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        A long time fan of Lee Child’s Jack Reacher novels and Matthew Reilly’s fast-paced stories,  ex-Army Reservist and Queensland author Frank H Jordan penned his own high-action thriller series, inspired by the brave men and women of the Australian Defence Force.

        Enter, ex-Special Forces soldier Jo Modeen.

      

      

      
        
        Modeen: Strikeforce is the ninth instalment in the thrilling Jo Modeen series.

      

        

      
        The books in the series are available as paperbacks, ebooks, and 3-book box sets from your favourite online retailer, and as a 6-book collection from selected online stores. The first 3 books in the series are also available as audio books.
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        Rescue the captured pilots … alive

      

        

      
        When two American A10 Hogs and a British Apache helicopter are shot down in Afghanistan and the pilots captured, the Taliban’s ruthless Red Group publicly celebrates the triumph and begins making demands.

        The British and American military respond with forceful intent, with the British particularly anxious to re-acquire their pilots … alive. They trust the rescue mission to a squad of top British SAS soldiers, while the Americans send in the deadly US Night Stalkers to recover the captives. It’s an impressive strikeforce,

        but will it be enough?
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      ‘Yay!’ In the rear of the US Caiman mine-resistant ambush protected vehicle, the soldiers’ cheers rose above the deafening boom.

      From the front seat an American voice bellowed over the two-way radio, ‘HOLD YOUR POSITIONS. We’ve just hit another IED.’

      ‘No kidding,’ one of the soldiers quipped.

      The man beside him dug him in the ribs. ‘Another one down. C’mon, time to stretch our legs.’

      Leading a convoy of three British Mastiff troop carriers, the Caiman was navigating a trade route east through the tail end of the Hindu Kush mountains, intending to hook-up with the main road south of Qalate-e Gilzay. With the solid multi-wheeled mine roller attached to the front of the vehicle, the Caiman’s job was to trundle slowly at the head of the convoy, detonating any IEDs encountered along the way.

      Despite the deadly provocation, and the stifling, late afternoon humidity inside the heavily armoured vehicle, the mood among the troops on board was jovial. The sudden and loud interruption to their journey, one hundred and twenty kilometres south-east of Kandahar near the Pakistan border, was simply par for the course, confirmation their presence there was not in vain.

      A British version of the American Cougar MRAP, the Mastiffs were wider but slightly shorter than the Caiman. All were heavily armoured, six-wheel-drive troop carriers, and while they provided superior protection for their occupants, they weren’t renowned for speed or comfort.

      The troops inside the Caiman knew the drill. Only major repairs after an IED strike would be attended to on the spot. Minor damage could wait for the safety and confines of home base. Normal procedure was to let the dust settle, check for any ongoing threats, and after the all-clear was given, inspect the roller for damage before continuing the journey.

      This time normal procedure didn’t apply.

      The troops roused inside, eager to get out and stretch their legs, only to freeze when bullets ricocheted off the convoy. A barrage of heavy arms fire followed, with the rear Mastiff taking most of the hits. Inside the vehicle, the British soldiers crowded the small, bulletproof windows as they sought to locate their aggressors.

      Clouds of dust engulfed the convoy as it was rocked by multiple fire from high on the ridges on both sides of the narrow valley. From their concealed vantage points Taliban forces sent a torrent of bullets from a pair of Soviet ZPU-1, fourteen point five millimetre, anti-aircraft machine guns.

      Working the controls of the remote weapons stations inside the Mastiffs, the British gunners swung the top-mounted turrets, preparing to engage the enemy. Even after switching their displays to thermal imaging, they struggled to get a solid lock on their targets through the thickening blanket of dust. In a desperate attempt they fired off a barrage of rounds hoping to hit, or at least subdue, the hostiles.

      In the Caiman the commanding officer’s voice boomed over the radio. ‘Tarin Base, this is Miner Three.’ His tone was controlled but urgent. ‘We are pinned down and under heavy fire. Repeat. We are under heavy fire and require immediate assis—’

      BOOM!

      The CO slumped forward as a high-explosive, anti-tank grenade slammed into the Caiman. The vehicle rocked on its suspension, its heavily reinforced slat armour cage dispersing most of the missile’s kinetic energy. The soldiers inside shielded their ears and braced themselves against the deafening impact.

      ‘Miner three, this is Tarin Base,’ a voice rapped over the radio. ‘We have two Hogs inbound, ETA ten minutes. Repeat. Two Hogs inbound, ETA ten minutes.’

      

      At the forward controls of a British Apache helicopter, the red-headed co-pilot/gunner called, ‘Ten? We can be there in eight!’

      Above and behind him in the pilot’s seat, Major Simon Hastings shook his head. ‘Our mission is to patrol the border, then report back to Camp Bastian. We’re under strict orders NOT to engage the enemy unless we are compromised.’

      ‘But we’re closer to the conflict, and can provide assistance.’

      ‘They have two A10 Thunderbolts on the way. We should leave it to the Americans.’

      ‘Our lads and allies are in that convoy, Major.’

      ‘Not our mission, Captain.’

      ‘You’re forcing me to pull rank.’

      A charged silence followed, then Hastings shook his head again. ‘Not a good idea, Captain. Her Majesty would not be amused.’

      ‘Leave Granny to me.’

      ‘You have nothing to prove. Simply being here has earned you the respect of the troops. You don’t have to take unnecessary risks.’

      ‘It’s not unnecessary. We have troops under fire and are in position to provide air support.’ When Hastings didn’t respond, the young captain sighed. ‘If I wasn’t … who I am, would you be hesitating?’ At the major’s continued silence he went on, his tone low but determined. ‘I’m here to do a job like everyone else, so stop seeing me as royalty. Besides, if we’re not going to utilise this lethal bit of kit we’re riding in, what the hell is it good for?’ When he still didn’t receive a reply, he barked, ‘Do I have to take control of this chopper?’

      The major blew a long breath. ‘Just remember,’ he said slowly, ‘this was your idea.’

      ‘Of course. Now, let’s go help our lads.’

      As the aircraft banked and sped toward the skirmish, the young gunner activated the Longbow weapons system. Linking the gunnery sight to his helmet control, he fixed the monocular targeting lens over his right eye. Below him, the front-mounted Boeing thirty-millimetre chain gun swivelled, whined into life, and began mimicking his helmet’s movements.

      The major called their approach over the comms. ‘Tarin Base, this is Ugly Three-six. We are rendering assistance to taskforce under fire, approaching from the south-west.’

      ‘Roger that, Ugly Three-six. We have you on radar.’

      The gunner called, ‘They should be on the other side of this ridge.’

      ‘The two A10s are already banking around, preparing to line up the valley.’ Hastings looked up from his radar to engage the infrared jammer and the black hole suppression system that would mask the chopper’s signature. ‘We’ll mop up after they’ve completed their run. I’ll manoeuvre us into a better position.’

      

      Lieutenant Colonel William ‘Trip’ Paxton the Third flipped the A10’s master arm switch to ON, and glanced over his shoulder.

      His wingman, major John ‘Ironman’ Starkey was on his six, two hundred metres back.

      Ahead, Paxton saw flashes of small weapons fire coming from the base of the mountains on both sides of the convoy. ‘I’ll run down the right, Ironman,’ he barked over the comms, ‘you go left.’

      ‘Roger that, Trip. On your seven o’clock, ready to plough the field.’

      Both jets dropped to three hundred feet and powered up the valley.

      

      Inside the Apache, the two Brits eyed the under-fire convoy as the A10s approached from the other side of the valley. When the chopper’s Longbow weapons system identified and locked on to the enemy and his display lit up with multiple targets, the young captain cursed under his breath, ‘Bloody hell.’

      Above him, Hastings yelled, ‘The Vityaz! Take out the Vityaz first.’

      Calling over the comms, ‘Ugly Three-six. Fox one,’ the gunner released a Hellfire missile. The instant the missile left the chopper’s stub-wing pylon rail, he switched to CRV-7 rockets and engaged the closest of the ZPU-1 anti-aircraft machine guns.

      Two kilometres back Paxton heard the captain’s call and saw the hellfire missile streak across the valley ahead, its on-board computer guiding the weapon toward a Vityaz surface-to-air defence platform high up on the ridge.

      At a sudden flash of flame from his side of the valley, Paxton instantly switched his focus to deploying countermeasures. As he rolled the aircraft to the right, a Stinger heat-seeking missile streaked past his portside.

      He swore under his breath, and when his heads-up display locked onto another Vityaz, he fired off a Maverick. ‘Hog one. Fox Three.’ After banking sharply to avoid the mountain, he glanced back to check on his wingman.

      What he saw was a fireball as the other jet crashed into the opposite ridge.

      Yelling, ‘Ironman!’ he scanned the sky, checking for a parachute.

      There wasn’t one.

      His wingman hadn’t ejected.

      Gritting his teeth, Paxton sent his A10 skyward, putting it into a tight half-loop and rolling off the top. Diving back down the valley, he set the seven barrels of the aircraft’s ‘Avenger’ Gatling gun in motion and called, ‘Hog one. Fox four.’ The HUD display became a green blur as he strafed the ridge side, the jet shaking violently as the gun spewed huge armour-piercing rounds at a rate of sixty-five per second.

      The thunderous deluge of weapons fire continued, explosions flashing like lightning through the blanket of smoke and dust engulfing the valley. In the rear pilot’s seat of the Apache, Major Hastings joined his gunner in cycling through the chopper’s arsenal. While still a safe distance from the conflict, he launched two more hellfire missiles. They vanished into the smoky dust cloud to his right, just as an explosion and fireball erupted on his left, making him suck in a breath.

      Squinting to see in the glare of the fireball, he glimpsed an A10 burst through the smoke, its tail section gone and its fuselage on fire. As the aircraft spiralled out of control its canopy jettisoned in a shower of sparks. A split second later the ejector seat sent the pilot rocketing skyward. As he reached the apex, his chute opened and Trip floated earthward amid the chaos.

      In the Apache the gunner pointed to the descending chute and called, ‘We need to get him out of there.’

      Hastings took a quick check of his targeting radar. The air assault had taken out the Taliban’s heavy weapons platforms, and the convoy was handling the remaining ground offensive. Barking, ‘Keep the thirty mil at the ready,’ he powered the chopper toward the falling parachute, taking care to keep the Apache low, hugging the terrain.

      His gunner engaged the Avenger. Munitions fire at the foot of the distant ridge had him returning a volley of high explosive rounds from the chain gun. He waited for the dust to settle before announcing, ‘Should be clear to collect him.’

      Their gazes followed the downward floating parachute, the body beneath it hanging limp, unmoving. After ploughing into the earth, the pilot was dragged several metres before the chute collapsed.

      ‘He’s either dead or unconscious,’ Hastings ground out. ‘If you can drag him onto one of our pylons, I’ll take us to higher ground.’ As he spoke, the chopper passed low over a patch of sagebrush shrubs.

      From inside a concealed fox-hole a pair of eyes followed the chopper’s movements. Then a figure emerged from the pit like a sand spider springing from its lair, covered in dirt and dust. Going down on one knee, the man shook off the tattered blanket covering his RPG and hoisted the weapon to his shoulder. At close to point-blank range he fired the weapon, sending an armour-piercing grenade ripping through the Apache’s tail section.

      Inside the cockpit, pilot and gunner braced as the chopper spiralled out of control and then slammed into the ground. Its four blades shattered on impact and its portside wing tore from the fuselage as the downed chopper came to rest on its side.

      

      Sharp metallic bangs and thumps above him had the gunner’s eyes blinking open, to focus on two armed hostiles perched on his side canopy. They were attempting to open the handle lock, stomping on it with their sandaled feet. The young captain instinctively reached for his SA80 assault rifle, only to pause when another option occurred to him. Raising an arm to shield his head, he used the other to reach for the canopy master switch.

      And pushed home the mechanism.

      An instant later the cockpit’s four side windows exploded outwards, jettisoning the two insurgents twenty feet into the air.

      The gunner didn’t wait to see them hit the ground. With one hand on his sidearm, he scrambled out to check on the major. Ducking into the pilot’s compartment, he yelled, ‘Simon. Si!’ At a waft of jet fuel, he unbuckled the unresponsive major and dragged him from the aircraft. After removing his helmet, he pressed an ear to Hastings’ chest. Finding a heartbeat, he sat back on his haunches with a relieved grunt.

      At a sound from behind he spun around, to glimpse the butt of an AK47.

      Followed by a sudden, sharp pain to his head.

      A shower of sparks before his eyes.

      And blackness.
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      Luke ‘Spooky’ Jackson arched an eyebrow. ‘After all the crap the media and the Australian Defence Force put us through with that war crimes BS,’ he muttered darkly, ‘now they want our help?’

      NatSec team leader Ben Logan eyed him and crossed his brawny arms. ‘Just to be clear, we’re not being ordered to undertake this assignment. If we do take it on it’ll be on a voluntary basis, and independent of the ADF.’

      While the men kept their voices low, the intensity of the discussion was obvious.

      ‘So we wouldn’t be going in as soldiers?’

      ‘We’d look like soldiers and squawk like soldiers, but we’d answer to NatSec, not the ADF.’ Ben’s words helped diffuse the charged atmosphere in the hospital room.

      Unconsciously mimicking his boss, Spooky crossed his arms. ‘Let me get this straight. To retrieve the captured pilots of two A10s and an Apache chopper shot down in Afghanistan, the Yanks have sent in their Kentucky Night Stalkers and the British have deployed their elite SAS.’ At Ben’s brusque nod he continued. ‘And those two teams haven’t been heard from since tracking the insurgents through the Southern Hindu Kush mountains.’

      Ben nodded again. ‘That’s the gist.’

      ‘And now they want us to go in, to search for and recover the pilots?’

      ‘Correct.’

      Seeing Spooky flop back in his chair, Troy ‘Wolf’ Wolverton drawled from the hospital cot, ‘What makes ’em think we can do any better?’

      ‘We’ve been through those mountains on deployment, and we know how the Taliban operates.’ Ben paused. ‘This time, as civilian operatives, we wouldn’t be bound by the ADF’s rules of engagement, but we would be able to call on them for support. Their latest drones and surveillance satellites would be at our disposal.’

      Spooky sat forward again. ‘Are they sure it’s the Taliban we’d be up against? The militia we fought back in the day were a bunch of undisciplined misfits. They had the numbers, sure, but their heaviest weapons were RPGs, or IEDs at best. Sometimes they’d get lucky. But the downing of two A10s, an Apache, and taking out a squad of US Stalkers and British SAS? That’s way out of their league.’

      Ben exhaled audibly. ‘It’s been confirmed that one of the A10s was downed by a Vityaz, the other by a Stinger missile.’

      ‘My point exactly.’ Spooky punctuated the statement with a raised finger. ‘Equipment way too sophisticated for the Taliban … at least, the Taliban we knew back then. And while trafficking opium is no doubt a lucrative fundraiser for them, they’d have to move huge quantities to afford a billion dollar Vityaz SAM system, or US Stingers at fifty grand a pop. Which begs the question … how did they get hold of Stingers in the first place? I’m sure the Yanks wouldn’t have handed them over, not for any amount of money.’

      ‘I can tell you how they got hold of the missiles, but that’s a story for another day.’ Ben shook his head. ‘We need to focus on what’s important now. We’ll be dealing with a new, elite breed of Taliban calling themselves the Red Group. They’re better funded, equipped, trained, and organised than the riff-raff we knew. And their raids are becoming increasingly cunning and frequent.’

      Spooky blew a raspberry. ‘Red Group … definitely sounds Russian, not middle-eastern.’

      Ignoring the comment, Ben continued. ‘The Red Group, “Sara Kheta” in their native tongue, was first encountered at Sangin near Lashkar Gah. While we’re not sure of their numbers, we know this particular group took part in the battle of Darzab. They’re extremely mobile, and have made decisive strikes on Allied bases across Afghanistan, using the latest night-vision equipment and weaponry. They were also responsible for the raid on Camp Bastion, where five Harrier jump jets were severely damaged and two Allied soldiers killed.’

      Wolf frowned. ‘I thought Bastion was supposed to be impregnable?’

      ‘The camp has thirty foot-high steel fences topped with concertina razor wire,’ Ben replied. ‘Watch towers every hundred metres, ground and motion sensors, infrared and thermal imaging cameras, and a radar designed to detect human or aircraft movements from twenty miles out. This level of security is the only reason the British royal family allowed one of its members to serve in Afghanistan. It was considered a safe posting.’

      Ben paused to let that piece of information sink in before going on. ‘This Taliban group uses commando-style tactics, and is proficient at night combat especially on their own turf. They captured the hostages at the southern end of the mountain range, more than five hundred miles from Tora Bora in the White Mountains.’

      ‘Didn’t the Yanks bomb the shit out of Tora Bora and raid those caves when they went after bin Laden?’

      ‘Correct, Spook. That was almost ten years ago now, after the nine-eleven attacks.’

      ‘Jawbreaker,’ Wolf interjected. ‘Wasn’t that the code name for the special forces group the Yanks sent in?’

      Ben nodded. ‘The airstrikes they called in lasted over seventy hours. After hammering the mountains with daisy cutters and laser-guided bombs, a squadron of Delta Force operatives was sent in to clean up any remaining al Qaeda militia. As we know, they missed bin Laden himself, but were successful in crippling his operations and ousting al Qaeda from Tora Bora. After the dust settled and the US forces left, the Taliban moved in and made some excavations of their own. It’s believed the existing mountain caves were enlarged and new interconnecting tunnels bored. It’s also believed they have huge weapon stockpiles located deep in those caves.’

      ‘Sounds like a job for the Cu Chi Tunnel Rats,’ Spooky quipped.

      Ben’s expression remained serious. ‘I doubt the network of tunnels would be anywhere near as vast as those found under Ho Chi Minh City. For one thing, the mountain terrain is denser and rockier, which makes digging a lot more difficult.’ He paused and shook his head. ‘Look, we’re getting off track here.’

      ‘And a bit ahead of ourselves.’ Wolf frowned. ‘How do we know the captured pilots are even still alive?’

      Taking out his mobile, Ben flicked through to a screen and then handed the phone to Wolf. ‘The Taliban is demanding a complete withdrawal of all Allied forces.’

      Spooky leaned in to peer at the screen as Wolf clicked the triangular icon to start the video. In the footage, a red-headed British captain sat strapped to a chair in the centre of a modern, well-appointed apartment. The young man’s head hung forward, his unshaven chin resting on his torn, soiled, and blood-stained combat shirt. The two uniformed soldiers in chairs on either side of him appeared to be in similar physical condition, their limp bodies sagging forward from the restraining straps.

      A turban-clad Afghan elder stepped into view sporting a menacing sneer above the grey, untrimmed beard on his weathered face. Dressed in traditional desert garb, the elder wore a bandolier of bullets slung sash-style across his chest, the muzzle of a Russian AK74 visible over one shoulder. Grabbing a handful of red hair, he reefed back the captain’s head as the camera zoomed in.

      Although bloodied and bruised, the young man’s face was instantly recognisable.

      After letting go of his captive’s head, the elder turned and approached the camera. With his cold, dark eyes taking up most of the screen, he spat in broken English, ‘We have dis royal pig, and your infidel pilots. If you want dem back alive, you will pull your troops out of Afghanistan and agree to our demands. You have two weeks.’

      Turning, he took up position beside the captives. ‘No tricks! Death waits in the dark for who dares defy us.’ As he spoke, he threw a handful of what looked like small pieces of cloth at the camera.

      When the pieces bounced off the lens and fell to the floor, the camera zoomed in on them.

      Twelve in total.

      Six olive green, with AIRBORNE written in capitals above a black Fairbairn-Sykes dagger with upswept wings forming a spearhead. The remaining six, in camo-print cloth, sported silver down-facing swords and gold wings, with Who Dares Wins written across their base.

      ‘Night Stalker and British SAS shoulder badges,’ Spooky muttered grimly. ‘And his pun is an insult to both units. “Death waits in the dark” is the Night Stalkers’ motto.’

      Wolf growled, ‘What other demands is he talking about?’

      ‘They want more Stingers, M72s, and the list goes on,’ Ben said flatly.

      Wolf gave a grunt. ‘You realise they’ll only keep the hostages alive until they get what they want.’

      ‘Of course. They can’t be trusted.’ Ben raised his chin. ‘Which is why a small, highly specialised strikeforce is needed to handle this assignment. Jack has approved my putting together just such a squad, and heading over there.’

      Spooky eyed him. ‘You’re going too?’

      ‘I am.’

      ‘How does Emily feel about that?’

      Ben took his time answering. ‘That war crimes crap didn’t just impact me. While the allegations were proven false and I was cleared of any wrong-doing, the media onslaught has taken a heavy toll.’ He hung his head. ‘Emily … needed some space. She and Chelsea have been staying with her parents for the last few months.’

      Spooky gave a sombre, ‘Oh,’ while Wolf lowered his gaze.

      ‘As you blokes know, sitting around waiting is not my style.’ Ben raised his head. ‘And undertaking a rescue mission that might also rid the world of more terrorists, is as good a distraction for me as any.’

      ‘But don’t you want to stick around, in case your family … you know … needs you?’

      ‘Discussion over, Spook. I’m going.’

      Spooky raised his hands in surrender but said sharply, ‘Shouldn’t we be discussing this assignment as a team? Hear what Modeen and Bugs have to say about it?’

      Wolf gave a resigned sigh as Ben replied, ‘They’ve already made their call. They’re on the ground in Afghanistan, on recon.’

      Spooky threw his hands in the air. ‘Well, you could’ve led with that.’ He turned to Wolf. ‘And you could’ve given me a heads-up, buddy. I take it you’re obviously on-board with this too?’

      Bending to rub the back of his injured leg, Wolf drawled, ‘Headin’ over there, soon as I finish this damn rehab.’

      Spooky turned to Ben. ‘Right. Well you’re not going without me.’
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      The azure-blue burkas made the three Afghan women appear wraith-like as they glided single file through the Ayouby market. Covered head-to-toe, arms tucked by their sides, they wove between the thickening mass of bustling early morning shoppers and hagglers.

      The usual din of Safar music and raised voices rose above the three storey, sand-coloured, U-shaped building enclosing the Kandahar market place. On the ground level, tightly packed open shopfronts lined both sides of the central lane. Above them, overhead pedways connected the building’s central level at various intervals.

      As the three women made their way from the southern entrance, a fourth azure-blue burka joined the rear of the small procession. Hunched over, the fourth figure shuffled along, stumbling more than once, giving the appearance of someone advanced in age.

      ‘Can you even see where you’re goin’?’ Barry Pritchard’s voice over the comms was laced with amusement.

      The whispered reply was all frustration. ‘Only what’s directly in front of me, Bugs. Why do you think I’ve joined this line of women?’

      ‘You’re layin’ on the old lady shuffle a bit thick aren’t you?’

      ‘Not by choice. This damn burka is itchy, hot, and so short I have to stoop, which makes me trip on the hem. And don’t get me started on how the hood restricts my vision.’

      He gave a bark of laughter. ‘That’ll teach you for being so tall.’

      ‘It seemed a good choice of disguise at the time.’ After turning her head first to one side and then the other and straining to see through the narrow, meshed rectangular opening, she gave an audible exhale. ‘Nah, this is hopeless. I’m going to park up and launch a drone.’

      ‘Roger that. I’ll see if I can get to higher ground.’ Bugs paused to scratch at his face. ‘Talking about itchy, you should try wearing one of these beards.’

      ‘Any time you want to swap the beard for a burka, just say the word.’

      ‘Hah! Modeen with a beard. Somehow I can’t see that workin’.’

      Spotting a quiet space between two stalls, Modeen shuffled toward it. She was about to seat herself when a yell of, ‘Tersha! Tersha!’ preceded a sharp whack to the back of her head. She instinctively reached for her concealed weapon, but stayed her hand on glimpsing her attacker through the mesh opening in her hood.

      The grimy-faced stall holder continued yelling and shoving, gesturing for her to move on.

      Cowering as would be expected of an elderly woman, she let out a hoarse, ‘Arrgh,’ and shuffled further along to another spot. After a quick glance around she crossed her legs and lowered herself, to sit with her back against a wall. Unchallenged, she spent a few minutes watching the crowds bustling past. Once satisfied she wouldn’t be disturbed, she pulled a matchbox-sized container from beneath her burka and carefully opened it.

      A tiny nano-drone slid onto her lap. Brown in colour with
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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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