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      When Bay gets the call that his brother and sister-in-law have died in a car accident, he cuts his business meetings in Japan short and rushes to his brother’s home where their four children have been left without parents. He’s been busy enough with his business that he barely knows the kids, so he’s not only mourning but feels completely lost.

      Pete has been with the family since before the kids were born and was one of the first people to hold each of the four kids. He’s devastated when Tony and Cindy are killed, and he’s not quite sure what to make of Bay when the man rolls up a couple of days after the tragic accident.

      When the will makes it clear that Pete is to stay on as the children’s manny until the youngest is eighteen, both men breathe a sigh of relief. As they start to figure out their new normal, they begin to develop feelings for each other, but Bay is Pete’s boss and the last thing he wants is to make Pete uncomfortable with his interest, and Pete doesn’t want to overstep anyone’s boundaries.

      Join Bay and Pete as they navigate their new family dynamics and their developing feelings.
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      Bayer Swanson got off the redeye and checked his messages as he waited for his Uber to show. There were a number of them from Will, his assistant, giving him the details of the funeral, as well as confirming the address of his brother’s place so he knew where he was going.

      His ride pulled up, and he tossed his garment bag and his carry-on into the back, sliding in after them and settling back with a sigh. He’d been doing business in Japan when he’d gotten the news that his brother and sister-in-law had been killed in a car accident, leaving behind four kids. He’d put Will on organizing the funeral while he made his way back. He’d had one meeting he couldn’t cancel but had been on the first flight back after that. Even with an overnight from LA, it had taken three days to get back. Three days with very little sleep and he was grumpy as fuck.

      Will had cleared his calendar for four days; the man was a miracle worker, honestly.

      He must have dozed off, because the next thing he knew, the driver was telling him they’d arrived.

      With a clipped, “Thanks,” he grabbed his stuff and got out of the car before heading up the front walk and the stairs to the front door. The house was midsized in an older neighborhood. Bay seemed to remember something about a big backyard and good schools, but he honestly hadn’t been paying that much attention when Tony had told him about the place they’d bought.

      He put down his carry-on so he could ring the bell. Nobody answered, so he rang again. Twice in quick succession.

      “I swear to god, if you wake up Merida or Flynn, I will beat you!” A lean, exhausted looking man with a mass of wild curls appeared through the door open, wearing a tiny pair of shorts and a Sesame Street T-shirt. “What do you want?”

      “A coffee, breakfast, and if at all possible, a nap,” he snapped back.

      “Not a B&B. This is not a good time. The children are sleeping. Please.”

      “Look, I assume you’re the manny Will told me about, so thanks for looking after the kids. But you need to let me in. While I realize I’m likely not to get any of those three, I am not going to stand out on the stoop like some fucking salesman. I’m Bay. Tony’s brother? Didn’t Will let you know I was coming this morning?” He didn’t believe that for a minute; Will was the best assistant he’d ever had; the man worked miracles on a regular basis, no way had he forgotten to let the children’s carer know he was coming.

      “Watch your mouth!” The guy blinked at him. “I’m Pete. Can I please see some identification?”

      Bay would be annoyed by the question, except he supposed it was a good thing this guy was being cautious—it was his job to look after the kids, after all. He let the ‘watch your mouth’ go. This time. He put his garment bag down on top of his carry-on and pulled his wallet out of his back pocket. He opened it to his driver’s license and showed it to Pete. “Happy?” He really did need to sit and to get some coffee into himself, even if he had to Doordash it. He’d been awake for a fucking long time.

      “Yes. Sorry, it’s been an awful week. I have a pot of coffee going and there are doughnut holes.” Pete opened the door wider.

      “That sounds like it’ll hit the spot, thank you. And yeah. It’s been shitty.” He went in past Pete, bringing his carry-on and his garment bag. “I’m straight off the plane from Japan. Where can I put my stuff?”

      “Let me show you. The kids have been—understandably—hysterical. The babies have only been down for a couple of hours, and Belle made herself sick crying. Eric won’t come out from under his bed, but they are all asleep.”

      “Under his bed?” That didn’t sound healthy. But it had only been a few days since their parents died, and he figured the manny knew a hell of a lot more about kids than he did. Thank god they’d had one because he wasn’t sure what he would have done if not. “I wanted to say thank you for dealing with all of this.”

      Pete shrugged. “I’ve been with them since two days before Belle was born. It’s my honor.”

      “Belle’s the oldest!” That was all the kids’ lives. And the last seven years of Tony and Cindy’s too. Seven? Eight? Nine? He’d ask Will.

      “She is. It’s been the most amazing eight years of my life so far. They’re my kiddos.”

      Well, they’d been Tony’s kiddos, but he wasn’t about to argue with the man taking care of the kids. “Well, I can’t fault your commitment.”

      That earned him an odd little look, but a functional little bedroom door was opened, and he was ushered in.

      “Here you go,” Pete whispered. “The coffee’s in the kitchen. The bathroom is down the hall.”

      He looked around, frowning. This was tiny. He supposed it would do for now, but if he wound up staying here, he’d be using the master.

      “Thanks. I’ll wash up first.” He might even grab a shower, actually change into a pair of sweats or something, see if he couldn’t get an hour or so before he checked in on work.

      Pete nodded to him, then turned away with a frown.

      “PETE! PETE, HELP ME!”

      The man was sprinting before the first syllable was out, sliding into one of the bedrooms and pulling a screaming little boy out from beneath the bed.

      “I’m here, buddy. I’m right here.”

      “Don’t go! Don’t leave!”

      “Eric! Where would I go? I belong with you and your brother and sisters. I swear to you, I will not leave you.” Pete rocked and petted, his own expression one of devastation. “I will not leave you. I’m your Pete, right? You guys are my kiddos.”

      Jesus. What a fucking mess. If Tony wasn’t already dead, Bay would… do what? It was too soon for where that thought had been heading. Everything was still too fresh. He needed to get these kids into therapy. He made a mental note to get Will on it. Then he went through his bag and grabbed a pair of sweats and headed for the bathroom. If Pete had needed his help, he would have asked, right?

      A sharp whistle cut through the air, little Belle standing there, her hair a mass of tangles, a huge bathrobe wrapped around her. “Stranger! Pete! Stranger in the house!”

      “Jesus fuck, Belle. It’s Uncle Bay—you don’t remember me?” Granted it had been two, no probably three years since he’d seen the kids, but still.

      She stared at him, searching his face. “You… you sent the babies from Japan?”

      Well, at least she remembered the gifts he’d sent. “For your birthday. And then more at Christmas because you said in your thank-you card that you really liked them.” He’d bought her the whole damn set over the last couple years. Tony always got persnickity if he just sent them a check, so he’d been happy there was something he could just buy time after time.

      “They’re in my bedroom. Have you seen Mamma and Daddy?”

      His heart clenched. Did she think they were coming back? Hadn’t the Pete guy told them? Of course he had, he’d said they were hysterical. Was this denial? He didn’t have a fucking clue how to handle this. Give him a boardroom full of angry men and he was all over it, but kids were not his thing. He realized she was staring at him, and he swallowed. “What do you mean, honey?”

      “Petey said that we couldn’t see their bodies. That either you and he would go and look at them. I want to see them.”

      Oh no. No way.

      He shook his head, going down onto his haunches so he was at her level. “No, honey. You don’t want to see them, trust me.”

      “I have to! I have to give them goodbye hugs. Please!”

      No, the coffins were going to be closed because they’d been pretty messed up according to Will, so he didn’t think this was a good idea at all. “We can figure out another way for you give them goodbye hugs, okay?”

      “How? How? Pete said they’re in Heaven. Did he lie?”

      “No. No, of course he didn’t lie. They are in Heaven.” Would she understand at all about how they weren’t in their bodies anymore, either? Christ. “Pete?”

      “Coming.” Pete came back out, holding his arms open and Belle ran to them. “Hey, sweetpea, how can I help?”

      “I need to see Mamma and Daddy and hug them goodbye, but Uncle Bay says I can’t go see them.” She was ramping up to be hysterical.

      “Okay, listen to me. Your Uncle Bay loves you, right?”

      “Uh-huh.”

      “If he says you can’t, there’s a reason. They’re gone, baby girl. I will hug you as much as you need, but you need to trust us. There’s a reason.”

      Her lower lip quivered, but she took one breath and then another. “Why?” she asked.

      Bay pursed his lips and decided to go for honest. “Because seeing them would be really, really hard and something that kids shouldn’t have to do.”

      “But they asked me for a hug goodbye, and I was mad… I said no.”

      “It’s okay, honey. They loved you very much and they understood. They knew you loved them too.”

      Pete nodded to him. “That’s absolutely right. Come on, would you like some milk?”

      Please go with Pete to get milk. He could not deal with this on no sleep and he really, really did not want to lose it right now. That was the last thing any of them needed.

      She nodded. “Can I stay home from school today?”

      “Yes. You and Eric both can.”

      “All right. I want milk and to stay with you, Petey. Please.”

      “Of course. Let’s get your Uncle Bay a coffee and we’ll make you milk.”

      “I’m going to have a quick shower first. Wash the travel off me.” And if it wasn’t just water running down his cheeks, no one would be the wiser.

      When he got to the kitchen about ten minutes later, two of the kids were up in the kitchen with Pete, but his main aim was that coffee that Pete had said was available.

      There was bacon and eggs, toast and orange juice, milk and coffee.

      Thank god.

      He opened a couple cupboards and found the mugs. Grabbing one, he filled it with coffee, black, and blew across the top of the mug. Then he went for it. If he burnt his mouth, so be it. He needed the dark crack.

      “You’re welcome to make a plate, and if you don’t like scrambled eggs, I can make other kinds.”

      “Scramble eggies are best,” Eric murmured and shoved another handful in.

      “Scrambled is great. And is that bacon?” He hadn’t had a plate of eggs and bacon in he didn’t know how long. Breakfast was usually a cup of coffee and whatever was available at a meeting room side table, if anything.

      “Yeah. I thought today needed bacon.” Pete handed him a plate and a fork. “Do you need jam for your toast?”

      “No, I won’t have any toast.” He was already days behind on his working out. Hell, his routine had been nonexistent since he’d gotten the call.

      “All right. No problem.” Pete grabbed a slice of toast and slathered strawberry jam on it.

      Bay didn’t look because he didn’t want to be tempted. He just ate his breakfast, then sat back with a sigh and drank his coffee.

      “You no like breads, man?” Eric asked.

      “You don’t like bread,” Pete corrected.

      “I try to avoid too many carbs.” He patted his belly. “I don’t want to get fat, and I haven’t worked out in four days, so…” He would totally have several slices especially if there was jam if he just let himself go.

      “Body shaming is wrong, Uncle Bay, especially shaming your own body.” Belle sounded so sure.

      His eyes opened wide in surprise at her words. “Uh… I wasn’t…” Huh. Maybe he had been. It was good to keep fit, though, right?

      “Momma says that restrictive diets aren’t healthy. Eat good food, mostly plants, not too much.”

      “Isn’t mostly plants restrictive?” he asked. Otherwise, it would be eat whatever the heck you want and he’d bet the kids weren’t allowed to do that. When he and Tony had been little, that kind of thinking would have seen the two of them eating nothing but candy, day and night.

      She blinked at him, her eyes filling with tears. “Sugar is from a plant. So is flour. So is chocolate and vanilla.”

      “Breathe, Belle. He’s tired too…”

      And he was shit at talking to kids, that went for all the time, not just when he was tired.

      “Sorry. I didn’t mean to make you cry.” Christ knew she had enough reasons to cry.

      “I’m sorry I made you mad. I wasn’t… I wasn’t trying to be bad.”

      “I wasn’t mad…” How had this gone so off the rails? He really was shit at talking to kids.

      “See? It’s so easy to misunderstand each other, especially when your heart hurts.” Pete smiled at them both, sweet as hell.

      Wow, Tony and Cindy had found the male Mary Poppins. Well, good, because he didn’t know thing one about raising kids, and they were his responsibility now.

      “I’m not mad, I promise, okay. And I need to check in with the office. Thanks for breakfast.”

      “Of course. The wifi password is ‘mykidsarethebest’.”

      Of course it was.

      He rolled his eyes as he stood. “Thanks.”

      “Can I have a hug, Petey?” Belle asked. “My belly hurts so bad.”

      “Oh, baby girl. Always. No matter what.”

      “Are you sick, Belle?” Bay asked. He assumed Pete knew who the family doctor was.

      “She’s just worked herself into a sick tummy. Her mom did that too.”

      “Ah. She needs tools, eh? For stress?” He wasn’t hurting for money. Whatever the kids needed, they could have, and he imagined a family therapist could help a lot with the grief.

      Pete nodded. “She’s processing a lot.”

      “I’ll have Will look up family therapists who specialize in grief. Are the kids going to be okay with the funeral tomorrow?” If he could, he’d forbid them to be there, but he had a hunch they needed to be able to say goodbye.

      Pete gave him a wide-eyed stare. “Can we talk about this later?”

      He nodded. “Not too much later, though. This thing is happening whether we want it to or not.” Just like the accident that had torn Tony and Cindy from their lives, from their children.

      “Excellent.” Pete turned and poured himself another cup of coffee. “Come on, kiddos. Let’s watch a minute of TV.”

      He sighed as Pete and the kids headed out of the kitchen, and he did the same. He went up to his bedroom and grabbed his laptop before hitting the button for Will on his phone. It was time to get organized.
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      Pete’s head hadn’t stopped pounding in days, he thought, and he didn’t foresee it stopping in, well, ever.

      These kids were not ready to go to a funeral—they were having a closed casket, for fuck’s sake, why did they need to go?

      He rocked the baby, keeping his ear out for any of the others.

      It had been about three hours since Bay had excused himself to go check in with work, and he hadn’t heard anything from the bedroom he’d put the kids’ uncle in.

      Belle was watching cartoons, Eric was napping with Merida, and he had Flynn, who was trying to figure out what the fuck was going on.

      He understood.

      He was going to fight to stay with these kids. He knew that part of the will stated that he was going to be kept on.

      Or at least that was what he’d been told.

      He had no idea what Bay had in his head. Hell, the man clearly hadn’t actually seen the kids in a while, even Belle hadn’t recognized him.

      Bay came into the room, hair a little wild, like it had been slept on, the man blinking, dark bags under his eyes.

      “Shit. Sorry. I fell asleep.”

      “It’s all right.” Watch your mouth. “Everyone’s resting, pretty much.”

      Everyone but his Flynn.

      “I don’t know how you’re doing this with four kids on your own. You let me know what we need and I’ll hire the right people. Housekeeper, a second nanny, whatever. Just tell me.”

      “I—I don’t know. I’m just trying to get through today. I’m not going to leave them, though. I love these kids.”

      “Okay. Okay, good to know. I honestly don’t know what I’d do if you did. Leave, I mean.” Bay ran his hand through his hair, mussing it up even more. It made him look more vulnerable, less the sharp-edged business tycoon he’d seemed when he’d arrived.

      “No. Never. These kids are my heart.” He’d never leave them. This was his family.

      Bay nodded and sat, sighing. “So tomorrow…”

      “I don’t think they should go. They are closed coffins. They won’t understand. We can talk about it, but it’s a bad idea.”

      “You don’t think Belle’s going to want to go? I mean she wanted to go see their bodies so she could hug them goodbye.”

      “She won’t be able to regardless. What happens if she has a screaming meltdown?” That would be a nightmare.

      “People are going to expect them to be there, but if you really think it’ll be better for them in the long run not to go, then they don’t go. People can go fuck themselves if they have a problem with that.”

      He bounced little Flynn. “I don’t think it’s in their best interests. I don’t think it will help. I think they need care and for things to find their new normal.”

      “You’re the expert, we’ll go with your opinion.” Bay rubbed his eyes and shook his head. “I swear to god this is so fucked up.”

      “It is.” He pursed his lips. “Please be careful what you say around the little ones. Eric especially tends to get in trouble at school for inappropriate actions.”

      Bay frowned. “Inappropriate actions?”

      “Yelling ‘s-h-i-t’ over and over because it made the other children giggle? Showing his backside to the playground…”

      Bay chuckled. “Sorry, I know it’s wrong, and he shouldn’t do it, but he is just like his father. Tony got into so much shi-trouble when he was in elementary school.”

      “That’s what he said. He said you were the good one.” And Tony had been his best friend. Both of them had, and he didn’t understand how they could be gone.

      “Maybe, but he was the fun one.” Bay’s mouth quirked. “Everyone wanted to be friends with Tony. He could charm the underpants off a grandmother.”

      “Yes. He was my roommate in college. He was very charismatic.” And the straightest man in history.

      “Oh? You knew each other before you worked for him? That’s neat.”

      He didn’t work for them. He cared for them, and they took care of him. “We’ve known each other since we were eighteen. I have my master’s in early childhood education.”

      “That must come in handy, being a manny.”

      “I guess so?” What did that even mean?

      “You only guess so? I would have thought a master’s in early childhood education would be a great asset in looking after the kids.”

      “Well, it helps with all the specific challenges, I think, but mainly, I love them.”

      Bay nodded. “Okay. Good. Good. Do they have school or anything they’re missing? You mentioned Eric getting in trouble in school…”

      “They both have another month in school, but… I didn’t know what to do about legal things and they’re both stressed…” He needed signing responsibility. He wasn’t even sure who was getting custody of the kids.

      “I imagine it’ll be okay if they miss a couple days under the circumstances. So they’re what? Fifth and third grade? And the two little ones aren’t old enough yet?”

      What? “Third and pre-K and no. Merida is two and Flynn isn’t walking well yet…”

      Bay frowned. “Is there a problem with Flynn’s legs?”

      He held the toddler up. “He’s eleven months old!”

      “Oh.” Bay had the good graces to flush. “I didn’t realize… It’s been a busy few years.”

      Pete nodded, trying to be decent. “You’ve been very busy. Tony was proud of you.”

      “I should have made more of an effort to be here.” Bay’s voice came out rough. “You don’t expect to—” He cleared his throat. “I thought I had all the time in the world.”

      “So did they.” He buried his face in little Flynn’s head, just breathing in the baby scent.

      “Yeah, I imagine they did.” Bay looked out the window, face stony.

      “Okay. Are you hungry? Thirsty? Would you like anything?”

      Bay was quiet for a moment, and then he shrugged. “I don’t know.”

      “Yeah, me either.” He sighed. “I’m going to put the baby down. I’ll be right back.”

      “Sure. I’ll be… here.”

      He told himself that the kids’ uncle was exhausted, but he was too. He was shocked and scared and heartbroken.

      But it didn’t matter, did it?

      The kids needed the adults in their life to fucking adult and deal and make life okay for them. That was the deal.

      He was the adult left in these little ones’ lives, so deal he would.

      Pete headed back out, checking on the babies as he went.

      They were half dozing in front of Brave, so he left them be, finding Bay in almost the same state in the living room. The guy jerked awake as he came in.

      “Hey. Flynn go down okay?”

      “He did. Do you need…You can go nap more.”

      “Thanks, but Will is coming with some stuff for me to sign. I’d like you two to meet. If you ever need me and can’t get in touch, you contact Will and he can help.”

      “All right.” Did that mean he was just… on his own with the kids? “How long are you going to be able to stay?”

      “I’m looking into what I’d need to do to work from home. Either way, I think we’re going to need extra help. I mean, you can’t be on duty twenty-four-seven, right? I’m sure you’ve already missed some days off you were supposed to have. And I’m not exactly kid-friendly, so to speak. What was your arrangement with Tony and Cindy?”

      “I had weekends off, but I know that they need super structure right now, so I can be here for when you need me.” If he could get a nap…

      “Would it help to bring in another nanny to spell you off, or do you think that would be detrimental to the kids? I really am clueless when it comes to caring for kids, other than I know they need full time care. I don’t want them growing up to be serial killers because I didn’t do this the right way, you know? But I want to be fair to you, too—and you being on hand all day every day doesn’t seem very fair.” Bay shook his head. “I have a hunch it doesn’t matter how we slice it; we’re never going to find fair. At least not at the moment.”

      “No. And I’m fine. I want to be here for them, to support them.” He needed it, even.

      “All right. As long as you let me know before you burn out. And I’ll make sure you’re well-compensated. Money isn’t a problem. At all. It’s too bad that money isn’t going to solve the kids’ problems.” Bay ran his hands through his hair again. “But if there’s anything they—or you—need, just let me know.”

      “All right. I… thank you.” This was so weird. So wrong.

      “Can you show me where the master is? If it’s got enough room, I might be able to use some of it as a home office. I know I’m not great with kids, but I feel like I should be here for them…”

      His lips parted, and all he could do was nod. No one had cleaned it out. That didn’t belong to a stranger. That was Tony and Cindy’s room.

      Bay’s phone beeped and he looked at it, then stood. “That’s Will. I’ll let him in.”

      Pete went to sit with the kids. He couldn’t bear the thought of going to the master suite.

      Not yet.

      Bay appeared in the doorway to the media room and cleared his throat before asking quietly. “Pete? You wanna come meet Will?”

      No.

      No, he didn’t want to meet anyone else.

      “Of course.” He stood, careful not to dislodge Belle, who was sound asleep.

      He went out into the hallway where there was an older guy with Bay. Maybe in his fifties, which surprised him for some reason. He looked crisp and put together, and he held out his hand as soon as Pete got into the hall.

      “I’m so very sorry for your loss.”

      “Thank you.” He almost lost it. He didn’t need anyone to be kind to him, not now.

      “Pete, this is Will, my right-hand man at work, and Will, this is Pete.”

      “It’s good to meet you, but I wish it was under better circumstances. I’d love to meet the little ones, but maybe later, when things are settled?” Will suggested.

      “Yes, everyone is asleep. Finally.”

      “But not you, hmm?”

      No. That wasn’t his job.

      “Well, if there’s anything I can do to help make things easier, just let me know.” Will’s eyes were kind.

      “Thank you. I—” He swallowed hard, swaying a bit. “Can I get you something to drink?”

      Will shook his head and put an arm around his shoulders. “Why don’t you go sit, and I’ll get you something to drink. And when was the last time you ate? You have to take care of yourself, if you’re going to take care of anyone else. Bay, haven’t you been taking care of him?”

      “I just got here a few hours ago!” Bay protested.

      Will waved that away. “I’m serious. Where do you want to sit and what to do you want to drink, to eat?”

      “I—” He swallowed hard, the world sparkly around the edges
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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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