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        Toulouse, France

        Thursday, 26th August 2027

        Mid-Afternoon

      

      

      

      Danica had spent the last two and a half days at the pack property meditating with Dancing Eagle. Her behavior earlier that week appalled her. She’d never lost control like that and acted so irrationally. She was embarrassed and needed to apologize to Kollin, but pride stopped her, pride and shame. She had also spent a long time thinking about what he said and how self-centered she was. The fact that Xander and Aiden felt they needed to hide things from her was proof.

      She’d felt different since waking this morning—on edge, her emotions more raw—and had no clue why. She had spent a lot of time meditating, seeking guidance from her ancestors. Even tried contacting her father with the stone he left her, but she’d had no luck. Her libido was going crazy as well.

      Blackpaw and Tyler ran drills and trained with their teams daily to prepare for their attack. They created a mini obstacle course in the woods and used one of the empty buildings in the city to run simulations. It’d been many decades since Blackpaw had been in the military, and he needed to refamiliarize himself with the strategies.

      Their suspicions had been correct that all three of the sites were enemy strongholds. They spent every day reviewing the previous day’s satellite footage and planning their attack. Blackpaw and Tyler would go to the office for their daily conference call with Kollin. Danica stayed behind, not wanting or needing to participate in those discussions.

      Instead, she stayed and watched the SLIPs, torturing herself with their sweaty bodies in her line of sight. Aiden had stayed with her since Xander was needed at the office to solidify their plans. She was glad that Aiden was with her. He was getting to spend time with Lukas that he’d never been able to before. She couldn’t imagine the strain it had caused to hide their relationship for so many years. She was still angry on some level with Aiden, and Xander, for that matter, for hiding these things from her.

      Danica had tried not to have sex with Tyler again, but he said he knew the score and didn’t expect anything from her. They had good chemistry, and it didn’t hurt anyone if they enjoyed each other for this short time. Danica just didn’t want to add him to her harem, as Kollin had put it. Her mind would replay that night over and over again, wishing she’d done something different. She remembered how good Kollin felt under her. The hurt in his eyes haunted her and quelled the heat that came with the feeling of his muscled chest against her skin.

      She spent evenings with Tyler listening to his stories. She liked the older lion, and he was a wonderful distraction. They’d all sit around a fire trading stories, laughing, and strengthening the bonds brought on by having so many pack members around. Tyler had lived a long time, but he wasn’t weighed down by it. He was light and full of life.

      It was a stark contrast to Kollin, who was always so stiff, but he was trying. Xander had talked to her for a long time the morning after her embarrassing trip to Norway. He told her everything he had done for her and what Matt had done while Xander was still unconscious. She felt she needed to see him again before the upcoming battle, but she couldn’t trust her feelings. They were all over the place.

      Danica walked over to Dancing Eagle’s tent like she had each day since she got back.

      She met Blackpaw and his pack several years ago on one of her trips to the Las Vegas casino. She spent several weeks out in the desert with them taking many spirit journeys. She wanted to understand her visions and felt Dancing Eagle could help.

      Dancing Eagle believed that even though SLIPs weren’t designed to tap directly into their innate magic, they could, just not in the same overt ways that the dragons could. The proof was the fact that they could shift. If enough SLIPs worked together, they could use their magic to help each other, especially in faster healing and seeking out others of like energy. The proof was in the fact that they had been able to call their magic in great quantities to bring Danica back from the brink of death.

      Dancing Eagle theorized that her visions were her subconscious working with her magic to seek out those whose magic best complimented hers. Danica agreed, especially since the proof was all around her. She knew her magic would naturally seek out any survivors of the protector bloodlines created by her ancestors. Xander’s magic harmonized with hers even with the differences between SLIP and dragon magical signatures. They had a connection like no other, a bond that hadn’t been seen since the days of pureblood dragons, according to Marsius.

      During her recent meditation sessions, she’d had visions of running through the forest on all fours. It was similar to when she was a dragon but smaller and lower to the ground. She would run and leap off a cliff, slipping into her dragon form. She’d fly high into the clouds, and then Kollin would be there flying at her side. They’d dance in a dark sky, flying higher and higher, the moonlight sparkling across their scales.

      That afternoon, after having the same vision again, frustration gnawed at her. She reached out to all those in range, “Let’s run.” She stepped out of the tent, already naked, and ran across the field toward the forest. An eagle’s cry rang out. Dancing Eagle was flying high into the air. Others hit the forest, some wolves, foxes, and even her favorite lion. Aiden came up beside her. He nipped at her thigh.

      Danica pushed harder, wanting and needing to run faster and faster. She lowered her head as her skin started to tingle. She ran harder, leaping onto a log and launching into the air. Magic filled then burst from her as she reached out and thumped down, landing on all fours. She ran faster. Trees whipped by as she weaved in and out. She headed back toward the property, exhilarated by the feeling of her muscles pushing her body forward.

      The large black form of Blackpaw sped to her. She wasn’t much smaller than him. She nipped at his neck playfully and swatted at his hindquarters as he moved past her. He slowed, letting her get ahead, and then launched his powerful legs at her. He pounced and his jaws clamped down on the scruff of her neck. They skidded to a halt with Blackpaw on top of Danica, now turned wolf.
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        * * *

      

      Blackpaw heard a soft howl escape her as she pushed against him in a meager attempt to push him off. He snarled softly, sinking his fangs farther into her fur. The scent of her arousal hit Blackpaw again, even thicker than when he first scented her. Her scent called to him—deep-rooted instincts to find her had taken over as he had run through the trees. Danica lowered her head in submission, the only signal he needed from her.

      Blackpaw penetrated her swiftly, and Danica’s walls constricted around him tightly. An orgasm racked through her body almost immediately, and they continued to rip through her body, one after the other. Blackpaw pumped harder into her; his back claws dug into the ground, and he growled low. He felt pleasure shoot down his spine, making him swell within her. He released her neck and howled as his seed filled her with each pump and spasm of his cock. The base of his cock swelled, locking him inside her while his orgasm continued for several more seconds.

      Danica twisted her head and licked the soft fur under Blackpaw’s neck. He licked her ear, biting it softly, and then licked around her head. Danica slumped under his weight, waiting for him to release her. Blackpaw relaxed and continued to nuzzle and lick her. After several minutes the swelling went down, and he was able to pull out of her. As soon as she was free, she shot up and ran for the field.

      Once she entered the field, she sat in the center, threw her head back, and howled. Blackpaw padded over and stood marveling at her. Her fur was brassy, mixed with white and copper hues. From her forehead down between her ears, all the way down her back, and even her tail was a wide stripe of dark coppery red fur. All the SLIPs in the area had come into the field and looked at her in amazement.

      Without warning, Danica shifted straight from her wolf form to a dragon and cloaked. The SLIPs closest to her backed away, especially after the air displayed around them and the clear snap of her wings was heard. Strong beats of her wings pushed gusts of wind down on them. Blackpaw couldn’t see her anymore, but he sensed her rising higher and heading north.
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      The jet finally landed in Toulouse, and Anthony sighed in relief. Being cooped up like that for long periods was torture. He groused at the irony since he hadn’t left the casino in a few years, but that was different, plus the casino was thousands of times larger than the small charter jet. He stood and straightened his suit while waiting for the door to open. He ducked his head and stepped down the couple of steps. Then he closed his eyes, letting the cooler, humid air hit his face.

      Isamu Nakamura stood by one of Danica’s Mercedes SUVs. One of his assistants was already getting his luggage from the plane. Isamu bowed slightly to him, and Anthony returned it just barely. He didn’t like the small fox, especially after he tried to get his mitts on Dragon’s Hoard. He couldn’t put his finger on it, but he just couldn’t trust Isamu. Of course, it could have something to do with his behavior toward him a hundred years before, but that’s a different story. And yes, he could hold a grudge. He thought Danica put too much trust in Isamu. Dragon’s Hoard was Danica’s first casino, and she entrusted it along with many secrets to Anthony, whereas the rest of her casinos were in the hands of the ancient fox.

      Isamu opened the door for him before going around to the other side. Anthony didn’t say a single word to him. He was tired, hungry, and in no mood to deal with the fox. Instead, he looked out at the city as they drove in. It’d been over a decade since he’d last been here. The casino had become his home, and he didn’t need to leave it.

      The SUV finally pulled into the garage. A roped-off fresh patch of concrete covered half the floor. Xander approached the vehicle with a scowl. Anthony arched an eyebrow, wondering what got the usually calm bear’s ire up. He liked the large Samoan. He was good for Danica. He was also the only one who knew who Anthony really was and his standing orders from Danica.

      Xander opened the door and smiled as Anthony got out. “Anthony, I’m happy to see you, but what are you doing here?”

      Anthony smoothed out his suit jacket as he looked at Xander who was about a foot taller than him. “Isamu insisted I come even though Danica is okay now. I would have been here yesterday, but I had them stop in Atlanta. I had some business to take care of for the casino.”

      Xander glanced at Isamu who didn’t bother to look sorry for his actions. “Thank you for coming. I know she’ll be happy to see you sooner than expected.” Xander closed the door with a flick of his hand.

      Anthony eyed the damage in the garage curiously. “Where is she?”

      Xander took a deep breath and let it out in a sigh. “She’s in Norway.”

      Anthony looked at him, concerned. “Why?”

      “That’s a long story. She won’t be back until tomorrow. I’ll give you the lowdown on what’s been going on tomorrow. I’m sure you’re tired and hungry, and we have a flat ready for you.” Xander looked to Isamu for confirmation.

      Answering his unasked question, Isamu said, “Top floor, corner building.”

      “I’ll walk you over there. Matt already adjusted your security clearance for the buildings here.” Xander gestured for Anthony to walk with him up the garage ramp and onto the street.

      “Thank you, Xander.” Anthony’s weariness was sinking in.

      “I don’t want to say anything with the ears around, and as far as they know, we cannot talk any other way. Come over to the flat tomorrow, and we’ll have breakfast.” Xander continued out loud. “I’m sorry you’re down a ways. There’s a lot of extra people here. The building next door has the new lab, the pseudo cafeteria, and the biochemist from the Norse clan, Marsius.”

      Xander went back to their telepathic conversation. “You may want to avoid Marsius in case he wants a blood sample from you. I’m sure none of us want him to find out you’re of Danica’s clan. He’s not a bad guy, kind of looks like Gandalf.” Anthony had to suppress a smile. He knew of Marsius. Unlike Danica, he kept track of the prominent dragons. He didn’t need to like before, but he served Danica with the same dedication and thoroughness as he had served their father.

      They entered the building and Xander palmed the elevator to the fifth floor. The doors opened to a simple but large studio with a small balcony overlooking the river that wrapped around the corner. “I know it’s not much, but if you need anything, just let me know.”

      Isamu’s assistant brought in his suitcases and then left. Anthony walked into the kitchen area. There was a covered tray with a delicious-smelling dinner and a bottle of wine breathing in a carafe next to it. He removed his jacket and put it on a hanger in the closet.

      Xander pulled a beer out of the fridge. “Well, I see Kenshin made sure you had a dinner you’d want. You know, sometimes I wonder how he remembers all the little things he does about people.”

      “How is Danica?” Anthony sat on a stool and poured himself a glass of wine, pointedly ignoring Xander’s comments about Kenshin.

      Xander sat on a stool next to him. “She’s better. There are many things happening now and I know she’s dealing with them as best she can. She's been a bit off since she came out of the coma. We’re in the middle of planning a complicated attack in Russia on three facilities that we’re pretty sure belong to the organization that created the bioweapon used in the Canadian attack.”

      “Perhaps that’s why Isamu insisted that I come? That maybe I’d be useful in the attack?” Anthony surmised.

      “Maybe, but I wish he would have at least told me. He doesn’t know your role in the pack, nor will he. Danica will not be happy he went around her like that, but she’ll be happy to see you.”

      Xander finished his beer and put the bottle in the recycling. “Anyway, get some rest, and when you get up, just let me know.”

      “Thank you, Xander.” Anthony went back to his meal. He wondered what trouble his sister had gotten herself into.

      Xander let himself out.

      Anthony heard the glass door to the balcony open. He didn’t need to look to know who it was. He sensed his presence the moment he entered the flat.

      “I wondered how long you were going to hide out there.” Anthony still didn’t look yet, keeping his eyes on the glass of wine in front of him.

      “Anchin.” Anthony’s true name was but a whisper across the fox’s lips.

      Anthony turned his head to the usually stoic face of the fox. Kenshin’s expression softened with a longing that Anthony knew he could not fulfill. “Ichirou.” Kenshin’s name ghosted across the space between them.

      Anthony spun slowly on his stool to face Kenshin fully. He lifted his hand as if to cup Kenshin’s face but stopped just shy of touching him. Kenshin closed his eyes and tilted his head into his hand but left a hair’s breadth of distance between them. Anthony took in a slow breath and let it out before dropping his hand and fisting it in his lap.

      Kenshin opened his eyes, hurt flashing across them briefly. An old ache wound through Anthony’s chest, leaving him hollow. Kenshin’s head dropped in a sharp nod. “Goodnight, Anchin.” The words were barely loud enough to be heard over the pounding of Anthony’s heart.

      The fox turned on his heel and made his way to the entrance without even a glance back. Their history, while long, wasn’t as complicated as most assumed, but it was theirs and theirs alone.

      “Goodnight, Ichirou,” Anthony spoke to the closed door.
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        Northern Tip of Norway

        Shortly Before Midnight

      

      

      

      Kollin had spent the last two days training with his team. They ran drills and practice runs in a set of mock buildings they had built back when they trained during WWII. After seeing the number of guards the facility had, Kollin decided they needed more help. He asked Fenrir, the alpha of the protected wolf pack of their clan, to put together another team.

      He hadn’t spoken to Danica since she busted into his room and hadn’t asked Xander about her either. He couldn’t get the image of her sitting on him out of his mind. Her fierceness turned him on even more. He had hurt her with his words, but they needed to be said. He had to stand his ground and let her know that as much as he wanted her, he was not one of her boys and she couldn’t walk all over him. She was far too used to the males around her doing whatever she said. Granted, he was used to people doing what he said as well, but that didn’t mean there couldn’t be a compromise between them. It’d take time for them to gain that and to learn about one another, which he hoped they could start after this mission.

      Kollin was staring blankly at today’s footage when he heard a scraping at his balcony door. Glancing over, he didn’t see anything, then his eyes lowered. Light refracted off a pair of eyes staring directly at him. He stood quickly and stalked to the door warily. A large wolf with the oddest coloring was on the other side of the glass. The wolf tilted its head at him, waiting patiently. He knew it wasn’t one of their wolves because he didn’t sense any members of their pack near his room, plus how would it have gotten on the balcony in the first place. Kollin lowered his guard as he reached for the door handle. The deep copper streak of fur that ran down the back of the wolf led him to believe it was the very dragon he had just been thinking of. The fact that she was now a wolf was surprising and yet not.

      Kollin opened the door, eager to learn how this had come about. “Danica?”

      Who he presumed was Danica, padded in, rubbing her head against his arm as she went past. Kollin watched as she shifted with her back to him. In a breath, fur receded, bones reshaped, and her frame returned to the one that Kollin was most familiar with. He was astonished, but knowing she was a mix of dragon and praeses genetics made her transformation believable.

      She turned to him nonchalantly. “Hi.”

      “Hi.” Kollin’s voice was soft as he recovered from the shock of seeing something he had thought impossible, but he had to remind himself that every time he thought something wasn’t possible when it came to Danica, it probably would be. His gaze roamed over her smooth body, lust filling him as he took in her flawless creamy skin. The tattoos decorating her only accentuated her beauty. He met her eyes finally and cocked a smile. “Maybe I should start leaving my doors and windows unlocked if you keep visiting me in the middle of the night,” he teased, trying not to ogle her body again.

      Danica clasped her hands behind her back, thrusting her tits out slightly. “I apologize for my unannounced visit, but what I have to say could not be said over the phone.”

      “Do you want a drink? A shirt, maybe?” Kollin couldn’t help his eyes flicking down again and gestured with a hand to indicate her current state of undress. He caught a hint of her arousal. The smell went straight to his dick which he tried to calm as it twitched.

      “Both would be lovely, thank you.” The left side of Danica’s lips curled in her usual half-smile, no doubt sensing his unease.

      Kollin tore his gaze away from her and went to pull a t-shirt from his closet. He handed it to her as he walked past to a decanter and glass set on a side table by his desk. Pouring two glasses of his clan’s specially made mead, he turned and handed her one.

      Somehow the t-shirt made her even more appealing. Seeing her in his shirt that went halfway down her thighs—he inhaled. His scent mixed with hers didn’t make taming his cock any easier as it pressed against his jeans. Her hard nipples showed against the shirt, giving him the urge to suck on them, cotton and all.

      He took a sip and gestured toward the couch. Danica took a drink and rolled the liquid around her mouth. He hummed at the hints of apple and sweet honey he knew were in her mouth just then. She drew her legs onto the couch and tucked them against her as she leaned back on the arm to face him.

      Kollin sat on the other side of the couch, watching her carefully. She stared at her glass, looking lost in her thoughts. He waited, not wanting to push her to tell him why she’d come.

      After several minutes passed, Danica raised her head to meet his eyes. He could almost see the gears turning in her head, trying to find the right words. Kollin focused on being calm and not showing how affected he was by her last visit and her sudden appearance now. He was surprised, and yet not, by this second appearance. Again, she just did what she wanted without considering the consequences and expected it to be okay. Now that his initial surprise and arousal were under control, he started getting irritated the more he thought about it.

      She let out a breath slowly. “I’m sorry for my actions the other night. I don’t know what came over me and made me act so irrationally, but that’s no excuse. I had no right to do what I did. I am truly sorry, Jǫkull.”

      Kollin smiled at her use of his true name. He liked the sound of it rolling off her tongue. Her French-imbued American accent tainted her pronunciation just a smidge which he found sexy and cute. “I accept your apology. It did seem out of character for you. I thought even your outburst on the call was odd—but understandable. I understand your reasons, and I also apologize for being blunt. I could have had more tact with my honesty.” If she could apologize, he could meet her halfway and apologize for his harshness.

      Danica took another drink, keeping her focus on the glass. Kollin watched her silently. She fidgeted, which was unusual. She always seemed calm and stone-like, never moving about in boredom or seeming nervous. She shifted her weight, leaning onto her other side. Arousal wafted to him and clouded his mind.

      Kollin felt his jeans tighten. The familiar scent of melon mixed with copper and platinum added to the smell of wolf. He arched an eyebrow at the scent of another wolf intimately marking her. He cleared his throat as a slash of jealousy hit him. “So, you can turn into a wolf now?”

      Danica snorted and smiled. “Apparently. It just suddenly happened today while running with the pack. I think the wolf in me has wanted to come out since I awoke and may have contributed to my outburst. I’ve spent the last couple of days trying to figure it out. I’m never out of control like that.”

      “Was the partial shift new as well?”

      Danica shook her head. “No, I’ve always been able to do that. I can actually do a bigger half-shift than I did. My father taught me how to control it. I used to do it all the time when my temper got the better of me. During my first heat, I met my father for the first time, and he taught me many things, but not everything. There was only so much he could cram into three months. It took time and a lot of meditation to get it under control. Ganal said that all in our clan could do it inherently.”

      “That’s really fascinating. I can think of times that skill would have been useful on missions.” Kollin was taken aback by the Danica in front of him. She was being…humble, almost meek. But he was suspicious of it and didn’t completely trust her.

      They fell into a nervous silence again, and both of them took a drink. “Kollin?” Danica spoke softly—barely a whisper.

      “Yes, Danica?” Kollin looked at her curiously; his heart started to race.

      “Will you fly with me?”

      He was not expecting that at all. He smiled. “Sure. Right now?”

      Danica nodded slowly.

      “Okay.” Kollin stood, finishing his drink and putting the glass down. A nice flight did sound good and would help burn some of the energy now licking at his skin with her scent.

      Danica’s eyes brightened. “Thank you.” Kollin looked confused. “I’ve never flown with another dragon except for the brief time Ganal taught me how to fight. Otherwise, I’ve never just flown just for the sake of flying with another.”

      Kollin smiled widely and held out his hand to her. Danica put her hand in his, and her magic reached out, seeking his as they touched, a tendril of magic wrapped around him. Kollin looked at their hands and let a tendril of his out to intertwine with hers. They both closed their eyes and held their breath. Their hearts quickened and synced together. Magic hummed around them then Danica pulled back her hand and her magic.

      Danica hopped off the couch, pulling off his shirt with a snicker. She shifted to a wolf, running for the balcony. She hit the balcony, leapt onto the stone railing, and then launched off, shifting when she had enough clearance. Her wings spread, catching the air, and lifting her effortlessly into the sky. She climbed higher into the sky, not cloaking, enabling Kollin to track her progress.

      Kollin undressed while he kept an eye on her in the sky, leaving his clothes in a pile. He leapt out and shifted, lifting into the air after her. He’d never flown with a dragon he couldn’t communicate with, so this would be interesting. He wanted to show her one of his favorite spots and hoped she’d follow him. Thankfully there was only a sliver of a moon and several clouds in the sky to help hide them.

      He pushed to catch up. A low rumble went through his chest as he admired her sleek, smooth body. He chuffed, getting her attention, and pointed with his talon to go higher. Danica nodded and started climbing, her wings slicing through the air. Danica strafed below Kollin and flicked her tongue out at his chest as she passed. That earned her a low roar before he angled sharply up, flying toward the stars. Danica chuffed, and her wings worked to keep pace with him.

      When she reached him, they were almost belly to belly as she got closer still. Their wings synced, taking slow, steady beats as they rose, almost perfectly perpendicular to the earth. The cold air was invigorating as it caressed his scales. Kollin was glad their inner eyelids protected their eyes as the harshness of the air combined with gravity beat against them. The stars were so beautiful and worth the minor abuse on his body. The air was thinning out more, the earth so far below them. It felt like he could just fly to any one of those stars.

      Kollin tilted his head slightly to the side to see where Danica was. With his wings out and cupped to
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The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
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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