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      Welcome to Blossom Ridge, a spinoff to the Surrender series. This resort outside Seattle, Washington, awaits guests who practice a similar lifestyle. It’s a safe place to be yourself…or who you wish to be.
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      Juliet

      For three years I’ve been relying on Aldric.

      After my parents died, he swooped in to take care of me.

      It’s not fair to him. I know I’m holding him back.

      I’m a ballerina, but only in private.

      I’m also Little…but only in private.

      My fantasy of Aldric being the Daddy I crave is just that, a fantasy.

      What if I admit what I really want and I lose him?

      

      Aldric

      With our age difference, I know we have an unconventional relationship.

      There’s no place I’d rather be than with Juliet.

      She’s my Little, even if she doesn’t realize it.

      We live together. I take care of everything for her while she grieves.

      If this is all I ever get with Juliet, I will take it.

      She’s mine even though I’ve never told her.

      I could take a risk and ask for more, but what if I lose her?
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      Juliet

      

      “Do you want to talk about it?” Aldric asks me as I’m about to take a bite of my mac and cheese.

      I go ahead and stick the fork in my mouth, partly because I don’t want to answer him yet and partly because I’m not sure what he’s referring to.

      I’m sitting on one of the bar stools at the kitchen island, my toes on the rung for balance. I’m short enough that my toes barely reach the rung. Every time I sit here, I’m reminded of that fact. I’m only five-two.

      Aldric props his elbows on the island next to me, leaning in close enough that I can inhale his scent. A scent I’ve known most of my life. A scent I love. It’s not something specific. It’s just…Aldric.

      He reaches out with one hand and gently tucks a wisp of my hair behind my ear. “Juliet? Talk to me.”

      I’m not positive where this conversation is going, but I’m nervous enough that my mac and cheese suddenly feels like glue in my mouth and I can’t taste it. This fact annoys me because Aldric makes the best mac and cheese on the planet. He does it from scratch, and he does it often for me because he knows I love it.

      I reach up to tuck the same lock of hair behind my ear again when it fails to stay. Not surprising. My thin brown hair is in a long braid down my back, but strands of it always escape to torment me.

      “About what?” I whisper, not meeting his gaze. Instead, I push the mac and cheese around my plate.

      “Honey, I was in the stairwell. I heard what you said while we were at Blossom Ridge earlier.”

      Shit. “I said a lot of things. What are you referring to?”

      He cups my face, using his thumb to turn my head his direction. His gaze is intense. Sometimes I feel like he’s looking into my soul. Now is one of those times.

      I swallow. If only he had a clue how much he affects me when he stands this close, when he touches me, when he looks at me like that. But he has no idea, and it’s infuriating.

      I should tell him. There are lots of things I should tell him. A thousand. But I’m not brave enough, and I don’t want anything to change.

      Well, that’s not true. I’d like things to change. Tons of things. But if he had any idea what I’m thinking most of the time, he would be shocked and probably move out of the apartment.

      Technically it’s my apartment. Well, it was my parents’ home before they died, but now it’s mine. I’m not a baby anymore. I’m twenty-three. I don’t need a guardian. I never really needed one in the first place. I was twenty when my parents died. Not five.

      Nevertheless, Aldric had been named as my guardian from the time I was five, so it was only logical that he see to my wellbeing after my parents passed even though I was a bit too old to warrant the guardian.

      I’m not so naïve that I think I could have taken care of myself. I couldn’t have. I was too distraught. I still am. I need Aldric. I can’t breathe without him.

      He showed up. He took care of everything, including me. And I let him. Weeks went by that turned into months that turned into years. He’s still here. I never want him to leave.

      He smiles. “You did not say a lot of things, Juliet. You never say many things. And I’m pretty sure you only uttered the one sentence the entire time we were at Blossom Ridge. Don’t pretend you don’t know what I’m referring to.”

      I glance down even though he’s still holding my chin.

      He continues. “I’ll remind you. You said, ‘I sometimes dance when I’m alone so Aldric won’t know about it.’”

      Shit. He heard me. I drop my fork, my hunger vanishing. I shrug, pretending it doesn’t matter. “It’s no big deal.”

      He releases my chin, but his hand slides down to rest on the back of my stool as he pulls a second stool close to mine and perches on the edge of it. His knee touches my thigh.

      The man has no idea how much he affects me when he’s this close. It’s maddening. Later tonight, I’ll be replaying every moment of this physical contact while I’m in my bed, under the covers, touching myself.

      “I have a confession of my own, honey.”

      I glance at him, flinching.

      “I know you dance when I’m not looking. I’ve known it for a long time.”

      I jerk in my seat and shoot him another look. “What? How? Why didn’t you say something?” For some reason, I feel violated. Or maybe exposed.

      He smiles gently. “I didn’t want to disturb you. I figure you have your reasons. Some people like the solitude it provides. I get it because I often danced when no one was looking when I was young. Mostly because my parents didn’t approve of my chosen profession.”

      I gasp. “You never told me that. I’ve always thought your parents were supportive of your career.” I’ve met Aldric’s parents many times. They’re in their seventies now and have retired in Florida, but they’ve always seemed proud of their son.

      He shrugs. “By the time I met you, they’d changed their tune, but when I was younger, they thought I was chasing a stupid dream.”

      I glance back at my plate. My food is cold now. I’m not hungry anyway. “Well, my parents were the opposite, obviously.” He knows good and well my parents would have moved the moon if it would have meant me becoming a prima ballerina. They were both ballerinas themselves. They met and married when they were performing together in New York one summer. They had me a year later. I was an oops, but they adored me as if I walked on water.

      “The point is there are lots of reasons why people like to be alone to express themselves through dance. It can be therapeutic and cathartic. I’m sure it is for you too.”

      “How did you know?” I murmur.

      “I can hear the floorboard creak when you sneak downstairs to the studio in the night, honey. And there are cameras in the studio.”

      Duh. I have no idea why I ever thought I was getting away with anything. I shrug again. “It’s no big deal,” I repeat. “Like you said, it’s cathartic. I can clear my head and face my demons.” I wince as I add that last revealing part.

      “I hate that you have demons, Juliet,” he says gently. “And it is a big deal. If it weren’t, you wouldn’t have told all the girls at Blossom Ridge about it as if you’d broken a rule.” He lifts a brow.

      I draw in a breath. “I don’t know why I said anything. It was stupid.”

      “It wasn’t stupid. I’m glad you felt compelled to join Leah and Amy and the others. You need some friends.”

      I shoot him another look, not blinking. For a few long moments, I say nothing. Finally, I manage to speak. “Friends like those women?” My heart is racing. Forget what I said or thought or did. I’m more interested in how we ended up at Blossom Ridge in the first place and why Aldric brought me with him and how much he knew about those women before we got there.

      “Why not?” he asks. “They’re nice. Some of them live close by. I’m going to be teaching classes at the resort every week.”

      “Why did you bring me with you?” I’ve been curious about this ever since we first stepped into the mansion.

      His hand slides up my back and over my shoulder and up to cup my cheek. He strokes my skin with his thumb. “Like I said. So you could meet some people. You graduated from college a year ago. You work from inside this apartment like a hermit. You don’t see people. You have no friends. I worry about you.”

      “Well, you don’t need to worry. I’m fine. I’m an introvert. I like working from home. That’s why I chose web design. I knew I could work for myself, take my time, build up a client list.”

      I’m lying to him and to myself. We both know being introverted isn’t the main reason I don’t leave this apartment more often than absolutely necessary. Going to Blossom Ridge today was huge for me. I wouldn’t ordinarily do something like that. Aldric coerced me, badgering me until I relented.

      He gives me another warm smile, but it doesn’t reach his eyes. It rarely does. He pities me or he’s sad for me or something I can’t put my finger on. All I know is I don’t want to rock the boat. I don’t want him to leave.

      Even if I never have the guts to tell him how I really feel about him, at least he’s here with me. I get to see him every day. The only time he’s not within a few rooms of me is when he’s downstairs in the dance studio teaching classes.

      Even then, I can hear him through the vents. I can feel the beat of the music and hear his voice wafting up from downstairs. This building is old. It’s not well-insulated between the floors. Like he said, it creaks.

      I was five when my parents bought this building in this small town outside Seattle. Their professional dancing days were over and they decided they didn’t want to raise me in New York, so they came here.

      I have very few memories of New York. My entire life is here. The spacious apartment above the studio has been my home for my entire memorable life.

      I met Aldric soon after we moved here. He was twenty-two. My parents hired him to teach classes. I thought he was the most gorgeous man I’d ever seen. I’m pretty sure I fell in love with him when I was five. Most people would probably think that’s crazy, but since I’ve never told a soul…

      During my childhood, Aldric came and went many times. He was a dancer, after all. He went to New York for a few years and later Los Angeles. But he always came back, and my heart always seized when he did.

      “Juliet…”

      I flinch as he interrupts my thoughts. “Did you know?” I clear my voice. “Did you know those women were, uh…Little?”

      The moment the word comes out of my mouth, I wish I could take it back. I’ve revealed too much, and I know it immediately when his brows rise high. “I did. How do you know that term, honey?” His voice is gentle. His hand stiffens on my cheek.

      My face heats. I shrug. “Internet.”

      He narrows his gaze. “Research?”

      “Or whatever. That’s not important.” I wave a hand between us and slide down from my stool on the opposite side. For once, I need some space. That’s rare. Usually, I prefer there be no space between us and I relish the times he’s this close to me.

      I snag my plate and take it to the sink.

      Aldric follows me, removes it from my hand, and sets it on the counter. “Juliet…”

      I spin around, intent on fleeing this room and this conversation. “Shit,” I mutter under my breath.

      “Juliet?” His voice is higher. “You’re just going to cuss and walk away?” He’s following me. Shit shit shit.

      I hurry down the hall and into my bedroom. When I start to close the door, he sets his hand on it and prevents me from hiding.

      “I’m tired, Aldric.”

      “No, you’re not. You’re embarrassed. And I don’t want you to be. I want you to talk to me.”

      I turn and head for my attached bath and step inside, hoping to at least put some space between us. I’m not going to be able to hide from him. It won’t do me any good to shut the door. It would be childish. But at least I can busy myself in front of the mirror.

      So, I take the band out of my braid and proceed to unravel it, knowing I can stand here and brush through the length for a while to avoid facing him.

      I’m more than aware of Aldric taking a seat on my bed. He’s not going away. I have mixed feelings about this new development. Usually, I like it when he’s close. He rarely comes into my bedroom. But tonight I’m beyond flustered.

      After a few minutes, Aldric speaks again. “Talk to me, honey. I’m not leaving. We’re past overdue for a serious conversation.”

      I put my brush down and turn toward him, leaning in the doorway. “We’re not. We’re fine. Can you please just forget you overheard me and drop this subject entirely?” It’s been a long time since I’ve been this unnerved.

      I know it’s wrong of me to behave the way I do. On so many levels. I’m keeping Aldric from having a normal life while he continues to live here with me. It’s unconventional. I’m sure people talk about us or at least wonder about us. Hell, most people probably assume we’re a couple.

      Ha.

      I wish.

      I’m equally certain the idea has never crossed Aldric’s mind. He’s my…guardian. He sees himself as my caretaker. When my parents died, he moved into my home to take care of me.

      It’s not his fault I’ve always fantasized I’m living a different life with him. It’s certainly not his fault I’m still secretly drooling over him at twenty-three and have spent years doing so. He doesn’t even know it.

      I don’t know why he stays. I’m a disaster. Sure, he was meant to be my guardian. If I’d been a child, he would have raised me. But I wasn’t a child when they died. I was an adult. I should have been able to pull myself together after a few days or weeks and let him go.

      I didn’t. On purpose. I’ve never pulled myself together. Not just because I don’t want Aldric to leave but also because I haven’t faced what happened to my parents. We both know it. We just don’t discuss it.

      “No. We’re going to talk,” he insists. He looks around my room slowly. “You never let me update your bedroom. I’ve asked many times. Why?”

      This change of subject surprises me, but then I glance around, following his gaze and groan. “I’ve told you. My mother decorated it. It’s got sentimental value. I don’t want to change it.”

      This is true. Partly. My mother dreamed of this princess haven and my father made it happen. Pink frilly everything. Bedding, curtains, rugs. Even a vanity table with a pink ruffled skirt. There’s a ballerina lamp and a music box. My pillows are fluffy and pink.

      Aldric clears his throat. “Why have you been researching age play, Juliet?”

      “Why do you know about it?” I toss back, rather proud of myself.

      “I’ve known I’m a Daddy since before you could read, honey. It’s in my blood. Answer my question.” He looks me dead in the eye while he tells me this, never wavering.

      I gasp, mostly because I’m shocked. All this time…

      We’re treading in uncharted territory here. I think I’m going to faint. I’ve always assumed Aldric took care of me the way he does because I work hard to make it seem like I’m incapable of doing so myself. I’ve always thought he stayed with me out of obligation to my parents.

      I lick my lips. My mind is spinning in ten directions.

      “Are you a Little, Juliet?” he asks.

      I shrug, glancing down. I don’t know how to respond. Part of me is elated. I’ve been pretending he’s a Daddy for years. Pretending he’s my Daddy in fact.

      He draws in a deep breath. “It makes sense. I should have known. I’ve even considered it many times, but I wasn’t sure.”

      It’s not like there wasn’t a billboard. I’m as Little as they come. I’ve read every book and researched every possible site in existence. I’ve never encountered anyone who’s as Little as me. The only reason it hasn’t ever sent me into a full panic is because I’m aware I’m in good company. I’m not the only Little in the world. There are tons of women like me. Women who prefer to be nurtured and cared for. Women who don’t want to be adults.

      What I didn’t know was that Blossom Ridge was a resort for age play. I didn’t realize until Aldric took me there today that everyone taking his class would be my age or older living in an age-play relationship. I was stunned and spent the entire class sitting in the corner of the room pretending to read while secretly soaking in the atmosphere.

      My heart was racing the entire hour. It was supposed to be two hours, but during the break, the women in the class ended up in a heated discussion about who was the naughtiest. I was drawn to them like a magnet.

      Aldric is right. It’s not like me to enter into a conversation with virtual strangers. I never do that. But the more they talked, the more I wanted to belong. To fit in with other people for the first time in my life. I felt safe. And I shared something incredibly personal. The fact that I dance when I’m alone and don’t tell Aldric.

      It was out of context of course. He’s not my Daddy. But they didn’t know that. In fact, I’m sure they assumed he is my Daddy.

      Also shocking was the way Aldric worked with them. He taught the modern dance class as if it were a room full of actual children. He spoke to them like a Daddy would. I sat stunned, pretending not to pay attention. Soaking it all in.

      I swallow and meet Aldric’s gaze, crossing my arms to hug myself. I’m wearing a leotard, mostly because I’m often wearing a leotard. I was raised wearing them. I own dozens. They’re comfortable. Most days I either wear a pink leo with soft pink sweats over it or a simple tank top and spandex shorts.

      I’m petite and well aware I have a dancer’s body. Lean and small. Unfortunately, I’m also a bit on the shorter end of most ballerinas. Unfortunately for my parents, that is. Not for me. I never wanted to be a ballerina.

      I love dance. It’s in my blood. I’ve lived in a dancing world my entire life. I can feel the beat and the music all the way to my bones. That’s not the problem. What I hate is performing. I never had a taste for being on stage. I don’t like people to watch me. This is why I dance alone.

      “How long have you known you were Little, honey?” Aldric asks gently.

      I lower my gaze and drag my toe over the hardwood floor, stalling. “I don’t know. A while,” I murmur.

      “Does it embarrass you?”

      I jerk my gaze to his. “Of course it does.”

      “Why? It shouldn’t. It’s a lifestyle preference, honey. No reason to be embarrassed. I should have confronted you sooner. I’m sorry.”

      “Why do you stay here with me?” I ask, scared out of my mind to bring this up. “You’ve spent years helping me out. You’ve given up your own life for me. You’ve never married. I’ve never known you to even have a girlfriend.” Sometimes I’ve wondered if he’s gay. That still wouldn’t explain him staying here with me.

      I’ve fantasized that he’s with me because he loves me of course. But that’s always been a pipe dream. Something I made up in my head. The truth is much more likely out of obligation to my parents. They were close. He was like a son to them even though he was closer to their age than mine.

      “Juliet…”

      I lift my gaze to his again. It’s impossible not to.

      “Call me crazy, but I’ve envisioned myself as your Daddy for many years, honey. That’s why I’m here with you.”
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      Aldric

      

      I’m not at all sure this moment is the best one I could have picked to unload this news on Juliet. She looks like she’s going to collapse. Her knees are shaking and she’s hugging herself so tight it looks painful. Her knuckles are white around her biceps. Her mouth is hanging open and her eyes are wide.

      My instinct is to go to her and help her over to her bed so she can sit before she falls. But I won’t do it. The timing is terrible. And besides, I’d never be able to remain platonic. Not with her so vulnerable and me so out of my mind in love with her.

      Today has been the most unforeseen day of my life. And hers too apparently. I had no idea how she would react to our trip to Blossom Ridge. I’ve suspected for a while she’s Little. The signs are there. But I certainly didn’t know she had the vocabulary to explain it, nor that she was aware.

      Besides, it was entirely possible there were other reasons why Juliet seemed like the perfect Little to me. It’s not something I noticed or knew about her before her parents died. The characteristics emerged afterward.

      Or so I think. I can’t really know that for sure either. I didn’t see her often for the two years she was away at college. She could have been Little all that time too, and I wouldn’t have known.

      And I’ve always had to consider another possibility. That she isn’t Little at all but simply in shock, still mourning her parents. Unable to care enough to take care of herself.

      Apparently, my wishes and hopes are true. Juliet is Little.

      My God.

      I want her in my arms so badly. I want her in my lap. Hell, who am I kidding? I want her in my bed.

      I don’t have nearly enough information though. Just because she’s admitted to being Little—blowing my mind—doesn’t mean she sees me as her Daddy, nor does it mean she thinks of me in a sexual way.

      We won’t be discussing anything about sex tonight. My goal is to help her calm down and stop panicking. And get her into bed. Alone.

      I stand because she needs to be in this very spot before her knees buckle and she hits her head. “Come here, honey.”

      She closes her mouth and swallows. “I’m fine right here.”

      “You’re not. You’re going to fall, baby girl.” The new endearment slips out before I can stop it. I’ve thought those words for years. I’ve never said them out loud. I’ve called her honey since she was a kid. Honey or Juliet. Nothing else.

      When she doesn’t move an inch, I change my mind about keeping my distance and go to her.

      She gasps when I bend to sweep her off her feet and cradle her in my arms to return to her bed. It’s a twin bed with pink fluffy bedding. Perfect for the age she was when her parents bought it. Perfect now for the age she prefers.

      I’ve offered to redo this room several times. Every time she insisted it has sentimental value. That made sense, so I didn’t pressure her.

      As soon as I reach the bed, I settle her on top of the covers. She’s fully dressed. She’s going to need to change before she goes to sleep. But for now, she needs to lie back while she catches her breath from the bomb I’ve dropped.

      She’s blinking up at me, still in shock. “My…” She swallows hard. “My Daddy?”

      I take a deep breath and sit on the edge of the mattress. I’m too close to her. Touching her. My thigh is against her hip. Every breath brings her sweet scent of cherry vanilla to my nose. It’s her favorite lotion. She’s worn it for years.

      I rarely let myself get this close to her. I permit myself to touch her only once or twice a day. A brush of my arm against hers or a stroke of my fingers to tuck her hair back. I don’t come into her bedroom. I don’t sit on her bed. I don’t set my hand on her thigh.

      Which I’m doing now.

      Apparently, all bets are off. Well, not all bets. A few bets.

      Juliet sighs, grabs her stuffed bunny—the one in the pink leotard and tutu she’s had since she was a baby—and rolls to her side, facing the wall away from me. My breath hitches when she tucks the bunny up against her chest and draws her knees up, jerking away from my hand.

      I wince but force myself not to overreact. She’s beyond embarrassed and confused. I have no right to any of my own emotions right now. I’m seventeen years older than her. I’ve known her most of her life. I’ve been in love with her since the summer I first saw her as an adult when she was eighteen.

      I need to slow the fuck down and get a grip. She’s reeling. She needs me to soothe her, not add more information.

      “I’m sorry, Juliet,” I say softly. “I shouldn’t have dumped that on you tonight. It was uncalled for. It would be easier if you slapped me than turn your back on me though.” I nudge her with my hip, hoping to ease the tension.

      She gasps and glances over her shoulder at me. “Why would I slap you?”

      “I’m sure you’re pissed. You have every right to be.”

      Her brows draw together. “I’m not pissed, Aldric. I’m stunned. Give me a damn minute. Will you?” She turns back toward the wall, hugging the bunny closer. Could she be any more Little?

      I sit still, not touching her. Watching her breathe, her chest rising and falling. If all I ever get out of life is this, a chance to sit here and be present with her for however long she permits me this evening, I’ll be grateful. I promise myself that much.

      “How long?”

      I startle when she speaks. “How long what, honey?”

      “How long have you been my Daddy?”

      I inhale slowly and deliberately, forcing myself not to overreact. It doesn’t mean anything. It’s just a question. I run my hand over my face. “Since you came back here when your parents passed.”

      She gasps.

      When Juliet was young, I thought of her as a cute kid. She was an old soul, probably because she was brought up in the ballet studio, surrounded by people, having to behave and fend for herself when her parents were both teaching.

      During her childhood, I left often for long periods of time. I had the opportunity to dance with the ballet in New York for a while, and then Chicago, and later I worked for a large dance studio in Los Angeles. This is where I was born and raised though. In fact, this studio was my childhood dance studio long before Juliet moved here. Long before she was even born.

      Her parents bought the studio from the previous owners when they retired. I was away at Julliard at the time. After I graduated, I came by the studio to introduce myself and see what changes they’d made. Coincidentally, I became fast friends with her parents. I loved them. They loved me too.

      Over the years, I worked here between jobs, helping teach classes. I was never here for long until I eventually tore my ACL and moved back for good.

      I was like the fun uncle to Juliet. I brought her silly little gifts when I visited. She was shy and introverted around other people. But not with me. With me, she was carefree and less guarded.

      The Petrovs were like a second set of parents to me. They understood me when my parents never really did. Eventually, my parents came around and even came to New York to see me perform. They’re proud of me today.

      As Juliet grew older, she still took dance classes, but she never did perform. The limelight didn’t appeal to her. She’s one of the greatest dancers I’ve ever seen though, and I have the pleasure of watching her anytime I want through the studio cameras.

      I know Juliet’s parents were disappointed on some level that their only child—a fabulous dancer—had no interest in pursuing a career in dance. They loved her deeply though and supported her decision to go to college and get a degree in web design. In fact, they encouraged it. I’m pretty sure they were far more interested in Juliet having the full college experience than she was.

      I didn’t spend much time here during her teen years. It wasn’t until after she’d graduated from high school that I returned for good. By then, Juliet was no longer a girl. She was a woman.

      Thank goodness I was sitting at the piano in the studio alone when she wandered in because she took my breath away. She had earphones in and didn’t see me at first. She was wearing her usual leotard and swaying to music I couldn’t hear, letting her body move to the beat.

      I don’t think I breathed the entire time. She let her eyes close as she moved across the floor, her dance more modern than ballet. The most graceful, beautiful dance I’d ever seen and ever will.

      I never took my gaze off her. In fact, it took me a solid two minutes to take a breath. When the song ended and she came to a graceful bow for no one, I finally stood.

      Scared half out of her mind, she stumbled backward, nearly falling on her butt. Her eyes were wide and her cheeks flamed pink as she jerked her earbuds out. “Shit, Aldric. You scared me to death.”

      “I’m so sorry. I didn’t want to disturb you. You were so beautiful. Have you started dancing again?”

      She shook her head violently. “No. And if you mention this to my parents, I’ll hate you forever.”

      I stiffened. “I won’t say a word, honey. I promise.”

      She turned and ran from the room so fast I was unable to say another word. We never spoke of that day again, ever. Juliet went to college a few months later, which was for the best because I couldn’t get her out of my mind.

      That was a rough summer for Juliet too. Tension was constantly high in the air. She argued with her parents every chance she got. They were pressuring her to take advantage of the college experience while she insisted she’d rather stay home and take online classes.

      In the end, her parents won. I’m not sure if it was for the best or not. We’ll never know.

      Unfortunately, Juliet’s stint away at college only lasted two years. When her parents died, she came home and never went back. That was the day we both moved into this apartment and never left. Juliet took a semester off school, mostly staying in her room, but then she pulled herself together and finished her degree online.

      I’m proud of her. So proud I could burst. I’ve been here with her for three years. Three of the hardest years of my life. Three years that I’ve kept my damn mouth closed regarding how I felt about her. Three years that I’ve Daddied her because it’s what she needed. I’ve had no idea in all this time what it means to her. I still don’t.

      Eventually, her shoulders relax. “I guess that makes sense. After all, when I moved back home after my parents died, I needed someone to take care of me. Pick up the pieces. I’ve never thanked you.” She’s still facing the wall.

      I set my hand on her hip because I can’t stop myself. “You don’t have to thank me, honey. It was my pleasure the entire time.”

      “Your life has been on hold for three years while I took advantage of you.”

      “It has not. I’ve been right where I want to be, baby girl. Always.” I give her hip a squeeze, grateful she doesn’t pull away. The life that has been on hold for three years is hers. I have not suffered the way she has. She doesn’t like to talk about what happened to her parents, and I don’t believe she has accepted it.

      She’s hiding from the world. She’s living in fear. She’s always been introverted, but now she’s reclusive. She rarely leaves the apartment. I’m surprised I was able to get her to go to Blossom Ridge with me. I suspect part of the reason she agreed is because she doesn’t like me to leave her alone at home for long periods of time either.

      I’ve encouraged her to talk to me hundreds of times. I’ve asked her to seek outside help. She needs counseling. She refuses every time. Insists she’s fine. She’s not fine, but she fakes it well.

      I have a new worry. What if she isn’t Little but simply hiding behind the idea of being Little so she won’t have to face the world?

      “I… I can’t talk about this right now, Aldric. My brain isn’t firing on all cylinders. I need some space.”

      “I understand. Take all the time you need. I’ll be here for you anytime you’re ready to talk. Day or night. You know that.” How many times have I said that?

      “I do,” she mutters.

      “And, Juliet, if you can’t talk to me, I wish you’d talk to Leah at Blossom Ridge. Maybe she can help you understand what you’re feeling and thinking. You don’t have to talk to her about your parents, but she’s been living in an age-play relationship for a while. She can help you understand what her life looks like. There’s also Amy. You met her too. She lives at the Ridge with her Daddy, Foster.” I hope she’ll take me up on my suggestion and call someone.

      “I’ll think about it,” she whispers.

      I lean over and kiss her temple, lingering a moment, inhaling her deeply, praying that life as I know it isn’t about to end.
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      Juliet

      

      “Shoes, Juliet. You have two minutes to put them on or I’ll do it for you.”

      I groan from my spot on the couch where I’m slouched down under a blanket reading from my ereader. I’ve read about a dozen new books about age play since our awkward confrontation last week. I’ve also spent most of my time hiding from Aldric because I prefer not to face my problems. It’s easier to avoid him.

      Suddenly, his shadow falls over me and he snatches the blanket I’m covered up with right off my body.

      Now he groans. “Juliet, we need to leave. Now. You’re not even dressed.”

      “I’m dressed,” I protest as I push myself to standing. I know I’m not going to win this battle, and I’m not bratty enough to make Aldric late for the class he’s teaching this morning at Blossom Ridge.

      My thin tank top has risen up to expose my midriff, so I tug it down. The only other thing I’m wearing is tight spandex shorts that are low on my hips and high on my thighs.

      In the summer, this is my second wardrobe. Either a leotard or this. It’s winter now, though, and I’m well aware the only reason I’ve been dressing like this lately is to see what kind of reaction I can get out of Aldric.

      His gaze trails down my small frame.

      I watch him closely, looking for signs of sexual interest. I’ve done a lot of research. There are Daddies who simply nurture their Little and there are Daddies who take them to bed. Aldric has made it clear he sees himself as my Daddy, but which kind? This is the burning question. And one I don’t have the guts to ask. I’m afraid of the answer. What if he’s not interested in me that way?

      He grabs my hand and drags me out of the living room, down the hallway, and into my bedroom. Leaving me standing in the middle of my fluffy pink rug, he heads for my closet and returns a moment later with a pale pink sweatsuit.

      Aldric sets the hanger on my bed, shakes out my pants, and squats in front of me. “Come on, Juliet. Don’t fight me.”

      I grab his shoulders and lift first one leg and then the other, letting him pull the pants up and cinch them at my waist. He makes no comment about the fact that I’m not wearing a bra. Hell, I rarely wear a bra. I don’t need one for support. The only use they have is to hide my nipples, which I have no intention of doing.

      Without a word, Aldric helps me into the matching pink jacket, zips it up over my chest, and points toward the bed. “Sit.”

      He grabs socks from my drawer and shoes from the corner of the room and once again squats down in front of me to put them on. As he’s tying them, he glances at me with a smirk. “You’re not going to get a rise out of me by making me dress you myself, Juliet. It’s my pleasure.” He stands. “Let’s go.”

      “Can’t you go without me? I’ll stay here in case someone comes by the studio looking for class times and information.” As if I would ever go downstairs and let a stranger into the studio while I’m home alone. Ha.

      He shakes his head and sets his hands on his hips, staring down at me. “I realize we’re entering new territory together. We have a lot to discuss. You’ve been avoiding me for a week. But I believe I made myself clear last week that I do indeed see myself as your Daddy, and as such, I won’t hesitate to take you over my knee and swat your bottom before we leave.”

      I suck in a breath. How many times have I imagined Aldric spanking me? A million. Now isn’t a good time to test him though. I’m about to make him late.

      He taps his wrist even though he’s not wearing a watch. “Your choice.”

      I decide to push him one more time. “You said I should contact Leah and talk to her if I want. Now, you’re forcing me to.”

      He narrows his gaze. “That was before she found out you were a web designer and she’s in desperate need of some help with their website. It’s a good business association for you, honey. Accept my help making the connection for you and get in the car. I don’t care if you talk to her about being Little or not. Spend the entire time discussing web design if you want.”

      I sigh. He’s right. I know this. Helping Blossom Ridge out with their website makes good business sense because many potential future clients visit their site every week. It would be an amazing reference for me.

      Aldric lifts a brow. “Choose, Juliet. You have until the count of three to get your sweet bottom moving or you’ll find yourself over my knee, making it difficult to sit the rest of the day.”

      I squeeze my knees together. That is the singularly sexiest thing he’s ever said to me in my life. He has no idea what he’s doing to my libido or my tight shorts. I probably should have put panties on, but I prefer to wander around attempting to torment him with my near-nudity.

      So far, he’s given me no indication one way or the other if he cares if I’m dressed appropriately or not. It’s maddening.

      “One…”

      I jump to my feet. “I’m coming,” I groan, stomping past him like the brat I promised myself I would not be today.

      Minutes later, I’m in my thick coat, a hat on my head, gloves on my hands, and Aldric is reaching past me to buckle my seatbelt in the passenger side of his SUV.

      The man has always Daddied me. I realize that now. But this past week he has picked up his game. I’m not the least bit upset by the new development. But that doesn’t mean I’m not concerned. If this man thinks all I want is for him to cook me food, wash my clothes, and make sure I don’t miss any appointments on my calendar, he’s sadly mistaken.

      “How long is your class?” I ask him as he pulls out of the garage at the rear of the studio.

      “Two hours. Just like last week was supposed to be before all the girls had a meltdown.” He grins as he glances at me. “It was fascinating to watch.”

      “It won’t be the same people though, so you should be safe this week,” I point out. Last week’s class was a trial of sorts. It included only people more or less affiliated with the Ridge. Aldric gave me the rundown on everyone I’d met after we left. Leah is the manager’s Little girl. Amy is the chef and also the gardener’s Little girl. Lucy is Roman’s Little. They own the resort. The other two participants were Brea and Stella. They live in Seattle with their Daddies, on the same street apparently. Most of them are members of a Seattle BDSM club called Surrender. I’ve seen it online in my studies.

      If I were an outgoing person with a hell of a lot more courage than I have, I would have visited Surrender at any point in the past several years. But I’m not. And I haven’t.

      Aldric chuckles. “I doubt the Littles have quite so much weighing on their minds ordinarily. Most of the time, Amy and Leah will be the only repeat customers. The rest of the girls will be guests staying at the Ridge that week.”

      I still can’t wrap my mind around the fact that there’s a resort strictly for age play located so close to where we live and work. I’m intrigued and relieved. If nothing else, I’ve felt far less alone for the past week even though I haven’t reached out.

      Sure, my internet search has put me in contact with many different people, but meeting living, breathing Littles in the flesh is far more validating.

      “You can do this, Juliet,” Aldric says gently.

      “I know I can,” I murmur, staring out the window. The truth is I’m excited about meeting with Leah. Beyond excited. But I’m trying not to show it. The odd new bratty attitude has been kind of fun.

      This is huge for me. I don’t like to leave the apartment. This makes twice in a week essentially. In a car on top of that. Usually, when I go somewhere with Aldric, we walk. We live in town. It’s not hard to get places on foot. Even in the snow, we walk.

      I can get into cars. I do it occasionally. Doctor’s appointments and things I can’t avoid. I just don’t like it. I haven’t driven in three years. I don’t shop. I order online. Aldric handles groceries. He either picks them up or has them delivered. Occasionally he convinces me to walk to the store with him.

      I’m well aware we aren’t made of money. I have some school debt still and I haven’t worked hard enough to build up a clientele. But the studio does well and we have my parents’ life insurance. We’re fine. I’m not the kind of person who needs luxurious vacations or makeup.

      When we arrive, I barely have my seatbelt off before Aldric is at my side, holding out a hand and helping me from the car. The driveway is slick, and I nearly slip and fall, but of course, Aldric grabs me by the waist to steady me. “You okay, honey?”

      “Yes. Thank you.” I’m glad when he keeps a firm grip on my hand as we make our way up the steps to the front of the mansion.

      The door opens before we knock, and Leah is standing there, grinning wide. As she steps back, Craig sets his hands on her shoulders. “Welcome. Come on inside. It’s cold out there.”

      Leah claps her hands together. “I’m so glad you’re here. We didn’t get a chance to talk last week. I was meaning to call you.”

      I smile. I feel shockingly comfortable in her presence. She is as kind and welcoming as she was last week. A weight lifts off my shoulders as if stepping into this resort makes me lighter.

      Aldric unzips my coat, tugs off my gloves and hat, and helps me out of the thick bulk. He sets a hand on top of my head and smooths my wispy hair. I’m wearing a long braid, but I have no doubt the static from the hat has made my hair wild.

      “We can go to my office and work while the class is going on,” Leah announces.

      Suddenly I realize I’m causing her to miss her class. She might have been looking forward to it. “Oh.” I turn toward her. “I wasn’t thinking. You probably don’t want to meet with me during the class. You’ll miss out.”

      She shrugs. “It’s okay. Unless you want to join it also? We could put off working until after. Do you have time?” She glances from me to Aldric and back.

      “We have plenty of time,” Aldric informs her. “It’s up to you girls.”

      I lick my lips. “I’m uh… I don’t want to join the class. But you should. I’ll watch. We can work after.”

      Leah shakes her head and waves a hand through the air dismissively. “Don’t even worry about it. I’m a horrible dancer anyway.” She giggles. “Missing one class isn’t going to change anything. Let’s go to my office.” She reaches out to take my hand. “I can also show you around the resort if you want. You didn’t get a tour last week.”

      Aldric sets a hand on my back and smooths it up to the back of my head, giving my braid a slight tug so I’ll look up at him. “Be good. Mind Craig while I’m teaching.” He lifts a brow.

      I swallow and then shock myself when I respond, “Yes, Sir.” I’ve never once said that to him in my life. Something about this resort and the turn our relationship has taken is causing me to slide into a more definitive role as his Little.

      On top of that, this new addition to our dynamic has made my legs weak and my pussy throb even more than when he threatened to spank me less than half an hour ago.

      I hold my breath, my heart racing, as Aldric leans in and kisses my temple before releasing me to pat my butt. “Have fun.”

      I can’t even think straight as Leah lures me deeper into the house. When I glance over my shoulder, Aldric is watching me. He’s smiling. He looks pleased. I feel elated.

      Before I’m fully able to focus, we’re entering Leah’s office. I have no doubt this is her space because it’s feminine and pretty and soft. This is not a man’s office.

      I look around as she drops my hand. “I love your office.”

      “Thanks. I spend a lot of time here, so I like it to be comfortable.” She nods toward a pair of armchairs positioned in front of a fireplace on one wall. They’re white and sized for women, not men.

      I sigh as I drop into one. It’s perfect.

      Leah is slender and about four inches taller than me. She’s wearing black leggings and a hot pink cotton dress with black polka dots. The sleeves are long. She has on hot pink tennis shoes too, and her hair is in two long braids with hot pink bows on the ends. She is fully dressed for the part of a Little.

      “I love your outfit,” I tell her.

      “Thank you. I like yours too. Those sweats look really comfortable.”

      “Thank you.” I feel oddly relaxed even though this should be awkward.

      Movement at the door makes me glance over to see Craig entering. “Do you girls want a fire going?”

      “That would be great, Daddy. Thank you.”

      I wonder how on earth he’s going to accomplish such a thing quickly, but then I grin when he simply turns a knob near the floor next to the fireplace, bringing it instantly to life. It’s gas.

      He stands and comes to Leah, tipping her head back and kissing her gently on the lips. “If you need it higher or lower, call me. Don’t play with the fireplace yourself. Understood?”

      “Yes, Daddy.” She sighs dramatically.

      He lifts a brow. “Watch your attitude unless you want me to spank you in front of your guest.”

      “Yes, Sir,” she says with a lot less sass.

      He kisses her again and then pats her head and smiles at me. “Let me know if you two need anything.” And then he’s gone. He even pulls the door part way shut. Not all the way, but enough to give us some privacy.

      “Are you okay?” Leah asks, making me realize I’m still staring at the door.

      I jerk my head to face her. “Yes. Of course.”

      “You are Little, right? Please tell me I’m not reading you wrong. If I am, I’m terribly sorry. We must be making you incredibly uncomfortable.”

      I shake my head. “No. I mean, yes. I’m, uh, okay, well, I guess I am Little. I mean I only acknowledged that out loud last week when we left here.”

      Her eyes bug out. “Oh my. I’m so sorry.” She flattens a hand to her chest.

      “Don’t worry. It was a good thing. Aldric and I have been skirting around each other for a long time. I’ve been playing the role of Little and him the role of Daddy, but we never discussed it.”

      “Wow. For how long?”

      I wince. “Three years. That’s how long we’ve been living together. My parents died three years ago. I was away at school, but I came home. Aldric was a very close family friend. He moved in to take care of me. And well, he never left.”

      She narrows her gaze. “Are you…romantically involved?” Her hand flies over her mouth and she gasps. “I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t ask you anything so personal. It’s none of my business. Nor does it matter.”

      I give her a small smile. “We’re not,” I mutter.

      “You say that as though you’re not too happy about it.” She’s perceptive.

      “I’m not. Not at all.” I stiffen and glance at the door. “And I’ve never told a soul any of this. I’m not even talkative. Please⁠—”

      She sits up straighter. “I would never break your confidence, Juliet. I want us to be friends. If Aldric is going to come here to teach classes, you and I will probably be seeing a lot of each other. Besides the fact that I really do need help with our website, and I’m so excited to find out you’re a web designer, I want us to be friends first and foremost.”

      Emotions well up inside me. “Thank you. I’d like that. Aldric encouraged me to reach out to you. He knows I’m confused and have dozens of questions, but I didn’t know what to say. So, I didn’t call you.”

      “Well, you’re here now, and I’m so glad.” She smiles warmly.

      I take a breath. “Are you… I mean, obviously, you are, uh, romantically involved with Craig. You’re married, right?”

      She nods. “Yes. Most of the Littles and Daddies who visit us here at Blossom Ridge are couples, but that doesn’t mean every Daddy/Little relationship is romantic. It’s not a rule or anything.”

      I drag my top lip between my teeth and chew on the corner. “I don’t know what Aldric wants,” I admit.

      “But you know what you want, don’t you?” She smiles again.

      I nod. “Yes.” I lower my voice. “I’ve known for a long time.”

      “And you’re afraid to tell him,” she guesses correctly.

      “Yes.”

      “If it took three years to admit you’re in a Daddy/Little relationship, I’d hate to see you wait three more to tell him you want more.”

      I wish that were funny, but it’s not, and she hasn’t said it jokingly. I sigh. “I know.”

      “What’s the worst that can happen if you tell him?” she asks.

      I wring my hands together. “He could turn me down and our relationship would be ruined.”

      She leans forward. “Wouldn’t it be better to know? It has to be eating you up inside.”

      “It’s a wonder any of me is left, actually,” I agree. “But I’m afraid of losing him. I keep rationalizing that it’s better to have any part of him than to say something that makes him leave me.”

      “I can understand that, but it’s not healthy. Aren’t you lonely?”

      “Very. But I’ve been lonely most of my life. I’m used to that feeling. To be honest, I’ve been less alone since Aldric moved in with me than at any other point in my life. Even with my parents. They loved me to pieces, but they never really understood me. At least Aldric seems to get me.”

      “Don’t you have any girlfriends?”

      I wince. “Not really. I never fit in with people. At least in the last few years since I’ve been researching and finding myself, I’ve begun to understand why I don’t fit in with other women my age.”

      She grins. “You’ll fit in perfectly here, Juliet. No matter what happens. You’re always welcome here. Always. I want you to know that. Craig and Roman—the owner of Blossom Ridge—are very protective of Littles. They will go out of their way to help you if you ever need anything.”

      “Thank you.” I’m so choked up I can barely respond.

      “I didn’t mean to make you sad.” Leah jumps up. “Do you want a tour of the resort? Then we can talk about the website.”
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      Aldric

      
      “How was your meeting with Leah?” I ask her on our way home while she’s a captive audience who can’t flee to her room to avoid me.

      She’s been hiding from me all week, and I’ve mostly permitted her retreat because I know she has a lot to think about, and I want her to have all the time she needs, but I’m growing impatient. I miss having her around me more often.

      “Fine.”

      Oh boy. I draw in a breath. “Did she like your website ideas?”

      “Yeah. I think so. She seemed excited.” She fidgets in her seat, making me nervous.

      I suspect she and Leah discussed far more than the website, and I’m glad, but that doesn’t make me less concerned. Everything concerns me nowadays. Things are about to change between us for better or worse.

      We’re tiptoeing around each other. I hate it. I want to pull her into my arms. I want to force her to look me in the eye and talk to me. I want her to be on the same page as me, and the thought that she might not be has me in knots.

      “How was the dance class?” she asks, glancing at me.

      “It was great. I think everyone had fun. That’s what matters. Maybe you can join us next week.”

      She looks out the window, not responding.

      “I know you don’t like to dance in front of other people, and I respect that, Juliet. You know I do. Have I ever once forced you to do something that made you uncomfortable?” I wince. I’m probably going to make her very uncomfortable in the coming days. It’s unavoidable. “With regard to dancing, I mean,” I say to clarify.

      “No, Sir.”

      My God. That’s the second time she’s referred to me as Sir today, and my cock gets hard once again too. Being around Leah probably nudged her Little closer to the surface.

      “I’m going to teach a variety of classes at the Ridge, honey. Some will be yoga. Some will be Pilates. Modern dance. Ballet. Whatever Leah suggests. It’s unlikely I will ever have a room of ringers, baby girl.” I glance at her. If she’s going to call me Sir, I’m going to call her baby girl.

      “I know,” she whispers. “Maybe I’ll join. We’ll see.”

      I reach over and take her hand, giving it a squeeze. “Just think about it. That’s all I’m suggesting. The women taking that class will always be Littles. They aren’t aiming to become prima ballerinas. They’re just having fun, and I want you to have fun too.”

      She nods. “Okay.”

      Headway.

      I pull into the garage behind the studio a few minutes later, park, and round the SUV to help Juliet out. As soon as we’re inside the kitchen, I help her remove her coat, gloves, and hat.

      She starts to walk away from me, and I’m not interested in another silent treatment, so I reach out and wrap an arm around her middle, pulling her back against my front.

      I don’t think I’ve ever held her this close. It feels nice even though she’s stiff in my arms. “We need to talk, baby girl.”

      “I know,” she whispers, not fighting me. “I’m not ready. I need more time.”

      “Okay,” I say softly. “I don’t want to rush you, but I wish you’d tell me what’s on your mind. Maybe I can help you work through your thoughts if you share them.”

      “Or maybe I’ll ruin everything and you’ll leave and I’ll be alone.” She gasps as soon as those words rush out.

      “I’m not going to leave you, baby girl,” I promise. And I mean it. There’s a lot I hope for from this relationship, but I will also take what I can get because the thought of not seeing her every single day in whatever capacity she agrees to makes my stomach churn.

      “You don’t know that,” she insists.

      I kiss the side of her neck. “I do,” I whisper in her ear, watching her reaction to my contact closely. “Tell me what you need that you’re not getting, baby girl, and it’s yours.” I’m pushing her. Hopefully not too far.

      “You give me everything. You do everything for me. How could I possibly need more?”

      I draw in a slow breath. Fuck. “People can always want more, honey.”

      She squirms against me. “Can I go now?”

      I sigh and release her, watching as she takes my heart with her to flee the room as fast as possible. I flinch seconds later when her door shuts. Dammit.

      I don’t have time to prod her anymore today anyway. I have a class at three that has too many toddlers in it. I’m going to need to hire someone else to help me at least a few times a week for these younger classes.

      I glance at the hallway. It would be nice if Juliet would join me, but I won’t ask. If she wanted to teach ballet classes, she would have told me so. I don’t think she’s ever taught a class.

      I have a few applications. The spot would be easy to fill. A high school student in one of my advanced classes could easily help with the toddlers. I keep putting it off for some reason.

      Because things with Juliet feel rockier than ever, I’m not interested in focusing on hiring help right now. I need to worry about how to approach Juliet about her vision for our future before I can breathe fully.

      I head downstairs to turn up the heat and prepare for this afternoon’s classes, leaving Juliet in her room to do work on her computer or read or whatever else she does in there. My heart is weighing heavily, but I need to shrug it off for now and focus on the studio. When tonight’s classes are over, then I’ll permit myself to sulk some more.

      It’s what I do. I sulk. I sit in the living room late at night after Juliet has gone to bed and wallow in my self-pity.

      Five hours later, as I climb the stairs to the living quarters, I breathe in the scent of food. Food? Juliet never cooks. She almost always waits for me to cook for her after classes are over even though we eat dinner quite late.

      Occasionally, if she’s too hungry, she pops a frozen dinner in the microwave.

      For this reason, I’m stunned when I step into the kitchen to find her standing at the sink, her back to me, the water running. The table is set and not one but two frozen dinners are sitting on place mats. That’s what I smell.

      I can’t help but grin, but when I shift my gaze back to my Little girl who hasn’t noticed my entrance yet, I inhale slowly. Why does she insist on roaming around wearing so little clothing? It’s mind-boggling and it makes my cock ache.

      Is she so naïve that she can’t see her beauty and how it affects me? Or does she do it on purpose to goad me? These are the
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"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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