of his own life.

      “Cool. Be right out.” He headed to the back, ready to get into the tattoo groove. He loved the buzz he got from ink, no pun intended. He wanted to hit that zone, which was similar to a really good workout, but way more sexual, he had to admit. Not that he thought of Lukas that way. Not at all. But he could totally get off at home after, jonesing on the endorphin rush he got from that punch of the needle into his skin.

      He changed into the tight, short boxer-brief type shorts he wore for leg work, and when he breathed deep he caught a hint of something… Musk. Spice. Was that Raven?

      Fuck, that was intriguing.

      Or maybe he was just ramped up from anticipation, because he’d never looked at Raven, not like that. Hell, he’d seen the man in passing tons of times at businesses downtown, and… Yeah. He loved the idea of the guy having a secret side.

      That made things so much more fun.

      Not that Secret Springs was boring. They had corsetieres, D/s bakers, tattoo artists… There was a thriving little underground. But he did wish sometimes there were other single guys. So maybe he would see if Raven was looking too.

      That could be entertaining.

      But right now, he had a thigh piece and a three-hour appointment. And as good of an artist as Lukas was, he deserved Ben’s full attention.
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      “Thanks, Raven. You really make it easier to think I’ll be giving birth soon. I usually panic just thinking how close I am.” Lisa Medina, who worked at one of his favorite restaurants, Señor Dragon’s, was maybe three weeks away from her due date, and he was so proud to be the one who’d seen her from start to finish. She was his very first solo client, and he thought he’d really helped her feel more ready and secure.

      “Well, that’s one of the things I’m here for. To help keep you from panicking. So, now it’s just a waiting game.” He tucked away his stethoscope. “I’m really happy for you and Rob.”

      “Yeah. He had to close tonight, or he would have been here.”

      “We had it well under control.” He took her hand and patted it. “And when you need me, any time these next few weeks, you call me.”

      “I will! Thank you.” She kissed his cheek. “Hooray baby!”

      “Hooray baby!” he agreed. He walked her out, then went to file the current birth plan, clean up the examination room, and go see his boss.

      No, his business partner.

      Whoa. Still a new concept, which never failed to make him smile. He’d been promoted to business partner, and had bought into the birth center to support expansion.

      He was still grinning when he walked into Devon’s office, where his fellow accoucheur was bent over paperwork. “Hey. Last appointment of the day is down.”

      “Excellent. You heading out?” Devon gave him a tired smile, tapping his pen on the pile of paper he was looking through.

      Raven shifted from foot to foot. “I was thinking… Do you want to go to supper?” He could use the company, and he and Devon were good friends. No weird pressure, no awkwardness. And he really didn’t want to just go home to his rented condo and watch TV.

      Devon blinked, and then grinned all of a sudden. “I so do! Fuel’s open tonight, and it’s cottage pie or butternut squash and black bean tamales. Wanna?”

      “I do!” That sounded amazing. The seasonal menus at the Fuel pop-up restaurant next to Lukas’s tattoo shop were always to die for. “I feel like celebrating. Lisa is almost there.”

      “Is she? It’s special, isn’t it? Your first patient from beginning to end?” Devon straightened up the papers and closed his laptop down.

      “Yeah, you know it. She’s trusting me a lot.” It was a huge responsibility.

      Devon grabbed his coat. “Nonsense. You’ve delivered dozens of babies. Dozens. She has sense.”

      “I hope so.” Sometimes, he felt so worried that he was going to mess up without Devon to stand at his shoulder. But this was his job, and he loved it. He loved the joy of watching life grow and while the sorrow of helping someone through loss or illness with a new baby could be heartbreaking, he felt good knowing he helped.

      Raven shrugged into his coat. “Do you want to take both cars, or do you want me to drive and drop you back here?”

      “Oh, if I come back, I’ll just work all night. I’ll meet you at Fuel, okay?” Devon’s little chuckle was infectious.

      “First one there gets the table.”

      “Absolutely.” Devon locked up, and they headed to their vehicles. Devon had a cute little Smart car, and Raven’s CR-V was paid off, solid on the road, and carried anything he might find at garage sales.

      Not only that, but his baby car knew the way to Telluride, to Denver, all the fun places to play on his weekends not on call.

      He parked downtown, and saw Devon pass him to park on the other side of the restaurant, so he slipped out of his car to walk down the block toward Fuel. The businesses he passed were mostly closed, but the lights were on at the Bump and Grind gym, and he took a quick peek to see who might be working out in there. The blinds were always open during business hours, he knew, in order to inspire more people to come in and get their fitness on.

      The owner—this stud named Ben—was working out, body sheened with sweat and gleaming. Yum. The best part in a lot of really nice parts was the ink he could see peeking out from under the long-sleeved T-shirt Ben wore. Wrists and belly and neck all showed hints of full body pieces.

      His were all very carefully hidden. It was probably silly, but he kept his professional and personal life pretty separate. Not because he worried that anyone in Secret Springs would be judgy, but because that was for him and him alone. He was so glad Lukas wasn’t a gossip, because his ink time was…well. Important.

      It was a buzz, the whole idea that he was hiding a whole different person under his skin. Or under his clothes, maybe. Because the ink was on and in his skin…

      He caught himself staring just as Ben looked at the window. Hopefully not out the window, because he didn’t want to draw attention to himself. He moved on, hurrying to meet Devon at Fuel’s door.

      “Guys!” Ryan was sitting in the dining room, which was crowded, but there was no line outside or anything. He was the chef’s husband, and he waved them over. “I’m not actually working, but Kylie is in the back getting a take-out order. You want a table of your own, or can I con you into sitting with me?”

      “Are you babyless?” Devon asked.

      Ryan and his husband King had two little ones. One was three and the other was still just wee.

      “I am. Andrew and Kynan took them and told me to take a night out. This way, I get to see King and eat a yummy meal.” Ryan made a wry face. “But I’m lonely. It’s weird to sit here alone and see King when he has a chance to wave from the kitchen.”

      “Well, we can’t have that.” Raven grinned at Devon, and they went to sit.

      “Oh, yay. Thanks, guys. So how’s the baby business?” Ryan asked.

      Raven and Devon glanced at each other and laughed. “Booming,” Devon said.

      “But you don’t want to talk about work, right? Sorry. I forget.”

      “It’s okay. It’s really the way that you know us. You’ll have to get to know our other hobbies.” Devon grinned at Ryan. “I’m Dev. I like to knit, I love mashed potatoes and kittens, and I jog for exercise.”

      “Ew, you eat the kittens?” Raven teased.

      Ryan almost choked on his iced tea. “Evil! What about you, Raven?”

      “Hrm. I love to read and go camping, I like dancing, and one day, I’m getting a purse dog.”

      “Why a purse dog, man?” Ryan handed them each a menu. There were the cottage pie and the tamales. Also on the menu were maple bacon brussels, stuffing balls, and oh…marshmallow pumpkin pies. Wow.

      He wanted the brussels sprouts and the cottage pie, so bad. “Because they’re little and cute and easy to love.”

      “Ah.”

      “And you don’t have to put them through college, right?” Devon said.

      “Exactly.”

      Ryan laughed. “Well, I have the kids and a dog. So I must be a giant pushover.”

      “You do! And you have the sexy chef hubby too.” Raven thought King was hot as hell, in a purely objective way. Chefs were pretty cool.

      “Mmmhmm.” Ryan laughed. “I do. Though he turned out to not be the bad boy everyone said he was.”

      “Lukas assures me that bad boys can be domesticated quickly,” Devon put in. “He says Tim had him in a day.”

      “A lot of guys who move here are looking to settle down.” Ryan gave them an arch look. “I think this town is getting a rep among alphas.”

      Raven just smiled and nodded at all that. Heck, that was why he didn’t date anyone in town. He didn’t date at all, really. He went to Denver and went dancing a few times a year. Maybe to Telluride to see who was visiting from out of town and who wanted to play.

      “Raven and I are married to the job, you know?” Devon gave him a knowing look. “And you omegas keep us insanely busy.”

      Chase Deveraux-Harlan kept them busy all by himself, Raven thought. That man’s husband liked to see him preggers.

      “Yeah, yeah. You just wait. Someone will catch you guys.” Ryan shook his head. “You think, oh, not me, but it will happen.”

      “Hey, you guys!” Kylie, who was server and host tonight, it looked like, came by, saving them from the when-are-you-getting-married thing, which always seemed to come up with friends and acquaintances. “What’ll you have? Sorry, I was in the back.”

      They ordered, and the conversation mercifully turned to a TV show they were all in love with.

      This was the reason they were here—to relax, enjoy a good meal, and remember that they were more than just their jobs.

      And if Raven felt like he went a little deeper than he wanted everyone right here and now to know, well, that was his business. He’d just keep it like that. He wasn’t afraid to have a secret side to his life.

      “So how is your new assistant working out? Is she nice?”

      Raven beamed at him. “Naomi is stunning. She’s incredibly empathetic, totally on her game, and she loves to play trivia too!”

      “Oh, good. I’m so glad.”

      Devon beamed. Their practice was expanding, and people were coming from outside of town to their little birth center. “Yes. She’s a hoot.”

      Raven leaned in, teasing. “Are you thinking about adding to the family already?”

      Ryan shook his head. “No. No, I think we’re done. Maybe we’ll change our minds, but they’ll be in high school together, college. That’s expensive and busy.”

      “It really is. And you guys have two thriving businesses as well.” Raven admired the heck out of Ryan. He’d really come into his own since he came to Secret Springs with his catering business at the hotel and his lovely family. Raven wished he was as…brave, maybe.

      But he wasn’t. He stayed under the radar, quiet and steady. That was the way he survived.

      Their food came, and he smiled and laughed with his friends and put the rest aside. He might not be dating or in a relationship, but he wasn’t lonely. That was good enough.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      “Crap! No. Don’t let go of the—Dammit, Martin! That pipe is too loose.” Ben didn’t need to snarl at Martin, and he knew it. The kid was a server at Fuel, not a plumber, but he just happened to be the client in the building when a pipe in the men’s bathroom had let loose from the sink, which meant the sink was sliding off the wall.

      “Sorry! Sorry. Okay, I got it.” Martin wrenched the pipe back into place, and this time, it held. “Wrap that towel around it, and I can call Lukas for you.”

      “Yeah, thanks.” That was the best thing about having the gym in the building it was in. His buddy Lukas was his landlord, and he was quick to respond. “Problem is, I have a date in—” He checked his fitness watch. “Twenty minutes. I need to meet him at that little Greek place that’s opened up out by the highway.”

      “Crap. Well, this ought to hold until morning now…” Martin pointed, and true enough, there was no water dripping at all.

      “You know what, I’ll call Lukas on my way out, and if he wants to come check it tonight, cool. If not, he can come tomorrow morning.”

      “Okay. Well, I’ll take a shower at home, and that way you don’t have to worry about water blowing out the pipe.” Martin gave him a crooked little grin.

      “Right.” Shit. Martin was right. He probably shouldn’t take a shower either. He discreetly sniffed himself, and whoa. He and Martin had been lifting together, spotting each other, and he was rank. Crap. “I appreciate all the help, buddy.”

      “You’re welcome. Good luck with your date. Anyone I know?”

      Ben smiled wryly. “I’m not sure. It’s a blind date. My client Marjorie set us up when I was bitching about not wanting to go to Denver to go clubbing because of the weather.” The winter was proving to be a real challenge this year.

      “Oh, man. Exciting. Have you ever been on one before?” Martin was so damn young. Seriously. The things he thought were too cool were usually…not.

      “Oh yeah, but not since I moved to Secret Springs. I always figured if it didn’t work out, it could lead to serious awkwardness.” He wasn’t sure why he was doing it now. Maybe it was his peek at Raven a few weeks back. That had got him to thinking about what might be under the surface of some of his fellow Springers. That prospect had made him say yes before he had too much time to think about it and back out.

      “Yeah. The town is growing now, though. Thriving.”

      “It is. Thanks for the help, man. I appreciate it.” He shook Martin’s hand.

      “You’re welcome.” Martin grabbed his gym bag and headed out.

      Ben ran to the office to change, glad he always had street clothes in there. The smell he couldn’t do much about, but he sprayed on some body spray a client had given him for Christmas that he’d left at the gym in case anyone needed it, then grabbed his keys. He’d lock up, then stop back by for his shit when the date was over, or tomorrow, whichever came first.

      Then he got outside, the icy late winter wind stealing his breath. Damn, that was brutal. Harsh enough that his eyes started to water. This was the kind of weather that made folks like his dad say there was no such thing as global warming, and Ben smiled when he thought about how he’d explained the North Atlantic current to his father by making him watch the Day After Tomorrow… His dad had called him a snot-nosed little fucker.

      He drove out to the highway, not far from the truck stop, and he hoped this restaurant was good. It was also a recommendation from Marjorie; he hadn’t been yet.

      The Alpha and Omega—and who the hell named a restaurant that?—was painted bright blue and looked nice and busy for a Thursday night. He wasn’t sure if he was going to be into Greek food, but he was looking forward to trying it out. It certainly smelled good, anyway, and Marjorie insisted that there was always some kind of salad with feta cheese and olives, and there was no bad there.

      He headed inside, the immediate warmth making him a tiny bit dizzy. Man, he needed some food, because his blood sugar was dropping like a stone.

      “Hi!” A pretty young woman with black hair and bright brown eyes smiled from the host stand. “What can I do for you?”

      “Table for two for Tallent?” He hoped he wasn’t too late. He didn’t want to be rude and check his watch now.

      “Oh yes. The rest of your party is here in the bar.”

      The bar hadn’t moved from where it had been when this was The Gulch, but the dance floor and the pool tables had been replaced by tables covered in bright blue tablecloths and booths with tall wooden backs. Seashells and blue glass bottles completed the look.

      There was one man seated at the bar, and Ben blinked at the sight of Raven Valenciaga. Was this his date?

      “Your party is ready to be seated, sir,” the hostess told Raven, and Ben’s heartbeat kicked up a notch. Looked like he was having a blind date with the closet hottie.

      Raven glanced at his watch, then stood and smiled, expression going from curious to shocked. “I’ve seen you before.”

      “Hi. Yeah, how are you?” Ben held out his hand to shake. He was curious himself. And more than a little surprised.

      “Good. Good. Raven. Pleased.” They shook, and Raven’s hand was warm, just a tad damp.

      They headed to their table and got their menus. “Holler at me if you need anything, guys. Your server will be right out.”

      “Of course.” Raven pulled out a handkerchief and sneezed. “Pardon me. Would you like a drink?”

      “I think I would. It was a long day. What looks good?” Raven had been at the bar, so maybe he would have an idea of what they had.

      “I had a glass of white, but there are a lot of neat cocktails.”

      “Oh, well, we should try one then.” Ben smiled, relieved when Raven grinned back. Then sneezed again. “Bless you.”

      “Thank you. I’m sorry. I swear I’m not ill.” Raven shook his head, his expression quizzical.

      “You sound like allergies are getting to you.” That sucked. Winter allergies could be brutal because it was so dry that noses could bleed from them. “You have a good day?”

      “I did. I had a solid one. I’m an accoucheur, you know? And you…are a personal trainer?”

      “I am. I do that and physical therapy. The gym is just the right size, you know?” He loved the fact that he could have twenty people in there working out, or a client he worked with one on one. It was incredibly rewarding to see people find their fit or recover from an injury.

      “Oh, that’s great. That helps so many people. Seriously.” Raven’s nose wrinkled.

      “Are you okay?” Did Raven think his job sucked or something? Surely not. He was in the medical field. Physio was super important.

      “Uh—Achoo!” Raven looked at him, eyes watering. “I’m sorry!”

      “What it is?” He looked around for flowers or plants or something that might be setting Raven off.

      “I—Do you have… Are you wearing some kind of body spray?” Raven sneezed again, knocking the water glass over.

      “Oh!” He pushed back from the table, mopping up with his napkin. “I—yeah. I found it in my office at the gym when the plumbing broke and I didn’t have time to—You’re allergic to perfumes?”

      “I—I didn’t think so?” Another spate of sneezes rocked Raven, and he turned a bright red.

      “Let me get you some more water.” Ben leaped to his feet, the water glass rolling off and shattering on the floor.

      “Don’t move!” The hostess came running with a broom and dustpan, and someone else came with a mop. “We don’t want you to cut yourself.”

      “He needs some more water. He’s having an allergy attack.” In fact, a glance at Raven said he was in real distress. He held a hand to his chest, which was heaving, and he was sweating profusely.

      “Should I call 911?” someone asked.

      “I’ll call!” And there was someone else, and Ben didn’t know what to do.

      “Come on, let’s get you outside so you can not be near the fire.” The hostess came up to Raven, and he stumbled forward, catching the tablecloth, the entire setting crashing to the ground.

      “Dammit!” Raven sneezed
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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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