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      All’s fair in war and unrequited love.

      Tattoo artist Gwen Facharro prefers working alone in her Havenwood Falls shop. Coworkers want to be friends, and friends ask too many questions. The last thing Gwen wants to do is answer them. Especially when her inked images tend to take on lives of their own—and not everyone uses the fae magic for good. If the Court finds out, she’ll be tossed in jail. Or worse, banished from town forever.

      Although they grew up together, Seelie warrior Rhys Graywalk has been very careful to keep Gwen at a distance. Between the secrets he keeps for her and the ones he keeps from her, his plate is already full. Romance isn’t on the menu. It can’t be. He has his orders.

      But when the people around her start turning up dead, Gwen’s fears become reality. Someone has discovered her secret. Someone who wants Gwen’s talents for themselves. And they won’t stop until they get it.

      To separate the truth from the lies she’s been told about her fae heritage, Gwen is forced to work with the only friend she’s ever really known. She’s just not sure she can handle rejection a second time.
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      The buzz of the tattoo gun vibrated against my skin until the bone in my hand ached from holding it steady. This was my third tattoo of the night—and the longest by at least two hours. I hadn’t stopped to stretch, and now my neck and shoulders were paying for it. The way I hung over my work, hovering and squinting to get it just right, left me stiff and aching. It was a pain in the ass, really, the soreness that would inevitably follow tomorrow morning. But I loved it. The concentration required for the precision of the lines. Bringing an art piece to life on the canvas of someone’s skin. It was a thrill every time, even if this one was so large and time-consuming. We were on our third and final session, but at least the patient was compliant. Strangely silent, actually. But it was better than when they complained.

      When I was finally finished with the bright blues of the seascape, and the aqua scales of the mermaid’s tail had been shaded in to the edge of the fine lines, I switched off the machine and set it aside. On the table before me, Sean stirred and sighed as if he’d just woken from a peaceful slumber.

      “Is that a wrap, then?” His Irish accent was still thick despite the fact that he’d lived in Havenwood Falls for as long as I could remember. And I’d grown up here.

      I nodded my head. Only Sean could sleep through a full-color back piece. “That’s it,” I confirmed.

      He sat up slowly, his large back and broad shoulders probably just as stiff as mine. If the numbness had worn off enough to let the pain set in, he didn’t show it as he swung easily to his feet from the table where he’d spent the last few hours facedown. His graying hair was disheveled, but then my short blond hair probably looked about the same. My own shirt clung to my back where the stuffiness in the room had left me coated in sweat. It wasn’t something I minded. Not when it was the result of giving someone a fresh piece. A shower did sound heavenly right about now, though.

      Sean stood and stretched and then fell still again, waiting for what we both knew came next. Standing behind him, I slathered a thick layer of Vaseline over the mural I’d given him and then wrapped it in plastic. When I tried reminding him of the care instructions, he waved me off. “Yeah, yeah, I got it. This ain’t my first rodeo, girl.”

      He was right. This was his fourteenth, if I was counting correctly.

      I let it go and slid my gloves off while he shrugged into his button-down. He left the buttons open on the top half, revealing a hairy chest and the edges of the older ink that covered his shoulders and flowed down his arms.

      “You’re catching up to me,” I told him with a raised brow.

      “Nah. None of mine are worth even half of those.” He nodded to the various tattoos flowing up and out of my black tank. My arms were covered down to my wrists, and my chest was inked up to the edges of my collarbone. The only tattoo that I hadn’t done myself was a small symbol on my left shoulder. Magical in its own way, but not like the rest. If the Court of the Sun and the Moon, our local leaders, only knew their mark wasn’t the only one on my body that held spells . . . Thankfully, they didn’t. Yet.

      Sean studied the hawk on my forearm with sharp eyes. Something like fear jangled my gut at the way his attention caught on it. His words finally sank in, and I stiffened.

      “What do you mean?” I asked.

      Sean blinked, but the gleam in his eye remained. And the certainty in his tone was unmistakable. “Come on. You know what I mean, Gwen. They say your tattoos are more than just ink.”

      Motherfucker.

      Fourteen times this guy had been in my chair, and he’d never once let on he knew about me. About what I could do. If he had, I damn sure wouldn’t have inked him. Partly out of principle. Mostly, to avoid this exact conversation.

      “Look, Sean,” I began. “I think you’re mistaken about what it⁠—”

      “No mistake. But don’t worry, your secret’s safe.” He looked believable enough, and I had known Sean for a long time now, but even so, my gut roiled with fear and the guilt that always gnawed at the edges. “Honestly, I’ve just been hoping you’d pour a bit of that magic of yours into some of the ink you’ve put on me. I’d never tell a soul if you did.”

      And there it was.

      The request that only the really plugged-in residents of this town bothered to make. They wanted the magic. Too bad for them I wasn’t giving it out anymore. Not unless I was forced, but that was another issue altogether. And if the first thirteen pieces I’d done for him were any indication, Sean should have known that already.

      I narrowed my eyes. Maybe he was sent here to test me. Maybe Ada was checking to be sure she was still my only customer when it came to the top-tier services Tragic Ink could provide.

      “Look, you got what you paid for. That’s all I’m offering,” I said in a tone that left no room for argument—or more questions.

      He shrugged and backed off, heading for the door. “Sure, no problem. Next time,” he said.

      The way the words hung there, even after he’d left and the door had clicked shut behind him, made it hard to tell what he meant. Did he mean he’d see me next time? Or that he’d expect the bonus package next time?

      I made a mental note not to tattoo Sean, the Irish healer, ever again.

      Then, shoving aside my anxiety, I straightened the studio and shut everything down for the night. I checked my phone, which had been set to silent while I worked, and read the five texts from Aelwyn, my foster mother. The first three were reminders about what time she was expecting me. The last two were warnings not to be late again. I texted her back to let her know I was on my way, hoping I wouldn’t have to hear a lecture about how tardiness was a form of disrespect—Aelwyn wasn’t strict, but on this she’d always been a dog with a bone—and hauled ass while I cleaned up. Hurrying as I shut off the lights and the neon “Open” sign, I locked up and took off into the frigid night for Aelwyn’s house.

      The few residents that were out walking on Main Street never even noticed me as I slipped out the front door of my second-floor tattoo shop and down the stairs, taking a hard right into the alley that ran between my shop’s building and the next. From there, I cut through the back alleyway that ran behind Eighth Street until I reached the narrow space where I parked my truck.

      Sliding in, I fired it up and slid my palms together to warm them while I waited for the engine to heat to something warmer than the frigid temperature outside. Winter in the mountains of Colorado was not exactly tropical. To ward off the chill, I let some of my human glamour slip. In the shadows of my truck, I felt my ears lengthen and come to a point at the top and the shape of my face narrow.

      My human glamour made me appear shorter than I was, so without it my head brushed the roof of the truck. My suddenly longer legs bent more sharply at the knees, too cramped for the seat, but I dealt with it just long enough to let the fae blood inside me heat my skin. Between that and the heating vents, it was enough.

      I waited until my hands and toes had warmed. Then, just as quickly as I’d let it fall away, I called my glamour back up, and by the time I blinked, I looked human again. Blonde, slender, and covered in ink, though that last part never changed, glamour or not. The tattooed star tingled a bit as the magic it was laced with settled back into place. I’d had it since I was a kid, a requirement for all the permanent supernatural residents of Havenwood Falls. It was also the symbol that housed my glamour and logged me with the Court of the Sun and the Moon so they could keep track of who was supposed to be here—and who wasn’t human. It also helped lessen my weakness to iron, which was a nice benefit considering the stuff was literally everywhere these days, and all fae were sensitive to it.

      As I’d grown older, the fact that I’d chosen such a common symbol had irritated me, but I knew if I had to choose all over again, I would still pick it. The stars had always called to me, even as a little girl. In fact, when Ethan had sprung to life that first time, it had almost made sense to me that I’d conjured a creature with wings. My heart had always craved flight.

      Almost as if he knew I was thinking of him, the gray hawk inked on my arm seemed to twitch impatiently. “Easy, boy,” I muttered and shoved the truck into gear, rumbling out into the empty alley and from there to the outskirts of town.

      The drive wasn’t long, but it was just treacherous enough this time of year to slow me down even more.

      Aelwyn had always been supportive of my tattoo business. She’d been the one to encourage my art and to help me discover what sort of magic I was capable of using with it. She’d also been there to see Ethan come to life. And because of her support, I knew, once a week, she willingly ate dinner late just so we could have this time together after my work was finished. Still, keeping her waiting was a good way to be greeted with a lecture. I wanted to avoid that part if possible. A hot meal settled better when it wasn’t preceded by a tongue-lashing.

      My stomach twisted as I wondered if I would be the only dinner guest. Just as quickly as I thought it, I shoved it away. He hadn’t been there in months, thanks to the bar he’d bought last year taking up so much time. And even when he did show, we barely spoke. It had been like that for years now. What was one more awkward dinner?

      Nothing, I told myself. It was nothing. He was nothing.
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        * * *

      

      It was utterly dark when I parked in front of the old Victorian where I’d grown up. Trees surrounded it, with only the winding drive ribboning in from the mountain road providing a view of the place. My headlights cast a narrow beam over the front entry, and I frowned as I pulled to a stop directly in front rather than off to the side where I usually parked. Something wasn’t right. Trying to figure it out, I looked around to check the solar-powered lanterns that led the way across the lawn to the front door. None of them were lit. The porch light wasn’t either. I looked closer and frowned. Even the lights inside were off.

      Something anxious curled in my gut.

      I left my headlights on and the engine running as I got out. Taking care to keep to the shadows, I crept around the shrubs as the gray hawk on my arm stirred and scratched. This time, I didn’t hold back. The darkness would shield any prying eyes, and besides, I might need him. Despite the cold, I peeled my jacket away, revealing my tank top and bare arm underneath.

      With silent permission, I let the magic call him forth. On a sigh, he raised his beak, already on alert, and in the next blink, the hawk had peeled itself away from my skin, its body filling in with form and feathers until it was much more than the ink outline I’d drawn on myself years ago.

      With a sharp keening sound, my familiar took to the skies, soaring up and over the rooftop, doing a quick loop to investigate. I slid my jacket back into place and took a shallow breath, my eyes half-closed as I concentrated on the magic that allowed me to see the world through Ethan’s eyes. I rarely allowed him loose like this so close to town where humans might see, but the darkness and the slithering unease that raced up my spine left me too anxious to resist.

      When Ethan had done a full loop and found nothing out of the ordinary, I blinked, clearing my sight and refocusing on the yard in front of me. Slowly, with a silent stealth inherent to fae, I crept toward the front door.

      I tried glancing in through the darkened window as I passed. Nothing moved inside.

      My heart beat faster.

      Aelwyn had been old when I’d been brought to her as a baby. Even by fae standards, which was saying something, because of how slowly we aged compared to humans. If she’d lost her balance and fallen . . .

      But that still didn’t explain the dark house.

      With a steadying breath, I tried the knob, twisting it in my hand and shoving inside. The hinges creaked, and I waited, listening. The scent of mistletoe hit me first. Not unusual. Aelwyn had an affinity for the stuff, and her garden out back was covered in it. But something was off. I just didn’t know what.

      Somewhere in the back of the house, there was the tiniest creak of a floorboard.

      I flew into motion.

      Racing for the kitchen, I tore down the narrow hall, skipping the living and dining rooms as I passed them on my right and left. It was dark as hell, but I knew my way around this house, lights or no.

      When I reached the kitchen, I flipped the switch and was a little surprised to see the overhead light come on so easily. It washed the room in a yellowish tone, and I blinked at the sudden change. The back door stood wide open, the yawning darkness of the backyard beckoning me. I almost obeyed, but something out of the corner of my eye stopped me.

      I whirled, searching.

      A pot stood simmering on the stove, red sauce bubbling up the sides. Another pot sat in the sink. Spaghetti. She’d been making my favorite. When I caught sight of a chunk of white hair peeking out from behind the stove, I closed the distance, curving around the pantry and pulling up short.

      My lips parted, but no sound came.

      I dropped to my knees.

      My mother lay on the floor, her legs curled at an awkward angle. Her white hair was splayed around her face, fanning out around her so that the ends were mixing with the pool of blood that was leaking fast from her abdomen and chest onto the floor underneath her.

      “Ma,” I choked out, my hands hovering over her uncertainly.

      All I wanted to do was help her. But I had no idea how.

      At the sound of my voice, her lids fluttered and then her blue eyes opened, squinting as if in pain. They widened when she saw me. “Gwenllian.”

      “What happened?” My voice cracked as I struggled to hold back a sob. “What can I do?”

      “Nothing. It is too late to help me.” She pressed her lips together, and her face contorted sharply.

      A sob escaped. “Ma, please. You can’t⁠—”

      I broke off, unable to say the word.

      Die. She couldn’t die. Not yet. Not like this.

      “Listen to me now,” she said quietly. “Hush and listen. I have kept this from you solely for your own safety. I thought I would have more time, but . . .”

      “More time for what?” I asked through tears that blurred her face until I could barely make her out.

      She drew a slow, pained breath. I squeezed her hand, willing her to go on. Part of me wanted to tell her to save her breath. To hang on while I ran for help. But something held me there. Something that knew these were our last moments, and I wasn’t willing to waste them on pointless efforts. I blinked until I could see her weathered cheeks and light eyes once more.

      “Gwen, you are special. Important. I’ve done all I can, but they have never stopped hunting you. You must not let them find you. Leave this house. Don’t come back. Find Rhys. He will know what to do.”

      “What are you talking about, Aelwyn? Who is hunting me? Who did this to you?” Her words jumbled against each other in my mind—all of them taking a backseat to the puddle of blood I was now sitting in, while still more leaked from the fresh wounds on her chest. The horror of watching her bleed out this way overrode any sense I might have made of whatever secrets she was trying to spill.

      She clutched my hand much too weakly, her eyes pleading with mine. “You are a bright star, Gwenllian. Much too bright to conceal. But you can’t hide anymore. They have come for you. And you must not run from that. You must not run from who you are.”

      “I don’t understand what you’re saying,” I sobbed. “Who am I hiding from?”

      Aelwyn didn’t answer, and for a terrifying moment, I thought she was already gone. My head bowed, and I leaned in to lay my head on her shoulder, my cries filling the silence.

      “You will,” she whispered, so low I might have missed it if I hadn’t been lying so close to her lips. “Rhys will protect you. He always has.”

      “Rhys?” I sat up, confused and heartsick at the thought of asking him for anything.

      “Promise me,” she said, because Aelwyn knew. She’d always known. Somehow. “Please.”

      “I promise,” I said, my voice breaking. My heart ached, because it was a promise I would keep no matter how much I didn’t want to. The first stirrings of rage began in my gut. Even now, I could see the life fading in her, and I knew that when she was gone, I would have nothing else stopping me from my revenge. “Now tell me who did this.”

      “I love you, nighean.”

      Daughter.

      It was what she called me when she was trying to comfort or reassure me, usually when my magic had gone awry or my heart had felt broken. And it was absolutely broken now. “I love you too, Ma. Don’t go.”

      She didn’t answer.

      My shoulders shook as I lay with my cheek against her shoulder and my hand still squeezing hers. A coldness had seeped into her skin, and now, it felt odd, like I was holding onto a stranger. Thinking that only made me cry harder.

      Outside, Ethan gave a sharp call, and I jerked my head up, blinking away the tears that blurred the kitchen cabinets as I looked toward the open door. For a split second, it all slid into place. The reality hit me that Aelwyn was gone and someone had taken her from me. And that someone might still be close by. For a moment, that was enough to dull the grief and sharpen my thoughts.

      I looked down at Aelwyn. Her blue eyes were closed, and her chest no longer moved with the rise and fall of labored breaths. I swallowed back a scream as I searched for a pulse. I found none.

      And just like that, my helplessness vanished. Instead, I had purpose. Not once in my life had I chosen violence to solve something. In fact, the only time violence had occurred at my hands, I’d spent the next few years punishing myself for it. But now, tonight, violence called to me. The idea of avenging Aelwyn made my blood sing.

      No longer frozen in shock, I rose slowly to my feet. When I heard Ethan call again, I sucked in a breath and twisted toward the door. It was a battle cry. The call he used to let me know when he’d found his prey. Sometimes, when I loosed him in the woods behind the house, we’d hunt together. Him with his talons and sharp eyes as he soared overhead. Me with the bow and quiver I kept in my old room upstairs. Tonight, though, I had a feeling he wasn’t signaling dinner.

      I wiped my bloody palms on my dark jeans and ran to the knife block, yanking free the largest of the blades. I clutched it tight in my stained hand before racing out into the darkness in the direction of Ethan’s call. If Aelwyn’s murderer was still out there, I was going to find them. And when I did, I was going to kill them.
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      The backyard was small, bordered on all sides by woods. The trees were broken up by narrow walking paths I used to skip down as a kid. Tonight, the paths were lit by the moon’s glow reflecting off the snow covering the ground. I used the light and Ethan’s sharp cries to direct me as I ran.

      Trees flew by as I sprinted, and branches scraped along my face and tangled in my hair. I would have kept going, too, lungs screaming, legs aching, but in the end, my chase only led me in a large loop. Eventually, I spilled out of the trees back where I’d started—and ran right into a broad chest.

      “Ommph.” I tried jumping backward, terrified I’d just thrown myself into the arms of a killer, but hands came up to squeeze my arms and held me still.

      “Whoa, there. It’s just me.” The voice was masculine and rich, and I hated the sound the instant it invaded my head. As if I hadn’t tortured myself enough with the memory of him on the drive over. Or every waking moment, if I was being honest. Now he was here, his presence mingling with my panic. And I hated how badly I wanted to let him save me.

      “Let me go,” I demanded, silently calling for Ethan to come and swoop down on my assaulter. The traitor remained airborne and silent.

      “Gwen? Are you all right?” The voice came again, and I dragged my gaze upward, past a thick winter coat and shirt that I knew hid solid abs and broad shoulders, still struggling against the iron grip he had on me. But when I caught sight of that familiar set of dark eyes, I shivered at the rush of longing that always threatened to overwhelm me when I saw him.

      “Aelwyn . . .” My bottom lip trembled, and before I could stop it, a sob escaped my throat. Desperate and panicked and at a loss for what to do next, I came apart, with tears and more sobs following quickly behind the first.

      “I know.” Strong arms came around me, pulling me close, and I clung to him, ashamed of my vulnerable display, but too embarrassed to pull away and let him see my tear-stained face. Not to mention the snot I knew was close behind if I didn’t get my shit together pronto.

      But every time I tried to take a deep breath, more tears leaked out and my shoulders only shook harder. Quiet murmurs comforted me, and a gloved hand ran over my neck and back, sending tingles down my spine. His flannel smelled like spilled whiskey and cigarette smoke—and him. There was nothing else in the world that smelled like him. Still, it wasn’t worth this. Because I knew there would be no coming back from the mortification of crying in his arms.

      After what had happened inside with Aelwyn and now this, tonight couldn’t have been more of a nightmare. Even so, my heart thudded wildly in my chest at the feel of his arms around me. The truth was Rhys Graywalk hadn’t been in nearly as many of my nightmares as he had my dreams. For that, I hated him.

      With that thought in mind, grief and embarrassment turned quickly to rage. But I forced even that aside and somehow managed to conjure something resembling stony indifference. I sniffled one last time, used my jacket sleeve to swipe at my eyes and nose, and then stepped back, eyes downcast.

      Overhead, Ethan circled, and I could feel his urge to return to me, but I willed him away with a command that probably came out rude rather than urgent. I wasn’t in the mood to return him to my arm. Not with Rhys watching. He didn’t get to know my secrets. Not anymore.

      “What are you doing here?” I asked, my voice choked with the effort of trying to sound casual after all the snot I’d just left on his shirt.

      “I came for dinner and then I saw—” He stopped, and I was glad he didn’t finish that sentence. “Gwen,” he said again, this time much softer. “Are you all right?”

      “I’m fine. It’s Ma. She⁠—”

      “I know.” He wouldn’t let me finish, and for that I was legitimately grateful. No part of me wanted to describe what I’d seen in the kitchen.

      “She was . . . still alive when I got here,” I said, my voice small. I steeled myself and looked up, meeting his eyes. I ignored the concern he gave off. My hands balled into fists, partly from the cold that was finally starting to settle in and partly to keep away the butterflies that batted my rib cage. I hated to look at him. No, that was a lie. I hated to look when he was watching.

      “Did she say who did it?” he asked, his words hopeful enough that I felt bad when I shook my head.

      “No. She said some other stuff, though.” I frowned. “About you. And about me . . . being special—whatever that means. It didn’t make a lot of sense.”

      He nodded, not at all surprised, like I expected he would be. “We can talk about all of that. Come on. The sheriff’s on his way. And it’s cold as shit out here.”

      I didn’t question Rhys. Not about warming up inside—although I wasn’t sure I wanted to wait in the kitchen. And not about offering to help me decipher Aelwyn’s last words. Whatever he’d been or done to me, Rhys had always looked out for us ever since we were kids. Three years older than me, he’d come to Aelwyn when he was ten. She’d taken him in without question, just as she’d done for me years earlier. And from the day he arrived, Rhys had been everything to both of us. A friend and playmate for me. A handyman for Aelwyn. He’d moved out at eighteen, but even after things had fallen apart between us, he’d still taken care of her. I was grateful for that. But he didn’t need to know it.





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






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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