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            Dear Reader,

          

        

      

    

    
      I knew you’d be back. After all, it’s time for you to meet Ash. Dark, broody, mysterious, and perhaps even dangerous, he’s the original raven. Finally, you’ll learn why he created The Raven’s Den, a gaming hell for rich men that’s also a refuge for the women who need it most.
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      Ah, The Raven’s Den. Ash leaned contentedly over the balcony wall, looking down onto the busy gaming floor. His favorite sounds filtered up from below; glasses clinking, cards shuffling, men laughing, dice being thrown. All sounds that meant he was making money. He couldn’t be seen where he dwelt in the darkness, but could survey everyone and everything in his domain, just the way he liked it.

      It would be time to close soon, so leaning heavily on his raven topped cane, he made his way toward the stairs. He’d carried the cane since the day his father had died, a reminder of the monster he would become if he wasn’t careful. It hadn’t always had the raven on top, he’d added that around the time he opened this place. After having been shot in the leg a few weeks ago, it now served to support him physically, as well. The wound was bloody painful as he traversed the stairs. If he had been watching the gaming floor like he was supposed to rather than stewing over estate business, it never would have happened.

      He pushed the heavy curtains open with his cane and ambled onto the gaming floor, breathing in the ever-present scent of liquor and tobacco.

      Patrick strode across the floor toward him, his lips pressed in a disapproving line. “Giles and I are both here tonight, Ash, and perfectly capable of closing up. You didn’t need to come down.”

      Ash waved Patrick away. “Stop coddling me,” he growled. “Go up and see the ladies off for the night.”

      With a shake of his head, Patrick strode through the back curtain to do as he’d asked.

      “Gentlemen!” Ash called out over the room of raucous men. “Say goodnight to the Lady Ravens!” He swept his cane through the air, gesturing for the ladies to make their nightly parade through the tables. Dressed in black, formfitting gowns that highlighted their curves and put their decolletage on full display, the masked ladies danced between the tables, waving their oversized, black feathered fans. The men whistled their appreciation as the ladies twirled and swayed their way to the back of the club where they disappeared, one by one, through the velvet curtains, each one blowing a kiss before she went. In his club, the ladies were there to be looked at, but never touched. The women were under his protection, and if any man so much as laid a finger on one of them, Ash would make sure the offending body part was broken before the bastard was thrown out.

      “It’s your last chance to win, gentlemen, so bet big. One final deal, spin, or roll. Good luck!” Cheers and clapping rose up as they all placed their wagers.

      When the last of the cash and chips had been counted and locked up tight, Ash let out a long sigh. His leg ached and he needed a drink.

      “Goodnight, you two,” he said to Patrick and Giles. “Thank you for all your hard work.”

      They let themselves out through the backdoor. Ash’s private quarters were attached to the club. A long hallway, with locked doors at both ends, crossed over the top of the alleyway behind the club and connected directly to Raven House. The Lady Ravens resided on the ground level of the building, and his rooms were on the upper floor. He filled a glass with brandy and sat at his piano, resting his cane carefully on top. The large, black instrument was the only piece of furniture in a wide open room. Its elegant curves were all Ash required.

      Taking a long draw on the amber liquid, he tipped his head to each side, stretching the tense muscles of his neck. He placed the half empty glass on the coaster that lived on top of his piano and began to play. His signet ring winked in the lamplight as his fingers moved over the cool, ivory keys. Slowly, his eyes slid closed. Nothing eased his soul like his piano. It always had, even in his worst moments. He’d never been one to play works written by the greats. Instead, he allowed his heart to lead the way, unleashing the notes from within him. Sometimes grandiose, sometimes upbeat, sometimes passionate. Tonight… melancholy, with a little uncertainty and agitation thrown in for good measure. And fear, if he was honest.

      He didn’t want to face what he knew was coming, his inevitable return to his estate, Woodburn Hall, and the terrors from his past which would undoubtedly haunt him upon his arrival. He hadn’t been back since his father’s funeral seventeen years ago. Once his monster of a sire was dead, he’d fled, planning to never look back. But now someone was causing trouble. At the very least, his estate manager was stealing from him. He needed to put a stop to whatever was happening, and unfortunately that meant returning to his estate, whether he wanted to or not.

      He slammed his hands down on the keys in an explosion of dissonant notes. He blew out a breath to calm himself. It wasn’t the piano’s fault. Carefully, he lowered the wood cover and reached for his glass, draining the remaining liquid down his throat.

      The door to his quarters opened and his valet entered with a raised brow. He’d probably heard Ash’s outburst from the stairwell.

      “Is everything ready for us to leave in the morning, Fogg?”

      He nodded solemnly. “Are you sure you don’t want Patrick or Michael to go with you?”

      Ash shook his head. “I need them here to take care of the club and everything else. It’s not as if there will be any real danger. I just need to see to my estate for a bit.”

      “It’s not the physical danger I’m worried about, Ash. You’ll have me with you, after all.”

      “I don’t really know who or what I will become in that place, especially with the plan we’ve decided on, and if they are worried about me, they’ll intervene and get in the way. Have you forgotten they forced ether over my face and injected me with morphine after I was shot?”

      “Yes, well, I would have helped them, if I had been here. You were being a stubborn fool.”

      “Perhaps I was, and I may be now, as well. But they’re not coming. If things change and I need them, I can send a telegram and I have no doubt they’ll be on the very next train.”

      He rubbed his aching leg before pushing himself to his feet. He needed sleep. Unfortunately, this was not one of those things that would be better in the morning.
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        * * *

      

      Gwen stared across the room into her husband’s angry eyes. She’d only meant to slip into his study long enough to grab some stationery, but then she’d seen the letters. Letters to her husband, from a woman who seemed to think she was his wife.

      “What are you doing in my study, Gwendolyn?” He folded his arms sternly across his chest and leaned against the doorway, blocking her only escape.

      “I’m sorry, Greg. I was just looking for some⁠—”

      With the merest raise of an eyebrow he ordered her silence. Gwen swallowed as fear churned in her stomach.

      “You know you’re not allowed in my study, unless you’ve been invited.” His calm tone didn’t fool her. She was going to pay dearly for her curiosity. How had this happened? He had been so sweet to her right up until the day of their wedding, but then he’d suddenly changed, as if he’d been flipped to the opposite side of a coin. Lately, he’d grown to resent her. He seemed to revel in her pain and humiliation a little more each day.

      With a nod toward the desk, he gave his instructions, but she didn’t want to comply. Tears pricked the corners of her eyes. He lifted the leather strap from where it hung on the side of his bookshelves.

      She walked slowly around to the opposite side of the desk, her heart galloping inside her chest and her throat aching as she tried to hold back her tears. Her body trembled as she laid herself across the hard wooden surface.

      Greg slowly approached, and her fear and anger clashed creating an explosion inside of her. As he bent to lift her skirts, her hand shot out and grabbed the candlestick beside her. She spun around, swinging wildly until it connected with a sickening thud. Greg crumpled to the floor.

      Dropping the candlestick, she clapped both hands over her mouth. What had she done? Was he dead? Oh lord, she was going to hang. She instantly hated herself for the thought. What kind of horrible person would think that before anything else? A groan issued from his mouth, and for a moment, she praised God. But if he was alive, that meant he could beat her, and he surely would now. She grabbed the letters from the desk and stuffed them into her waistband. After one last glance down at Greg, she sprinted from the room. More groans floated out behind her, pushing her onward.

      Gwen ran, as fast as her feet would carry her, to the stables. Thank heavens the groom hadn’t yet removed the saddle from Greg’s horse. She tugged the reins out of the man’s hands and launched herself onto the horse.

      She urged the beast forward, but it was agitated by her abrupt appearance and stamped about briefly before obeying her. It had cost her precious seconds and Greg arrived just as she finally exited the stables. He grabbed onto her boot, nearly pulling her off of the horse. With a screech and a desperate tug, her foot came free of the boot and with the other one, she kicked the animal into motion.

      “Fifty strokes await you when you return,” he called out as she galloped away from him.

      “I’m not coming back!” she shouted over her shoulder.

      He simply shook his head. “Where will you go?”

      It was true. She had nowhere else to go, but the mere threat of fifty strokes set her backside ablaze. If she returned, she would indeed feel the sting of the leather strap. She leaned low over the horse’s neck and urged it faster and faster away from the house.
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      Woodburn Hall loomed over Ash as he stood outside the front door. It was a monstrosity of a house. He breathed in deeply, steeling himself for what had to be done. Everyone here needed to believe him to be the same tyrant as his father if he wanted his plan to work. Giving a last look at Fogg, he nodded and wrenched open the heavy door.

      Ash strode into the large entry hall. A footman gasped at his sudden intrusion, nearly dropping the silver candelabra he was carrying. Ash hadn’t given any warning that he was coming.

      After a few seconds, the footman sank into a deep bow, eventually recognizing who Ash must be. “My lord.”

      Ash closed his eyes, centering himself. No one addressed him by his title and hearing it after all this time made his skin crawl. In Ash’s mind, his father was still Lord Ashdown, despite the fact he’d been dead seventeen years. He let out a long sigh. He needed to play the role to perfection in order to set expectations for his visit. He straightened himself to his full height, drawing his shoulders back.

      “Where is Moulton?” he barked.

      The butler appeared from an adjoining hallway. Tall, perfectly starched, and not a single dark hair out of place, just as Ash remembered, except for the grey creeping in at his temples.

      “Sam, go to the—” Moulton stopped mid-sentence, his eyes growing wide as they landed on Ash. “My lord!” He hurried over, holding out a hand for Ash’s hat and coat, but Ash didn’t remove them.

      “Moulton, this is my man, Fogg. He is to have unfettered access to every room in Woodburn Hall.”

      “Y… yes, my lord.” Moulton tried to hide his confusion, but it showed on his round face nonetheless.

      “And I mean, unfettered access, Moulton. If he chooses to go through the nightstand of a housemaid, he is to be left to his business. If he requires keys or access to anything, including in my private chambers or study, you will provide it without question. Any orders he may give are to be followed as if they were my own. Do I make myself clear?”

      The butler straightened his spine and nodded. “Yes, my lord.” He hadn’t had anyone to answer to in a very long time. Ash desperately wanted to put the older man at ease and assure him he wasn’t the overlord his father had been, but he needed him to believe otherwise for the time being.

      “Right,” Ash said, tapping his cane, the sound muffled by the thick carpet. He was glad to see everything at least appeared to be kept up as it should, even in his absence. He turned to Fogg. “I’m off before I lose all light.”

      “Yes, my lord.” Ash cringed inwardly. It was even worse to hear those words from Fogg’s mouth. He only ever addressed him as Ash or boss, but he, too, needed to play a role here. “It looks like it may rain,” he warned.

      “Not to worry, Fogg. I may have been away for a while, but I grew up here. I know this estate like the back of my hand. I’ll find shelter if need be.”

      Ash managed to ride to the outer edge of his property before the clouds really began to thicken. This time of year, darkness came early anyway, but he had hoped for a couple of hours to check for any signs of recent repairs, or things just not as they should be. So far, there was nothing obvious, but he’d seen only a fraction of the sprawling property, so he kept going, even as an icy raindrop landed on his cheek.

      He guided his horse into the trees, but when the sky opened up, even they provided almost no protection from the pounding rain. Fortunately, there was a small hunting cabin nearby. He’d take shelter there until it eased up a bit.

      The disused, wooden structure still stood, if a little worse for wear. The cold made Ash’s leg ache as he climbed down from the saddle. The attached stable, if you could call it that, was every bit as run down as the cabin, and devoid of anything for his horse. At least it offered shelter from the elements, and they wouldn't be here long.

      Ash pulled his gloves off as he made his way around to the front of the cabin. He opened the door and stumbled backwards as a horse bolted through, nearly trampling him, and knocking his hat right off his head. “What the blazes?” His heart pounded in rhythm with the horse’s hooves as it galloped away through the trees.

      Before he could turn back to see what else might be inside the cabin, something hard landed against his shoulder, sending pain shooting down his arm.

      “Ouch! What in the—” He grabbed hold of the fire poker, which was being wielded by a small, blonde, half-naked woman. What in God’s name was happening?

      She gasped as he yanked the weapon from her hands and curled herself down at his feet, her arms covering her head for protection. “I’m sorry.” Her voice was tight with panic. “I’m sorry. Please don’t hurt me.”

      She thought he was going to hit her. “Christ,” he muttered, throwing the damned poker back into the cabin. He crouched beside her, trying to calm himself before speaking again. “I’m not going to hurt you.”

      Slowly, she lowered her arms and peeked up at him. He recognized that face. He’d never seen it laced with such fear, but he would know this woman anywhere.

      “Gwen?”

      Relief washed over her. “Ash?” A smile grew on her lips, and she threw herself at him, sending him tumbling onto his back. As she landed on top of him, his hands came to rest on her very bare, very lush backside. They squeezed the soft, cold flesh without him even giving them permission to do so, and arousal instantly stirred in his loins. She gave a soft moan, shoving him back into reality. Christ, what was he doing?

      He tore his hands away from her body, holding them up by his head. “I’m so sorry, Gwen.”

      “I’m not.” Thank God the fear was gone from her eyes, but the daring sparkle that had replaced it brought about its own terror.

      “No. No, no, no. Get up. Off.” He seemed to have lost the ability to speak more than a single word at a time.

      Pulling himself together, he reached for his cane and got to his feet, every inch of him soaked through. “Get back inside before you catch your death,” he ordered.

      Try as he might, he couldn’t wrench his eyes away from her bottom as she turned and walked into the cabin. Her wet chemise clung to every curve. The water had also made the fabric mostly transparent, and lines striped the skin of her bottom. Having had similar marks across most of his body when he was young, he knew instantly what had caused them.

      “Who hurt you?” His voice shook with barely contained fury. He would kill whoever had done it.

      She whipped around, her eyes wide once more. She took a step back from him.

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Her voice was high and breathy. Her eyes darted about the cabin.

      “I saw the marks, Gwen.”

      “It’s nothing, Ash.” She shook her head, her gaze fixed on the floor.

      “Who was it?”

      “Please, Ash, it’s nothing.”

      “Is he here with you?”

      She shook her head, but panic filled her eyes when they looked up at him. “I hope not.” Tears spilled down her cheeks, each one singeing his heart. In two strides, he had his arms wrapped around her. Her body trembled, probably from a combination of cold and fear. At least the cold he might be able to help with. She didn’t fight him as he steered her to a chair and encouraged her to sit. Fetching some towels, he shook the dust out of them as best he could before handing them to her.

      “Take that wet clothing off and I’ll get a fire going.”

      “No!” She shot out of the chair. “You can’t start a fire. He might find me.”

      Ash placed his hands on her shoulders. “You’re safe now, Gwen. I promise you, whoever this person is, they won’t make it through that door alive now that I’m here. All you need to worry about is getting warm and dry.” He pointed back to the chair where she’d left the towel. With a hesitant nod, she returned and picked it up. Ash turned his back and peeled off his wet coat before setting to work on the fire. After seeing the fear on Gwen’s face, he’d happily pummel the man to death.

      “Are you covered?” Ash asked over his shoulder.

      “Yes,” she said quietly.

      He dragged a chair in front of the fire. “Good. Have a seat.”

      She did as she was told and Ash hung their clothes near the fire to dry. Her dress and corset were easy enough to find, but something was missing. “I’m sorry to be indelicate, Gwen, but where are your drawers?”

      Her cheeks immediately flushed. “I don’t— He doesn’t—” She paused before settling for, “There aren’t any.”

      A blaze of fury nearly choked him. She didn’t have to finish the statement for him to understand. Somehow, there was a monster in her life, controlling her, and he didn’t allow her to wear them because they would restrict quick access if he chose to dole out punishment. He pressed his shaking fingers over his lips, his teeth in danger of shattering from his tightly clenched jaw. What had happened to her since she’d left Raven House? It couldn’t have been more than eighteen months ago now.

      “Is it your employer, Gwen? Did I send you into the care of someone who abuses you?”

      Her head whipped around. “No.” Her brow furrowed and she shivered. Drawing one side of her bottom lip between her teeth, she looked into his eyes. “It’s my husband.” She ducked her head. “Or at least, I think he’s my husband.”

      Before Ash could even formulate his next question in this mess, she looked up at him again. “What are you doing here, Ash?”

      He folded his arms across his chest and leaned against the mantel. “This is my cabin.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      Ash hated crossing these two parts of his life. “I expect you don’t.” He crossed one foot over the other, giving his sore leg a break, and let out a long sigh. “This is my estate, Gwen.”

      “All of it?” She dragged the words out slowly, still not fully understanding.

      “Yes.” He nodded, dreading the next words out of his mouth. Speaking them somehow made him feel pompous and dissolute at the same time. “I’m the Earl of Ashdown.”

      Gwen’s mouth slowly fell open. She eventually closed it and blinked three times before taking a breath. “Since when?”

      Ash chuckled. He hadn’t been sure what she was going to ask next, but that wasn’t it. “Since my father died. Seventeen years ago.”

      “But that means…” Her lips turned up in a slow smile. “That means, when I was working as a Lady Raven, I was working for an earl.”

      A laugh startled from Ash. “Yes, I suppose you were.”

      “With all due respect, you’re not really what I would have imagined an earl to be.”

      “I’m glad to hear it.”

      She continued to stare at him, seemingly in awe. That was why he didn’t like telling people. Nothing had changed. He was still the same person he’d always been to her, and yet, in her mind, he was different.

      “Now, Gwen, I know you don’t want to talk about it, but I need to know how you came to be here, which means, you’re going to have to start at the beginning. How did you end up with this husband of yours?” The words left a bad taste in his mouth. “Last I knew, you were working as a kitchen assistant in a household a very long way from here.”

      That seemed to break something loose so she was able to talk about it. “I was, but after a few months, I met Greg. He approached me at the market while I was picking up an order of lamb. After that, I seemed to bump into him every time I went to the market. He was all smiles and kindness, always complimenting me and bringing me small gifts. It wasn’t long before I was smitten.” Her shoulders fell slightly, and exhaustion seemed to settle over her. “So when he proposed marriage, I didn’t even hesitate to say yes. He didn’t want a big, proper wedding, so we eloped to Gretna Green.”

      She went quiet for a long moment, staring down at the hands in her lap. “That night, everything changed.” She didn’t look up, but Ash could see the quivering of her chin. God, what had he done to her? Sobs suddenly broke over her and she covered her face with her hands.

      “Gwen.” He knelt down and wrapped his arms around her shoulders. His heart broke for her. He would hunt the bastard down and kill him, slowly and painfully, just as soon as she was somewhere safe.

      “I’m sorry,” she said, trying to wipe the tears away.

      “Shhhh. You never have to apologize to me, Gwen.”

      Slowly, she began to calm. She rested her head on his shoulder and he breathed in her sweet scent. If only he could stay like that forever. That was the thought that made him pull away from her. Keeping her safe meant he needed to adhere to his rules.

      “That doesn’t explain why you’re here tonight, Gwen. What happened to send you out into this storm, with no coat and only one boot?”

      She shrugged. “Greg was going to punish me. I panicked. I knocked him unconscious with a candlestick and stole his horse.”

      That was the Gwen he knew. She’d always been headstrong and courageous. “Are you sure he’s still alive?”

      “Yes.” She nodded. “That’s why I’m missing a boot. He tried to pull me off the horse.”

      Ice crept up Ash's spine at the thought of what would have happened to her if he had succeeded.

      “Then I just rode, pushing the horse as fast as it would go. The rain started, and I needed shelter.” She looked up at him. “And here I am.”

      “And here you are,” Ash repeated, sadness filling his heart. “You’re safe now, Gwen. I promise you.” But then he remembered something else. “You said earlier that you think he’s your husband. What did you mean by that?”

      “I found some letters in his study.” She pointed to a pile of papers on a small table near the bed. “That’s why I was in trouble, actually.”

      Ash flattened the pages and read. It was clear this man was not legally married to Gwen. These letters were from his wife asking if he had managed to get ‘the maid’ with child yet. As horrific as it was, it would seem the wife was barren and had sent her husband to create a child with someone else to claim as their own. Nausea roiled in Ash’s stomach. That someone was Gwen. In addition to beating her, how many times had he forced himself on her in his crusade to get her pregnant?

      “Christ,” he muttered, spearing his fingers into his damp hair.

      “He’s not— We’re not⁠—?”

      Ash shook his head to confirm what she was asking. Neither of them had the strength to say it aloud.

      “What am I going to do? I ran away from a good position. I believed he loved me. And now I have no husband, no employment, and nowhere to go.” A hiss of cynical laughter made its way between her lips. “I don’t even have a full pair of boots or drawers.”

      He placed a hand on her shoulder. “You’re going to be alright, Gwen. You’ll come with me. I’ll make sure you’re safe and have everything you need.”

      She scrunched her brow. “But why? Why would you do all of that for me? Again?”

      Ash shrugged. “Because I can.” Because it wasn’t possible for him not to. He would never leave her without knowing she was safe and cared for. “When I finish my business here, I’ll be returning to Raven House, and you will come with me.”

      “We can see how well I did with that the first time around.” She huffed another laugh. “How many times are you going to save me, Ash?”

      He lifted her chin gently. “As many times as it takes.”

      She stood then and pressed her lips to his, reaching one hand down and rubbing her fingers over his manhood, which greedily sprang to life inside his damp trousers. With the other hand, she pulled open the towel she was wrapped in and let it fall to the floor. Desire like he’d never known crashed over him, and it terrified him.

      Gently, he placed his hands on her shoulders, holding her still while he stepped back from her. She was only behaving this way because she was in a state of shock.

      “No, Gwen. I can’t do this.”

      “Am I not to your liking?”

      Before he could stop it, his gaze roved over her body from head to toe and back up to her face. “You are the most beautiful creature I’ve ever laid eyes upon.”

      “Then why won’t you let me give myself to you? My body is the only thing I have to give in return for your kindness. And I know you want it.” She reached for his trousers again, but he quickly stepped back out of reach.

      He shrugged one shoulder. “You know why, Gwen. It’s against my rules.” He would never again allow himself to take advantage of a woman because of his position.

      She chuckled cynically. “It’s not as if I’ll be ruined.”

      It was time to head her off before his resolve gave out completely. “Before you cover yourself again, turn around so I can see the marks and make sure they don’t need any kind of medical attention.”

      That did knock her off course. “It’s nothing, Ash.”

      “Then allow me to look. I’ll do nothing untoward.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Obviously.”

      “Please?”

      With a huff, she spun around and bent over, placing her hands on the chair. The anger sparked by the marks was the only thing that allowed him to keep his wits about him with her in that position. There were a couple that were red, and swollen, and can’t have been more than a day or two old. And so many others in various stages of healing. How many times had she endured his beatings?

      He touched
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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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