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        Eight years ago

      

      

      I want to go home.

      Daniel Chandler trudged miserably down the long black ribbon of road, tears burning his eyes, and hopelessness tightening his chest. The heat of an August Texas day had subsided to a slightly cooler evening, and the sky was a brilliant mass of stars, but he couldn’t bring himself to look up at them anymore.

      How had everything gone this badly wrong? Brett had promised that he would take Daniel somewhere far away from his foster family, but one weird question from an inquisitive cashier at a gas station and Brett had panicked. He’d refused to go any further, and said he was going home.

      Daniel didn’t want to go back to San Antonio. He wanted freedom, and the ability to decide for himself where his life was going. He’d overheard his foster parents talking about how he was a liability; that he costed them more than they made, and he knew it was only a matter of time before they got rid of him anyway.

      So he refused to leave with Brett and got out of the car.

      Brett didn’t care, and he drove away, leaving Daniel stranded.

      Daniel kicked a stone, stumbling a little when he misjudged the curve of the road. He’d eaten the cereal bars that Brett had tossed him and used up all the water. Which left him in the heat, without food or drink, and carrying a backpack with limited clothes. He also had books—his favorites, and a wallet which contained nothing more than a couple of hundred dollars he’d saved from his gardening job. The only official thing he had in the bag was his ID.

      He’d left his most recent home at six-thirty a.m., with no real idea of where he was going or what he was doing, only knowing he wasn’t going to spend another minute in a house where he wasn’t wanted.

      Hunching his shoulders against the weight of his backpack, he carried on. Sometimes he hummed to a song in his head. Other times he counted the steps he took, but most of the time he stared ahead, not counting or humming at all.

      A car pulled up alongside him. No, a truck, and at first his heart leaped. Brett was back. He’d changed his mind and returned to help Daniel.

      A female voice called out. “Can we give you a lift somewhere?” she asked through the open window.

      Daniel saw she wasn’t much older than he was, long blonde hair swept up into a ponytail, her smile wide, her expression kind. A man sat in the driver’s seat, but he was in the shadows, and at first, Daniel couldn’t make out his face until he leaned forward. The first thing Daniel noticed was the dog collar, then the same kindly smile as the girl. They were clearly related, both fair, with light eyes and an angular balance to their features.

      “Hello, young man. My daughter and I are heading to Laredo. Would you like us to take you?”

      He smiled at Daniel, this man in black with the white collar. This was an average family. They probably thought he was a hitchhiker and were offering genuine help. If Daniel couldn’t trust a man of the cloth traveling with his daughter, then who could he trust? He scanned the road behind him, waiting for Brett to suddenly appear and pick him up, but he was tired, hungry, and verging on desperate.

      “Thank you.” Daniel opened the back door. He’d never hitchhiked before, didn’t know what the etiquette was, but he felt like he should offer to pay. “I can cover gas,” he said.

      “No need for that,” the dad said and extended a hand awkwardly over the seat, which Daniel shook. “Father Frank Martins and this is my daughter Andrea.”

      Andrea glanced back at him and grinned again. “Hey.”

      “Daniel,” Daniel replied, as mute as usual around a girl as he was with boys. She turned back to the front, and Frank put the truck in drive.

      “Buckle up,” he said.

      Daniel did as he was told. Then settled back for the ride.

      “Where are you from?” Frank asked after a few moments of silence, filled only with the soft sound of tires on blacktop.

      “San Antonio,” Daniel answered.

      “Really? What brings you this far south?”

      Andrea shushed her dad, “Stop asking him questions, Daddy.”

      Her dad huffed a gentle laugh. “Sorry.” He used the mirror to see Daniel. “You like music?”

      Daniel nodded, thankful to Andrea for running interference.

      Frank fiddled with the stereo. Country music filled the cab, and Frank hummed along. Andrea was on her phone, as evidenced by the glow of light as screens changed, and Daniel regretted leaving his phone at home. In his mad, stupid, anger, he’d wanted no way for his foster parents to keep tabs on him, but right now, he kind of wished he could phone them. He should pluck up the courage and ask Andrea to borrow hers. Maybe give his foster-parents a quick call, apologize, get them to pick him up, or at least arrange a bus.

      They would help him. He didn’t doubt that. Even if he’d been an idiot and they wanted to hand him off to the next family, they would never leave a fourteen year old kid stranded miles from home.

      “You thirsty?” Frank asked, and before Daniel could answer, Frank had unlocked the glove box and pulled out a bottle of water, passing it back to Daniel.

      He took it with grateful thanks and downed a third of it in thirsty gulps. They reached the outskirts of a small town, and the car slowed to a stop outside a cookie-cutter house, a pretty place with manicured lawns.

      Andrea turned around to look at Daniel.

      “This is where I get out,” she announced. “Nice to meet you, Daniel.”

      I thought they were both going on to Laredo?

      Frank turned around as well. “I can take you all the way into the city. It’s only another ten minutes or so to the bus station or somewhere like that? A hostel?”

      “I’m not sure—”

      Frank interrupted, “Or you could stay the night here or a motel. We have one a few blocks down from here.”

      Andrea shut the door and jogged up to the house, vanishing inside.

      “Could I just borrow your phone?” Daniel asked.

      Frank smiled, nodded, and pulled out his phone, tutting as he did so. “Oh my, the phone’s dead. You want to use my house phone? Or shall I just get you to the city? The bus station, right? They have public phones there.”

      So many decisions. So many difficult choices, he thought and yawned.

      “Yeah.” Daniel just wanted to get home.

      “Yeah, what?” Frank prompted.

      Daniel blinked at him. He was tired, and everything felt kind of hazy. “Yeah, home.” Back to his pretend parents and his pretend family, but back to a warm bed.

      “Come on. Get in the front here.”

      Daniel did as he was told, his limbs feeling heavy, and his coordination shit. Finally, he was belted in the front, and he closed his eyes briefly, exhaustion washing over him.

      “That’s a good boy,” Frank murmured. “You sleep now.”

      The country music got quieter, Frank’s humming was louder, and the journey to the city took a long time, the car swaying, and Daniel’s head thicker, full of softness and a weird kind of peace. He saw fields and signs, but none of them made any sense. Finally, he couldn’t fight the overwhelming lethargy, so he slept.

      

      And woke up in hell.
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        Now

      

      

      Corey Dryden leaned into his sister, taking a moment of comfort from Amy for himself. Everyone expected him to be the strong one today, but she’d seen through his forced bravery. She probably knew that what he really wanted to do was find a corner, curl into a ball, and cry.

      The funeral was done, and the well-wishers, some he didn’t know, had left. The big house was empty, caterers told to go, everything as spotless as when their mom had been in charge.

      It was just them. Him, and his three sisters.

      Abruptly, he was the head of this family at the age of twenty-five, and he’d faked it today, right up until an hour ago.

      “This is all yours now,” Austin said as if that was a good thing. The family lawyer was trying to help, but when Corey didn’t reply, he at least had the grace to be ashamed and apologized, but of course, Corey had excused the words.

      People were grieving, and he had to be the strong one and allow everyone else to have their time to mourn. “Your father and uncle knew they were leaving Dryden-Marsdale in good hands.” Austin reminded him.

      In good hands? Corey wasn’t long out of college, interning temporarily at a tech company, looking for what to do with his life. In his heart he wanted to write, was desperate to create stories that maybe he could one day sell. He didn’t see Dryden-Marsdale, a firm specializing in asset management, as the rest of his life.

      Not that he had any choice now.

      “Are you going to be okay?” Amy asked, her soft voice enough to pull him out of his thoughts. He realized he was staring at the office door, their dad’s sanctum, where deals were made and paperwork sat in piles on his desk. He’d never been the tidiest of men, but then he’d also never shut the door on his wife and kids. Many a day, Corey and the girls would sit in the office with him, reading books, or on their laptops doing homework. So much so that their dad had set aside a part of the room just for them, with desks and chairs.

      When Corey was little, he and his dad had built a blanket fort in there, and they’d even allowed girls in, much to his mom’s amusement. Of course, Chloe, the youngest sister at that time , filled her diaper, threw up her milk, and the blanket fort was done for the day. Still, the memory was a good one, his dad in there with him talking about cars and sports and life in general.

      “I’ll be fine,” Corey lied.

      “I can help,” Amy murmured.

      Corey wanted to do this alone, not in a selfish way. The four Dryden siblings, him, Amy, Chloe, and Sophie, all deserved to be in the office together. He was just doing what was expected of him, protecting his sisters from things they shouldn’t have to deal with.

      “I’ve got this,” he murmured and pulled her into a hug.

      “You don’t need to do this alone, Corey.”

      The sound of footsteps on the wooden floor had them both turning. Sophie only six, and the baby of the family, was in oversize slippers, her pajamas, Oscar-Teddy in her hand, and her face pale. “I can’t sleep,” she said, and tears collected in her eyes, rolling down her face.

      Corey and Amy exchanged glances, and Amy nodded imperceptibly, I got this. She scooped up their sister and walked down the hall, promising a story and chocolate. When their voices had faded, Corey turned the handle, and eyes shut, he stepped inside and closed the door behind him.

      When he opened them again, he didn't know what he'd thought he'd see. Nothing had changed. There was no sign of anything to indicate his parents and uncle were dead. No significant shift in the air, or whispers of ghosts.

      It was only an office.

      Floor-to-ceiling bookcases on one side, full of bright novels, selected kids’ books, and black folders for his dad’s work, a filing system Edward Dryden had never quite gotten a handle on, much to his wife’s consternation. Emily Dryden was the organized one in the house. She had to be, with a husband who was away a lot, four children, and her numerous charitable associations. She never worked for Dryden-Marsdale, even though she’d been a Marsdale before marrying Edward. Their joined initials could be seen everywhere in this room; the double E’s looped around each other and intertwined. The design mirrored how they’d been in life.

      To the left of the office was the area Dad had put aside for the kids. He’d thrived on the chaos of having people in the room with him; conference calls with Sophie hanging off his neck had been a frequent occurrence. He wasn’t sure Uncle Drake had been as impressed with how his brother worked, but he’d never married or had kids, as far as anyone knew. Tightly restrained, Uncle Drake was the one who found organization in the chaos and had become Edward’s, right-hand man.

      The windows looked out to the manicured lawns beyond and the summer house by the large pond at the bottom of the garden. Emily Dryden had loved her oasis of peace. Tiny fairy lights following a path from the house to the pond had been strung individually by her. They weren’t on now, leaving the yard in darkness and the office gloomy apart from the soft light from a full moon. He couldn’t see her roses from there, tucked away behind a neatly trimmed hedge in the sunniest part of the garden. The area wasn’t meant to be viewed from the house; it was the place she went to read, and what had become her own private space.

      Someone needs to check on the roses.

      He flicked on the desk light and slid into his dad’s chair.

      My chair. It’s my chair.

      He didn’t know where to start with the desk, or the company, or life. He only knew he had to start somewhere.

      Anywhere.

      Pulling a piece of paper toward him, he waited, pen poised, for inspiration. He should make a list of company issues. The fact that Dryden-Marsdale had a whole raft of ongoing contracts was a priority. The company was strong, but how did it come back from losing its founders and principal shareholders? The man who had guided the company to what it was now, his wife, and the operating manager.

      Grief hollowed Corey, and the pen in his hand wobbled. Where did he start? With the company? The house? The rose garden? The trusts for his two youngest sisters? Did he get someone in here to help him wade through the mess of it all? Or did he leave his job and make this his complete focus? How could he do that when he had to hold Sophie as she cried, or entice his sisters to eat when he didn't even want to feed himself?

      Then he realized there was something more important than the company. A part of him that had to be the priority. He wrote his first heading.

      Family.

      

      Somehow, the four of them made it through week one. Corey had arranged counseling for his sisters and knew that at some point he would need to talk to someone as well. One day when he didn't have the weight of the company on his shoulders.

      He hadn't been into the central offices of Dryden-Marsdale, on the twenty-ninth floor of a glass-and-steel tower in the center of Dallas. His dad’s PA, Heather, was watching over things and coordinating the team leaders of the fifty or so staff members who were shaken but pulling together. Heather said he didn’t need to worry just yet. That he needed to give himself time.

      She prepared reports for him, told him what stage contracts were at, and by the time he’d passed the first week, he’d begun to turn a corner. He’d even made some limited sense of his dad’s filing, which was a lot more organized than it had appeared. The black box from the plane was found, on day fifteen after the funeral, damaged and embedded into the soft dirt on top of bedrock, but they hadn’t heard anything yet on what was in it or why their parents’ plane had ended up crashing. The prevailing hypothesis was engine failure, but no one actually knew.

      He spun the chair to stare out over the garden, watching birds on the ornate feeder, seeing them bickering over a lack of food, and turning back, he added an item to his list. Bird feed. It wasn’t the most important, but it wasn’t as stupid as the item that read, get a haircut. He could live with longer hair, but the birds relied on his mom. Depended on the family.

      Everyone relies on the family.

      He stiffened at the knock on the door; the lawyer was there, and this was a meeting. The agenda was the will, the trusts that had been set up for the four children, and details of personal items that their parents had thought they might want one day.

      A day in a far future. Not now. Not when their youngest child was only six.

      Amy poked her head around the corner, and the tension in him slid away. Not the lawyer then.

      “Chloe won’t come out of her room.”

      The middle of his three sisters, Chloe had been quiet since the funeral, taking to sitting in her room and listening to rock music that at least filled the house with noise. Without that, it would have been more mausoleum than home.

      “I tried.” Amy sounded sad. “I spoke to her for a long time about the future and how things were going to be okay.” She crossed her arms over her chest, pale and looking way more fragile than he’d ever seen her.

      He wanted to tell her to deal with Chloe because his head was pounding, and he wasn’t sure he could handle Chloe right now. She’d gone from quiet to angry, and he had no idea how to break through to her. Nor would she speak to anyone, not a counselor, not even her family. But he couldn’t say that to Amy. She’d done her best, and he squared his shoulders.

      “It’s okay. I’ll talk to her.”

      He took the stairs slowly as if that would give Chloe time to come out of her room all on her own, but her door remained frustratingly closed.

      He knocked.

      “Go ’way, Amy,” Chloe shouted.

      Corey sighed. “It’s me.”

      “Go away, Corey! Leave me alone.”

      “I’m giving you thirty seconds, and then I’m coming in.”

      “Please just go,” she said again.

      “Twenty.”

      He heard some noises, scrambling, and then he tried the handle. At least Chloe hadn't locked the door. When he opened the door, she was sitting on her bed, dressed in her familiar black, her legs crossed, and her hands on her knees. She looked composed, but mascara smeared her cheeks, and her eyes were red and puffy.

      “Don’t you dare ask me if I’m okay,” she snapped.

      That was the last thing he was going to ask her. They were all far from okay.

      “We just need to get this done,” he murmured as he sat on the bed next to her.

      She reached for his hand, and he laced his fingers with hers. “I don’t want to know what important thing they wanted me to have.” She sniffed.

      He handed her a tissue, then sighed heavily. “I don’t either.”

      “I don’t want things. I want them.”

      He squeezed her hand. What did he say? That listening to the bequests wasn’t the end of a connection to their parents? How could he say that when he was just as scared to know what his parents’ thoughts had been for their children?

      “Let’s do this together,” he said, knowing what he was doing was wrong. He was encouraging her to push her grief away. To carry on. He should’ve been hugging her and talking through her fears, and his own.

      But he couldn’t do it.

      She nodded, unlaced her fingers from his, and blew her nose. “Give me five,” she said, and he saw that same steel in her that he had in himself. She would deal with today for now and leave tomorrow for when it came.

      He pressed a kiss to her hair. “Love you, sis.”

      “Love you too,” she mumbled, and they awkwardly side-hugged.

      When he got back downstairs, the lawyer was there. Austin looked stoic but pale, his briefcase held in front of his body like a shield.

      “Corey, how are you?”

      Corey blinked at him, seeing in the other man what was inside him, tightly coiled pain and grief. Austin had been a close friend of both Edward and Emily Dryden, had spent time in the house as a friend with his wife Mary, and their two children, both under ten. Corey imagined Austin went home each night and hugged his family close.

      “We’re managing,” Corey lied. He felt like a big kid playing dress up and expected Austin to ruffle his hair or something.

      Instead, Austin extended his hand and shook Corey’s firmly. “Let’s get this done, eh?”

      Pleasantries over, they went into the office, where Amy was sitting with Sophie on her lap. Chloe followed them in, and finally, the four of them were there, with the beautiful gardens beyond.

      The will basics were standard as expected. The estate, the company, everything was split equally, with Sophie and Chloe’s in trust until they turned twenty-one. Then Austin cleared his throat and talked them through the items they'd explicitly been left. Amy, a necklace that had belonged to their great-grandmother, Chloe, their mom’s ring. Sophie was left a bracelet that had been a wedding gift from their dad to their mom, and each of the girls had a personal letter as well. They didn’t open the letters though, they quietly sat, even little Sophie, and stared at Corey.

      Then it was Corey’s turn. The memento was from his father, a key that would open the deep drawer next to his dad’s side of the bed. His dad had written in journals each day, sometimes nothing more than a note of the weather, but often short stories about his children, what they’d done, what he’d seen. Corey knew they were in that drawer, and he’d share it all with his sisters. He pocketed the key and the letter his parents had written to him, resolving to read it when he had a quiet place.

      Then, with Austin leaving, it was done.

      Now they needed to get on with life.
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      Six weeks passed before Corey was in any kind of place to examine what his father had left him. He’d been seeing a counselor for two of those weeks and had spent a lot of his time in the office tower downtown. He hated sitting at the desk pretending to be in charge, but grief didn’t allow him to think about an alternative. Somehow, he was muddling through the days.

      The girls were all in bed, and he couldn't sleep, walking the corridors of the big house, stumbling a little with the exhaustion of pushing through, and it was only on his second pass by his parents’ room that he stopped and peered inside.

      It was just as it had been the day they'd left for Denver. The bed was made, but his mom's ordinarily immaculate dressing table still held the evidence of her packing. A drawer was slightly open, and he shut it, recalling the last morning, the kiss goodbye from her, the admonishment from his dad that he really needed to get a move on thinking about what he was going to do with his degree in English Literature.

      Grief swallowed him whole, and the despair that came with it was too much for him to keep inside. He slid from the stool and curled up by the bed, rocking with the tears and thinking about that last time he’d seen his mom and dad.

      How long he sat there he didn’t know, but finally there were no more tears left. Numb, he levered himself up to sit on the side of the bed.

      What now?

      The key burned a hole in his pocket where he’d kept it since he’d been given it. Instinctively he knew that it was time to use it.

      He unlocked the drawer, smiling a little at the haphazard pile of journals, taking out the top one and realizing it was the latest. The last words written were sharp and defined, a simple, flying to Denver in the a.m. Sophie lost another tooth, and the tooth fairy visited.

      Normal life. Nothing that told a story of the man dying the next day. He flicked through the pages and set it to one side, pulling out the next, and another, lining them up in chronological order as best he could. He realized there was a journal missing, four years ago, September to March, but it was probably in the office somewhere. He’d need to find it for completion, and then maybe he and the girls could read them all together and laugh at the memories.

      There was a letter addressed to both his parents from the University of Denver, thanking his dad for supporting something called the EE scholarship. This was the first Corey had seen that his parents’ philanthropic works extended to a college that wasn’t in the state they lived in.

      He put the note to one side for safekeeping, determined the estate would keep the charity work up, as well as any other education program created and funded by his family. Also, he made a note on his phone to find out more about this. Who dealt with it? Was it Austin or another lawyer? Maybe it was a company thing?

      He found one last envelope beneath the journals. Dull gray, with no address on the front, and heavy with whatever was in it. On the reverse, a logo representing the Hart Detective Agency, Dallas. Why did his dad have an envelope from a PI? Intrigued, Corey tipped the contents onto the bed. The latest letter was dated only the week before his parents’ death. A simple handwritten note, signed by a man called John McMillan, and the sentence, as discussed re DDL. DDL? Was that Drake Dryden? Uncle Drake? That was the only DD he knew, but what the L stood for he had no idea.

      Asshole. The thought was uncharitable, given that his uncle had died in the same plane crash as his parents, but there was no getting away from it. Corey hadn’t liked him much. A chronic gambler, Drake was a man who’d needed his brother to dig him out of more than a few holes.

      Intrigued, Corey skimmed the contents of the envelope, details of past events, a list of scholarships stretching back a few years followed by question marks, and then words which grew progressively darker.

      There were the photos in a separate wallet, and he pulled the first out and couldn’t quite make out the blurry image there. He flicked on the bedside light for extra illumination, and his breath stuttered.

      He fanned out the photos, young boys, with names and dates on the reverse, and only when he had every single one laid out on the bed, along with hospital reports and psychological assessments, did he begin to cry again.

      But this time it wasn’t grief. It was horror.
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      Riley Campbell-Hayes was a tall man who cut an imposing figure in a tailored suit. He extended a hand immediately when Corey walked out of the elevator on the floor that housed CH Consulting. The company was something to do with oil and ethical exploration, and he knew who Riley was from the papers and the news. He'd been kidnapped in Mexico if Corey recalled rightly, and he was married to a man, and they had children. All that information was available online, and Corey had done his due diligence on the man he was coming to for help.

      They shook hands, and Riley’s hazel eyes were filled with the compassionate expression Corey was beginning to recognize in every person he met.

      “I’m sorry for your loss,” Riley said. “I met your father a few times in the course of investment and charity work. He was a good man.”

      Everything was too raw in Corey’s head to answer. A good man wouldn’t have hidden what his brother had done.

      “Thank you.”

      “Coffee?” Riley asked as they walked past a bank of desks to an office at the back.

      “No, thank you.”

      The office had glass walls, but the blinds were drawn, giving them privacy. Another man was in there already, one who Corey recognized immediately. John McMillan, the PI his dad had hired.

      They’d had more than one meeting since Corey found the paperwork. Uncle Drake Dryden’s life had unpeeled slowly and painfully in front of him.

      On the surface, Drake had been a model businessman, a family guy, despite not having kids himself or a partner. News articles highlighted that he did a lot for charity and loved his nieces and nephew.

      No one had exposed the sordid side of Drake Dryden, and the whole mess was now his to unravel. Which was when the PI suggested they bring this to an interested third party who’d done their own kind of investigations.

      Riley Campbell-Hayes and his husband, Jack.

      Why the PI called for a meeting, why Riley Campbell-Hayes involved, Corey didn’t know, but he was willing to follow all leads to get a full story in his head.

      Before I decide what to do next.

      Corey and John took seats, and a late arrival dashed in, a Stetson in hand and dust on worn jeans and dark hair.

      “Apologies.” The man extended his hand to John and then Corey. “Jack Campbell-Hayes,” he said when no one introduced him.

      Riley shut the door and sat down with Jack.

      “What is this about?” Corey asked, feeling young, stupid, and out of place.

      John cleared his throat, and then he spoke directly to Riley and Jack.

      “I think I found something else connected to the Castille case.”

      Jack sat back in his chair as if his strings had been cut, and Riley exhaled noisily.

      “Shit,” Jack muttered with feeling.

      “Who?” Jack asked, and his gaze shot to Corey.

      “The scholarship details for the last year of Daniel’s funding, and I’m sure I’ve found one of the abusers who visited the ranch in Laredo and hurt the boys.”

      Corey felt the tension grow, no one knowing what to say, Jack still staring at him.

      Finally, Corey had enough of the heavy silence. “Will someone please tell me something? Anything?”

      John sat forward in his chair and coughed again, his eyes bright with emotion. Then he addressed Corey directly.

      “I’m sorry,” he said.

      And once more, as he listened, Corey’s life began to crumble around him.
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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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