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      Leah

      

      “What The Fuck?”

      Everyone in the room turned to stare at me, like dropping an f-bomb was the most explosive thing that had happened in the last few minutes. Their faces contorted as my vision started to tunnel. Hot wine soaked into my socks.

      Beth Barnes had brought Jagger as her date to the Christmas party?!

      I knew better than that. Beth hired Jagger to come with her to the party. This was the job that had kept him from spending Christmas with me.

      I couldn’t move, couldn’t tear my gaze away from Jagger. He looked as horrified as I felt.

      “You know Jagger, Leah.” Beth sauntered over to him, putting her hands on his arm. He shook away from her, gaze locked on mine like he was trying to send me a silent message. We didn’t quite have the mind meld thing down yet.

      She grabbed him, harder this time. “Anybody who pays enough money can spend time with him.”

      “What are you talking about?” Shelley asked. “Isn’t that the guy Leah brought to the reunion?”

      “Don’t act like you weren’t in on this the whole time,” I growled. But then it occurred to me...had Jagger known who’d hired him?

      My heart sank.

      “Leah did bring him to the reunion.” Beth shared a knowing smile with Shelley.

      Rich situated between me and Jagger, clouding the small circle that hadn’t completely blacked out of my vision.

      “What the hell is going on?” He glared at me, like this was my fault. “What’s this guy doing in my house?”

      The last time Rich and Jagger were this close, I had to stop Jagger from punching Rich.

      It didn’t matter what I said, no lie would change the fact that Beth was paying Jagger to be here right now. She’d chosen the most perfect instrument in the ongoing ballad of my humiliation.

      No. Not this time. These people had already taken enough from me. I wouldn’t let them have Jagger.

      He was the only thing I could see clearly—his hazel eyes were dark, lips pressed together. He’d pulled away from Beth again, but he hadn’t taken his gaze off me.

      “Let me explain,” Beth said loudly, to reclaim her audience, in case they’d gotten tired of another outburst between Leah and Rich. We mostly played nice in front of company. Mostly. Until all the dirty laundry came out in the divorce.

      Beth headed toward the living room. I didn’t dare turn around. The silence spoke for the audience that had assembled behind me. “I got to the reunion early and saw this beautiful man alone at the bar. He was asking the bartender a ton of questions. I figured I could help him out, if you know what I mean. He told me that he was meeting his date, and he wasn’t familiar with the area. But he gave me his card. I guess in case things didn’t work out with his date.”

      Beth’s smile spread slowly across her face, twisting the knife in my gut with amazing precision. Evil like this didn’t just happen. It was cultivated and refined until it became a deadly poison.

      “Imagine my surprise when his date turned out to be Leah! But...something wasn’t right about it. She wasn’t his type. A guy like this would have a skinny little model on his arm, especially since he claims to be a photographer. I checked out his website, and it’s full of pictures of junk. So I kept digging, and my search brought me to this forum where women were talking about the men they hired to have sex with them.

      “Can you imagine? I didn’t even know you could do such a thing! I mean, how disgusting. Leah wouldn’t do something like that, right? But there couldn’t have been two people named Jagger Holiday. Anyway, I asked in the forum and they gave me the information for his agency. I needed a referral, and wouldn’t you know it, giving Leah’s name did the trick.”

      She shrugged and turned to me like I was the only person in the room.

      “And here we are. Merry Christmas!”

      “What the hell is she talking about?” my dad asked.

      I wanted to crawl into a hole and disappear.

      Shelley’s mouth formed an exaggerated O, and she looked between me and Beth. “Are you saying that Leah brought a male prostitute to our reunion?”

      “Pretty much.” Beth laughed.

      It was so fucking staged. She was in on the fix all along.

      That was why Rich asked me here. Not to see his dying mother, but to humiliate me in front of everyone I knew.

      If Jagger knew what he’d been hired for... No. He was so much better than these people.

      “What hell is wrong with you, Leah?” Rich got in my face. He was bright red like he had a reason to be angry. “This is what you’re doing with the money I send you every month?”

      Words weren’t even an option anymore. Just lava-hot emotion.

      Something inside me erupted. I’d been driven from this house in shame once, and I’d be damned if it happened again.

      “No. It’s what I’m doing with my money. Yeah. I hired Jagger to go to the reunion with me.” I looked over to him and winked.

      The smile he gave me in return was worth every dollar I’d spent on him.

      I took a step toward the two wicked bitches and my ex-husband. “And let me tell you something, it was the best money I ever spent. You want to know why? Because now I know how a man is supposed to treat a woman.”

      Rich burst out laughing. “Oh, this is too much. Leah hired a hooker and thinks she’s in love.”

      He shook his head and pinched between his eyes like he was trying to stop tears. I wanted to punt his pig head like a football.

      “No. I thought I was in love with you, Rich. But you proved me wrong.” I marched over to Jagger and took his arm. “He hasn’t yet. That’s the difference.”
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      Jagger

      

      Holy Fuck.

      I didn’t think anything could shock me anymore, but ten minutes in that house and that theory went to shit. Beth had picked me up in Hartford on Christmas Eve morning, claiming she wanted to bring someone to her family’s holiday party so they’d stop asking her when she was going to get married.

      I didn’t remember her at all from the reunion.

      She seemed a little off, but it was a solid story, even though she drove so long that I thought I was being kidnapped. She didn’t say anything about Leah or the reunion until we walked into the party.

      How someone could hate Leah enough to pull a stunt like this was beyond me.

      I’d braced myself for the worst. Leah didn’t have to take my side in front of her family and friends. She could’ve turned her back on me to save face. Instead, I was standing in front of a house in the middle of who knows where, kissing Leah.

      Exactly how we wanted to spend Christmas.

      I pressed her hot body against mine, and the chill melted away, our lips dancing together in perfect time. A combination of sweetness, desperation, and emotions I’d always been afraid to explore.

      Now was the time.

      That bitch thought I was a piece of trash and Leah proved her wrong. No one had ever done that for me.

      “Hi.” Leah’s lips brushed against my cheek. “I can’t believe that just happened.”

      “You were incredible in there.” I stole a quick peck. “You’re so fucking strong.”

      “If you weren’t holding me up, I’d be flat on my face right now. My body feels like Jell-O.” Leah exhaled, then looked toward the house. “Raven and my parents heard that whole thing. I’m not ashamed of you, Jagger, but I don’t know how to deal with what happens next.”

      “We’ll figure it out.”

      “Ma!” Raven came running out of the house. The drama had started as soon as I walked in and I hadn’t seen her yet. She’d probably been hiding in a nest somewhere. Smart girl. “I didn’t know Jagger was spending Christmas with us.”

      “It’s a surprise,” Leah said, and I tried not to laugh. “Where are your grandparents?”

      “They’re coming.”

      An older couple rambled out of the house, Beth on their tail.

      She pushed past them, marching up to me. “What do you think you’re doing? Get back in the house.”

      “Hell no—"

      I gripped Leah’s arms to keep her from lunging at Beth. “No. We’re done. Unlock the car, so I can get my bag.”

      “No? You said no? Are you kidding me?” Beth’s jaw dropped and she pointed at the house. “I paid for you until tomorrow, and you’ll do what I say!”

      She stomped her foot.

      Leah squirmed. If I let go of her she’d clock this lunatic. As satisfying as it would be to watch, I wouldn’t let her do anything she regretted.

      “I don’t give a shit what you paid for. I’m not going anywhere with you.”

      “I’ll have you fired.” Beth came closer. I braced myself for her to do something crazier, but she didn’t. “I’ll sue you, and I’ll own you for real.”

      “Good luck with that.” I didn’t break my glare. “Give me my bag, Beth.”

      She stormed toward the house, then turned on her heel. “I’m sure Leah’s fans will love to know about her hooker. I’ll make sure every single one of them knows the real story.”

      “Likewise.”

      I turned to Leah, and she put her head against my shoulder.

      “Please don’t let her go public with this,” she murmured. She jerked away from me, eyes wide. “I didn’t mean it like that.”

      I nodded. “I know.”

      “Leah, you have no shoes on.” Her mother came up beside us, boots in hand. “What just happened?”

      “Yeah, what the hell was that? I thought we were here to see Judy, not her asshole son,” Leah’s dad grumbled. I was going to like this guy. “That shithead’s ruined enough of my Christmases.”

      He realized his daughter was holding onto a man he didn’t know, and I knew that look all too well. “Who the hell are you?”

      “He’s very handsome,” her mother added.

      “This is my friend, Jagger,” Leah sighed. “And he can hear you, Ma.”

      “It was a compliment.” Leah’s mom pushed her boots at her. “Is he coming back to the house with us?”

      “Our house. I’m not setting foot in that house.”

      “Hell, no. I’m done with them,” Dad grumbled.

      Leah looked back at me. I nodded.

      “Yeah, he’s coming with us.”

      “A little warning would’ve been nice,” her mom said.

      No kidding.

      “Put your shoes on and let’s go.”

      “So that’s my parents.” Leah held onto me with one hand while she hopped into her boots.

      “Here!” Beth threw my suitcase at us, missing Leah by an inch. “Get off the property before I call the police!”

      “Beth, I say this with nothing but warm holiday wishes,” Leah practically growled. “I hope you rot in hell.”

      Beth squawked all the way back to the house about how we were perfect for each other and a bunch of other nonsense.

      At least she got one thing right.

      It didn’t take long to get back to Leah’s parents’ house. McMansions gave way to more sensible homes, and we all piled out of the car in front of a split-level ranch dripping in blinking Christmas lights.

      Leah and I lagged behind Raven and her parents.

      “Dad goes overboard every year. When we were little, he said he did it for me and Lisa. He’s got a mouth like a truck driver, but he’s really a big softy,” Leah said quietly, tugging on my arm when she stopped. “We should just get it over with and talk to my mom before she has a chance to ask too many questions. I’ll let her explain it to my dad.”

      “You know best.” I couldn’t get my parents to buy into my job. If Leah had a plan, I was on board.

      “Set up the movies,” Leah told Raven when we walked in the house. “We’ll be out in a minute. Ma, come help us get food ready.”

      Her mother followed us into the kitchen. She started unwrapping plates of food, and Leah got to work too, pulling popcorn out of the cabinet.

      I leaned against the counter, my heart still pounding after the ambush.

      “I want to talk to you about what happened at Rich’s house,” Leah said. “I hate even calling it that. I picked out the damn place, but nothing about it is mine anymore.”

      Nothing about that house reminded me of Leah at all. When she said she’d changed, she hadn’t been kidding.

      “Okay,” her mom said the word slowly. “I wish you and Rich could stop fighting. Raven picks up on that stuff.”

      “I know, but this isn’t about me and Rich. It’s about me and Jagger.” Leah sighed.

      I stopped breathing.

      “It doesn’t really matter anymore, but after that shit show, people are going to ask you questions,” she continued. “So I want to tell you the truth. I did hire Jagger to come to the reunion with me. I called an agency and arranged for him to be my date.”

      Leah’s mother didn’t say anything right away. She looked from me to Leah. “Like a dating service?”

      “Kinda.”

      “What’s the big deal? Isn’t that how everyone meets now? Through those dating sites on the internet? Your cousin Anne is getting married to a guy she met online.”

      “It’s not exactly like that,” Leah clarified, giving the popcorn pot a shake on the stove. Of course she’d never pop a bag into the microwave. “It was just a date, not necessarily anything else. But we wound up hitting it off, and—”

      “Leah.” Her mother cut her off. “Are you happy?”

      Leah looked back at me, unable to contain her smile. I melted like the butter her mother had just pulled out of the microwave. “Very.”

      Leah’s mom came over, squinting to size me up. I was actually nervous about passing inspection. I also wasn’t sure if she’d grasped what Leah was trying to tell her. My mother cried when I told her what I did for a living. Of course, I explained it to her as I fuck women for money.

      Leah’s mom was a tiny, older version of her. It was amazing to get to see what Leah had been like when she was younger in Raven, and how she’d turn out in her mom. It was one hell of a ride.

      “I’m glad you’re spending Christmas with us, Jagger.” She tapped her hand against mine.

      It was only a matter of time before she figured out how Leah really met me, and I wanted to make sure I was on her good side when it happened.

      “I’m going to go make up the couch—"

      “Ma! It’s not necessary.” Leah laughed. “He can stay in Lisa’s room with me.”

      Her mother waved her hand. “No, he cannot. Your father would have another heart attack. I’m making up the couch.”

      “Thirty-eight years old, divorced, just told my mother I hired an escort, and she insists that he sleeps on the couch,” Leah laughed as she handed me the bowl of popcorn. “So if you ever find yourself wondering why I’m a hot mess, remember this night.”

      I picked up a piece of popcorn and dropped it in Leah’s mouth. “I think you’re perfect.”
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      Leah

      “The Coast Is Clear.” I nudged Jagger to wake him up.

      We’d stayed up until the early hours of the morning with Raven watching movies. Besides the nightmare that brought us together tonight, Christmas Eve was everything I could’ve asked for. I could snuggle under a blanket on the floor with Jagger’s arms around me and Raven resting her pillow against my legs every night for the rest of my life.

      “What are you doing down here?” Jagger mumbled, his eyes barely open.

      “You, hopefully.” I peeled the blanket away from him. He had on a T-shirt and sweatpants—probably his gym clothes. Jagger wasn’t a pajama wearing kind of guy. If I’d known he was going to be here, I would’ve bought him some, even if it was just so I could rip the plaid flannel off him five minutes later.

      He chuckled, still sleepy, then stretched. His eyes were a little more open now. To make sure I got his attention, I pulled my top over my head.

      “Leah,” he exclaimed.

      I put my finger over my lips to encourage him to be quiet, but he moved it away.

      “Santa Claus is going to be here any minute and he’s going to catch you being naughty.”

      I straddled him, putting my hand over his crotch. Some parts of him were much more awake than others. “Santa’s a dirty old man and you know it.”

      Jagger pulled me down into a long, hot kiss. His hands fell to my breasts, thumbs rubbing my nipples. He knew just how to send me into overdrive. I moaned into his mouth, and he pulled away.

      “We can’t do it like this,” he whispered, his eyes darting to the staircase. “You on top. We’ll never be able to keep quiet.”

      “You’re afraid my parents will catch us.” I gave him a wicked smile. “They sleep like the dead. They’ll be up at the crack of dawn, but until then, we’re safe.”

      “I’m not so sure your dad doesn’t have firearms in this house. He wouldn’t hesitate to shoot me in the balls.” Jagger’s gaze shifted from the staircase to me. He smiled, but his eyes were still big. “Seriously, Leah. You don’t know what it means to me that your parents accepted me into their home, on Christmas, after what happened tonight. My own parents couldn’t do that for me. I don’t want to fuck this up.”

      “They’re good people, and they know good people when they see them.” I sat and my pressed my hands against his chest. “They want me to be happy.”

      My lips moved against his neck as I added, “Whatever that takes.”

      Jagger slid out from underneath me, meeting my lips in another kiss as he sat up. “That’s what I want, too.”

      “This is my favorite night of the year. There’s something so peaceful about it. Nobody has anywhere to go and the whole purpose is to enjoy the time with the people you love.”

      “My dad worked a lot of holidays. So even when I was a kid, Christmas was weird for us.” Jagger stared at the tree, a million miles away. One strand had started to blink, and the reflection pulsed on his skin. “We’d have to fit it in between his shifts. It always felt like an inconvenience.”

      “Not here.” I kneeled on the floor.

      The tree dwarfed the room, with presents overflowing from below. Pine needles tickled my bare back as I held out my hand to Jagger, who slid off the couch to join me.

      Kissing was just part of the conversation.

      I pulled the T-shirt over his head, and it gave me an opportunity to finish my thought before my brain stopped thinking coherently.

      “My aunt and cousins come over with their boys, my mom will feed you until you think you’re going to puke, my dad will spend the day in front of the TV swearing at the game, and we’ll probably see Raven for a total of fifteen minutes.”

      “I was hoping that she’d show me that game she’s been coding,” he said, hooking his fingers into my pajama bottoms. “It sounds like it’s cool, I want to see it in action.”

      “She’d love that.”

      After tonight’s spectacle, Raven declared she wasn’t going to her father’s house for Christmas. Soon I’d have to deal with the consequences of tonight, but for now I wanted to enjoy the peace.

      “Just make sure it isn’t tentacle porn, okay?”

      He laughed. “The only porn happening in the house is about to take place right here.”

      “That’s the most romantic thing you’ve ever said to me.” I laughed, pushing him down to the floor, but Jagger was stronger than me, and he flipped me over and pinned me on the rug. “You’re such a sweet talker.”

      “That’s something I’ve never been accused of before.” Jagger wedged his knee between my thighs, then leaned back to take off his sweatpants. “I didn’t think you were into that sort of thing.”

      Jagger took my nipple into his mouth, his tongue massaging the hard peak. I grabbed handfuls of his hair, pressing my lips together to keep from moaning. He gave me a little reprieve, his fingers replacing his tongue, his lips moving up to suck the pulsing spot on my neck.

      “I think we should try it.” I struggled to speak. “It’s Christmas, after all.”

      He picked up his head, his hair tickling my neck. “There’s a first time for everything.”

      Before I had a chance to say anything else, Jagger met my lips in the softest kiss. Slow and deep, it said everything we didn’t have to.

      If all he ever did was kiss me, I’d be a happy woman.

      Don’t get me wrong. I liked the other stuff, too. A lot.

      Jagger picked his head up, brushing my hair away from my face, our gazes locked. “You might be onto something with this.”

      His fingers traced the line of my collarbone, his touch light enough to draw goosebumps from my skin. The movement lulled me into a trance, and I jumped when he repeated the same movement in the crease between my breasts. He was fixed on the movement of his fingers, but he smiled as he avoided colliding with either boob.

      “Tease.”

      “I’m a sure bet.” He lowered his lips to my nipple. Finally. “For you.”

      “Stop talking and keep doing what you’re doing,” I moaned.

      Jagger laughed, and his head rested on my stomach.

      “Do you know how many times I meant to do this? Go slow and be sweet, and every single time, you make me lose control.” He reached for my arms and trapped me into place. “This time, I’m going to go through with it.”

      He placed a line of kisses down the center of my belly, his lips coming to rest just above my slit. Letting go of my arms, he laced his fingers in mine, squeezing them as his mouth started to move. Jagger’s kisses were the same no matter where they landed on my body. He did exactly as he pleased for as long as he wanted. That’s what made them so good. His tongue found my clit, circling slowly, pressing the spots that drove me absolutely wild. My hips circled, dancing in time with his tongue. I was floating away, dizzy from the sensation when the first waves of climax rolled through my body. Jagger rode my orgasm, his hands in mine, lips working my body to a frenzy before riding the wave back down to earth with me.

      I was still trying to catch my breath when he brushed his thumb over my mouth. I tried to catch it, but he was one step ahead of me. And I was complete jelly after that orgasm. There was so much I wanted to say to him.

      His lips closed over my mouth one more time—he had something to tell me, too. It threatened to get lost in translation when he entered me slowly and filled me completely.

      That was what he did, in all aspects of my life. He made the emptiness go away.

      I dug my fingernails into his ass. The long, slow strokes were completely different than I was used to with him. Jagger had finally let the last of his walls come down. He felt so good inside of me, touching every part of my body the same way he kissed me--because he wanted to, and for no other reason than to make both of us happy. In the back of my mind, I realized he wasn’t wearing a condom.

      I was on birth control, and even more than that, I trusted him. He wouldn’t hurt me.

      Jagger’s shaft swelled and he groaned. I held onto him. “Stay with me.”

      “Are you sure?” he asked, squeezing his eyes shut. I kissed him as he came inside of me. We’d melted into one another until we were one breath, one heartbeat.

      We stayed like that for a long time.

      “Thank you for what you did for me at the party, Leah,” Jagger finally said. My head was on his chest, and the vibration of his words against my skin made my heart flutter. “Nobody has ever stood by me when it comes to my job. Every single person has walked away from me because of it. I can’t explain what that means to me, but I’m going to make it up to you. Everything you give to me, I want to give back to you, and maybe I can make you can understand what you mean to me.”

      “That sounds an awful lot like how I describe love.” Mentioning the L-word was scary, but we’d been dancing around it for a while. At least I had. “Everything I said was true. Not that it matters what those assholes think of me, or you, or anyone. But I wanted them to think about something long and hard. They think they’re better than everyone. That’s why they pulled that little stunt tonight, because they need to keep me in my place. You owed me absolutely nothing, and you understand me in a way that my own husband never did. I never understood how bad things were until they were good. And for that, I’ll give you all that I have.”

      I wasn’t looking forward to dealing with the aftermath of Shelly and Beth’s stunt. If I’d learned anything over the years, it was that they made good on their threats. But for now, they’d given me everything I wanted. A chance to spend Christmas with Jagger. An opportunity for him to meet my parents. It was strange to be thankful for that, but I was. Whatever happened next, I’d have Jagger by my side.

      Best present ever.

      “I don’t know if I even still have a job after tonight.” Jagger sighed, his fingers curling around mine once more.

      “Me neither.” I shook my head. “Do you still want to be an escort?”

      He didn’t answer right away. “I want you. I want the gallery. But to have all that, I need this job. There’s nothing else I can do that will bring in this kind of money.”

      “You know, every one of your suggestions so far on the show has worked. I can’t get the producers to go for my ideas, but when I throw your stuff out there, they love it.”

      He’d said no once, but it was worth another try.

      And Beth would have no problem going to the network with the details of my relationship after her plan had backfired. She’d want the last word. I couldn’t let her have it.

      “Whatever I do, it’s got to come from me. I’ve taken the easy way out my whole life.” The tree lights twinkled in his eyes, but he still looked sad. “Can you live with that?”

      “I don’t see it that way at all. You’ve given up everything.” I wasn’t answering his question. He deserved an answer. “But I don’t know if I can live with it. I don’t want to share you with anyone.”

      “You’re not.” There was a certainty to those words that I actually believed. “It’s just my body. My heart is always with you.”

      I took a deep breath. “All along I’ve said to myself I won’t ask you to quit your job. That it wouldn’t be fair of me to expect that from you. And it’s still not.”

      “You bring out a part of me that my clients don’t see. It’s not the same. It’s all you. I want you. I don’t deserve you, but I can’t live without you. You’re home to me. For so long all I’ve wanted to do is go home.” He bowed his head. “I’m not perfect. I’m not sure I even know how to do this, but I’m always going to try, Leah. No matter what I do, I’m always going to give you everything I can.”

      “That’s more than anyone else has ever done for me.”

      And for that, I was willing to try. No, we weren’t perfect. But we were honest and real and it made it so much better.

      “I want that gallery,” he said quietly, sitting up and putting his clothes back on.

      My pajamas were tangled in the blankets. I got dressed, then smoothed the blanket over us. “You’ll get it. You deserve this.”

      Jagger tilted his head in confusion when I lay back down, pulling his pillow off the couch. “What are you doing? Aren’t you going back upstairs?”

      “Nope.”

      “But your parents—”

      I pulled him down by his arm. He settled in, his face close enough to mine that I could steal a kiss anytime I wanted it. “We’re together. I want everyone to know it.”

      He sighed, holding me tight, like if he let go he’d lose me.

      Not a chance.

      I had exactly what I wanted. Jagger said all he wanted to do to was go home, and I made that place exist for him. I had no idea what was going to happen when we woke up, but for a little while longer it was my favorite night of the year, and I had everything I’d ever wanted.
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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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