
  
    [image: Moonlight on the Bay]
  


  
    
      Moonlight on the Bay

      
        A Katama Bay Series

      

    

    
      
        Katie Winters

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher.

      

      

      

      
        
        Copyright © 2023 by Katie Winters

      

      

      

      
        
        This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance of characters to actual persons, living or dead is purely coincidental. Katie Winters holds exclusive rights to this work. Unauthorized duplication is prohibited.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      It was August in Savannah, Georgia, a sweltering, sweaty month that slowed the entire city to a near-stop. Aria Baldwin, a senior at the Savannah College of Art and Design, sat beneath a ponderous oak with a sketchbook open on her lap, as, above her, the limbs of the tree wound through the thick air, draped with moss. All morning, she’d dreamt of sketching out the first ideas for her senior year blueprints, hoping to secure a top grade and her dream job after this year’s architecture classes. But her pencil remained dull in her hand, her thoughts hazy. 

      “There she is.” A figure appeared on the other side of the moss, peering through the shadows to find her. Aria’s stomach twisted. She hadn’t wanted to be found. 

      “Benjamin,” she said with a sigh. “How did you find me?” 

      Benjamin breezed through the moss happily and bounced to the ground beside her, wearing his very expensive Crest smile. His polo shirt, which had no sweat patches despite the humidity, spoke of his rich parents, lavish life, and his haircut, flouncy, like a show pony’s, was his only way of living outside of his parents’ desires for his appearance and his future. Surely after graduation, Benjamin would cut it. 

      “You’re always here,” Ben said. “Always deep in thought under this tree.” 

      Ben pressed his face through the air between them and kissed her on the lips. She kept her eyes half-open, feeling dull and somewhere far outside of herself. When the kiss broke, Ben continued to smile at her like a lobotomized zoo animal. 

      “I can’t stay long,” Aria explained. “I have a meeting with Professor Heskew.” 

      “Always running off to Heskew,” Ben said. 

      Aria raised her shoulder. “I told you, he’s the only one who gets what I’m trying to do.” 

      “Right. Because the other people in the program just can’t understand you,” Ben said, half-sarcastically. 

      It was true that Aria often felt like an outsider within the architecture program. However, this wasn’t such a hard situation for her to swallow, as she’d felt like an outsider since she was a girl. She was the youngest child of Kenny and Bethany Baldwin, a couple of Texan socialites with more money than they knew what to do with and two children (not including Aria) who upheld the Baldwins’ mission in the world. When Aria had said she wanted to attend architecture school, her father had flipped his lid and demanded, “Don’t you know that as a Baldwin, there are duties you must uphold and attend to?” Aria hadn’t fully understood what he’d meant but had decided she would do everything on her own anyway, taking out loans and getting herself to Savannah. Her mother hadn’t said a word. 

      “I have to go,” Aria said, snapping her sketchbook closed. She stood, annoyed at Ben and his constant attempts to be in her orbit, to be near. In truth, he was also a link to her parents, the son of her father’s business associate and someone Kenny Baldwin had professed to “loving like a son.” When Ben had asked Aria to marry him in July, Aria had stuttered and spat with nerves, genuinely unsure about her allegiances. The “yes” she’d gotten out had sounded like a dying bird. 

      “I was just texting with your father about the sailing trip,” Ben said, walking alongside Aria, toward the architecture school. “It’s wild that we’re both going to get out of an entire month of classes to travel around the Caribbean.” 

      “What Kenny Baldwin wants, he gets,” Aria said softly, quivering with fear at the idea of spending twenty-eight days on a sailboat with Kenny, Bethany, her sister, Natalie, her brother, Gregory, their spouses, and, of course, her nephew, Roger. Partially, her father had wanted to arrange the trip to celebrate Ben and Aria’s engagement, which thrilled Ben and destroyed Aria’s psyche. 

      Aria stopped outside the architecture building and gave Ben a hard look. 

      “What?” Ben asked, never once abandoning that smile. 

      “I just want to make sure you know something,” Aria replied. 

      “Yeah?” 

      Aria swallowed. “I’m going to work as an architect. I fought hard to come to this school, to work alongside Professor Heskew, and to become the kind of artist I can respect. My father has always imagined I’ll marry someone like you, settle down in Texas, and I don’t know… plan charity functions and parties the way my mother does. But it just isn’t going to happen like that.” 

      Ben frowned nervously. He’d sensed that Aria had just described not only her mother’s life, but also his mother’s. 

      “I know you have big dreams, Aria,” Ben said softly, with love in his eyes. “We’ll make it work.” 

      Aria said goodbye to Ben and walked up the steps of the main architectural building. When she reached the second floor of the old building, with its regal paintings and its ornate brickwork, she remembered with a funny flip in her stomach that she didn’t have a meeting with Professor Heskew— that she’d made up the lie so she could get out of talking with Ben. 

      Why had she agreed to marry him again? Did a part of her still want to please her father, even after all he’d done? It was pathetic. 

      Aria sat on a cushioned maroon couch in the dark shadow of the old building, sketching in her book and dreaming about the next semester. Although she’d agreed to go on this sailing expedition, against her better judgment, she still hoped it would be an invigorating time of creativity, with the potential to unlock the blueprints she needed for graduation. She’d felt blocked lately, as though everything she drew was basic and boring. 

      To Aria’s surprise, her phone pinged with a text from her mother. 

      
        
          
            
              
        MOM: Hi, honey! How is Savannah? 

      

      

      

      

      

      Aria raised both of her eyebrows. For years, her mother had seemed to exist as a puppet for her father’s use, which meant that this text message was probably a gateway to Bethany and Kenny demanding something of Aria. 

      
        
          
            
              
        ARIA: It’s fine? What’s up?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        MOM: I know you said you have a lot of work to do before we leave for our sailing adventure. Just wanted to check-in. :) 

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        ARIA: Um. Yeah. Maybe the sailing trip will even be helpful. 

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        MOM: Your father and I are looking forward to it. You know, we like Ben, and we can’t wait to have him in the family. 

      

      

      

      

      

      Aria rolled her eyes and shoved her phone back into her pocket. Outside the window, a very soft breeze shimmered through the moss along the trees. As she sat, she tried to convince herself to walk back to her apartment, make herself a pitcher of very cold lemonade, and brainstorm. But before she could stand up, she heard footsteps down the hallway, followed by the gritty, deep, and rather wonderful voice of Professor Judah Heskew— her favorite teacher. 

      “Is that Aria?” 

      Aria turned and smiled up at him. As she did, she realized it was the first natural smile she’d given anyone in quite a while— perhaps since the last time she’d seen him. He was in his early fifties, with dark gray hair that curled around his ears, big honest eyes, and a thick beard that he often said was a prerequisite to being a professor. “I promise, Aria. They demand it of you the minute you graduate with a Ph.D.” 

      “Hi, Professor.” Aria stood. “Pretty cold out, isn’t it?” 

      Judah laughed. “Are you hiding out in here?” 

      “Something like that.” Aria waved her sketchbook. “I’m brainstorming for next year.”

      “Your final year,” Judah said. “I hope you’re not too nervous. I know sometimes seniors can get in their own way.” 

      Aria shrugged. “I always get in my way.”

      Judah chuckled again and beckoned for her to follow him. “Don’t tell anyone, but I keep a secret stash of ice cream here in the building.” 

      Judah’s office was comfortable and airy, with big windows opening onto the park between historical buildings. Aria sat with a store-bought chocolate-chip ice cream cone and licked it languidly as Judah nibbled at an ice cream sandwich. 

      “I always feel like a kid when I eat these,” Aria said. “And I always end up with a ton of chocolate on my face.” 

      “That’s part of the experience.”

      Aria nodded, eyeing the art along Judah’s walls. For years, Judah had worked as a professional architect, and photographs of his rooms and buildings hung to show off his tremendous intellect and artistry. Once, Aria had asked Judah why he wanted to be a professor so badly, and he’d responded, “It’s hard to work with other people. Sometimes, you’ll agree with the wife on something the husband undermines because it’s too expensive. People accuse you of trying to rob them when you’re just trying to make art.” Judah had followed this up by saying that Aria shouldn’t think of this now— that, after graduation, her career as an architect could go several different directions. “But being a professor works well for me. I’m grateful I made this choice,” he’d finished. 

      For an hour or maybe two, Aria and Judah ate one ice cream and then another and chatted about their summers, architecture, and the next semester. Judah seemed unbothered by Aria’s decision to go on a sailing expedition with her family, including “that young man you’re engaged to,” which he always said with a knowing smile. 

      “Judah? Do you like being married?” Aria asked this absently, her eyes toward the window. 

      Judah pulled several strands of hair behind his ear and considered her question. “A great peace comes over you when you decide to settle down with someone. But it has to be with the right person.”

      “And your wife is the right person?”

      Judah looked pained for a moment. “I don’t know if anyone can honestly answer that question.” 

      Aria's stomach flipped over. 

      “Are you asking this because you don’t know if Ben is the right guy for you?” Judah asked, tilting his head. 

      “I don’t know. I wish someone could just tell me if it was the right thing to do,” Aria breathed. 

      “Why did you say yes?”

      “I guess I thought I could still be an architect and a woman after my own heart while still maintaining some kind of relationship with my family,” Aria explained, her cheeks becoming warm. “I know how much they love Ben. I know how much they want me to be a ‘proper Baldwin.’”

      Judah leaned back in his chair. “I’m surprised you still feel like that.” 

      “Me too,” Aria admitted. “I feel sort of ashamed about it.” 

      “It’s only natural to want to uphold some kind of love toward your family, even when you don’t agree with them. But you cannot marry someone to appease your parents. It’s a lifelong commitment.” He leaned across his desk, his eyes fiery. “When you applied to this school, you did it without telling anyone what you were doing, without asking permission. And it sounds like you’re asking my permission to break up with this boy. Don’t do that, Aria. Don’t belittle your emotions like that.” 

      Not long afterward, Aria left Judah’s office with renewed confidence and walked sullenly down the hallway, knowing it was nearly time to do what her soul demanded of her— to call it off with Ben. But as she passed by one of the libraries in the old building, she heard a number of people speaking, their laughter echoing. She paused, listening intently as someone she realized was her co-student, Julia, said, “I don’t know what you thought of Aria’s final project last semester, but it looked like a mess to me.”

      “Idealistic baloney,” a student named Nate coughed. 

      “Professor Heskew just adores her,” Julia said. “She can get away with doing anything.”

      “She could draw a blueprint for a shoebox, and he’d be like, ‘Wow. That is so inventive, Aria,’” Nate said sarcastically. 

      “It’s pathetic. She’ll never make it in the real world,” Julia continued. 

      Aria’s throat felt thick, almost ready to completely close. Quickly, she turned on her heel and raced through the heat of the afternoon and down the steps. When she burst out of the architecture building, she hurried for her tree, where she wanted to find solace and think. But when she reached it, there was a couple beneath it, wrapped in one another’s arms, uninterested in Aria or her sorrows. 

      As Aria returned to her apartment, overwhelmed with heat and over-sugared from the ice cream, she considered what Julia and Nate had said, along with Professor Judah Heskew's advice. The truth of it was she only had one love— and that was architecture. But what if she was terrible at it? What if her parents hadn’t wanted her to attend architecture school because she had no talent? What if she didn’t belong there at all? 

      One thing she knew for sure was that she had no love for Ben. Beyond anything, she had to remain true to heart, otherwise, everything would be lost.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      It was October in Grenada, an island in the Caribbean, and the sailboat that Aria’s entire family had been sailing had just been destroyed and nearly sunk into the ocean. 

      Aria stood in stunned silence behind the rest of her family as her father, Kenny Baldwin, ripped a hotel concierge to shreds, demanding five of their best rooms, even this late into the night. “It isn’t my problem that it’s three in the morning. We’ve been through hell and back. We almost drowned.” 

      Beside her father, Aria’s mother, Bethany, glanced back and locked her gaze with Aria’s. Aria wanted to plead with her mother to make her father stop, to tell him that ridiculing those in the service industry wouldn’t get them to their rooms any faster. But after what had just happened out on the black water, as their sailboat had careened into an enormous rock, Aria just didn’t have the energy. 

      “This is ridiculous,” Natalie, Aria’s older sister, muttered to her husband, Malcolm. Malcolm placed his hand on Natalie’s lower back and kissed her gently on the ear. 

      Gregory, Aria’s older brother, carried five-year-old Roger in his arms as Roger slept soundly, his cheek a bulge against his father’s shoulder. Aria’s heart lifted at the sight. Because Roger was still so young and still willing to be silly and curious, Roger was perhaps Aria’s favorite of all the Baldwins. Someday, Aria knew, Roger would become like his father and grandfather— stern, money-driven, and sure of himself. 

      As Kenny continued to bark at the hotel concierge to work faster, Natalie turned and touched Aria’s arm. “Are you feeling all right?” 

      Aria stuttered, surprised at the question. For a moment, she’d forgotten that she was amongst her family at all, as though she sat in front of a television and watched them. “Yes, I’m okay.”

      “Whitney looked insane,” Natalie muttered under her breath. “Dad sounds like he’s going to sue the pants off her. Do you think maybe we shouldn’t have gone with a female sailor?”

      Aria’s eyes widened in shock. “How is that your first thought?” 

      Natalie shrugged. “Aria, I’m just asking questions.” 

      “Here’s a hint. Maybe your questions shouldn’t be overtly sexist?” Aria shot back.

      At this, Natalie’s face became frigid with anger. Under her breath, she said, “Why did you have to flirt with that sailor boy? You knew you were going to make Dad angry. Why do you always have to stir the pot?” 

      Aria gritted her teeth and muttered, “I never should have come on this stupid sailing trip. This was the biggest mistake of my life.” 

      Still, Natalie was partially right. When Aria had first spotted that handsome skipper, Cole, onboard the sailboat they’d planned to take for their twenty-eight-day adventures, she’d felt her soul catch on fire. There was something about him, about the honesty of his eyes, his sculpted muscles, his gorgeous tan. He’d made her laugh more in the past few days than Ben had throughout their relationship. Her parents were saddened that she’d ended her engagement with Ben, so much so that her mother had taken her aside to ask if there was any way Aria could consider getting back together with him. She knew Cole wasn’t exactly the type of man Kenny Baldwin would have paired with his daughter. Cole had no plans to become a lawyer, to spend his days on the golf course, or to schmooze at parties for governor candidates. Cole’s world was the open water. And Aria found herself doubled over with jealousy about it. 

      Aria was given a single room with a view of the water, which she awoke to the next morning. Sullen, she stood out on the balcony and watched the sunlight glitter across the waves and the tourists take their stance on the sands, ready to bask the day away. Where was Whitney? Where was Cole? How bad had the damage to the boat been? 

      Over the next several days, Aria’s family carved out a small “family vacation” for themselves on the island of Grenada, most of which Kenny Baldwin spent in a state of perpetual complaining. “I can’t believe what that incompetent sailor did to us,” he said, usually speaking of Whitney. “Both of them were probably inexperienced in this type of trip or boat,” he added, speaking, now, of both Cole and Whitney. 

      Aria spent most of her time away from her family, wandering the beaches with her sketchbook and thinking again about architecture school. Ever since she’d heard the other students ridiculing her work in the architecture building, she’d felt completely at a loss, as though every bit of her creativity had officially dried up. The first few weeks of school, prior to her departure for the sailing trip, had left her moody and inarticulate. She’d even avoided Professor Heskew, frightened that he was wrong about her talent. Besides, she didn’t want the other students to think he gave her preferential treatment just because they ate ice cream together and talked about whatever was on their minds. 

      To Aria, Professor Heskew was one of the first real friends she’d had in Savannah, and not being able to see him during that time had nearly destroyed her. 

      A few days after the sailboat accident, Aria ran into Cole on the boardwalk in front of their hotel. He looked upset and lost and told her that he planned to return to Martha’s Vineyard, his home. He insinuated that he never should have left. Aria’s heart cracked at the edges, imagining this handsome man at home with his family, with his mother who loved him. The way Cole spoke about Martha’s Vineyard was poetic, filled with nostalgia. She’d never felt so romantic about where she’d come from. It made her ache to see it for herself, if only to see the world through Cole’s eyes. She’d begun to think that her own life fell short.

      Aria sat on the beach, her pencil poised over her sketchbook and her mind awash with frantic thoughts. Suddenly, the sand shifted to her left, and she turned to find her mother, Bethany, coming toward her in a cream-colored dress, her hair shifting lightly in the breeze. Last Aria had heard, her mother and father had gone for massages that morning and hadn’t planned to meet with their children until evening. 

      “Can I sit down?” Bethany asked Aria, tilting her head. 

      Aria swallowed and closed her sketchpad. “Okay.” 

      Bethany sat and eyed the sketchbook. She looked as though she wanted to see what Aria had drawn, and Aria prayed she wouldn’t ask, as it was little more than a few random lines. 

      “I guess you’re getting ready to return to Savannah,” Bethany said. 

      “Yep,” Aria replied, her voice hard, although she hadn’t even bothered to look at flights yet. The money she had left from loans and such could hardly get her back, let alone pay for her rent for the rest of the year. When she returned, she would have to hustle to find a job anywhere or grovel for her father’s cash. 

      “Your father is so angry,” Bethany said softly, rubbing her cheeks. 

      “He’s always angry about something,” Aria muttered. 

      Bethany sighed. Aria sensed she knew Aria was right but wasn’t willing to say it. “He contacted his lawyer this morning to get the ball rolling on suing Whitney.”

      Aria bristled and glared at her mother. “There’s so much Dad doesn’t understand about Whitney.” Aria felt protective over the woman on the boat, a woman who’d lived her life with such freedom.

      Bethany frowned. “What do you mean?”

      “I was researching her the other day, and you know, her dad died the day of the accident. I mean, how would you have felt if you’d learned someone you loved died when you were out on the water?”

      Bethany’s eyes glowed with compassion. “I don’t think that will change your father’s mind.”

      “It should,” Aria shot back. She then wiped her hands on her thighs and jumped up, scanning the horizon. “Is he around?” 

      “He’s at the hotel bar,” Bethany said sadly. “But don’t go to him, now. He’s in a mood.”

      “So am I.” Aria walked across the sand, back toward the hotel, where she entered the lobby and walked toward her father. When she got right up behind him, she cleared her throat and said, “I have a proposition for you.” 

      Kenny’s back was very stiff. After a moment, he turned and met Aria’s gaze, looking at her like a businessman looked at a client rather than a father at a daughter. “Yes?” 

      Aria sat on a stool two away from him and knocked on the counter to order a gin and tonic. Kenny stayed with his beer. 

      “I don’t want you to sue Whitney,” Aria said. 

      “Why do you think you have any say in that?” 

      “I know that I don’t. But I’m willing to make a trade,” Aria said. 

      “Go on.” 

      “I will never ask you for money again,” Aria said. “We can put it in writing, and I’ll be, well, not even your daughter.”

      Kenny’s eyes shimmered. 

      “That’s worth a lot to you,” Aria said. “You won’t have to worry about me anymore. I’ll just be— elsewhere. And I’ll never call you for help. I’ll never ask you to put cash in my account. I won’t be a privileged Baldwin anymore. I’ll just be…” She shrugged and dropped her chin, wondering who she would be after all this. “And let’s be honest. It’s not like you’ve ever thought of me as one of your own, anyway.”

      Kenny sucked in his cheeks, clearly enraged. “All I can do is think about it.” 

      Aria turned and locked eyes with him. “I need your word, right now, that you won’t sue Whitney. That you won’t make that woman’s life a living hell.” She raised her hand to shake his, and slowly, he slid his hand into hers and lifted it up and down. At this moment, Aria felt older and wiser than she ever had. Finally, it seemed she was up to figuring out who she was and what she wanted. 

      But that night, as she packed her suitcase and poised at her computer to purchase a flight, she found herself routing a ticket to Boston rather than Savannah. The trip to the Caribbean had changed her, as had her breakup with her fiancé and her understanding that the other architecture students in Savannah didn’t respect her work. She needed a break, a time of introspection— she needed to breathe some cold and clean air. 

      There was no telling what Cole Steel would think upon her arrival. There was nothing that told her he even liked her as a friend, save for those big, honest eyes that seemed to pierce all the way through her. Unlike any man she’d met in Savannah or in all of Texas, Cole Steel was the kind of guy she wanted to fall deeply in love with and make it last an eternity. If Cole wasn’t her future, she needed him to help her understand how the world worked. She needed him to take her out onto the open waters between Martha’s Vineyard and Nantucket and let her scream to the sky above. Never, in all her life, had she felt good enough, right enough, smart enough, or pretty enough— not to be a Baldwin, anyway. And if she was going to be in the midst of a horrific identity crisis, she needed to do it where nobody knew her name, except for Cole.

    

  

OEBPS/images/cover---moonlight-on-the-bay.jpg







This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


