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      I stand outside on my steps and take a couple of deep, fast breaths, but the late night, cool September air does nothing to cool the anxiety racing through my veins. Is this really happening? Is Scotia Storm’s center, Jesse Campbell, really coming to my place to hang out?

      Technically, we’re not hanging out at my place. No, we’re sort of in hiding. Wait, that’s not entirely true. Jesse and I aren’t in hiding. We can be seen out together any time we want. It’s just not something he’s ever wanted—until now.

      It’s my best friend and roommate Kendra who is having a secret relationship with Jesse’s best friend Dane. Those two are behind this ‘date’ between Jesse and me. Although I’m not sure I can really call it a date. I honestly don’t know what to call what we’re doing. I go to his games all the time, but he's never noticed me before and I’m definitely not the kind of girl he gravitates toward.

      A hand lands on my arm and I turn to Kendra. “Josie, you’re wearing a hole in the steps, and they’re cement. Relax.”

      “Relax?” I practically shriek. “I’m about to hang out with Jesse Freaking Campbell.”

      “I don’t think that’s his middle name,” she teases.

      “Yeah, well…I’m a mess. I want to make a good first impression and…” My words fall off—probably because I just swallowed my tongue—as two big male figures move along the sidewalk toward us. “Ohmigod,” I whisper under my breath.

      Jesse smiles as he steps up to me, and I stare, a little star struck. I’ve seen him up close before, of course. I’ve just never been the sole focus of his attention, and holy hell, it’s throwing me off my game. Not that I have game—or much experience with the opposite sex—but you get it.

      Pull yourself together, Josie.

      As a nursing student, I’m used to working under pressure, so I call on my skills and try to sound and appear somewhat casual as I smile back. Dane does the introductions, and my gaze drops to Jesse’s lips as he says, “Hi.”

      Dane leans in and kisses Kendra, a risky move, considering their relationship is a secret, but it’s easy to see they’re having a hard time keeping their hands off one another.

      “You guys ready to go?” I ask, and Kendra and Dane start down the sidewalk, leaving me with Jesse.

      “Great game tonight,” I say. That’s a girl, keeping the conversation all about him will make chatting easier, and hey, everyone likes talking about themselves, right? Everyone but me, that is.

      He gifts me with a smile. “Thanks for coming and supporting us.”

      “I love the game.” I glance at his perfect face and admire all the hard angles. Okay girl, stop staring before you get caught. “You and Dane grew up together in Bass River?”

      “Yup, my family owns a cattle ranch. Dane says you’re a nursing student. Did you grow up here?”

      Shoot, I hate when the conversation turns to me. By nature, I’m quiet and a nurturer, but sometimes people mistake me for a spoiled little rich girl when they find out I grew up on the south shore, in a very expensive area, and both my parents, as well as my grandfather, are well known surgeons. I certainly don’t think of myself as a poor little anything.

      Neglected child of busy parents might be a better way to describe my upbringing. But I’m out on a ‘date’ with Jesse and don’t want to think about how my parents can’t understand why I’d settle for nursing—a supporting role as they put it—when I could be a surgeon. In their eyes, it’s second best, a sidekick position. That’s me, second best. A girl who’s never been number one to anyone.

      His body brushes mine, and that’s when I get a whiff of his freshly scented skin. All thoughts of my family leave my brain, and a crazy squeaking noise crawls out of my throat.

      “Cold?” he asks.

      “Yeah, a bit.” I tighten my arms around my body to hide what I’m feeling.

      “Want my jacket? I always run hot after a game.”

      The man runs hot even before a game. “No, that’s okay. We’re close.”

      “Where are we going anyway?” he asks, and glances around the waterfront. It’s busy tonight, like it always is when everyone on campus goes out to celebrate a win.

      “Didn’t Dane tell you?” I ask.

      “No, he said Kendra didn’t tell him.”

      “I didn’t realize it was a surprise,” I say.

      He nudges me and his touch sends a little thrill through me. Good God, I am so ridiculous. “Aw, come on. You don’t have to keep it from me. I won’t tell.” He crosses his heart and offers me an adorable smile. “Scout’s honor.”

      I laugh at that, some of the tension draining from my body. “Well, if it’s Scout’s honor,” I tease back and point as we approach a leisure boat docked on the Halifax waterfront. “We’re going for a ride on my grandfather’s boat.”

      His jaw falls open. “No way.”

      “Yeah, do you like boating?”

      “Who doesn’t?” He frowns. “Wait, who’s driving it? Is your grandfather on board?”

      “No, I’m taking us out,” I tell him and feel a measure of pride as he angles his head, makes a fist, and lightly taps my chin.

      “Nice, Carver, nice.”

      I laugh at the use of my last name. “So should I call you Campbell, or soup?” Wow, look at me being all cute and witty.

      He groans and throws his arms out. “The team couldn’t have come up with a better nickname than soup?”

      I shrug. “They had no choice. You’re cursed with the name Campbell.”

      “Truth.” He turns his attention back to the boat. “Will you teach me how to drive it?”

      “Sure.”

      Surprise moves over his face. “Yeah?”

      “Sure, why not?” We step up to the security gate and I slip my key into the padlock to open it. I catch the way Jesse is admiring the big boat as we make our way down the metal walkway, Kendra and Dane somewhere behind us.

      “It looks kind of expensive. Maybe I shouldn’t get behind the wheel.”

      “Are you planning on crashing it?” I tease.

      He laughs. “No, and hey, if you’re going to teach me to drive it, I can teach you something in return.”

      I nearly topple off the wobbling walkway. Is he talking about…sex? Does he know I’m practically a virgin? Not that there’s such a thing. A broken hymen is a broken hymen but in my senior year of high school Declan was in and out so fast, I wasn’t even sure we did the deed.

      “Like what?” I ask hoping my voice isn’t as shaky as my knees.

      “If you ever make your way to our farm, I can teach you to ride a tractor.” He grins and nudges me, and I swear to God if he keeps touching me, I’m going to spontaneously combust. “You never know when that skill is going to come in handy.”

      We step inside the boat, Kendra and Dane still making their way down the walkway, and I head to the steering wheel as Jesse whistles. “What a boat.”

      I glance at him over my shoulder and hope he’s not thinking I’m a pampered princess. “Thanks. Come check out the wheel.”

      I’m about to step back and let him put his hands on the big wheel when he moves in behind me, his big hard body pressing against mine. His hips jut forward as the boat rocks, and his groin presses into my back. OMG, is that what he’s working with?—and he’s not even hard. If I hadn’t already swallowed my tongue, I would have swallowed it again.

      His big hands grip the steering wheel, stroking up and down in a manner that has my body warming and thinking very inappropriate thoughts.

      “Are we taking it out?” he asks, his mouth near my ear. The heat of his breath makes thinking impossible which is probably why I’m standing here wondering exactly what it is he wants to take out. “The boat, are we taking it out?”

      “Yeah, sure,” I somehow manage to say. “Come outside with me, and I’l; show you how to release the lines and secure the boat fenders.”

      He salutes me. “Yes, ma’am.”

      I laugh at his antics as Kendra and Dane come onboard. “You have to do everything I say, otherwise, these two could be drifting out to sea while we remain on the dock.”

      “Wow, smart, bossy and take charge.” He gives me a teasing grin. “Where have you been all my life?”

      “Do not let us drift out to sea,” Kendra warns as we step back outside and onto the wharf.

      “I’m yours to teach,” he says to me.

      I point to the lines. “Safety first. You never step into a loop, okay? When you untie the rope, wrap it around your arm and between your thumb and finger.”

      “Learned that in boy scouts.”

      “Okay, you stay right here and do this one.” I point. “I’ll be right there.”

      “Got it.” I watch him for a second, not because I’m worried he’ll do it wrong but because he’s simply nice to look at. Before it begins to look obvious that I’m staring, I go to work on the other rope.

      A minute passes and I hear, “Oh, shit.”

      I glance up, and lose my balance as the rocking boat pulls on the rope, and drags me with it.

      “Jesse,” I yelp, and he drops what he’s doing and rushes to me. I windmill my arms, and he grabs for me, only to lose his balance and splash into the water right on top of me.

      I always thought I’d die if I ever found myself beneath Jesse’s hard body, but I never saw it going down like this and if I don’t get out from underneath him, I really am going to die. I maneuver my body until I’m free, and we both surface, gasping for breath.

      “Are you okay?” he asks quickly.

      No, I’m not okay. In fact, I don’t think I’ll ever be okay again. I just finished warning him about safety only to make a stupid mistake myself, and now here we are in the harbor.

      Way to make a good first impression, Josie.

      “I’m okay, are you?” I squeak out.

      “This water is fucking freezing.”

      I sputter as the icy water from the Halifax harbour seeps into my clothes and saturates my bones. Is this what cryogenics is like? My teeth clang together. “It’s colder than freezing.”

      With his most excellent upper body strength, Jesse easily lifts himself onto the wharf. “I got you.” He reaches down, and fishes me out, effortlessly rescuing a popsicle formerly known as Josie from the icy water. My body collides with his, and I shiver hard, fearful my bones are going to shatter. “We need to get out of these clothes fast.”

      Oh, God are we going to get naked? We hurry onto the boat and close the door of the cabin, our friends nowhere to be found. A noise sounds from the bedroom I usually sleep in when onboard, and my gaze jerks to Jesse as heat infuses my body—pushing back the cold.

      “Naked, now,” Jesse orders as I shiver, my brain too frozen—or hot—to think straight.

      “Right,” I say, and tear off my coat. I go for the buttons on my blouse, and my hands freeze in place. Should I go to the bathroom, or even to my grandparents’ bedroom? I don’t normally undress in front of others, and this is Jesse Freaking Campbell, who is turning my knees to soup.

      “Do you need help?” he asks, and before I can answer, his big fingers start working the buttons on my shirt. “Good?” he asks once he finishes. I nod and slide the wet shirt from my shoulders standing before him in my bra and soaked yoga pants.

      He tears off his coat, sweater and T-shirt, and once again I’m frozen in place. Have you ever watched cartoons as a child? There was this skunk, and his tongue would hang out and his eyes would bulge from his head when a pretty black and white female cat walked by. It was ridiculous and over the top, but I’m pretty sure I look like that skunk right now as I stare at Jesse’s bare upper body as his hands go to the button on his jeans.

      Okay, now that’s the proper way a person makes a good first impression.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            JESSE

          

        

      

    

    
      I might be a red-blooded male who likes women, but I shouldn’t be staring at Josie as she undresses. Then again, how could I not ogle the woman before me? She’s gorgeous and sexy—don’t even get me started on how those yoga pants are messing with my brain, not to mention the want in her eyes as she watches me strip. You know what else is messing with me? The goddamn sex sounds coming from the bedroom beside us. I’m going to kill Dane. But still. No. I shouldn’t be staring because I’m a damn gentleman. Or at least I try to be.

      I try to stop my teeth from chattering. I’m surprised I’m still shivering, actually. With the way my body is heating, I should be melting at this woman’s feet.

      “You should take your pants off,” I say, and her mouth opens a little. Yeah, I think our frozen brains are taking us both down a sexual path. “I’ll turn.” I spin around and tug off my own pants, not an easy task when they’re soaking wet, and grab up my drenched clothes. “Where should I put these?”

      “Just…ugh…God, this is hard.”

      Now I can’t help but want to hear her say those exact words with her body beneath mine.

      “Bathroom?”

      “Yes, ugh.” She shuffles behind me and then gives a satisfied sigh. “Finally, got it.”

      Why does every single word coming out of her mouth make me think she’s in the middle of a good orgasm and dammit, now I want to give her one. Only problem is, she’s not the one-night stand kind of girl, according to Dane, and I don’t want her to think there’s more between us than there is. I’m with her so my buddy can get alone time with Kendra. Yeah, he’s using this ‘relationship’ between Josie and me as an excuse to get together with a girl who’s off limits, but whatever. He’s my best friend and I owe him a thing or two for covering for me over the years.

      “Shower?” I say as I step into the bathroom, grab a towel and pass it around my back to Josie. It takes everything in me not to turn around and look.

      “There’s only enough hot water for one, and the shower is pretty small.”

      I gesture with my head. “You take it then.”

      “I’m covered. You can turn.” I spin to face her and her eyes are big and dark as she hugs the towel to her body. Christ, I’ve had a lot of women look at me over the years, but never quite with such vulnerability. My heart does a strange little spin.

      “Come here.” Dressed only in my boxers, I pull her body to mine, and use my heat to warm us. “Do you still have your underwear on?”

      She gulps. “Yeah, why?”

      I reach into the shower and turn the tap to hot. “Then it’s like we’re both in our bathing suits.” I shrug to make light of it, and while I know we both need to warm up, I’m not entirely sure that’s the only reason I’m suggesting we shower together. “No big deal, right?”

      “No big deal,” she agrees, and I step into the spray, pulling her in with me. She’s right, the shower is small. Even alone in here, I’d have a hard time maneuvering. I put my arms around her, and since it’s the only way we fit together, she does the same to me. Her hands are little, and when she splays her fingers, her touch does the strangest things to me. I’ve been touched a lot, but never with such curiosity and care. Her brand of tenderness is odd, and…nice. A quiver goes through her body and she moans in delight. Her sounds are fucking killing me.

      I rest my head on hers, unable to put it anywhere else. “Doing okay, Josie?” I croak out.

      “The cold is leaving my bones.”

      I really don’t want to think about bones or what’s happening with the one between my legs. “Yeah, me too,” I manage to push past a tongue gone thick, and she shifts back a tiny inch, and lifts her head to see me. I smile down at her and brush her wet hair from her face. How did I never notice how pretty she was?

      The first time I set eyes on her was when Dane and I visited the campus with his brother last Christmas. She never struck me as the kind of girl who went to frat parties, but there she was. I caught her looking at me, but she was gone before I could say hello, and while she’s always quiet in the stands, I’ve seen her at the games. Afterward, she disappears, and I usually lose myself in some puck bunny.

      “I’m sorry, Jesse,” she murmurs quietly. “I don’t even know what happened out there.”

      “I was getting tangled up, cursed out loud from frustration, and it startled you. You were worried something bad was happening to me, and lost your balance when you looked my way. I tried to help you and we both fell in.”

      She chuckles. “I guess that sums it up.”

      My hands leave her back and slide down, resting on the sexy curve just above her ass. I grind my teeth to stop myself from going further. I’m not interested in a knee to the nut sack. “You’re kind of the hero in all this.”

      Her chuckle vibrates through me. “You’re the one who rescued me,” she points out.

      “I guess we could look at it like that,” I tease. I force my hands to her shoulders before I do something I might regret. “Wait, does that mean you now owe me your life, and you know, you’re mine to do whatever I want with?”

      Don’t go there, Jesse.

      She shifts, and her nipples pokes through her lace bra and presses against my chest. Jesus Christ. “I think the saying is, if you save a life, you’re responsible for that life.”

      “Hmm, I think you might be right. Okay so I’m responsible for you now.” I strangely like that idea even though it doesn’t fit with my agenda: head down, all focus on hockey. “Could be worse.”

      “Could be worse?” she shoots back and playfully pinches my side.

      “Hey.” I wince and try to jump back but can’t. “I didn’t mean it that way. I mean, that doesn’t sound so bad.”

      She angles her head, a small smile playing with the corners of her lips. “When talking about being responsible for me, I’m not sure ‘not so bad’ is better than ‘could be worse’ and believe me, I don’t want to be anyone’s burden.”

      “Never,” I say. Since when did my words ever get tangled up around a woman before? I’m about to try to explain again, but stop when she speaks.

      “I get what you mean, though, and you’re not responsible for me. I’m a nursing student. I’m quite capable of taking care of myself.” Her fingers trail down my back, and as she squares her shoulders to showcase strength, it’s the vulnerability in her that does the strangest things to my heart. “In fact, I’m the one who takes care of others.”

      I search her face, and everything inside me softens when my gaze is met with warmth, and a hint of insecurity, something I suspect she’s trying to hide, but here, nearly naked in the shower, it’s pretty much impossible to conceal anything. My throat tightens in a way I’m not sure it’s ever tightened before. Josie might be quiet and shy, but I have no doubt she can take care of herself. Everything about her tells me she’s a nurturer by nature. She’d have to be to go into nursing, but I get the sense that she feels very much alone in this world.

      Why is that?

      My heart pinches, as the sudden need to be there for her claws at me. Perhaps it’s because I have an older sister I’d do anything for, or perhaps it’s because I have younger brothers that I’ve always looked after, but there’s something happening inside me. Women have always just been for fun. They knew what they were getting into with me. My sole focus is hockey, and I can’t lose that focus. I won’t. I worked my ass off for years to get drafted and I can’t let anything, or anyone stand in my way of playing for the Boston Bucks. Which makes this strange, new pull all that much more confusing. Maybe my brain really is frozen.

      “Okay, how about this then? When you’re in my territory, you’re my responsibility and I’ll take care of you.”

      “When will I be in your territory?”

      “When you come to my farm to drive the tractor.”

      “Deal.” She nods, but it’s easy to tell she doesn’t think that will ever happen.

      She rests her cheek on my chest, and my heart pounds against it. As a nursing student, is she going to question my rapid heartbeat? Will she know it’s pounding because I’m holding her tight, or will she blame it on our cold dunk?

      I clear my throat. “This boat has that new boat smell.”

      “It’s pretty new,” she says, her voice tight, like she’s bracing for something. Does she not want to talk about the boat?

      “Do you have siblings?” I ask, changing the subject.

      “No, it’s just me. Do you?”

      “Yeah, older sister and two younger brothers.” Her eyes light up as she smiles up at me.

      There’s a longing in her voice when she says, “That sounds amazing.”

      I laugh and it comes out sounding rough and labored, thanks to the way she’s running her fingers down my back.  “Not as amazing as you’d think.”

      “Oh.” She frowns, and I hate, absolutely fucking hate, that I somehow disappointed her.

      “I love them and would kill for them. I’m just saying…family. Sometimes they can be a pain in the ass, you know.” I shake my head. “No, I guess you don’t know.” She goes quiet, and the water grows cooler, but I’m not ready to leave the shower. I like being in here with her. It’s warm, comfortable and intimate in ways I’ve never experienced before. “You wanted a brother or a sister?”

      She snorts out a laugh. “I would have loved either. Mom and Dad were just always busy. I barely saw them growing up,” she says, and I get the sense that she’s telling me something very important, something very close to her heart. She snorts out a humorless laugh and looks around the posh bathroom. “I mean, I had material things, I just never had them.” Her eyes go wide. “Ohmigod, I sound like⁠—”

      “You sound like someone who missed her parents.” She swallows. “Were they nurses?” I ask.

      “No, surgeons, actually.”

      “Ah, I see.” She goes quiet and that’s when I understand why I sensed loneliness in her. She might come from wealth, might even have been judged on that, but the neglect created hurt and longing inside her. “How about this? If you do visit the farm, my family is your family. They love to sit around the table at dinner time, and they’re big and loud and will likely tell you horrible stories about me that aren’t true, simply to make me look like an ass. They get a kick out of that.”

      Her grin wraps around my heart. “Fabricated?” She laughs. “Your family sounds amazing, and not at all like the kind of people who’d get a kick out of telling fake stories about you. There must be a shred of truth in them.”

      I arch a brow, and in my best serious voice ask, “Would I lie to you?”

      “I don’t know, Jesse.” She smiles and it creates a new, deeper intimacy between us. “I don’t know you very well.”

      “Yet here we are, nearly naked in the shower.”

      “Yeah,” she agrees, the water getting colder by the second but neither of us seem to be in a hurry to move. “But no big deal, right?”

      Since my cock has a mind of its own, it thickens between my legs and presses against her body and in the close quarters, there is absolutely nothing I can do to hide it.

      What the fuck was that I just said about no big deal?

      “I bet they’re really proud of you,” she says, so quietly I’m not even sure I heard her right.

      “They are. I bet yours are proud of you too.”

      A noise crawls out of her throat and it’s laced in sadness. “Yeah, they are.” A beat of silence and then. “They would have preferred it if I followed in their footsteps. To them, nursing is a support role.”

      “Nurses do all the work, Josie. I have a huge respect for nurses.”

      Her smile is soft. “Thanks, but it’ll never be good enough in their eyes.” Under her breath she adds, “I’m always the sidekick, coming in second. Never anyone’s number one.” A heartbeat later, she opens her eyes wide and shakes her head. “I don’t even know why I’m talking about this with you.”

      I kind of like that she is. “Hypothermia,” I tell her. “It’s like a truth serum.” It’s not, and she’s a nursing student and knows that. I’m just trying to lighten her mood.

      “Ah, so if I get you frozen again, you’ll tell me all your secrets?”

      “Is that what you were up to?” I tease, enjoying our easy banter. I like this girl, and she likes me too—according to Dane. But the reason I’m here tonight is to help my buddy out and I can’t let her think there can be more between us. I should lay it all on the line, let her know what I’m all about. For some reason as she clings to me, I can’t seem to spit out the words. “If I tell you my secrets, you’ll have to tell me yours.”

      “Tit for tat,” she says.

      Fuck, I can’t think about tit right now, or I’m going to put my mouth on the ones pressing against me. The boat rocks and we simply hold on to one another, until I’m worried we’re going to get hypothermia again.

      “We should get out. You’re starting to shiver,” I say.

      “Yeah.”

      I make a move a contortionist would be proud of and twist and turn off the nozzle. The water slows, and I open the door and step out, but the only problem is, I slip on the water that seeped out from the shower door and land on my back, Josie toppling down with me, and that’s when all the blood leaves my brain, and I cup the back of her neck and bring her mouth to mine.

    



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
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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