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        Never forget the the most powerful force on earth is love.
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      Desiree Jones took to the ice for the last performance of her professional career.  The lights dimmed, and a hush fell over the crowd.  Over fifteen thousand fans were in the seats, all waiting in anticipation of watching history happen right before their eyes.  After fifteen years as a professional figure skater, Desiree was retiring.

      As she skated to the center of the rink, she appreciated the cool air brushing against her skin.  It helped her keep the tears at bay.  Because, while she was ready to start the next phase of her life, such big changes could be scary.

      The pre-dawn workouts and hours on the ice perfecting routines had come to an end. No more tumbling classes with her trainer, or hitting the gym to lift weights—all before putting in countless hours on the ice perfecting routines.  That would be behind her after this.

      Once she made it into position, a bright spotlight shone on her, alerting the audience to her presence.  Collective, deafening cheers rang out in the arena, almost drowning out the opening chords of her music. When she began gliding across the ice, moving her body through the choreographed routine, the audience quieted.

      Allowing the music to flow through her, Desiree lifted her arms gracefully just as the melody changed and the violin-filled classical tune transitioned into a different song with a thrumming drum beat.  A cheer went up from the crowd, because they knew what the change meant.  The delicate, graceful segment of her routine was done.  It was time for the gravity-defying acrobatics, which earned her national attention at the tender age of eight.

      The skirt of her costume whipped against her thick thighs as she built up speed.  After she reached the desired velocity, she turned to skate backward.  Then, she jumped, elevating her body.  Her leg kicked out, rotating, so that she landed facing forward on one skate.  The Falling Leaf was her warm-up.  What followed, were a series of flips typical for gymnasts.

      Desiree was determined to leave it all on the ice.  She moved around the rink so fast, the air hit her face with the same impact she’d expect from sticking her head out the window of a speeding car.

      At one with the rhythm piping through the speakers, she went into her signature move—a backflip followed by a second flip, performing a split in the air and landing on one skate.  It was a modification of the trick made famous by one of her skating idols, the great Surya Bonaly.  The powerhouse French skater was one of the few Black faces Desiree saw in the sport during her youth.

      When her blade touched the ice, the screams and applause succeeded in drowning out the music.  Desiree’s renowned footwork took her to the center of the ice, where she ended her routine in a spin with her arms lifted and one finger pointed toward the rafters.  Smiling so hard her cheeks ached, Desiree bowed in front of the sold-out crowd.

      Custom earbuds piped the tune right into her ears.  They were a tremendous help in times like these.  While they were illegal in competition, during entertainment performances, they were life-savers—drowning out the crowd’s noise once the team turned up the volume of her music.

      The footwork she performed was second nature.  Her mother always said she was born with skates on her feet.  Executing the standard leaps and twirls, she reminded those in attendance why she was always a medal contender when she competed in international settings.  There was no denying her flawless technique.

      While she heard the announcer listing her accolades and applauding her performance, she devoted her attention to the thousands of people who had shown up to share in this pivotal moment in her life.

      Gliding around the rink, she waved to the fans as youth skaters entered to collect the flowers being thrown onto the ice.  Picking up an armful herself, Desiree waved to the crowd as tears streamed down her face.

      After one last loop around the ice, she exited.  Standing on the other side of the door were her parents and her long-time agent.  The small group swarmed Desiree before she had time to cover even one of her blades. Smiling through tears, Desiree’s mother engulfed her in a hug.

      “You were amazing, baby!  Your father and I are so proud of you.”

      Accepting the warmth of her mother’s embrace, Desiree dropped the brave front she put on for the fans.  Her face crumpled as she thought of walking away from this aspect of her career.  Fear of the unknown had become a monster of its own.

      Desiree looked forward to running her nonprofit. Flight helped children who hadn’t had the same opportunities she’d had.  But, that responsibility—even self-imposed—was daunting.

      Walking through the hallway, she listened with half an ear to the chatter from her agent and parents.  That was until her agent said something about a possible large donor waiting for her to change.

      “Desi, don’t forget.  I messaged you earlier about a potentially large donor for Flight.  With your transition from being on the ice, we have to find new avenues for sponsorship to keep the funds coming in.”

      Fighting to keep a frown from dipping her brow, Desiree looked at Kent for more information.

      “Who is it again?”

      “You didn’t read my email, did you?”

      She most definitely did not.

      Lifting an eyebrow, Desiree tilted her head to the side and grinned.

      “Of course, I read your email—along with the 83 others that were in my inbox this morning.  I just need you to refresh my memory.”

      “Troy Michaelson is the potential donor waiting to meet you.  He’s the owner and CEO of Niche Salom.  Very deep pockets, who’s here to gift you with some of it.”

      Snapping her fingers, Desiree made another attempt to look excited.  She was quite positive she had failed when Kent looped his arm through hers, walking her toward the changing area.  They left her parents behind as he filled her in, reminding her she needed to hurry.

      “You know filthy-rich people don’t like to be kept waiting.  So, please don’t dawdle.”

      “I hear you; no dawdling.”

      Pushing into her little changing area, Desiree worked to refocus on what Kent told her.

      As much as she detested schmoozing, Desiree would do it.  For the children, she’d endure far more than she would if it were just for herself.  Hurrying through her post-performance routine, she exited the changing area wearing a comfortable tracksuit and gym shoes.  With her bag thrown over one shoulder, she made her way to the guest suites.

      Desiree hoped the meeting wouldn’t take long.  Her castmates were throwing her a retirement party at her favorite restaurant.  Before she made it to the suite, she heard a masculine voice drifting into the hallway through the gap in the open door.

      “Yes, the show is over.  I’m waiting for the Ice Queen to make her appearance.”

      Desiree’s steps faltered, and she stopped.  Since the door wasn’t all the way open, she couldn’t see the owner of the voice, and due to the angle, he shouldn’t be able to see her.

      “It was fine, if you like that kind of thing.”  There were a few moments of silence where she thought he’d ended the call, but he spoke again.

      “I told her agent I wanted to make a personal donation to her charity.  So, I’m sure she’ll show.”  More silence.  Then, the man spoke again.  This time, his voice had a harder edge.  He didn’t yell, but he might as well have.

      “Why would you say something like that?  I have no interest in that woman whatsoever.  Nothing about her appeals to me in the slightest.”

      Desiree was glad she hadn’t entered the room because she wouldn’t have been able to hide the anger heating her face.

      How dare he?

      Since when did her physical appearance have anything to do with whether someone made a donation?  She wasn’t a prostitute.  There had never been an exchange of favors, actual or implied, when people gave money to her organization.

      “Listen, I don’t have time for this.  They told me she would be up any minute now.  I’ll let you know what she says.”

      Desiree turned on her heel to walk away.  She didn’t care who he was or what he was offering.  She wouldn’t speak to him.  As she made it to the corner of the hallway, Macy intercepted her. The acting CEO of Desiree’s non-profit, Flight, was all smiles as she approached Desiree.

      “Oh, there you are.  Come on.  Mr. Michaelson has been waiting for you for over half an hour.”

      Looping her arm through Desiree’s, Macy hustled her back toward the last place she wanted to be.  She couldn’t even bring herself to put on the mask of politeness she managed to drum up in these situations.

      “Mr. Michaelson!  So sorry to keep you waiting.”

      Macy’s smile was so bright, Desiree was surprised it didn’t give the man a sunburn.  Tugging Desiree along with her, she stopped just shy of invading his personal space.  Memories of the phone call she overheard kept Desiree from appreciating his handsomeness, but he was too attractive to be ignored outright.

      “This is Desiree Jones.  She’s the founder of Flight, and as of Monday morning, she’ll take over the reins full-time as CEO.”

      “It's a pleasure to meet you in person, Miss Jones.”

      Desiree looked at the hand extended for her to shake.  It was amazing how polite and affable his voice sounded in comparison to the way he’d spoken about her on the phone—when he thought she couldn’t hear him.

      With reluctance, she gave his hand a perfunctory shake, releasing his digits almost as fast as she touched them.  She didn’t return his pleasantries.  Macy’s phone rang, and she stepped away to answer it, leaving Desiree alone with the last man she wanted to speak with.

      “Well, Miss Jones.  Excellent final performance this evening.”  He offered her a smile, which, had she not heard his conversation, Desiree would’ve thought was genuine.

      “Thank you.”

      Her reply was as dry as she felt.  Looking at her watch, she decided she couldn’t do it.  She couldn’t even fake her way through it.

      “Listen, Mr. Michaelson.  I’m not sure what you and Macy have discussed, but Flight won’t be able to accept your donation.  I’m sorry for inconveniencing you with the wait.  Have a good evening.”

      Desiree didn’t care one way or the other if his evening was good.  She guessed that a little of the social graces she had been taught slipped through.  Ignoring the way his whiskey-colored eyes widened, she turned on her heel and left.  Behind her, she heard Macy calling her name, but she didn’t stop.

      Desiree was done with people scrutinizing her body.  She’d endured it for the entirety of her skating career.  She’d be damned if she’d allow it to infiltrate this part of her life as well.
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      Two years later

      

      “Excuse me.  What?”

      Heat flooded Desiree’s face as she looked at the computer screen while listening to Jazmine, their accounting intern, go over the latest report from the finance team.  In a mysterious coincidence, the person who should’ve been giving the report was absent.  Now Desiree understood why.  Hannah Walters had robbed Flight blind.

      The report stated that the amount in their operating account was less than twenty thousand dollars.  According to the last statement, there should have been several times that amount there.  What the hell?

      A ball of anxiety formed in her stomach.  She could call her attorney to begin working on getting the money back, but that was a long-term plan.  What would they do short term?  Take out a loan using the building as collateral?  Desiree didn’t want any loans.  She’d been so proud to pay the building off prior to her retirement.

      Taking out a loan against it would taint that achievement.  But she’d have to do something.  The expenses for the complex would drain those funds in less than two months.  Thankfully, the accounts covering salary and benefits remained intact.

      What the hell was she going to do?

      She pulled her reeling thoughts back from the edge long enough to notice Jazmine standing to the side of her desk, wringing her hands.  The young woman’s expression forced Desiree to check herself.  Jazmine’s hands were clasped together in front of her, and she ruined the little lipstick she wore, chewing her bottom lip.

      Extending her hand, Desiree motioned for a calm she didn’t feel, hoping to put the young woman at ease.

      “Jazmine, please understand that I don’t blame you for this.  Besides the fact that you’ve only been with us a few months, you don’t have the access to have done it.  I’m grateful you brought it to me.  I do wonder why none of the others spoke up before now.”

      Desiree’s brow furrowed as she considered why the other three people on their finance team thought sending the intern into her office was the smartest move.

      “They didn’t catch it, ma’am.  I did.”

      Jazmine’s voice was soft.  Her expressive face was equal parts pride and sadness.  Pride at discovering something the experienced financial people missed, sad that what she’d found was something so terrible.

      While she couldn’t offer the same salaries as some of the companies downtown, for a non-profit, Desiree felt they provided competitive pay.  What the hell had she been paying for all these years?

      “Thank you for bringing it to me, Jazmine.  I need some time to review.  If you don’t have class this afternoon, could you stick around for an emergency meeting?”

      “Yes, Miss Jones.  No problem.”

      Desiree was so caught up in the situation, she didn’t bother correcting Jazmine for calling her Miss Jones.  Barely twelve years older, Desiree didn’t feel it necessary for her to be so formal.

      It took two hours to make the obligatory phone calls and process what she saw in the report.  Then, she took another hour to verify it with her own checks within the system. Afterwards, she called a meeting.  Their organizational structure was set up to operate without a board of directors, but there were department heads.

      Flight wasn’t a large non-profit.  The fifty person staff didn’t include the additional volunteers.  Since Jazmine brought her the report at the start of the day, Desiree scheduled the meeting with the department heads the moment they returned from lunch.  It gave her time to get in touch with her friend Octavia, who handled their legal business pro bono.

      The phone rang twice before a friendly voice came over the line.

      “Pierce and Associates, this is Geneva speaking.”

      Desiree’s brow dipped at the greeting from Octavia’s assistant.  Octavia had her calls forwarded. Desiree hoped it didn’t mean she wouldn’t be able to speak with her.

      “Hello, Geneva, this is Desiree Jones.  I was hoping to speak with Ms. Pierce.  It’s rather urgent.”

      “Good morning, Miss Jones!  Let me check.  I think she’s off her conference call.  She may have just forgotten to stop forwarding her calls.”

      There was silence for a few moments.  Then, Octavia’s voice was the next Desiree heard.

      “Desi?  Geneva said this was urgent.  What’s wrong?  Do you need bail money or representation?”

      A smile tugged at the corners of Desiree’s mouth, but died as she relayed what she’d learned.

      “That bitch stole from you and ran off?  Wait till I find her ass!”

      “Technically, I don’t know if she ran off.  I just know she’s not here today, and I haven’t been able to get her on the phone.”

      “Don’t play with me, Desi.  We both know she ran off.  She had to know the jig was up to pick today for her disappearing act.”

      Desiree couldn’t refute Octavia’s statement.  Hannah’s absence was beyond suspicious and felt very calculated.

      “That’s not something I can deal with at the moment, Tay.  Can you come to Flight this afternoon?  I want to talk to the rest of the team—clue them in as to what’s going on.”

      “Let me move some things.  What time?”

      Once they settled on a time, Desiree ended the call.  The knot in her stomach remained as tight and heavy as it was the moment she discovered her non-profit was in very real danger.  Lunch wasn’t an option under those circumstances, so she reviewed the information again and tried to come up with a viable plan while she waited for the hour to meet with the others.

      As everyone filed into the conference room, Desiree couldn’t stop scanning people’s faces and body language.  Hannah’s betrayal made her suspicious of everyone.  Hannah had been part of the Flight team almost from the beginning.  She’d convinced Desiree she had a passion for helping children, the same as Desiree.  She’d said she wanted to use her gift with numbers to help the organization be fiscally responsible and grow the donations they received.

      For all intents and purposes, Hannah had done that.  The seed money Desiree used to start Flight had grown substantially.  Each year they’d seen progression.  Looking around, she watched as the room filled with people.  She wondered what this could mean for all of them.

      She had her own personal nest egg from her years performing and brand endorsements.  However, if she expected to live off that money, she couldn’t funnel it all into the organization.  As much as she would love to, her pockets weren’t deep enough to fund everything for an undetermined amount of time.

      Once everyone had taken their seats, Desiree called the meeting to order.

      “First, thank you all for coming and for everything that you do for Flight.  Your work allows our programs to make a significant impact in the community, and it hasn’t gone unnoticed.

      As I said when I spoke with each of you on the phone earlier, I was made aware of an issue with our operating funds this morning by a member of our finance team, Jazmine Talbot.

      I asked you each to look into the dealings of your departments to help assess our situation from every angle.  I don’t want the services offered here to suffer while Octavia explores our legal options.”

      “Is Hannah going to be arrested?”

      Jordan’s question set off a murmur throughout the room.  Desiree wanted to tell him that being arrested was the least of Hannah’s worries if Desiree had anything to say about it.  Hannah had messed with the only baby Desiree had when she’d stolen from Flight.  Having her arrested was light work.

      Instead, she turned to Octavia to respond to the question.  Desiree was in favor of eventually calling the cops and having Hannah perp-walked into Cook County jail.  Although, she knew that was improbable, Desiree still fantasized about the scenario.

      “I can’t say what will happen to Hannah at this stage.  Just know that the police have been contacted and I’m doing everything I can legally to get the funds returned.”

      Following Octavia’s response, which gave no real answer, Desiree guided the discussion to what they could do in the short term to make sure they wouldn’t have to turn children away.   To anyone observing her, she appeared calm.  Composed.  On the inside, anger and anxiety battled for dominance.  To her staff, she fielded ideas and discussed possibilities with a cool demeanor.

      At the end of the meeting, Tahlia, the head of marketing, hung back.  While everyone else filed out of the room, Desiree wondered what Tahlia had to say that she couldn’t mention with the others present.

      “Desiree, can I talk to you for a moment?”

      Octavia looked at Desiree, silently asking if she should stay.  Giving the attorney a quick nod, Desiree tilted her head toward Tahlia.

      “Sure, what do you need?”

      Walking back to the conference table, she stood and waited for Tahlia and Octavia to do the same.

      “Well…”

      Tahlia stood next to the conference room table, skimming her fingertips on the surface.

      “I know you said in the past that you didn’t want any child to have to pay for the services we offer.”

      Somehow, Desiree knew this would come up again.  Ready to dismiss it at the first sign, she shook her head.

      “Tahlia—”

      Holding out her hands, Tahlia moved closer.  Her eyes widened; her expression was earnest.

      “No.  Wait.  Hear me out.  I’m not suggesting we charge the kids who come here on a regular basis.  Their parents can’t afford to pay, which is why their being able to come here is so important.”

      Desiree crossed her arms and lifted one eyebrow.

      “Okay…so what are you saying?”

      “I’m saying that the staff and I field questions about you offering personal lessons all the time.  Maybe we should open the option up for kids whose parents do have the money to pay.”

      Tahlia eased her hands out, palms forward, matching her tone.

      “And... maybe some of your friends from the different sports might be willing to do the same.  For a limited time, of course.”

      Desiree prided herself on listening to the thoughts and opinions of her staff.  After all, she couldn’t think of everything.  But catering to spoiled rich kids isn’t why she started Flight.  Those kids could always afford a great coach.  The kids who came to their center couldn’t.  Desiree wouldn’t take that away from them by splitting her focus.

      “No.”

      Tahlia’s hopeful expression melted away.

      “Come on, Desiree.  You know those rich people would pay out the nose to say their kid was being trained by an international gold medalist.”

      Of course they would.  It was a status symbol.  Bragging rights.  It wouldn’t be about the sport, but about being seen with an athlete of status catering to them.

      “No, Tahlia.  If I do that, then I’ll be taking time away from the kids I train now.  I won’t do that to them.  Myself and the other volunteer trainers are their only option.  The kids you’re talking about have plenty of prospects.  They don’t need me.  These kids do.”

      Tahlia’s shoulders dropped, and she released a deep exhale.

      “Ok.  I think you’re missing an opportunity.  It wouldn’t have to be indefinitely.  Just long enough for us to restock the coffers.”

      Walking around the table, Desiree placed a reassuring hand on Tahlia’s shoulder.

      “I understand where you’re coming from, and I appreciate you continuing to think of alternatives.  Offering paid lessons just isn’t a road I want to go down.”

      When Tahlia left, Desiree began gathering her things.  Octavia stood to the side, waiting for her.

      “You know, if you’re worried about going against your charter, I could look into the guidelines.  Right off the top of my head, I don’t think it would be affected if you did offer paid services.”

      “No, Tay.  The kids in my program have other people choosing someone else over them every day.  For some of them, Flight is the only place where they come first.  I can’t take that away.”
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          DAMN THAT SUCKS

        

      

    

    
      Troy watched his ten-year-old niece glide around the ice rink.  At the center, her coach, Alexander Grinkov, called out instructions, correcting her form.  After the last time Ava came home with puffy, reddened eyes, Troy had made it a point to attend practice instead of allowing the nanny to bring her.

      He’d had words with the man, because no one brought Ava to tears without having to deal with him.  Grinkov touted his ability to make champions.  Troy explained in no uncertain terms that if his niece were to come home in the same state again, there’d be tangible repercussions.  He wasn’t at all subtle.

      The gruff Russian wasn’t happy about it, but he made adjustments to his coaching style.  Troy didn’t give a shit if Grinkov found his methods intrusive so long as the changes occurred.  It was one thing to push an athlete, but Troy wouldn’t stand for anyone creating self-esteem issues in Ava.

      She’d been through enough.  Losing both parents at the same time was something no child should have to go through.  It had been almost two years since the accident that had taken his brother and sister-in-law’s lives.  Skating was the one thing Ava ever asked him for.

      He’d been happy to provide it.  However, Troy regretted he couldn’t give her everything she’d asked for.  Grinkov wasn’t the coach she wanted.  Despite his record of taking athletes to the highest level, he wasn’t the coach Ava had her heart set on.  She wanted Desiree Jones.  But Desiree Jones didn’t offer private lessons or coaching.

      By proxy, she’d refused every offer Troy made for her to coach Ava.  When Ava was almost inconsolable, he’d considered going to Desiree himself instead of sending someone else, but he didn’t.  He recalled their first meeting and the way she walked out on him before he’d done much more than say hello.

      Prior to their meeting, he’d heard she was a kind person, someone who always had time for her fans and had a passion for helping others.  That description was a far cry from the person he’d met in the arena.

      Since Tolliver and Kelsey had taken Ava with them to Europe, Troy represented the family at the skater’s last professional performance.  The plan had been for him to make a sizeable donation on behalf of the family, then speak to her about the possibility of taking Ava on as a student.

      It was entirely possible he was biased, but Troy thought Ava showed great promise.  At the time, she was eight years old and had been skating for two years.  Ava idolized Desiree Jones to the point where she soaked up every piece of information she could find about the skater.

      Yet, when he met the woman, Desiree didn’t give him the courtesy of even five minutes of her time.  The one good thing about it was Ava didn’t know the plan he’d hatched with Kelsey.  His sister-in-law was crushed on Ava’s behalf and convinced Troy had done something to Desiree to make her leave.  Nothing he said could persuade Kelsey otherwise.

      Two years ago

      “Troy.  You’re a butthole to everyone but Ava.  I know you did something.  You just don’t want to tell me because you know how much Ava would’ve loved having Desiree train her.  When Ava met her after her performance in New York...that one meeting was all she could talk about for months.”

      “Kelsey, I swear, all I did was say hello.  The next thing I knew she was walking out the door.  No explanation and barely a goodbye.”

      Kelsey’s deep exhale conveyed the frustration and disappointment Troy wasn’t in front of her to see.  Their conversation was on cellphone.  And while he heard his brother in the background, Tolliver didn’t contribute to the discussion.

      Probably because Tolliver was also an asshole, the same as his wife had described Troy.  Neither were repentant.  But Troy refused to be accused of something he didn’t do.

      “I’m not happy about not being able to do this for Ava.  She’s a great kid, and I know how much she looks up to this Jones woman.  That being said, whoever told you she was a nice person lied.  She was rude, dismissive, and this was knowing I’d come there to give her
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however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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