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            FALLON

          

        

      

    

    
      At the front desk of the Maynard Building, the security guard handed me a temporary access badge with my name printed on it. I pulled the lanyard over my head, then moved to the elevators. As I boarded the car along with a dozen other people, my gaze strayed to the guy beside me. Tall and athletic, he stood with his hands shoved into the pockets of his jeans. Where had I seen him before? He stared straight ahead while I tried not to eyeball him. A gray hoodie stretched over his broad shoulders and hugged a narrow waist. With the hood pulled low over his eyes, I couldn’t see most of his features, but I saw his chin. It was square, dimpled, and clean shaven. Desire prickled along my skin. I pushed it aside, turning my focus to the impending interview upstairs.

      Focus, Fallon. I ran through a mental list of common interview questions, rehearsing the answers in my head. I needed this job. My brother’s future depended on it. The elevator stopped at the tenth floor. A handful of people exited. I cast a sideways peek at Hoodie Guy. Sexual energy rolled off him in waves. I resisted the urge to fan my face and blamed the sudden internal heat on the number of bodies in the elevator. With my load of responsibilities, sex wasn’t on the radar, but this guy made my insides do crazy things.

      At the next floor, six people boarded. The occupants shifted to make room. My shoulder rubbed against the mystery man. Tingles traveled up my arm. Sensing my gaze, he faced me, lips twitching in amusement. Mortification rushed up my neck and took residence in my cheeks. Crap! He’d caught me checking him out. I blushed then looked at the tips of my tennis shoes, the ones I wore for the walk to and from the train, and saw that he was wearing black-and-white Chuck Taylors beneath his faded blue jeans. Odd clothing for a high-profile, professional building.

      At the twentieth floor, the elevator emptied, leaving me alone with the hoodie guy.

      “Where are you going?” I asked, suddenly aware that he hadn’t pushed a destination button, and I was curious to learn where he was going.

      “Thirty-five, please.” His low, smooth voice instigated a pleasant shiver down my back.

      In my head, I heard his voice whispering hot, dirty words in my ear during sex. No. Oh my God, stop it, Fallon. Lusting after this guy—any guy—was a pointless endeavor. I bit my lower lip and stared at the door.

      “You’re going there, too?” he asked.

      “Yes. Twisted Wire Productions.” The air thickened inside the elevator. My chest felt heavy. Had the air conditioning quit? I plucked at the collar of my blouse. “I’ve got an interview.”

      “Is that so?” He lowered his hood. Amazing eyes lined by thick dark lashes drifted to the name badge hanging around my neck. “Fallon Youngblood?”

      I liked the way he said my name, slow and easy, with an obvious southern drawl. I liked the way he looked, too. Bohemian. Unique. Dark blond hair curled loosely above his collar, the kind a girl could dig her fingers into. Did I mention he smelled amazing? I wanted to close my eyes and drink in his scent—shower gel, soap, and a hint of peppermint. He took a step closer. A nervous thrill skittered up my arm as our sleeves touched.

      “Have we met before?” He cocked his head to the side, processing every detail of my face. My gaze drifted to the leather thong knotted around his neck, the sexy definition of his collarbones, the golden brown of his tan. Definitely not a corporate guy. More like a courier or something.

      “No. I don’t think so,” My voice was breathy, like I’d been running a footrace. The straight slope of his nose and the angle of his square jaw created an unforgettable face. If we’d met, I would have remembered.

      “Are you sure? Maybe a club?” He tilted his head to one side. The shift of his body, the way his eyes clung to mine, gave me a pleasant tumble of butterflies in my tummy. I bet he’d broken more than one heart with those eyes, that voice. His lips twitched again, but he didn’t smile. I got the feeling smiles were few and far between for this man. “No. You don’t look like a club girl.” He snapped his fingers. “I know. The train. You took the train this morning?”

      “Yes.” He’d noticed me. Me. Plain Jane, no-frills Fallon Youngblood. A flush of embarrassment burned up my neck to think of him watching while I rooted through my oversized handbag or stared into space. I’d never caught a man’s eye before. Ever. And never one so utterly hot.

      “Are you here for an interview?” I asked. Anxiety squeezed my chest. What if I wasn’t the right type? What if they wanted someone edgy like him? My hopes for the future were pinned on the possibility of a new and better job.

      He shook his head and a flicker of amusement brightened his stormy eyes. “I already work here.”

      “They let you dress like that?” I heard the judgment in my voice and cringed. I knew what it was like to be judged by my appearance, having existed on the wrong side of fashion since high school. Even if I wanted to wear fancy clothes, my budget didn’t allow it. I preferred simple, functional, and sensible.

      He glanced down at the concert T-shirt beneath his hoodie. The thin cotton stretched over his torso, showing ripples of abs and pecs. A peculiar energy began to fill the elevator, pulsating and vibrant. My body thrummed in response. With two fingers, he plucked the shirt away from his chest. “You don’t like Def Leppard?”

      “No. I do. They’re fine. It’s just—where I work, we have a very strict dress code. No jeans, no tennis shoes, no sleeveless shirts.”

      “I don’t think a person’s work should be judged by their appearance, do you?” His gaze roamed over my nice, but secondhand, suit.

      “No, I don’t. But most of the world does,” I said. An unfortunate truth, in my experience. I shopped online for classic, affordable clothes to wear to work. When I was off the clock, I preferred yoga pants and tees. “First appearances are everything. Most people make up their mind about you within the first twenty seconds.”

      “Most of the world has it wrong.”

      The conversation reminded me it was time to change shoes. Dress for success, my mother had always said, and I took her words to heart. I dug a pair of high-heeled pumps out of my bag. I rested a hand against the elevator wall for balance, removed my tennis shoes, and slipped on the high-heeled pumps, conscious of the guy’s eyes upon me. Aside from the aura of intrigue around him, he seemed like a regular person. Scuffs marred his Converse. His jeans were faded almost white, the hems frayed, and a tiny rip at the knee. They hung on his narrow hips like an old friend.

      He cocked his head to one side. “I’ve met some brilliant people, and their clothes had nothing to do with their success.”

      “Really?” I arched a skeptical eyebrow.

      “Yeah. Really.” His chuckle brought another blush to my cheeks.

      The car stopped on our floor, and I felt disappointed. A million questions bubbled to my lips. I wanted to know more about him. Where did he get the scar on his forehead? Where was he from? His intelligent eyes intrigued me. I had a feeling there was a story hidden somewhere in their depths, a story worth hearing. One I’d never learn once we left the elevator.

      The doors opened. Remembering my upcoming interview, my hands began to tremble. I had a lot at stake. As the sole support for my invalid brother Hank, the list of my financial responsibilities was long and growing longer by the day. With my current job, I barely kept my head above water.

      “Nice to meet you,” the guy said and gestured for me to exit. Before I could ask his name, he disappeared into a hallway at the left of the reception area.

      A curious sense of loss faded into numbness. Most twenty-three year olds would have flirted with a hot guy like him. Not me. I shut down the fun-loving girl inside and shoved her into the dark recesses of my soul. That part of my life was over, possibly forever. No more dating or fun. The idea of a future with a member of the opposite sex seemed ludicrous given my circumstances. I straightened the collar of my blouse and drew in a deep breath. Dreaming about the future was a waste of brain power. As a rule, I focused on the present, and never, ever dwelled on the past.
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      Once I left Fallon in the lobby, I went to my desk and sank into the chair. I looked forward to seeing her board the train every morning. With six new cars in the garage and a ten-digit bank account, I didn’t need to ride the train anymore, but downtown traffic was a bitch, and I liked the normalcy. Little things like that kept me grounded in a world where everyone wanted a piece of me or my fortune. I always sat in the back row of the train car, next to the window, hoodie pulled over my head, to shield me from view. Most of the time, I remained unnoticed, but every now and then, some kid would recognize me and ask for an autograph. Fame had never been my goal in life. That had always been Sydney’s thing. The thought of my ex-girlfriend sent an arrow of angst straight to my heart.

      Fallon seemed like the epitome of normal. I’d never intended to talk to her, but sharing the confined elevator space had broken my silence. Over the past few months, I’d contented myself with watching her on the train, imagining the details of her life, wondering what made her doe eyes so sad. She never spoke to anyone, never looked around, never smiled. She just sat in her seat, forehead leaning against the window, and stared at the passing scenery. Did she have a husband who neglected her? Had she lost someone she loved? My fertile imagination ran wild thinking up possible scenarios.

      An aura of heartbreak surrounded her, drew me to her. We had that in common—the heartbreak. I wanted to comfort her, tell her I understood how it felt to be sad, but I didn’t know how to approach her without sounding creepy or weird. On the flip side, I didn’t want to become invested in someone else, like I’d become invested in Sydney. Sydney with the raven hair, the ruby-red lips, and the mischievous eyes. She’d stolen my heart then stomped on it like I’d meant nothing to her, while she’d been everything to me.

      Anger replaced my pain. No woman would ever play me like that again. I stood up from the desk and paced around the room. The place was in shambles due to the ongoing remodel, and I stumbled over a stray box of ceiling tiles. I kicked it at the exact moment Caleb came into the room.

      “Knock much?” I asked, directing my anger at him, since he was convenient.

      “Don’t be a dick.” He flopped onto the sofa sitting haphazardly in the center of the office. He brushed his sandy hair out of his eyes, unaffected by my mood, and watched me pace. “What’s eating you? You’re going to wear out your shoes.”

      “Nothing.” His words snapped me back to reality. I returned to my chair and propped my feet up on the desk. He was my brother Tate’s best friend, and my business partner. He knew my moods but didn’t seem concerned by the black cloud hanging over my head on this particular day.

      “Someone’s pissy.” A smirk tilted the corners of his lips. “You know, a good lay would cure what ails you.”

      I glared at him. Even my coworkers knew about my epic dry spell. I hadn’t been with anyone since Sydney, hadn’t even given it a thought. The idea of baring my body and soul to a woman made my heart shrivel—if I still had a heart. I wasn’t really sure anymore. “Are you here to discuss my sex life, or do you have business to talk about?” I snapped and immediately regretted it. It wasn’t his fault my life was a fucked-up mess. I blamed Sydney for that, for stealing the sunshine from my world. I sat back in the chair, hating the person I’d become, hating Sydney for turning me into a bastard.

      “No, actually, I’m here because I had a radical idea last night. I think I know how to pull you out of your funk.” He moved from the cushions to perch on the arm of the sofa. He held up an index finger. “Two words. Seaforth Towers.”

      “What about them?” I asked, deciding to humor his latest epiphany. The muscles across my forehead pulled tight. I knew the place. The twin skyscrapers were the tallest structures in the city and belonged to Maxwell Seaforth, the father of my best friend, Sam. I might be a bastard, but I had nothing on Maxwell. He was a coldhearted son of a bitch, multi-billionaire, and ruthless human being.

      “They’re the perfect place for a BASE jump.”

      I stared at him, my troubles forgotten for a moment. Over the past year, Caleb and I had taken our passion for skydiving to the next level. I’d completed three of the four components by hurling myself off bridges, antennas, and the occasional mountainside, but I had yet to tackle the fourth element—a manmade structure. BASE jumping chased away the numbness, made my blood sing, made me feel in a way I hadn’t for the past year. It was dangerous and foolish, and I loved every minute of it. Maybe he had something here. For the first time in a long time, I felt excited.

      “Sounds like a perfect way to go to jail.” Reservations tempered my enthusiasm. “Those buildings are locked up like Fort Knox. Even if we could get to the roof, the cops would be there before we hit the ground. We’d need spotters, a way past security.” I shook my head. “It’s too complicated.”

      “I know. I’ve thought about that.” He crinkled his nose, the same way he had in fourth grade when he’d plotted mischief with my brother. “And I’ve got all the details worked out.”
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      As I waited for the receptionist, my palms began to sweat. After the nerve-wracking elevator ride, I had difficulty bringing my thoughts back to the interview. For the better part of three years, I’d worked for Reyes Media in the accounting department. The modest salary paid for my incidentals and utilities, but not Hank’s astronomical medical expenses. Government assistance paid for the majority of his care. I did what I could to help out, but it wasn’t nearly enough. Twisted Wire Productions offered better pay and benefits, something I needed desperately.

      The receptionist lowered the phone from her ear and gave me the once over through eyes outlined by heavy blue pencil. “You’re late.” Disapproval lent a sour note to her words. “Lucky for you, they’re running a little behind this morning.” She wore pink cargo pants, her short hair pulled into a dozen tiny pigtails around her head, tied off with rainbow elastics. “Follow me.”

      She pushed through the double doors behind her desk without a backward glance. I trotted after her. The doors opened into a vast area of organized chaos. People milled from one desk to another. Rock music played through speakers, drifting below the hum of conversation and laughter. No one seemed older than thirty, and they were all dressed in various degrees of casual attire—blue jeans, football jerseys, and concert T-shirts. It seemed more like a party than a business.

      My heels clacked on the tile floor as we circumvented a large sectional sofa and a cluster of workstations. A guy with two hoops piercing his eyebrow jerked his chin in greeting. I tugged at the hem of my blazer, cognizant of the disparity in our appearances. What kind of place was this? Too late, it occurred to me that I should have done more research on the company. I knew little about Twisted Wire Productions except it was new and making a name for itself in video game design.

      The receptionist knocked on a closed door then opened it to reveal a conference room. A tumble of nerves flitted in my stomach.

      “Fallon? I’m Denise Washington, head of Human Resources. Please come in.” A tiny, grandmotherly woman stepped forward to shake my hand. She motioned to a chair beside the conference table. “We’ll begin in just a moment. We’re waiting on Mr. Spaulding.”

      Mr. Spaulding? A new wave of panic set in. Tucker Spaulding, president and CEO of Twisted Wire Productions, was coming to my interview? I cleared my throat. “Does Mr. Spaulding always sit in on interviews?”

      “When he can,” Mrs. Washington said. She motioned toward a table along the far wall. “Would you like something to drink? Coffee, water, soda?”

      “No, thank you.” A heavy, uncomfortable silence fell over the room. I clasped my hands in my lap, trying not to fidget. The Spartan décor of the room didn’t help my anxiety. The walls were a cold gray, the floors neutral slate, and the furnishings minimalist. Framed posters of video games provided the only color in the room.

      The doors opened on silent hinges. The guy from the elevator walked into the room, a package of powdered doughnuts in one hand and a Red Bull in the other. Somewhere between the elevator and the conference room, he’d ditched the gray hoodie. His concert T-shirt stretched tight over his chest. “Sorry for the delay,” he said.

      I tried not to stare. Sexual awareness licked up my thighs. I swallowed down conflicting emotions and glanced at Mrs. Washington for an explanation.

      “Good morning, Mr. Spaulding,” she said.

      My head exploded. Hoodie Guy was the CEO. Great. Strike one. After I’d ribbed him for his casual attire, he probably thought I was a total ass. Not to mention the way I’d been checking him out in the elevator. I drew in a deep breath and tried to rein in my lust. A crush on my potential boss spelled trouble with a capital T. Thoughts of Hank and his future needs renewed my determination. I wasn’t here for myself. I was here for him.

      “Good morning.” Mr. Spaulding took a seat at the head of the table. His biceps strained against the sleeves of his shirt as he lifted the Red Bull to his mouth. Thick-lashed eyes met mine, and my girly parts squeezed.

      “Mr. Spaulding, this is Fallon Youngblood.” Mrs. Washington handed him a file folder with my name on the tab.

      “We met in the elevator,” he said, still staring at me. I stared back, unable to look away, our gazes locked.

      “She was late, sir,” Mrs. Washington said.

      No, no, no, no. I’d committed the cardinal sin of interview etiquette. Strike two. My chances at getting the job shriveled in front of my eyes. I glanced down at the table, mentally calculating the odds of completing this meeting without appearing to be a total loser.

      “Yeah. Me, too. It wasn’t our fault. The train was delayed. Want one?” The plastic wrap of the doughnut package crinkled as he held the box in front of me.

      “Um, no. I’m fine. Thanks.”

      “Suit yourself.” He withdrew one of the round confections and popped it into his mouth then opened the folder and thumbed through my application with sugary fingers. After a few nerve-wracking minutes, he kicked back in his chair, rested his ankle on the opposite knee, and regarded me across the table. “Okay, I’m ready. Go ahead, Mrs. Washington.”

      The woman ran through a litany of questions. Most of them were standard fare. I answered by rote, grateful I’d rehearsed my answers ahead of time, aware of Mr. Spaulding’s unnerving gaze on my face. Beneath the table, I clenched my hands into tight fists. Breathe, Fallon. Stay calm. You can do this.

      “I don’t see your college or university listed here,” Mrs. Washington said. The lines in her forehead deepened. Strike three. My hopes plummeted.

      “I don’t have a degree,” I replied, and lifted my chin a notch. “But I have more than enough experience. I’ve worked in the accounting department for three years, and I’m skilled in coding and programming.”

      “A college degree is a requirement for this position.” She shook her head and looked at her employer, one eyebrow raised, posing a delicate question. His head tilted to the side in what seemed to be his signature gesture. A silent conversation passed between them. “I’m not sure how she got through the applicant screening process. I’m sorry.”

      Tucker studied me for an uncomfortable beat. I stared back, humiliation churning my insides. A college degree in computer programming had always been my dream, but after Hank’s accident, I’d given up any hopes of furthering my education. I’d fallen into the accounting gig by accident, starting out as a customer service rep and filling in for vacations in the payables department, working my way up, learning and advancing with each promotion. Now, I’d hit a brick wall at Reyes Media, unable to advance without a degree. Fate continued to knock me into the dirt every time I tried to better myself.

      “Thank you for your time. I can see myself out.” I lurched to my feet, eager to put an end to this fiasco. The chair tipped backward and nearly overturned with the awkward force of my movements. I scrambled to keep it upright. Tucker’s hand snaked out. He grabbed the chair and eased it back onto its legs.

      “It’s okay.” He gestured for me to sit. I lowered into the chair. “Ms. Youngblood, you obviously feel you’re qualified for the job or you wouldn’t be here.” His tone softened. “Convince me.”

      My mind scrambled to gather a rebuttal. Inside my shoes, my toes tapped a frantic rhythm. I swallowed and found curious eyes regarding me, devoid of judgment or prejudice. Looking into their clear depths soothed my anxiety. I had the skills and the experience. I could do this. “Well.” I paused for a deep, cleansing breath before continuing. “I’ve been overseeing seven hourly associates for the past year. I issue checks each week, balance the ledgers, and run all the weekly financial and job costing reports for the company. I’ve also designed and implemented programs to streamline our reporting practices. I’m patient, easy to talk to, and I’ve been voted Employee of the Month seven times.” My voice quivered on each word. He nodded in approval. I drew in a deep breath and unclenched my fingers.

      Tucker leaned forward, his eyes never leaving mine. “Good. That’s great. Have you ever played Dragons of Destiny?”

      My heart sank. I’d heard of Dragons of Destiny. It was the most popular video game franchise in the world and even had a movie in production. Hank had adored the game when it first came out, playing it into the wee hours of the morning, keeping me awake on school nights, but I’d never played it, never even seen it. My lifestyle didn’t afford time for frivolity.

      “Um, no.” My knee bounced beneath the table, sloshing the contents of Mr. Spaulding’s Red Bull. I slapped a hand on my thigh to still the movement. “I’m sorry. I haven’t. But I’m not really sure what that has to do with this position.”

      “Nothing. Just curious.” A glimmer of mischief flickered in his eyes, then extinguished. Where did it go? I wanted the playful light to come back. Something about it called to me. He reached for another doughnut.

      “Mr. Spaulding, I’m sorry to interrupt. I wanted to remind you about your appointment?” The receptionist poked her head into the conference room, a blinding smile on her face for Tucker.

      “Right. Thank you. I’m on my way.” He nodded, breaking our eye contact to stand. “I’m sorry. I’ve got to go, but I think we’re done here anyway. Mrs. Washington will show you to the elevator.”

      I stood and offered my hand. “Thank you for your time.”

      “You’re welcome.” Warm, strong fingers wrapped around mine as we shook hands. Attraction zinged up my arm. He stiffened and pulled his hand away. Had he felt it too? I pressed my palm against my leg to stop the lingering vibrations.

      We all moved to leave at the same time. He opened the door for me. As I passed through the opening, my body hummed at his proximity. I held my breath and stepped outside then exhaled once we had a few feet of distance between us. Mrs. Washington trailed behind and spoke to him in a low voice. “Doughnuts and Red Bull for breakfast? Really, Tucker? All that sugar isn’t good for you.”

      “Geez, give me a break, Grandma.” His tone held a note of affection. Grandma? I turned in time to catch a glimpse of her brushing the hair away from his forehead. The profile view of their faces revealed the same straight nose and high cheekbones. If the resemblance wasn’t enough to confirm their relationship, the woman’s obvious tenderness convinced me. I pressed my lips together to repress a smile.

      “I’ll order out and get something good for you,” she said. “You need protein.” Her hand lowered to cup his cheek. “You look so tired. Still not sleeping?”

      “Grandma, not in front of everyone.” He shrugged away from her touch, a ghost of a smile teasing his mouth.

      “Oh, sorry. My bad.” She patted his arm.

      Their exchange tugged at my heart. I missed my grandparents; they’d passed away years ago, but it was good to see someone enjoying his. It reminded me there were still normal families in the world, that maybe there was hope for my shattered family after all.

      “Later, gators.” He lifted a hand in dismissal. I nodded and watched him disappear through an office door.

      Once he exited the hall, Mrs. Washington walked me to the elevator, professional demeanor restored. “We intend to make a decision by the end of the week. You’ll hear back from us one way or the other.”

      The sympathetic smile on her lips told me I had zero chance of getting this job. Crushing disappointment weighted my shoulders. After my parents died, Hank and I had received a tidy but dwindling amount of life insurance money and the deed to our family home. Under normal circumstances, the money would have lasted a lifetime, but Hank’s condition required a monumental amount of funds. I wanted to give him the best care, and it wasn’t going to happen with my paltry current salary.

      “Thank you for your time. I appreciate the opportunity to interview with Mr. Spaulding,” I said to break the uncomfortable silence.

      “He’s a good person to work for,” she said. Genuine warmth lit her eyes. “He knows every person in his employment by name. I’m very proud of him. He’s done all this on his own.”

      “That’s quite an accomplishment for someone so young. For anyone, really. He’s not anything like I expected.”

      She smiled, and her blue eyes twinkled, revealing pride and love. “No. He’s not. He’s one of a kind.”

      
      After the interview, I went on to my regular job and tried to catch up on my work. I’d told my boss I had a dentist appointment, so no one questioned my late arrival. I plowed my way through stacks of invoices and statements. My workload continued to increase with each passing week, and I’d taken to working from home in the evenings to stay current. At precisely five o’clock, I shut down my computer, packed up my laptop, and headed to the bank of elevators. Hank’s nurse, Hillary, got off work at six, and I needed to be there to take care of him when she left. She didn’t mind staying over from time to time, but tonight was her granddaughter’s recital. I knew how important it was to her and didn’t want her to miss a minute of it.

      While I waited for the elevator to arrive, my anxiety climbed along with it. I needed to leave precisely at five in order to catch the five-fifteen train. With the entire building rushing to leave, it took forever for the car to ascend to the top. The minutes crawled past. I eyed the stairs as my next option. Thirty-five floors were a lot to descend, but I couldn’t bear to be late. Just when I’d decided to tackle the steps, Andrew Harper, my boss, opened his office door and made a beeline for me. Crap.

      “Ms. Youngblood, can I see you for a minute?” The sound of his high voice whined in my ear like a mosquito.

      “Um
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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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