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      The day held the particular scorching quality of Texas summer, the heat radiating from the pavement in visible waves that distorted the horizon. Atticus Cameron walked alongside his wife and daughter, his eyes constantly scanning their surroundings—a professional habit he couldn’t quite shake even on his day off. Jane glanced at him, her smile knowing and gently mocking, sunlight catching in her honey-blond hair.

      “You’re in security mode again,” she said, squeezing his hand, her skin cool despite the heat. “We’re shopping, not infiltrating hostile territory.”

      “Sorry,” he replied, not sorry at all. Vigilance had kept him alive through twenty years of military and covert operations. Old habits. His hand instinctively brushed against the concealed weapon at his hip, the familiar weight reassuring. He never went anywhere unarmed—another habit he wouldn’t apologize for.

      Twelve-year-old Anna pointed excitedly across the outdoor shopping center, her dark eyes—so like his own—lighting up with joy. “Mom, look! They have the new ice-cream place open. Can we get some? Please?” Her voice carried the breathless enthusiasm of preadolescence, that fleeting moment before teenagers discovered sullenness.

      Atticus studied his daughter as she bounced on her toes, so full of life it seemed to spill from her in waves. Anna was all contrasts—Jane’s delicate features with his stubborn chin, her mother’s grace with his determination. She wore her dark hair in a ponytail that swung when she moved, revealing the tiny birthmark behind her left ear shaped like a crescent moon. The pink tank top she’d insisted on buying last weekend made her sun-kissed skin glow, and her laugh—God, her laugh—could melt the coldest heart.

      “Of course.” Jane laughed. “We’ll meet you at the bench over there,” she told Atticus, nodding toward a seating area near the fountain where water droplets caught the light like scattered diamonds. “I know how much you hate standing in lines.”

      “I’ll get the next round,” he said, watching them walk toward the ice-cream shop, memorizing the way Anna tucked herself against Jane’s side, the perfect fit of mother and daughter. He took a position by the bench where he could keep them in view while maintaining sight lines to all approaching traffic, the scent of chlorine from the fountain mingling with the sugary sweetness wafting from the nearby pretzel stand.

      Jane and Anna stood at the counter, heads bent together as they examined the flavors, Jane’s arm draped protectively around Anna’s thin shoulders. Three steps. That’s all that separated them—just three steps across the plaza to the ice-cream shop. It shouldn’t have been enough distance to matter.

      He spotted the black SUV the instant it turned the corner, the engine’s growl unnaturally loud against the ambient chatter of shoppers. Something about its approach—too fast, too deliberate—triggered the warning bells that had saved his life countless times in combat zones across the globe.

      “Jane!” he shouted, already moving, already calculating angles and trajectories, his heart hammering against his ribs. “Get down! Now!”

      But those three steps became an impossible gulf as the SUV’s side windows lowered and the muzzle of an assault rifle appeared, sunlight glinting off the metal with terrifying clarity.

      The world slowed to crystalline precision, each second stretching into infinity. Atticus drew his weapon in one fluid motion while lunging forward, the rough texture of the pavement scraping against his shoes as he pushed himself faster, knowing with cold certainty he wouldn’t make it in time.

      The first burst of gunfire cut across the plaza in a deadly arc, the sound reverberating off the surrounding buildings. Jane’s body jerked with the impact, her eyes finding his with stunned incomprehension before she crumpled to the ground in a spreading crimson stain that turned the pale concrete almost black where it pooled beneath her.

      “Mom!” Anna’s scream pierced the air, a sound so raw with terror it would haunt Atticus’s dreams for years to come. She dropped to her mother’s side, the ice-cream cone she’d been holding shattering against the ground, vanilla melting into red. Atticus finally reached them as the second spray of bullets tore into the storefront behind them, the smell of gunpowder sharp in his nostrils. He returned fire, emptying his magazine toward the vehicle, the recoil of each shot traveling up his arm, but the SUV was already accelerating away, tires squealing against asphalt. He hurled himself over Jane and Anna, covering them with his body as glass shattered and shoppers scattered in panic, their screams creating a nightmarish symphony.

      Blood seeped through Atticus’s fingers as he desperately applied pressure to Jane’s wounds, the warmth of it sickeningly familiar. “Stay with me,” he commanded, using the same voice that had driven men through impossible missions. But Jane’s eyes had already gone distant, focused on something he couldn’t see, the light behind them dimming with each labored breath.

      “Daddy,” Anna’s voice came weakly from beneath him, the soft, breathy quality of it all wrong. “I think I’m hurt.”

      He shifted to find his daughter’s face ashen, blood blooming across her small chest in three distinct spots, the pink of her tank top darkening to burgundy. Three bullets. His mind cataloged the information with cold calculation even as his heart shattered, the metallic taste of fear flooding his mouth.

      He studied Anna’s face—those dark lashes against increasingly pale cheeks, the tiny freckles across her nose that only appeared in summer, the way her lips formed around words that were becoming more slurred with each passing second. His little girl. His miracle. The best parts of Jane and himself, combined into one perfect being.

      “No,” he whispered, looking between his wife and daughter, paralyzed by the impossible choice of who to help first, the copper scent of blood overwhelming his senses. “Please, God, not both of them. Not my girls⁠—”

      Atticus bolted upright, sheets twisted around him like restraints, damp with night sweat. His heart hammered against his ribs as awareness filtered back. Bedroom. Home. The house that felt empty no matter how many years passed, the silence broken only by the hum of the air-conditioning and his ragged breathing.

      Sweat cooled against his skin as his breathing gradually steadied. The digital clock on his nightstand glowed 3:17 a.m. in harsh red numerals that cast an eerie crimson glow across the darkened room. Another night, another replay with perfect, brutal clarity.

      He swung his legs over the side of the bed, scrubbing his hands over his face, the stubble on his jaw rough against his palms. Jane was still gone. Anna had survived—barely—after six surgeries and a long, painful recovery. Though she’d eventually awakened from her coma and gone on to start college at Georgetown, the Anna who emerged was changed, more fragile, haunted by nightmares that mirrored his own.

      His brilliant, fearless girl who once climbed trees and laughed in the face of danger now flinched at sudden noises and sometimes forgot entire conversations mid-sentence. The doctors called it a miracle she’d survived at all. He called it insufficient. The bullets had stolen parts of her that surgeons couldn’t replace—the carefree spirit, the easy trust, the belief that the world was fundamentally safe. Her body had healed; her soul still carried the scars.

      Atticus’s gaze fell on the framed photograph beside his bed—Jane with Anna on her shoulders, both laughing in the Texas sunlight, their faces alight with joy, the photograph slightly worn at the edges from being handled so often. His fingers traced Jane’s face, the cool glass a poor substitute for the warmth of her skin.

      Eight years of searching, of following false leads and dead ends. Eight years of unanswered questions. But he was close now. He could feel it, the way he’d always been able to sense when a target was finally within reach, that sixth sense that had kept him alive in environments where others perished.

      “I’m going to find them,” he whispered to the photograph, to the ghost of the woman who still haunted his dreams. “And I promise you, they’re going to pay.”

      He rose from the bed, the taste of vengeance bitter and familiar on his tongue like strong coffee brewed too long. Sleep wouldn’t return tonight. It never did after the nightmare. But that was fine. Revenge, unlike grief, was a patient companion. And after eight years, patience was the one virtue Atticus Cameron had mastered completely.
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      The grave marker was simple, elegant white marble—Jane’s preference, though she’d never spoken of such things while alive. Women like Jane Cameron didn’t waste time contemplating their own mortality. They lived, loved fiercely, and expected to grow old alongside the people who mattered. The Texas sun beat down on the polished stone, making it gleam like alabaster against the emerald grass of Dallas Memorial Gardens.

      Atticus Cameron knelt on one knee, ignoring the morning heat that seemed to rise from the parched ground in visible waves. Eight years to the day. The hot breeze carried the scent of creosote and sun-baked limestone, mingling with the sweet perfume of the blue hydrangeas he placed against the cold stone—Jane’s favorite, the exact shade of her eyes when she’d laughed.

      Dallas sprawled around them, a city of glass and ambition, the distant hum of traffic a reminder that life continued relentlessly, regardless of the holes torn in individual hearts. Atticus had once loved this city for the opportunities it offered. Now he merely tolerated it as the place that held Jane’s remains and his most haunting memories.

      “We’re getting closer, Jane,” he said, his voice low and steady despite the rage that had seemed to be his constant companion. “I can feel it. The traps are being laid, the net is tightening.”

      A cardinal landed on a nearby headstone, its brilliant red plumage a stark contrast to the surrounding stones. Jane had loved cardinals, claimed they were messengers from those who’d passed. Atticus wasn’t a superstitious man—couldn’t afford to be in his line of work—but the timing felt significant nonetheless. He watched the bird tilt its head, studying him with a beady black eye before taking flight into the cloudless blue sky.

      “I won’t stop until I know who took you from us,” he promised. “Until they understand exactly what they stole from me…from Anna.”

      His phone vibrated in his pocket. Normally, he’d ignore it here, in this most private of moments, but the special ringtone told him this was the call he’d been waiting for. Even Jane would understand this interruption.

      “What have you got for me?” Atticus spoke without preamble.

      “A break,” Cal Cruz answered, excitement vibrating through his usually controlled tone. “Something solid. Something we can use.”

      Cal rarely got this animated about leads, maintaining his characteristic focus regardless of the situation. If he was this energized, the lead must be significant.

      Atticus rose to his feet, muscles coiled with lethal grace, a testament to the twenty years he’d spent in military and covert operations before founding Dynamis. Sunlight highlighted the silver threading through his dark hair at the temples, the only visible marker of the burden he’d carried these past eight years. His face remained hard edged and handsome, with the kind of weathered strength that made people instinctively step aside when he entered a room. His lips rarely relaxed into anything approaching a smile since the day Jane died.

      “I’ll be at headquarters in thirty minutes,” he said, brushing cemetery dust from his tailored charcoal suit. In Dallas, even grief had a dress code.

      “Everyone’s already assembling,” Cal replied. “This is it, Atticus. The thread we’ve been looking for.”

      He ended the call and touched his fingers to his lips, then to Jane’s name—their private goodbye, a ritual stretching back to their first separation during his early military years, when he’d been deployed to places he wasn’t allowed to name and she’d waited with the steady patience that had defined her.

      “I won’t rest until it’s done,” he promised her. “And then maybe—maybe we’ll both find peace.”

      The drive to Dynamis headquarters took him through the sprawling Dallas suburbs, past manicured lawns where sprinklers fought a losing battle against the merciless heat, before giving way to the sleek high-rises of the business district. His Audi moved through traffic with the same controlled exactness that characterized its driver, powerful but unobtrusive.

      Dallas had transformed in the fifteen years since he’d first arrived. Glass towers reached ever higher into the Texas sky, monuments to commerce and technology. Dynamis occupied the top eight floors of one such building, its mirrored windows reflecting the sun with blinding intensity, designed to look like just another corporate success story. The illusion was deliberate. Anonymity was safety in his business.

      The protection began in the underground parking garage, where three separate biometric scanners verified his identity before the reinforced elevator doors slid open. Dynamis Security wasn’t just another private military contractor. They were the silent shield between American interests and those who threatened them, moving in shadows where even the CIA feared to tread.

      He had built the company from nothing after leaving government service, constructing an organization that operated by his rules, with his standards of excellence. No compromises. No shortcuts. No acceptable losses. He’d lived with one unacceptable loss for eight years; he wouldn’t tolerate more.

      The elevator ascended smoothly to the fifty-second floor, the subtle weight shift as it decelerated reminding him of the slight pressure before a HALO jump. The doors opened to reveal a reception area designed to project restrained wealth and absolute competence. The walls displayed abstract art in cool blues and grays, selected by Jane when he’d first opened these offices. He’d never had the heart to change them.

      Atticus nodded to the security team as he strode through, acknowledging Madison at reception with a brief inclination of his head. Years of command had ingrained in him the habit of acknowledging the people who kept his operation running, from the newest security guard to his inner circle of elite operatives. They weren’t employees; they were extensions of his will, people who had proven themselves through fire and blood.

      The main conference room occupied the northwest corner of the building, its floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the Dallas skyline. Five people waited around the glass table, tension vibrating in the air like the moment before a thunderstorm breaks. His team. His family, in every way that mattered after Jane.

      Cal Cruz looked up from his laptop, his tattooed fingers never ceasing their dance across the keyboard. At thirty-six, the computer genius known as Cypher in underground hacker circles was still boyishly handsome with an irreverent smile that belied the darkness he’d seen. The tribal designs that snaked up his forearms contrasted with the familiarity his movements, like an ancient warrior wielding modern weapons.

      “The gang’s all here, boss,” Cal said, tilting his head toward the others, his South Carolina drawl more pronounced than usual. He only slipped back into it when excited or agitated.

      Nathan Locke sat with his arm draped casually around his wife, Eden’s, shoulders. They made a striking couple—Nate with his surfer looks, blond hair and dark eyes—an unusual combination that drew second glances—and Eden with her exotic beauty, her olive skin and raven-black hair a testament to her Israeli heritage. Together, they were Dynamis’s most effective husband-wife field team, lethal and precise. Their marriage had survived the crucible of countless operations, emerging stronger for the shared danger. Atticus had envied them that bond once. Now he merely respected it.

      Max Devlin’s imposing frame occupied the chair at the far end, his military-short hair and watchful eyes giving him the look of a predator temporarily at rest. Six foot four and built like a linebacker, Max had been with Atticus the longest, following him from government service into the private sector without hesitation. Beside him stood his wife, Jade. Standing at five ten, with her pixie-short hair and striking green eyes set against skin the color of burnished copper, she had the kind of beauty that stopped conversations when she entered a room. Dynamis’s top sniper and tactical specialist, she could hit a target from a mile away and had more confirmed kills than the rest of them combined. Her face remained placid, only the slight narrowing of her eyes betraying her anticipation.

      “Show me what we’ve got,” Atticus said without preamble, taking his seat at the head of the table. Coffee waited for him in a porcelain mug—black, no sugar—just as he preferred. Small courtesies, big loyalties. That was the Dynamis way.

      Cal tapped a key, and the wall screen came to life with photographs, financial records, and a complex diagram of connections that resembled a spider’s web more than a traditional organizational chart. The lights dimmed automatically, casting everyone’s faces in the blue glow of the screen.

      “For eight years, we’ve been looking at this from the wrong angle,” Cal said, highlighting a section of the diagram with a laser pointer that cut through the artificial gloom like a sniper’s targeting laser. “We’ve been focusing on who pulled the trigger, not who gave the order.”

      Atticus leaned forward, resting his forearms on the polished table surface. The room fell into a deeper silence, the kind that preceded life-changing revelations. Even the usual hum of the building’s systems seemed muted, as if the structure itself was holding its breath.

      “The shooters were hired muscle,” Jade added. “Contracted through a shell company based in the Caymans. They were killed in a police raid forty-eight hours after Jane’s murder.”

      “Dead ends by design,” Max continued. “But money always leaves a trail, no matter how well it’s hidden. We’ve been tracking wire transfers for months, building a pattern.”

      Eden leaned forward, tapping a document on the screen. Her movements were fluid, elegant. “We traced a series of offshore transfers that originated from what appeared to be a legitimate defense contractor lobbying fund.”

      “Appears is the key word.” Nate picked up the thread, his hand remaining lightly on Eden’s shoulder, a silent connection between them. “The fund was used to disguise payments to at least three known assassins over a five-year period. One of those payments happened two days before Jane was killed.”

      Atticus listened, absorbing the information like parched soil takes water, his mind already connecting implications, considering contingencies. His team worked in seamless concert, each picking up where another left off, no wasted words or repetition. This was why they were the best—not just individual excellence, but collective meticulousness.

      “I’ve spent the last month unraveling the encryption on these accounts,” Cal said, bringing up a new screen of complex financial data, columns of numbers and coded entries that would be meaningless to most observers. “It took breaking through eleven layers of security and tracking ghost transfers through twenty-seven different banks, but I finally found the source.”

      Cal paused, his fingers hovering over the keyboard, a rare hesitation from a man who typically moved at the speed of thought. “Atticus, you need to prepare yourself for this.”

      “I’ve been preparing for eight years,” Atticus replied, his voice calm despite the sudden acceleration of his pulse. “Show me.”

      The screen changed again, displaying a photograph that made Atticus’s blood run cold. Senator Warren Mitchell smiled from the image, shaking hands with a military contractor at a fundraising event. The date stamp showed it was taken just one week before Jane’s murder.

      Mitchell—distinguished, silver haired, with the confident smile of a man accustomed to power. The very picture of American political success, with his perfect family and his impeccable credentials. The man who’d made his reputation championing increased military funding and enhanced national security.

      “Mitchell?” Atticus’s voice was dangerously quiet, the kind of quiet that preceded avalanches.

      “Chairman of the Senate Intelligence Committee,” Cal confirmed, his expression grim. “And the man who’s been financing a series of black-market weapons deals for the past decade.”

      “The same deals you were investigating eight years ago,” Max added, his voice grave. “Before the hit.”

      Atticus stared at Mitchell’s face, memories flooding back in a torrent he couldn’t stop. The senator at Jane’s funeral, clasping his hand, offering personal condolences and promises of justice. The man who’d stood beside Atticus at Anna’s hospital bed, assuring him that no expense would be spared in her care. The same man who had appointed Atticus to the task force investigating arms dealers supplying terrorist cells in Afghanistan. The man who’d had access to every detail of Atticus’s findings.

      The betrayal cut deeper for its familiarity. Mitchell had been more than a political connection—he’d been a mentor, someone Atticus had respected and trusted.

      “You were getting too close,” Jade said softly, watching Atticus with the careful assessment of someone who knew exactly how dangerous he could be. “He eliminated the threat.”

      A muscle ticced in Atticus’s jaw, the only visible sign of the tsunami of rage building within him. When he spoke, his voice was perfectly controlled, all emotion locked behind the steel doors of his discipline.

      “Show me everything.”

      For the next twenty minutes, his team laid out the evidence—meticulously gathered, cross-referenced, verified. Mitchell’s connections to black-market arms dealers in Eastern Europe. His financial ties to research facilities developing experimental bioweapons. The systematic elimination of anyone who began asking questions too persistently.

      The cold stillness settled over Atticus—the combat mindset that had served him through three tours of duty and countless black ops. His breathing remained measured, his heartbeat steady. Emotion was a luxury he’d indulge later, in private. Now was the time for strategy, for planning the dismantling of Warren Mitchell’s empire piece by painful piece.

      “What’s his security like now?” he asked, his mind already calculating angles of approach, vulnerabilities, pressure points.

      “Two private bodyguards, ex-Secret Service,” Nate said, pulling up personnel files. “Thomas Reeves and Marcus Dawson. Both capable, but neither exceptional. Plus a driver who’s former Special Forces—Eric Martinez. More dangerous than the other two combined.”

      “I’m more concerned about this,” Cal interrupted, bringing up a new file on-screen. “Dr. Sabrina Wells. Trauma surgeon at Dallas Memorial Hospital. She’s been making inquiries about Mitchell’s business connections to several pharmaceutical research companies.”

      A photograph appeared—a woman in her late thirties with intelligent amber eyes and an air of no-nonsense competence about her. Her dark hair was pulled back from a face that was more striking than conventionally beautiful, with high cheekbones and a determined set to her jaw. Nothing in her appearance suggested someone who would deliberately walk into danger, yet the set of her mouth spoke of stubborn persistence.

      “Why is she looking into Mitchell?” Atticus asked, studying the woman’s face.

      “She’s treated multiple patients with unusual symptoms consistent with exposure to an experimental bioweapon,” Cal explained, bringing up medical reports with sections highlighted. “Four patients in the past three months, all with identical symptoms—hemorrhaging, neurological damage, rapid organ failure. Her research led her to a black-market lab bankrolled through one of Mitchell’s shell companies.”

      Eden leaned forward, her brow furrowed. “She’s been requesting information using hospital research protocols, but she’s hitting dead ends. Recently, she’s started reaching out to contacts at the CDC and NIH.”

      “She’s civilian,” Jade noted, her tactical mind already identifying complications. “And she’s asking dangerous questions in dangerous places. If Mitchell follows his usual pattern, she’s already on his elimination list.”

      Atticus studied the woman’s photograph, noting the intensity in her eyes, the stubborn set of her jaw. “Mitchell will eliminate her if she gets too close to the truth. We need to know what she knows before that happens.”

      “I’ve already got tickets for you to attend a fundraiser at Dallas Memorial tomorrow night,” Cal said with a self-satisfied smirk. “Dr. Sabrina Wells is on the organizing committee. Seems she’s passionate about trauma care for underprivileged communities. The event is a charity auction to fund a new emergency care wing.”

      The corner of Atticus’s mouth lifted slightly—not quite a smile, but the closest approximation he allowed himself these days. “Convenient.”

      “I thought so,” Cal replied, his grin widening. “Your donation of half a million dollars has secured you a prime table and significant face time with key hospital staff.”

      Atticus nodded, his mind already calculating angles and approaches. A public venue would limit Mitchell’s options if he was already tracking the doctor. “Good. I’ll make contact, assess her knowledge.”

      “And then?” Eden asked, the question hanging in the air like smoke after gunfire.

      Atticus looked at each member of his team in turn, these people who had become his family in the aftermath of devastation. They’d followed him into hell more times than he could count. Now he was asking them to follow him into something potentially more dangerous—a personal vendetta against one of the most powerful men in Washington. A man with connections throughout the government, with resources that dwarfed their own, with the ability to destroy them all with a single phone call.

      He didn’t need to ask if they were with him. The question would have been an insult to their loyalty.

      “And then we begin dismantling Senator Mitchell’s life piece by piece,” Atticus said, his voice carrying the quiet certainty of absolute conviction. “Until he understands exactly what he took from me. From us.”

      No one spoke for a long moment. Then Max leaned forward, his massive hands flat on the table, the simple gold band on his left hand catching the light.

      “For Jane,” he said simply.

      The others nodded, a silent pact renewed.

      “For Jane,” Atticus agreed, the ghost of his wife’s smile flashing in his memory. “And for Anna.”

      He turned back to the screen, to the photograph of Senator Warren Mitchell smiling at some political function, completely unaware that the countdown to his destruction had officially begun. In that moment, with absolute clarity, Atticus knew he wouldn’t rest until Mitchell had paid for Jane’s death in full measure.

      Some debts could only be settled in blood.

      “Let’s get to work.”
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      Sabrina Wells had spent her entire adult life learning to coexist with chaos. As a trauma surgeon, she thrived in the liminal space between order and disaster. Blood and bone, muscle and sinew—the human body was a marvel of engineering, and when it broke, she was the architect who rebuilt it.

      Tonight, however, chaos had traded its surgical scrubs for a cocktail dress.

      The hospital’s annual charity gala transformed Dallas Memorial’s normally austere grand lobby into a glittering fantasy of crystal chandeliers and ice sculptures. Wealthy donors circulated through the space like exotic fish in an aquarium—the women draped in designer gowns and heirloom jewels, the men in tuxedos tailored to disguise expanding waistlines. The air smelled of expensive perfume, champagne, and money—lots of money.

      Sabrina smoothed a hand down the midnight blue silk of her dress, a rare indulgence for a woman who lived in scrubs and sensible shoes. The dress hugged curves she typically concealed beneath lab coats, dipping low in the back to reveal more skin than she’d shown in years. At thirty-eight, Sabrina had dedicated herself to medicine with single-minded focus, leaving little room for serious relationships, much less marriage—a choice she rarely regretted, except on particularly lonely nights. She kept herself fit, but still felt exposed, vulnerable in a way that had nothing to do with the dress and everything to do with the suspicions that had consumed her for the past three months.

      “You’re working too
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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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