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      Grab some wine and get ready for more spicy, sinful, sexy romance. 

      

      Are you signed up for my newsletter?

       

      Join today and find out all the latest in new releases, contests, giveaways, sneak peeks and more.

       www.chiquitadennie.com

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Synopsis

          

        

      

    

    
      I thought that I loved the single life… until I met him.

      Joseph:

      Leave it to me to choose to fall in love with a girl that has commitment issues.

      Jessica is perfect for me though.

      I’m ready to settle down and claim my happily ever after with her.

      Now I just need to convince her that being with me and settling down is the right choice.

      Jessica:

      I never understood romance movies.

      They always made being single look so bad, but I don’t see it that way.

      Being wined and dined, having no strings attached relationships has always been perfect for me.

      Until I meet Joseph.

      One night with him and I want more.

      That’s never happened before and now I’m left wondering if maybe I had it wrong all these years.

      Will Jessica be able to let down her walls and trust that her and Joseph are meant to be?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            Jessica

          

        

      

    

    
      Seven Months Later

      We decorated the house with red-and-gold balloons, her favorite colors, and had Emery take her out to church for bingo, so we could finish last-minute details. We found some of her favorite records and had them playing, along with the latest music.

      The lights were turned off, and I scooted behind the couch and bent down to hide. I said to Angela earlier that this would not be a good idea, but she insisted on making a big deal about surprising Granny for her birthday. A few months ago, Emery had come to us about throwing a surprise party, and since I was still in the middle of dealing with my stupid ex, and my emotions for Joseph, I’d said I could help. I’d needed something to distract me from making a fool of myself for Eric again.

      “Shush... I hear the car pulling up,” Angela said, and everyone quieted down.

      The crowd was enormous and packed inside Pops’ and Granny’s house. They had stayed in the same house for over 40 years. Over time, Emery and Jackson had added a gazebo, a pool, and an extra bedroom for guests. I’d found myself hanging out more over here with them whenever I wasn’t working, but I’d ended up getting a huge design job a month ago, and I wanted to focus on making sure that it was perfect.

      “Granny, are you going to share your winnings?” I heard Emery ask.

      “Share?! Child, be grateful that I feed you and your children,” Granny said, and I giggled as the screen door opened. A key jingled, and the front door opened wide.

      “Weren’t you just complaining that I don’t bring them over as much?” Emery complained.

      The light flickered on. We jumped up and screamed. “Surprise!” All the guests cheered and clapped.

      “Jesus! Y’all almost got your heads blown off,” Granny argued with her hand inside her coat jacket, finger out, as if it were a gun.

      “Old lady, take your hand out of your pocket. You aren’t doing anything.” Angela walked up to her with her arms out for a hug.

      Granny pushed her away. “Shut up, Big Mama,” Granny replied, and I burst into laughter.

      Angela was pregnant again, and she was constantly cursing Brent out for it. This would be Baby #3. Brent was ecstatic about having a son. Ever since they got married, he had made it his mission to keep her knocked up. Their relationship had blossomed into something even more beautiful, like Emery and Jackson’s.

      “You hater,” Angela responded and helped Granny out of her coat.

      I strolled over to her with a cup in my hand and took a sip. “Happy birthday, Granny.” I pressed a kiss on her cheek.

      She grabbed my drink, smelled it, and had a sip, then stared back at me. “Ew, that’s strong.” Her brows dipped into a frown.

      “And yet, you’re still holding onto my cup.”

      “You mean my cup, since it's in my house.” Granny pursed her lips together.

      “Happy birthday, Granny. You don’t look a day over 60,” Brent said when he walked into her house.

      The music turned back up, and I looked over her shoulder when he bent down to hug her. There, I saw the last person that I needed to see. My breathing picked up, and I snatched the cup out of her hand and gulped the last of the tequila and club soda.

      Joseph looked just as sexy as he had at work two days ago. It was like we were complete strangers now—or maybe it was all in my head. His six-foot frame filled the room as he stepped in and went to give Granny a hug.

      “Thank you, Brent. I told Angela that you're a good catch.” Granny pinched his cheek.

      “Stop flirting with my husband, Granny.” Angela locked arms with Brent.

      I looked around the room, trying to avoid eye contact.

      “Happy birthday, Granny. Here’s a little something for you.” Joseph passed her a bouquet of flowers and a card.

      “Thank you, baby. Aren’t you nice to bring me a gift?” Granny said and pushed the flowers into my hands. She opened the birthday card with scratch-off tickets inside. She started smiling and trying to poke her butt out to dance. “See, I knew you were a great catch. I apologize about this one not seeing your worth,” she said and pointed over at me.

      My mouth dropped open in shock. Joseph shook his head and grinned, and I closed my mouth, rubbing the top of my forehead. That woman was always embarrassing us.

      “Granny, don’t start,” Angela said, interrupting the awkward moment.

      JJ ran over and hugged Granny around the waist. “Happy birthday, Granny!” JJ called out. He was eight years old now and very much looked like his father, same as Brent and Damon. The women carried the kids, but they all came out looking like their husbands.

      “Thank you, baby. Did you get me something?” she questioned.

      JJ grinned and slid his hand into his pocket, then pulled out a small bag.

      “Granny, don’t you think you're too old to be asking for gifts from children?” Angela placed her hands on her hips and stared at Granny.

      “Don’t you think you're too old to be in my business?” Granny spat back.

      We all burst into laughter as Angela rolled her eyes. Their back-and-forth would go on forever unless someone stopped them.

      “I’m telling Pops,” Angela remarked.

      Granny opened the bag and pulled out a charm bracelet. “This is beautiful, baby.” Granny bent down and kissed JJ on the forehead. He ran over to his mom.

      I started to walk off to grab another drink at the bar. The crowd thickened as Granny hugged almost everyone in the room.

      “That woman is so spoiled,” Emery said, standing next to me.

      “She went that way because of you and your husband.” I twisted the lime in my drink and took another sip. I licked my lips and closed my eyes as the rum trailed down my throat.

      “He still isn’t talking to you?” Emery asked.

      I opened one eye and peered at Emery. “Who?”

      Jackson stepped into the living room from the kitchen and wrapped his arm around Emery. He rubbed the top of JJ’s head.

      “You know who,” Emery said. “Stop playing dumb, Jessica.” She grabbed a bottled water off the top of the bar.

      “Are you about to have your talk about her screwed-up love life?” Jackson mentioned.

      I scoffed at his comment. “I did not screw up my love life.”

      “Okay but listen to Emery’s advice. She knows about screwing up relationships,” Jackson said, and Emery punched him in the arm.

      “That was one time. And look at us now—married with kids,” Emery said.

      I giggled at their back-and-forth. “How is work going?” I questioned, needing a distraction from conversations about romance.

      “Busy and growing. We might open an Atlanta office,” Jackson explained.

      More kids ran over and sat in Granny’s lap. Pops brought out a plate of food for her, and my stomach grumbled. I hadn’t eaten anything since that morning. I’d started early on shopping for tonight, plus picking up food and chairs and making sure that I got her gifts. I’d decided to get her and Pops a gift certificate to their favorite restaurant, Charlie’s.

      “I think you should open one in London,” Emery said.

      Jackson playfully bent the side of her ear. “You’d be ready to move, so you could shop every day,” Jackson teased.

      Emery stretched her arm around Jackson’s neck and kissed him on the lips as Teena Marie and Rick James blasted loudly throughout the room.

      “I’m going to grab something to eat.” I walked around the two of them as they started making out like a couple of teenagers. I pushed through the crowd that was gathering in the living room, dancing and talking to Granny. I grabbed a plate off the table and lifted the top on the buffet tray. There was a host of items laid out: meatballs, chicken, spaghetti, potato salad, fries, and baked beans. Plus, alcohol for days. We only had the closest family and friends here.

      “Are you hiding in here?”

      I looked over my shoulder. Angela stepped in, rubbing her growing belly. “I was hungry.”

      “Mmm-hmm.” Angela picked a hot wing off my plate and took a bite.

      “Get your own plate.”

      She flipped me off and lifted a plate from the stack for herself. “He looks good,” Angela said.

      I picked up a fork and took a bite of potato salad. I sat at the table with my plate and drink. Angela watched me as I slipped another piece of chicken into my mouth. “Why are you staring at me?” I waved my hand in the air.

      “I’m trying to figure out when you became me.”

      I picked up a napkin and wiped my face. “Please don’t lecture me again.”

      “I’m not. But just remember, I have your back—no matter what.”

      “I hear you, boo.”

      “Good. Now, focus on getting your business up and going before Granny talks you into moving down here.”

      “I—”

      She held her hand up, cutting me off. “All I’m saying is that she’s good at guilting people into doing anything she wants, and you’re the prime target since you’re single with no kids,” Angela reminded me.

      I felt like I’d jumped into the dating life too fast after Eric broke my heart. It was at that moment when I found myself at Club Escape with my best friends and bumped into Joseph. From that moment on, we were inseparable. But Joseph was the type of guy that I could only deal with once I was already established with a career and a home, and I was looking to settle down. Once we became an official couple, I decided to quit working under him and pursue my passion full time, so now I was working from home as a graphic designer. I was still in my prime and trying to build up clientele. The sex I had with Joseph was toe-curling insane, but I never saw myself settling down and having kids. We disagreed on where our life paths were going, and I kept feeling like I was moving too fast after being in a long-term relationship, and I needed to be free for a while. So, I stepped back and ended what I had with Joseph, but Eric caught up with me, and I slid back to him—even though he did me dirty in the first place—and now I regretted everything.

      “Are you thinking of getting back into the dating pool?” Angela pointed her fork at me, wiggling her eyebrows.

      “Nope.” I waved her off and sat back in the chair, grabbing my cup and gulping down my drink.

      “Don’t be like me.” Since becoming a wife and mother, Angela constantly tried to remind us how bad she still was—even with a pregnant belly.

      I shrugged, not buying into her words. Yes, I was more into going out now since I’d broken up with Joseph and Eric. But overall, I was still the same person: goal-oriented, a homebody, laid back, and fun.

      I felt my phone vibrate. I pushed my plate to the side and pulled my phone out of my pocket.

      

      
        
        Dumbass Ex: Hey, can we talk?

      

      

      

      
        
        Me: No.

      

      

      

      
        
        Dumbass Ex: I hate that we ended up like this.

      

      

      

      
        
        Me: That’s life. Suck it up.

      

      

      

      
        
        Dumbass Ex: Jessica, you and I belong together.

      

      

      

      
        
        Me: Stop texting me!

      

      

      

      “When are you going back to New York?”

      “My flight is in two days.” I placed my phone on the table.

      The volume from the living room rose, and I heard laughing and cheering. Granny strolled inside, holding a large margarita with a straw and fanning herself. “Lord, this was so fun,” Granny muttered.

      “I hope you know this is your Christmas and birthday gift together.” Angela stood up and headed to the trash can, scraping her crumbs away. She tossed her plate in the sink. I followed suit.

      “Angela, I turned 76 today. I’m not listening to you, child.” Granny took a seat while sipping on her margarita.

      “How many of those have you had?” I inquired, washing my plate and sticking it in the dishwasher.

      “How many men have you slept with today?” she replied.

      Angela choked on her water.

      I patted her back. “You are a terrible old lady.” I chuckled and went to grab a napkin for Angela to clean herself up with.

      “You didn’t answer the question.” Granny placed her drink on the table.

      “None.”

      “Mmm... tell me another one, why don’t you?”

      “I swear my kids come home with a new word every day from your house,” Angela said, glaring at Granny Lynn.

      “Angela, find you some business and leave me alone,” Granny responded, sticking her tongue out.

      Angela and I burst into laughter. “What is wrong with you?” I bent over in laughter, holding my stomach.

      “Wrong with who?” Emery asked, coming into the kitchen.

      “Your grandmother.” Angela pointed her finger at Granny.

      “Girl, I can never explain her. Just imagine growing up and having her come to your school,” Emery remarked, standing next to us as we stared at Granny, who had her eyes closed and was swaying from side to side in her chair.

      “She’s a special case, honey,” Angela mumbled under her breath.

      “Are you staying here tonight, Jessica?” Granny asked.

      “Yep.”

      “You could have stayed at our place,” Emery said.

      “I didn’t want to disturb you and the kids,” I said.

      “Girl, I need adult company; all the kids do is drive me crazy.”

      “I would offer my spare room, but Brent and I like to have loud sex,” Angela blurted out.

      We all groaned in disdain. “Thanks for that reminder,” I said.

      “Why are you three hiding out in here?” Jackson came into the kitchen with Brent and Joseph behind him.

      “Well, look at the time.” Angela said and kissed me, Emery, and Granny on the cheek. She headed to Brent, and they locked arms and left.

      I blew out a breath, feeling my heartbeat race as Joseph and I stared at each other.

      “I just came to check on Granny and say goodbye,” Emery answered. Granny waved her off, and Jackson shook his head. He reached for her hand, and they walked out.

      “I’m going to bed,” I said. I approached Granny with my arms out for a hug and wished her a happy birthday. Then I turned to face him. “Joseph,” I said.

      “Jessica.” He smiled, slid his hands into his pockets, and leaned to the side to let me walk through the doorway.

      The knot that was caught in my throat had my chest on fire. We had not seen each other since I stopped working for him, and then ended our relationship a few months ago. Him being here in town at the same time as I was either a sign, or terrible timing on my part. I wanted him back, but I’d heard he was dating again, and I had no right to interfere in his life.

      I made it upstairs to the guest bedroom and shut the door behind me. I blew out a breath. The throbbing between my legs craved his touch, and I needed to soak in a bath and go to sleep. Sex was the last thing I need to be worried about. I grabbed my nightclothes and headed into the bathroom. I turned the shower on, dropped my clothes on the counter, and pinned my hair up. I stared at myself in the mirror. Trying to maintain a career, dating, and family had not hampered my eating habits like I’d thought it would because I’d gained a few extra pounds in my ass and breasts.

      Eric, of course, wanted to say something about everything I did when we got back together; that’s why I broke up with him. He could not take the rejection and was constantly texting me to get back together. “Dumbass,” I whispered to myself and removed my clothes and jumped in the shower to wash off the day and head to bed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 2


          

          
            Jessica

          

        

      

    

    
      I checked my Apple watch. Seeing it was going on 6 AM, I ran a hand down my face. I needed to get up and dressed to see Brent and spend the day with Emery and Angela. I was there for another day before I would head back home. I had not talked to Scarlett since the day before the party. She wanted to know what was happening with my business and love life. On top of that, my parents had called and wanted to know what I was doing. They’d yelled at me for leaving my good-paying desk job with insurance. Plus, they wondered why I went back to Eric instead of staying with Joseph. But they couldn’t see that our personalities were so different. I was more spontaneous, free-spirited, and focused on building my graphic design career. Joseph was the straitlaced, buttoned-up, and dominant type. It had surprised me to see him in a place like Club Escape.

      Someone banged on the door. “Jessica! Get up and come down for breakfast.”

      “I still have half an hour before I need to get up, Granny!” I called out, tossing the covers back over my head.

      “Get up, child; it's not like you got a man in there,” Granny spat.

      “How do you know?” I questioned, sitting up against the headboard.

      “Because the only person getting the D in this house is me. Now, come down for breakfast,” Granny Lynn said.

      I rolled my eyes, groaned and jumped out of bed. I grabbed my robe and headed to the bathroom to brush my teeth. “Her old ass doesn't know about the D,” I mumbled under my breath.

      She banged on the door again. “I heard that! You must have forgotten we got thin walls, little girl!” Granny shouted through the door.

      “Ugh,This lady here.” I blew out a breath and took care of my morning routine.

      20 minutes later, I went into the kitchen and saw Pops and Granny, eating breakfast with the TV playing. I smiled and bent down to kiss Pops on the cheek. “Morning, Pops.”

      “Morning, sweet pea. You sleep well?” He lifted the strawberry jelly and held it out for me.

      I picked up a butter knife and toast to fix a sandwich. The table was full of food: pancakes, sausage, eggs, fruit, hash browns, orange juice, and coffee. “Thank you. I did. And what time did everybody leave?” I bit into the toast and moaned, feeling the rumbling of my empty stomach as it got refilled.

      “Probably two in the morning.” Granny filled her cup of coffee and took a seat across from me at the kitchen table.

      “Wow! Did you enjoy yourself?”

      She grinned and winked at me.

      “Please, Granny, I’m eating.” I dropped the toast on my plate and wiped my hands on a napkin. Having to hear about old people’s sex lives was not the way to wake up. I shivered in my seat.

      “Girl, I tell Angela and Emery all the time—you better pray you can still move like me when you get to be this age.” Granny swiveled her hips, lifted her arms in the air, and snapped her fingers.

      Pops shook his head, knowing how his wife could be.

      I loved their relationship. Growing up in New York and visiting Angela often, I would either be over at their house hanging out or with Emery and Jordan. Now that everyone was married with kids, I didn’t get to see them as much and getting in the startup business as an entrepreneur took up a lot of my time.

      “How are your brother and your parents?” Pops passed his leftover bacon to Granny, and she piled it on top of her stack of pancakes.

      “They’re good. My brother’s still on the police force, and my parents are still divorced,” I joked, checking the time on my watch. I wiped both sides of my mouth and finished drinking my orange juice.

      “Make sure you tell them we said hello,” he replied.

      I nodded, standing and pressing a kiss to each of their cheeks. “I need to head out. I’m meeting Brent, then the girls for lunch.”

      “Tell them to bring the kids by later!” Granny Lynn yelled.

      I walked out of the kitchen and headed out the door toward the rental car. I had been there for a week and did not want to be a burden on them, so I’d rented a car to get around in for a few days. I shut the door and slid the seatbelt on, then typed the address of Brent’s office into the navigation center. Right as I backed out of the driveway, my phone rang. I checked the caller ID, and Scarlett's name popped up. “Hey, boo.”

      “How is L.A.?” she asked.

      I looked both ways while turning out of the driveway, then pulled onto the road. They lived in the back of a gated community, away from the other houses. Jackson wanted them to have privacy since their family was well-known in the city. He was a billionaire and owner of a race car team, plus his cousin Arianna was a huge celebrity race car driver. All my friends and family had their shit together, and I was still trying to get my passion off the ground. Everybody tried to offer me money, but I wanted to get to the top on my own. “Good. Ate a lot and slept a lot. Family is good.”

      “That’s good, but you sound weird.”

      I sighed, trying to decide whether I wanted to mention that Joseph had been there. Finally, I said, “Joseph is here.”

      “Where? In L.A.?” she asked.

      I pulled up to the red light and looked down at the navigation instructions. I forgot to pay attention to the light, and the car behind me honked. I drove off before the light could turn yellow, and I sped up. “He came to the party last night.”

      “For Granny Lynn?” she queried.

      I hopped on the 10 freeway, waiting for the green light, so I could signal to switch lanes. “Yeah, he showed up with Brent.”

      “I told you it was a bad idea to try again with Eric.”

      “Scarlett, you and the rest of the world have already told me how you feel.” I let out a frustrated breath at the constant reminders from her and everybody else.

      She smacked her lips. “Excuse me for keeping it real.”

      I got off the freeway and turned left at the light toward Santa Monica. Brent’s office was two minutes away, and I planned on heading straight to Emery right after. I turned into the parking structure of Brent’s office, parked in the visitors’ area, and turned off the ignition. “I have a meeting I need to get to; I’ll call you back later.”

      She grunted and hung up.

      I rolled my eyes, not in the mood to deal with her tantrums. I lifted my bag and closed the door, then walked into the building. This was Brent’s first advertising business location, and he’d expanded into other cities around the world. He and my cousin had been together ever since college and now, three kids later, it was an amazement since she’d never wanted to get married and have kids. He normally traveled a lot for work, but Angela had told me that since she was less than two months away from giving birth, Brent had decided to stick closer to home.

      “Hi, can I help you?” the receptionist asked. She looked to be in her early 30s, like me. She had a short bob, glasses, and golden-brown skin.

      “I have an appointment with Brent.”

      “What’s your name?”

      “Jessica Samuels.”

      She typed in my name, wrote it on a visitor badge, and passed it to me. “Here you go. Take that elevator on the right. Floor 15,” she said.

      I thanked her while taking the name badge and placing it on my shirt. I headed into the corner of the elevator and punched the button for his floor. It was still pretty early, and no one else had stepped on, so I had the elevator to myself. The doors closed, and I saw my reflection in them. I looked like a college student, with my high-waisted jeans and large boyfriend t-shirt. My curls were untamed, and my light makeup showed that I was not in the most glamorous mood.

      The elevator dinged, and I got off, seeing that the lobby was quiet, with just his secretary sitting outside. “Hi, Jessica, he’s waiting for you.”

      “Thank you,” I repeated and went to tap on his door.

      “It’s open!” Brent yelled.

      I pushed it open and stopped in my tracks. Joseph was sitting in the chair in front of Brent’s desk. I cleared my throat and wiped my hands on my pants, feeling nervous suddenly. “I can come back,” I said.

      “Why? You know Joseph and I have too much going on to reschedule,” Brent replied and waved me over.

      “Um... okay.” I felt sweat beading in my armpits, and my mouth going dry. This was our second time seeing each other in months. I went to go sit on the couch. “Can I have some water, please?” I cleared my throat and looked around the office, avoiding Joseph’s piercing stare.

      “Is this going to be a problem, Jessica?” Brent stood and headed to the fridge in the corner of his office. He grabbed a bottle of water.

      I reached out and grabbed it, twisting the cap off and taking a sip. “What do you mean?”

      “Joseph and I are in business together on this project. I hired you, and it slipped my mind about you two,” Brent explained.

      “Who will I answer to for approval?” I started to remove my sketches from my portfolio.

      “Joseph will take lead on this.” Brent trudged back over to his chair behind his desk.

      My body tensed at the knowledge that Joseph and I would be working closely together. Was this a setup? Were there hidden cameras around? I glanced around his office, then behind the couch, not sure what I would find.

      “Jessica, what are you doing?” Brent squinted at me.

      “Huh?”

      “Why are you lifting the pillows off my couch?”

      “I was getting comfortable,” I lied, fluffing my hair out. I regretted not putting on more makeup that morning.

      “Just like her cousin—crazy,” Brent muttered to Joseph, and he chuckled.

      “I have a few sketches for you to look at.” I stood, stepped over to his desk, and laid them down for him to check over. Brent had hired me to do an overhaul of graphics and logo branding for a real estate company that he’d purchased. His company was doing marketing and advertising in conjunction with my designs. It was a huge project that would set me up to get my company out to the masses. I would always be professional, so working alongside Joseph wouldn’t be a problem. However, the hairs on the back of my neck stood up as I felt his presence beside me while we looked over the sketches with Brent.

      “These are good, Jess,” Brent commented, lifting each logo sample and holding them up together.
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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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