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      Betrayal runs deep inside the mafia, and those who seek to escape or spill secrets may also spill blood.

      

      Luca would do anything to protect his family…

      Including keeping secrets from Harper,

      Because the most dangerous secret could get him locked up behind bars…

      Working for the mafia isn’t just deadly, it’s criminal.

      

      Liam and Bristol have a tempestuous past…

      They hate each other.

      And their first date was no different.

      But that undeniable spark is still there…

      Even though they attend different universities, they happen to cross paths, and when they do…

      Liam has the chance to become Bristol’s hero or the villain in her story.

      As a child of the mafia, which path will he take?
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      Harper

      Stepping inside a police station in Breckenridge wasn’t what I had planned for today. But plans change, especially when evidence finds its way into my hands.

      That evidence: a stuffed dragon that’s been torn and stabbed with some type of weapon, likely a knife.

      While it’s identical to Zeke’s favorite stuffed toy, there’s some solace in knowing it’s not his.

      The male officer behind the desk is in his mid-fifties. His eyes meet Zeke’s, and he gives a warm, friendly smile to my son. He offers me a polite nod. “Can I help you?”

      “I’m here to report a kidnapping.”

      He glances at my son.

      “Not him. He’s mine. This is about another little boy, Rylan Matthews.”

      His eyes widen slightly.

      That name hasn’t been on the news in months, but it made a lot of headlines when he and his family were presumed deceased after an explosion.

      “Have a seat. Someone will be out with you shortly.”

      Five minutes turns to ten, and a gentleman in black slacks and a white dress shirt approaches us. “I’m sorry, I didn’t get your name.”

      “I’m honestly hesitant to give it,” I say, glancing the man over.

      “Zeke.” My little one smiles, offering up his name.

      Well, shit.

      Bringing Zeke may not have been the best plan. The kid might actually tell everyone what I did. And that’s assuming I go back home. Well, to the Ricci’s home.

      My stomach tumbles.

      If I don’t go home, Luca will be concerned, and since I have his car…

      “I’m not sure I thought all this through.” I stand, and the gentleman offers me a warm smile. He puts a reassuring hand on my arm. “How about we walk and talk? There’s a play area that we could let Zeke explore, and we can sit and chat for a few minutes.”

      Sighing, I nod. “Okay, yeah.”

      He ushers me back through the bullpen and to the right, into a small area with a child-sized table and chairs, along with two stacks of toys against the wall.

      Zeke eagerly goes to explore while the man gestures for me to take a seat on one of the adult chairs nearby.

      “I’m Detective Morales,” he says.

      I force a smile. “This isn’t easy, me coming to you.”

      “I’m sure.” The detective smiles warmly and holds up a finger as he grabs a pen and a notepad from a nearby desk. “You mentioned the name Rylan Matthews earlier, to our officer at the front desk. Rylan is the little boy who died in the house explosion back last winter. But you don’t believe he’s dead. You mentioned a kidnapping.”

      I show the detective the gray dragon I had been clutching under my arm. It wasn’t entirely hidden from sight, but he glances it over curiously.

      “This may have belonged to the little boy. I saw him, the night before the explosion. He was being held by some very … dangerous men. The mafia.”

      His gaze tightens as he glances at me then the stuffed animal. He closes the notebook and grimaces. “Did you know the Matthews family personally?”

      “No,” I whisper, frowning.

      “The little boy, his family, their remains were all found in the fire. Unless you have actual evidence that the child is alive…” his voice trails off.

      “This belonged to him. I’m sure of it.” I show him the dragon again. “Why else would a grown man keep it in his office?”

      He’s silent, glancing at the stuffed dragon, unconvinced. He shifts in his seat. “What can you tell me about this mafia family that you spoke of earlier?”

      Exhaling heavily, I bite down on my bottom lip. “The don is Dante Ricci.”

      Morales’ gaze tightens and his face goes numb.

      He’s heard the name before. There’s definite recognition that flashes across his features.

      “How do you know Mr. Ricci?” the detective asks.

      My gaze turns to my son. “Does it matter?” I rub the back of my neck, my skin prickling like tiny needles, anxiety creeping over me.

      “Go home. Forget you ever met or heard of this Dante character and leave well enough alone. Men like him are dangerous.”

      “Great,” I mutter, standing and taking the stuffed dragon with me. “Tell me something I don’t know. Come on, buddy.” I hurry over to Zeke and take his hand, letting him know it’s time to go.

      On my way out of the police station, I head toward Luca’s car, when a woman comes barreling outside. “Miss!” She chases after me, slightly out of breath.

      Did I leave something behind? I glance back at her as I’m putting Zeke into his car seat. I manage to buckle him in without much protest.

      The brunette is about my age, maybe a few years older, wearing a pencil skirt and blouse. Running in that outfit and those heels takes courage and stamina. I turn around to face her, but my back is to Zeke, keeping myself between him and the stranger.

      She hands me a business card. “I didn’t mean to eavesdrop. I overheard you mention the Riccis, and it’s not exactly a secret who they are if you’ve lived in Breckenridge your entire life.”

      I glance at the name on the card: Eagle Tactical.

      “Eagle Tactical?” I repeat, unfamiliar with the company.

      “My father runs a private investigation service in town. They do all sorts of private security work, but they’re your best bet. I can assure you they aren’t lining their pockets with Don Dante’s money. You might consider reaching out to them.”

      I press my lips together and pocket the card. “Thank you, ma’am.”

      Her blue eyes shine and she laughs. “Ma’am?” Her nose crinkles. “I’m not anywhere near thirty yet!”

      Embarrassment floods my cheeks.

      “I’m Izzie, by the way.” She holds out her hand to properly introduce herself.

      “Harper.” I take her hand and give it a firm shake. “Thank you for the business card. I’ll reach out to your father.”

      Izzie smiles. “Stay safe. You and your little boy.”

      “Mama, I’m bored.” Zeke kicks his legs from inside the car seat. At least I managed to get him buckled this time.

      He’s stolen my attention, and I lean in, planting him with kisses before I shut the back door.

      “Thank you again.” I turn back, and Izzie is already gone, wandering to her blue sedan a few spaces over in the lot.

      I take Zeke to the park, as promised, and then grab ice cream for him on the way back. I hide the stuffed dragon under the front seat in the car. Hopefully, no one goes looking for it.

      Heading back to Dante’s isn’t exactly sitting right with me, but I can’t not show up; Luca will be worried.

      As I approach the main entrance, there is a guard standing at the security post. Recognizing me, he opens the gate and allows us inside. I’ve seen him a few times wandering the property, but I don’t exactly know his name.

      There are a lot of Dante’s men who roam the property, most of them familiar only at a glance. I couldn’t name all the men who work for him.

      Parking the car where I borrowed it, I step out and open the back door, helping Zeke out of his car seat.

      The front door flings open, and I glance up to see Dante storming outside.

      His face is red, his brow furrowed. His posture and the way he holds himself, he’s definitely pissed.

      “Search the car!” he commands his men.

      Two men follow behind him and open the passenger door.

      “What are you looking for?” I ask, helping Zeke from the backseat and carrying him inside. He’s messy from the chocolate ice cream cone, and he looks to be wearing more than he ate.

      Dante’s gaze tightens on me.

      He doesn’t answer.

      “We went to the park and to get ice cream.”

      “You didn’t stop anyplace else on the way?” Dante’s tone drips with venom, and I try not to let my breath shake.

      Zeke starts making siren sounds with his mouth.

      Dante raises an eyebrow. “What’s that, Zeke?”

      His siren sounds grow louder. “We saw police cars.”

      I force a smile. “Yes, that’s right. There were police cars on the way.” I’m hoping I can steer this conversation away from our little detour that we made. “Is Luca back yet?”

      “They’re dealing with some business. They’ll be home soon, I’m sure.” Dante’s eyes tighten, and he glances past me to his men.

      “Found it!” One of the men retrieves the stuffed dragon beneath the seat. He lifts it, showing the damaged toy to Dante.

      “Mine!” Zeke shrieks. “Give me. Give me. My dragon.” His eyes water when he sees the dragon’s head bob forward, nearly decapitated.

      I ignore Dante and stalk past him for the dragon, its head now ripped even more than it had been earlier. “Look what your men did to Zeke’s toy!” I yank it from the taller man’s grasp as he stares at me, dumbfounded.

      “Sir?” The soldier glances from Dante to me.

      I ignore both of them, storming into the house with the stuffed dragon.

      Zeke is on full-melt down mode, screaming and crying about his favorite toy. My son doesn’t have any idea this isn’t his dragon, and I can’t exactly soothe and comfort him if I want to keep out of hot water.

      I’m a terrible mother.

      “Tell me you have a sewing kit?” I bark at Dante.

      He stares at me, taken aback by my boldness.

      Yes, I stole the fucking toy and am now pretending it was Zeke’s all along.

      I’m not a fucking saint.

      Zeke seems to believe it was his, so I have one point in my favor.

      Although using Zeke is a shitty thing to do, I’m well aware; but this is the mafia, and I’m not about to get myself murdered or thrown into that basement prison.

      Nova comes around the corner, frowning when she hears all the excitement. She glances at the stuffed dragon. “What happened to Zeke’s favorite stuffy?”

      Thankfully, she’s unaware of the duplicate as well.

      “Ask that monster!” I point at the man who retrieved it. “He tore its head off.”

      Zeke shrieks more. The crocodile tears are real, and my heart breaks because he doesn’t realize his favorite toy is safely at home in his bed.

      “What the hell is wrong with you, Simone?” Nova glares, storming up to him. “What kind of sick fuck likes to make little kids cry?”

      He bites his tongue and glances at Dante. “I swear I didn’t mean to destroy the stuffed animal. I just reached for it; maybe it got caught on something under the seat when I pulled it out.”

      Dante rolls his eyes and storms down the hallway to his office, slamming the door shut. The walls rattle, and I can finally breathe again.

      I carry Zeke to the playroom, doing my best to settle him down, but the best distraction seems to be the toys.

      His face is still splotchy, his eyes glassy, and he sniffles from the stuffy nose he has from crying, but he’s settling down.
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      Luca

      The gunfire above has silenced, and I can’t help but wonder who won the fight and who lost.

      If it’s Massimo’s men, I’ll be dead in a matter of seconds, maybe minutes if I’m unlucky enough to suffer at their hands.

      I’m careful not to alert anyone I’m alive until I know which side won.

      Massimo grunts beneath me. His face is battered, his body pummeled, but he’s still alive, for now.

      “Luca!” Ashton’s voice echoes in the distance.

      My best friend is still alive.

      Nova would kill me if anything happened to Ashton.

      “Down here!” I shout. “I’ve got Massimo!” He’s pinned under me, my weight pressing him into the earth, keeping him from bolting.

      “Like hell you do.” He grunts and pushes me forcefully off him.

      I go stumbling backward, smacking my ribs into a rock.

      “Fucking asshole!” I shout and ignore the searing pain as I throw myself at him and catch a glimpse of the gun in his hand.

      We wrestle with the metal, and he discharges the gun into the forest. I knock it several feet away and grab a nearby rock, smacking him over the scar on his face, where Ashton had previously shot him.

      I swear the man is a cat with nine lives.

      Not if I have anything to say about it.

      The trauma to his head knocks him unconscious.

      He’s still breathing, for now.

      Blood drips down his eyes and across his cheek.

      Catching my breath after the jolt of pain to my chest, Ashton finally makes it down the mountainside. “Is he still alive?” Ashton nods toward Massimo, whom I have pinned beneath me once again.

      I’m not taking any chances.

      “He’s got a pulse.”

      “Luca, you down there?” Halsey shouts at us.

      “Yeah! I’ve got Massimo pinned and unconscious.”

      “What the hell are you waiting for? Finish the job!” Halsey’s voice echoes through the forest.

      I glance at Ashton. “That would be murder.”

      I’ve never killed anyone in my life.

      “Do you think he’s going to stop coming after your family?” Ashton snaps at me.

      He’s right.

      Massimo doesn’t make empty threats.

      My mouth is dry, and I want to kill the man who has been threatening my family, but how will I know the threats end with him?

      Footsteps crunch over dried leaves and branches.

      Halsey slides a few feet down the mountainside until he comes to tower above me with Ashton at his side.

      “What are you waiting for? He threatened your wife and your son.” Halsey’s eyes tighten. “He kidnapped those children!” he shouts and points up toward the top of the ridge where this all began.

      I grab the gun from Ashton. It’s the only way to know Harper and Zeke are safe—my wife and son.

      Heat and anger surge through me as I unload the clip.

      There’s zero chance Massimo survived the stream of bullets to his head.

      Halsey smiles.

      His sinister grin makes my stomach flip, and I climb off Massimo and hold my stomach.

      I will not vomit on the dead body.

      Ashton offers me a hand.

      I’m covered in blood, it’s smeared on my hands, but my shirt is caked in splatter. It’s not a great sight.

      “We’ll dispose of the body,” Halsey says. “Ashton, take Luca back to the compound.” He tosses him the car keys.

      My mind is in a fog, playing over the events repeatedly. “What about the girls?” My eyes widen in horror. If we did this for Dante so that he could traffic them, I’ll kill my father myself.

      “We have a contact who can help them.”

      “Please tell me it isn’t the police.” Ashton’s brow is furrowed.

      Is he worried for me because I killed Massimo, the fact that I just used his gun, or for the other men who were killed?

      “Of course not. We have a few officers on our payroll, but not to worry. Dante will reach out to our source. He’ll get the girls new identities and arrange for their safe travel out of town.”

      Dante, a good guy?

      I’m not sure I believe it.

      My head swims as Ashton and I head up the mountain, a difficult terrain to climb, and we reach the awaiting vehicle.

      I shut my eyes, trying not to replay Massimo’s threats and his death over in my head.

      It’s a bad movie that I can’t erase.

      The ride between us is quiet as he takes the wheel, and I eventually stare off into the distance.

      My clothes will have to be burned, as will all the other evidence.

      Ashton glances at me as we reach the house. “You’re one hell of a sight. Try to sneak inside and go shower before anyone notices.”

      I glance down at my hands. My knuckles are covered in dried blood. My shirt is gross, and I haven’t so much as looked at my reflection in the mirror. It can’t be good.

      Ashton parks in the garage around back, and I hurry in through the side entrance of the house. I leave my shoes by the door, as if that’s the worst thing I’m bringing inside.

      I have to walk the long corridor to head upstairs to shower.

      I try my damndest to be quiet, but Harper somehow catches sight as I walk by the playroom.

      “Luca?”

      I freeze, doing my best not to move. Worried that if I turn around and face her, she’ll see all the crimson staining my skin.

      She’s swift, jumping the baby gate, which was helpful when Zeke was smaller, but he’s learned to climb it by watching Harper.

      Hopefully, he won’t try that right now.

      I hide along the other side of the wall, making her step fully out into the corridor to see me.

      Harper’s eyes widen, her breath catches in her throat, and she runs her fingers over my cheek and down my chest. “Are you … hurt?”

      “It’s not my blood.” I shake my head, trying to ease her of any and all concerns.

      Her brow is pinched as she stares up into my gaze.

      “I’m fine. I just … let me go shower. We can talk after.”

      I pull away from her, not wanting her to be covered in Massimo’s blood as I retreat for the stairs.

      Dante’s office door swings open and he steps out, glancing me over. “Luca. After you clean up, I’d like a word.”

      “Of course.” I expected nothing less. I’m sure he wants to be caught up on the situation and the news about Massimo.

      I head upstairs for the shower, and now I’m beginning to understand why the floor is marble. Perhaps it’s to keep blood from staining it.

      I step into the bathroom, grimacing at the splatter of blood covering my cheeks. I strip down. My clothes are going to end up in the trash, no sense in trying to remove the gore caked to the cloth. I turn on the shower and wait for the water to heat before I step under the spray and rinse away the death and filth that covers me.

      There’s a soft knock on the bathroom door.

      “It’s occupied!” Does the sound of running water not make it clear that someone is in here already?

      A small gust of cold air hits me, and I turn the shower hotter.

      “It’s me,” Harper’s voice fills the small space of the bathroom.

      “I’ll be done soon.”

      I scrub at the blood that I can see—on my hands, knuckles, beneath my fingernails. I shove my face under the spray and rub at it, hoping to remove any trace remnants down the drain.

      “I stole something today.”

      Harper’s soft voice catches me by surprise. I pull back the shower curtain and glance at her. “What’d you steal?” I can’t imagine Harper ever doing anything illegal or bad.

      She’s practically a saint compared to me.

      Harper gestures at my face. “You still have some⁠—”

      Sighing, I shut the shower curtain and shove my face back under the spray, scrubbing more at my cheeks and nose.

      “Do you want my help?”

      “I’d love for my wife to join me in the shower, but not when it’s a bloodbath in here.” I glance down at the floor.

      The water is running clear, but just the thought churns my stomach. I still see blood from the splatter of bullets into Massimo.

      Harper pulls back the shower curtain, and she’s got a white mini washcloth. She douses it under the spray and then reaches up to my face to scrub the last remnants of blood away.

      Her touch is warm, strong, comforting.

      I’m shocked that she hasn’t run away after seeing me covered in blood.

      “Do you want to talk about what happened?” She douses the washcloth under the spray again and grazes my cheek with her hand.

      “I’d rather talk about what you stole. Was it from my father, or did you leave the house today?”

      Harper inhales a breath. “Did Dante speak with you already?”

      “No.”

      What’s she talking about?

      I inhale sharply, my gaze sharp and threatening. “What’d you steal, Harper?”

      “It was nothing. I mean, hardly anything.”

      “Out with it,” I bite, my tone short and clipped. I don’t like Harper hiding things from me.

      “There was a stuffed animal in your father’s office, a dragon. The same one that Zeke has, and it had a gash in its⁠—”

      I shut the shower curtain.

      “I can’t deal with this right now!”

      She found the dragon from Massimo. The threat to my family.

      Tears burn my eyes.

      “Luca,” her voice is soft, filled with concern.

      “Give me some time to finish my shower. I’ll talk to you after. Please.” My voice cracks, and I cough to clear my throat, not wanting her to hear the pain in my tone.

      Silence fills the space. I turn the shower hotter, letting it scald every inch of me.

      Finally, she relents. “Okay. We’ll talk after.”

      The bathroom door opens, and once again another chilly breeze hits me from the air conditioning before I hear the click.

      I swear I locked that door, but it wouldn’t surprise me if she knew how to pick a bathroom lock.

      It’s not that difficult.
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      Finishing my much-needed shower, Ashton offers to discard my clothes, and he bags his own dirty ones from today, letting me know all evidence will be erased.

      There was too much evidence today, it’s a bit unsettling. But I trust Ashton and I have to trust my father.

      I head down to Dante’s office. I’m not exactly looking forward to the conversation he wants to have.

      Harper came clean, she confessed about stealing the stuffed dragon. I’m not sure why she stole it or what she planned to do with it, but I’ll find out eventually.

      As it is, she doesn’t know about the threat from Massimo, and seeing as how he’s dead, there’s no reason to worry her.

      It’s all in the past.

      I head to my father’s office. Moreno stands outside the door. “He’ll be back in a minute, but go ahead inside. I know that he wanted to talk with you.”

      I step inside and close the door behind myself.

      I’m surprised he wasn’t asking to speak with Ashton as well, but perhaps he’s got him running other tasks—hence putting our clothes together to burn.

      Everyone has their own role, I suppose.

      My gaze moves over Dante’s desk. There’s a stack of papers in the corner and an envelope that remains sealed. The return address is clearly from a bank; that’s not the unsettling part. It’s who the envelope is addressed to, a PO Box from out of state.

      I recognize the name: College Athletics Hockey Foundation.

      That’s the foundation that granted me a full hockey scholarship.

      Why is Dante receiving mail addressed to them?

      I grab his letter opener and tear the envelope open in one smooth motion, retrieving the letter.

      The office door squeaks open, and I don’t so much as blink. “Why do you have a bank statement for the College Athletics Hockey Foundation?” I glare at Dante, demanding to know what he’s gotten himself involved in.

      My father hates hockey.

      He hates even more so that I play hockey.

      “Why don’t we first discuss your wife?” Dante gestures for me to take a seat in the chair opposite his desk.

      “Harper told me she found the stuffed dragon. What the hell were you doing bringing it up out of the basement? Zeke could have seen it!”

      Dante clears his throat. “He did see it, thanks to your wife sneaking into my office and stealing from me.”

      I toss the bank statement across the desk at him as he takes his seat, expecting me to do the same. “Now, you explain the scholarship foundation. Are you behind it?”

      He strokes his jaw, silent.

      “Well?”

      Why can’t he just answer me when I ask him a damn question? His silence is guilt. Except the man has not an ounce of remorse in his blood for anything that he’s ever done.

      “I may have wanted to ensure that your future and mine were protected.”

      He can’t be serious. “What the hell does that mean?” What did he do? My stomach drops to the floor, like being on a rollercoaster heading straight off the track.

      “It means that I wanted to make sure the other children of mafia families were around you, protecting you, making you see the light.”

      I fall back into the chair behind me. “You expected that they’d convince me to join your little crew and become just like you.”

      Dante smirks, proud of his plan and his accomplishments. “It worked, just not like how I had planned. Consider it an added bonus, me paying for your friends’ tuition for four years.”

      “You’re sick.”

      He clasps his hands together on the desk, watching me intently. “I’m a lot of things, but unwell is not one of them.”

      I can’t even fathom the lengths that Dante went to do this. It stuns me that he would plan so elaborately when he knew how much I despised him. “Do Ashton and Liam know?”

      “Their fathers are aware of the circumstances and agreed, considering my investment in their children’s futures. Besides, it ensures they, too, join the family business. Ashton works for me, which is pleasing his father greatly.”

      “And Liam?” I hadn’t been aware he had been on a scholarship. He’d never mentioned it to me. He also avoided any topic in dealing with our parents, which made me unsure whether he loved them or resented them for his upbringing.

      “Liam and his sister were both offered the same opportunity. Only one of them chose to accept admittance to Evergreen University.”

      “Does Liam work for you, too?” I’d never seen him at my parents’ house, but that didn’t mean he may not have had orders to spy on me or Harper.

      It was the kind of dirty work my father loved to hire underlings for.

      “Whom I employ is none of your concern, Luca.” Dante stands and removes his jacket coat, placing it on the back of his chair.

      I inhale sharply.

      It wasn’t an act of denial. Liam may be on Dante’s payroll. It’s a question I’ll have to ask him when I get home.

      Liam would be honest with me, wouldn’t he?

      Although, I can’t help but consider that he’s been gone a lot and keeping secrets.

      He had just been in the emergency room the night prior.

      “Liam does work for you!”

      Dante’s gaze flickers for a fraction of a second. I’m unsure if it’s because I’m right or he’s surprised by my sudden outburst.

      His top lip curls up as he speaks, his
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"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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