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      “Why me?”

      “What do you mean?”

      Jonas wasn’t fooled for a moment by the bland expression on the face of the man seated on the opposite side of the desk. Or by the other man’s relaxed posture, come to that. To underestimate Gabriel Knight was never a good idea. Ex-British Special Forces, Gabriel, like Jonas, knew a dozen different ways to kill a man, without even raising a sweat. “Why aren’t you or one of your brothers dealing with whatever this situation is with your sister? Hell, you run your own security company, so why come to Grayson Security at all?”

      “I didn’t come to Grayson Security, I came to you,” Gabriel corrected tightly. “This happens to be the best place to find you, probably because no one has any idea where you actually live. I think that’s also the most I’ve ever heard you say at one time. And what the fuck did you do with your hair?”

      Jonas resisted the impulse to raise a hand to his recently trimmed hair, knowing Gabriel was only trying to get a reaction from him. Jonas didn’t do reactions. What he did do was outward calm, while he mentally summed up a situation.

      “The name ‘Apache’ was starting to get old.” Jonas’s straight blue-black hair, burnished skin, and six and a half feet in height came from his Native American father rather than his tiny firebrand of a blonde-haired blue-eyed mother.

      “And you thought having a couple of inches cut off your hair was going to change that?” Gabriel eyed him pityingly.

      “I thought having my hair styled might, yes.”

      “With a name like Jonas Grayfeather, you’ve wasted both your time and your money, pal.”

      His eyes narrowed. “Could we get back to my original question?”

      “Why you?”

      “Yes.”

      “Because you’re a friend and you owe me.”

      Yes, he did. Ten years ago, Gabriel had saved Jonas’s life during a joint mission by the US and British Special Forces. The two men hadn’t exactly become bosom buddies afterwards, but they did respect each other and have what passed for a friendship. For both men, Jonas suspected. “So this is payback time?”

      “Yes.”

      “Doing what?”

      “Protecting my sister.”

      “Why?”

      “I’ll get to that in a moment. First I want your agreement you’ll do it.”

      “Is this on or off the books?”

      “Off. But I’ll pay all your expenses, of course.”

      “I can’t imagine there will be too many of those involved in babysitting your little sister.”

      Gabriel cracked a smile. “I wouldn’t let Lily hear you call her that.”

      Jonas couldn’t begin to imagine what the sister of Gabriel, Asher, and twins Caleb and Ethan Knight would even look like. All the Knight brothers were well over six feet tall, dark haired, with different shades of green eyes. Gabriel’s were so dark in color, they could often appear black. Picturing a woman with that same height and coloring made Jonas think of an Amazon warrior.

      An image that caused his cock to give a twitch of interest. Being so tall himself, he tended to be attracted to taller women. Not a good idea when it came to the sister of the Knight brothers. “Why does your sister need a baby—bodyguard?”

      The other man’s mouth thinned. “A stalker.”

      And Gabriel accused him of an economy of words. “How? When? What? Where? Why? The devil is in the details, Gabriel.”

      The other man rose to stand in front of the window looking out over London, hands in his trouser pockets, every inch the CEO of Knight Security, with his dark, styled hair, bespoke dark suit, pale gray silk shirt and tie, and handmade Italian shoes.

      Jonas wasn’t fooled for a moment by any of those trappings of sophistication. Beneath all that, Gabriel was still a trained killer.

      Jonas was only temporarily in charge at the offices of Grayson Security. He much preferred being out in the field than stuck behind a desk. Seth Armstrong would be returning from his honeymoon tomorrow and back in control here, thank God. Jonas had intended taking some leave then anyway, so he would be free to do this job for Gabriel. If he decided to take it. He wanted more details before he made a decision.

      He didn’t push Gabriel for an answer but sat and waited patiently until the other man was ready to start speaking.

      The wait paid off when Gabriel exhaled deeply a couple of minutes later. “First you need to understand my relationship with Lily. Our parents died in a plane crash twelve years ago, when she was thirteen. Being eleven years older, I became her official guardian, but all the brothers had a hand in bringing her up. It’s been something of a…tempestuous relationship, to put it mildly.”

      Jonas would have paid good money to have been a fly on that wall. Gabriel was arrogance personified. What he said, happened. The other three Knight brothers weren’t known for their easygoing temperaments either. Which Jonas doubted would have gone down too well with a hormonal teenage girl.

      “I’m guessing that’s the reason none of you want to take on the role of bodyguard,” Jonas said wryly.

      “Our relationship with Lily is…complicated. We love her, she loves us back, but at the same time, she resents what she sees as interference from any of us.”

      “You said she’s an actress?”

      “Yes.”

      “A good one?” Jonas had never heard of her, but that didn’t mean anything. The superficial world of acting held little interest for him. Which was only one of the reasons Jonas was more than a little reluctant to take on this assignment.

      Another one of those reasons was standing in front of the window. Three others were no doubt back at the offices of Knight Security. If anything happened to Lily Knight while she was under Jonas’s protection, he didn’t fool himself for a moment into believing he would survive the experience.

      “Very,” Gabriel acknowledged grudgingly. “She’s just had her first really big theater break, a starring role. But some guy started sending her letters after the play opened a month ago.”

      Jonas shrugged. “Don’t enthusiastic fans come along with the territory when you put yourself out there in the public eye?”

      The other man turned, only a faint ring of dark green about the black of his glittering iris. “The letters started out pleasantly enough but rapidly became something else.”

      “So I’m guessing the stalker is a man?”

      “Most definitely,” Gabriel confirmed harshly. “The white roses left in her dressing room at the theater point to him being a complete nut job.”

      “Maybe security at the theater needs a little tightening? White roses doesn’t sound so bad—”

      “The petals were dripping with fresh blood.”

      His brows rose. “Human?”

      Gabriel nodded abruptly. “The printed message on the card read, ‘My heart is bleeding, yours will too.’”

      Whoa.

      No, that went well beyond being an avid fan and definitely into the realm of “nut job” and “stalker.”

      Which meant Jonas was going to meet Lily Knight sooner rather than later.
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      “Close the door and let’s talk.”

      Lily screamed at the sound the deep voice of the huge man she could see sitting in the chair in the shadows of her dressing room.

      Her next reaction was typical fight-or-flight as she turned on her heels with the intention of running back down the hallway, where she knew several other members of the cast stood chatting together after the evening performance of Desperation.

      She didn’t get very far, maybe two steps, before her arm was gripped by strong fingers and she was swung round to face her assailant.

      Okay, so flight was no longer an option, which only left her with fight.

      “Let me go!” She totally forgot everything her four older brothers had taught her as she pummeled her fists against the incredibly wide chest that filled her vision.

      When that had no effect, she curled her fingers into claws and raised them toward the man’s face. Her brother’s advice, if her adversary was male and bigger than her, was to go for the body’s soft spots: eyes or balls. The man was holding her far too close for her to knee or kick him in the balls, so it would have to be the eyes.

      Hands came up to grasp her wrists before her nails could make contact. “I’m a friend of Gabriel’s.”

      “You seriously expect me to believe that?” Lily was breathing hard in her efforts to free herself.

      It wasn’t a secret that one of her brothers was named Gabriel, and if this man was her stalker, then he no doubt knew that too.

      “I don’t give a fuck whether your believe me or not, but I doubt Gabriel has that many people brave enough to claim him as their friend,” the man holding her captive acknowledged dryly.

      Lily’s struggle for release faltered slightly. Her eldest brother was cold and guarded, and it was true he didn’t have a plethora of friends. But that didn’t mean this man was one of the few he did have either. She had certainly never seen him before. Incredibly tall, with jet-black shoulder length hair, bronzed skin, and piercing blue eyes, he wasn’t the sort of man she would have forgotten. That anyone would forget, having once met him.

      She resumed her struggle but succeeded only in bruising her wrists as the man refused to release her. “If you’re a friend of Gabriel’s, then what are you doing skulking about in my dressing room?” She threw her head back in challenge.

      And found herself looking into the most arrestingly handsome face she had ever seen.

      No, not handsome. More a harsh and chiseled beauty. Almost savage.

      This man looked as if his face had been hewn from burnished rock: high cheekbones, straight slash of a nose, sculpted lips, and a hard square jaw. Those deep-blue eyes seemed completely at odds with that bronzed skin and the blue-black of his overlong hair.

      “I don’t skulk, Miss Knight.” He bit the words out tightly.

      Maybe he was a friend of Gabriel’s after all? Her eldest brother’s economy with words bordered on the morose rather than merely taciturn. Lily had an idea this man could give Gabriel a run for his money in that department.

      She shook her head. “You entered my dressing room uninvited. You were sitting in the darkness, despite the fact it’s late evening in February. You didn’t bother to introduce yourself before you started issuing orders,” she accused with another challenging tilt of her chin. “I would call that skulking.” Lord, this man was tall, at least a foot or so taller than her own five feet five inches. She was getting a crick in her neck from looking up at him.

      “Jonas Grayfeather.”

      She blinked. “Sorry?”

      “My name is Jonas Grayfeather. And I’ve heard all the Apache jokes, so let’s skip that part of the conversation, hmm?” Blue eyes glittered down at her in warning.

      “You really are an Apache?” She had already guessed he was American from his accent.

      “Half. Father.”

      Lily’s gaze swept over his face in assessment. “I’m guessing Mummy was blue eyed.”

      His jaw tightened. “You guess correctly.”

      She looked at him uncertainly. “My brother Gabriel will vouch for you if I call him?”

      “When you call him,” Jonas corrected. What the hell was Gabriel thinking, not even ringing his sister to tell her to expect him? Part of that “complicated” relationship Gabriel had with his sister? Maybe, but Jonas could have done with a heads-up. He’d almost had his eyes gouged out by this woman’s fingernails. A perfectly understandable reaction considering she had a stalker. “Which I suggest you do right now, to save any more misunderstandings.” He released her and pushed her away from him at the same time before taking his cell phone from the breast pocket of his black leather duster and holding it out to her. “Now,” he snapped as Lily made no move to take it.

      Her eyes narrowed. “Who are you? And don’t say Jonas Grayfeather again, because that tells me absolutely nothing about you.”

      “It’s my name.”

      “A name that means nothing to me. Nor does the fact that an Apache Indian—half Apache Indian,” she corrected as Jonas arched one dark eyebrow, “is running around London sneaking into my dressing room.”

      “I don’t run, and I don’t sneak either. I was waiting in your dressing room because I had assumed Gabriel would have told you about me,” he added.

      Her mouth twisted. “If you know my brother at all, then you’ll know Gabriel isn’t big on explaining himself to anyone, least of all me.”

      Jonas didn’t give a flying fuck what Gabriel was “big on.” Considering this woman had a stalker, this situation could have turned very nasty in a matter of seconds.

      He didn’t appreciate Gabriel’s lack of information about his sister either. He’d expected a fearless Amazon, and instead he’d got a bantam hen ready to scratch his damned eyes out.

      A very beautiful bantam hen ready to scratch his eyes out…

      Not that he could blame her for trying to fight him off, after the blood-dripping-from-rose-petals incident.

      Lily Knight had the same dark hair as her brothers, but when she moved her head, Jonas could also see streaks of auburn in the shoulder-length curls. Her eyes were the green-blue of a clear mountain lake and surrounded by the longest, thickest dark lashes he’d ever seen. She was wearing heavy stage makeup but there was no hiding her defined cheekbones either side of her pert nose, with a perfect bow of a mouth above a small and stubbornly pointed chin.

      She was wearing some sort of overlarge blue T-shirt over skintight black jeans, but even so, it was possible to see that her figure was voluptuous rather than the skinny encouraged by fashion models who forced themselves not to eat so they could strut their stuff in ridiculous outfits on a catwalk.

      Jonas preferred voluptuous over skinny any day—

      No way was he going there!

      Lily Knight was a client in need of protection, and not a woman he could allow himself to be attracted to. That sort of distraction could have dire consequences.

      His jaw tightened. “Call Gabriel, and then we’ll talk about the anonymous letters you’ve been receiving.”

      “And why would I do that?”

      “Because I’m here to protect you, that’s why.”

      Lily felt the warmth that heated her cheeks. She baulked at having someone protect her, as much as she didn’t want to talk to Jonas Grayfeather about those increasingly explicit letters she’d been receiving on a daily basis for the past month. She hadn’t even let Gabriel read the last few letters, they were so sexually graphic. The white roses dripping with blood were pure evil. “You really are an Apache Indian?”

      “I believe it’s more politically correct to say Native American nowadays,” he drawled.

      It wasn’t that difficult to believe he was speaking the truth. There was that burnished skin, for one thing, the blue-back hair, and the harsh features that looked as if they had been carved from red granite.

      All of which made Lily curious to know what an Apache Indian—correction, Native American, was doing working in London.

      Those unemotional blue eyes told her Jonas wasn’t about to answer her questions any time soon. If ever. “Okay, I’ll call Gabriel.” She took the cell phone to turn away and punch in her brother’s number, all the time knowing Gabriel was more than arrogant enough to have arranged for someone to protect her without bothering to tell her.

      Something her eldest brother did within seconds of answering her call. Along with the statement Jonas was staying put until they had caught whoever was stalking her, so live with it!

      Part of her wanted to tell Gabriel what he could do with his bodyguard, that she didn’t need one. Common sense told her she would be stupid to do that. At six and a half feet tall and weighing well over two hundred pounds, most, if not all of it hard and defined muscle, Jonas Grayfeather’s presence was imposing enough to deter even the most determined of stalkers. And her stalker was becoming increasingly more determined.

      She’d started to receive fan mail a couple of days after the play opened, flattering and appreciative cards and notes from people who had enjoyed the play and her acting.

      Those first few letters from the stalker hadn’t seemed any different from the others, except they were printed rather than handwritten. Lily had just assumed the author of them had bad handwriting. But then the tone of the letters had begun to change, becoming more personal, written as if the man knew her, as if the two of them were friends, lovers.

      The bloodied roses left in her dressing room four days ago had completely freaked her out. Enough so that she’d finally gone to Gabriel and showed him the less explicit letters. She had only wanted him to know about them, but made it clear she didn’t want Gabriel, or any of her brothers, hanging around in her life, being unbearable to anyone who came near her.

      It appeared Jonas Grayfeather was Gabriel’s compromise.

      She handed Jonas back his cell phone. “Gabriel vouched for you.”

      “Kind of him.”

      Lily’s lips twitched with humor at his sarcasm. It was unusual to find anyone strong enough to stand up to her arrogant eldest brother, but she had a feeling Jonas Grayfeather was the exception. “He says I can trust you.”

      “Yes.”

      She sighed deeply. “So what happens now?”

      “You show me the rest of the letters. The ones you didn’t show to Gabriel.”

      Her humor faded, and she felt the color leech from her cheeks. “How did you know…?”

      He shrugged those broad shoulders. “Educated guess.”

      “Educated?”

      “This isn’t the first stalker I’ve dealt with. This one jumped too quickly from ‘adoring the ground your beautiful feet walk on’ to blood dripping off rose petals.” His mouth twisted with distaste. “Besides which, none of the letters you gave Gabriel were still in their envelopes, so no postmarks either to tell me the date they were sent. Gabriel’s emotional investment will have prevented him from picking up on that.”

      Lily swallowed down the nausea. Not only had this man memorized some of the wording of those letters, but he was also astute enough to have realized they hadn’t stopped where she’d led her brothers to believe they had.

      “I couldn’t let Gabriel read the most recent letters.” If she had, her brother could have torn London apart looking for the man who sent them. Then he would have torn the man apart. Which meant the letters and roses would stop, but Gabriel would be charged with murder. If, of course, anyone ever found the body…

      “I imagine not.”

      Jonas Grayfeather really did understand, Lily realized. He might rival Gabriel for being a man of few words, but he nevertheless filled Lily with a sense of…safety. As if nothing bad would happen to her—could happen to her, when she was with him.

      Maybe she would forgive Gabriel for his interference this time…
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        * * *

      

      “Hmm.” Jonas put down the last of the letters, none of his inner disquiet—and disgust—visible in his expression. “I’m not even sure some of those things are anatomically possible.”

      “No,” Lily answered quietly.

      Jonas had driven her back to her apartment, after standing outside in the hallway while she changed out of her costume into her own clothes. Which were pretty similar to her stage costume: an overlarge green sweater and figure-hugging jeans, the heels on her boots adding another three inches to her height. She’d also taken off the heavy stage makeup and done something with her hair, pulled it back and up and secured it on her crown in a cluster of untidy curls.

      She looked fucking amazing.

      With an emphasis on the fucking.

      Her bone structure was incredible, her skin flawless. As for her mouth—

      “I understand why you didn’t show those to Gabriel.” Jonas ignored the stirring of his body in response to Lily, in favor of concentrating on the last six letters she’d received from her stalker. Letters that had become increasingly sick in content and sexual language, somehow seeming even more so because they were impersonally printed rather than written. The author of them was a serious fuckhead.

      “No doubt you believe I should have done, regardless of how I felt.” Lily glared at him, her eyes glowing that beautiful blue-green. “That it was irresponsible not to do—” Her words came to a faltering halt, eyes widening, as Jonas stood up to his full and towering height.

      “Let’s get one thing clear.” Jonas was deliberately intimidating her with his size and height. If this was going to work, then he didn’t intend having to fight Lily every step of the way. “Firstly, I don’t need anyone second-guessing what I’m going to say, because I learned to speak for myself at two years old—”

      “Humph.” She eyed him scathingly. “You’re just like my brothers. All chest thumping and ‘I’m the man, and I know what’s best for you.’ What’s so funny?” she challenged as Jonas began to smile.

      “You are.” He held up a hand to silence her when she would have spoken again. “Secondly, I never ‘thump my chest.’ Nor do I think, because I’m a man, I know what’s best for you. As a man, I know what I’d like to do with you, but that’s another matter…” He frowned at the fact he had spoken more in the last two minutes than he had in the past two days. “It’s also completely inappropriate, given the circumstances.”

      Jonas had insisted on searching Lily Knight’s apartment when they arrived, to make sure there was no one else in there but the two of them. There wasn’t.

      He did discover she lived alone and the apartment reflected her, classy and elegant, the décor in warm green and yellow tones. Except for the bedroom. The throw on the four-poster bed was royal blue, with an assortment of colored cushions on top, ranging from that deep red to a pale pink. Floaty cream drapes were secured back at each corner of the bed, and matching floor-to-ceiling ones at the two windows. There were also tapestries on the walls of maidens and knights and unicorns and other mythical creatures.

      Jonas had found it hard to tear his gaze away from that four-poster bed. From stopping his mind wandering to thoughts of the two of them there together, completely naked, their bodies glowing with the sweat created by their lovemaking, Lily’s skin a pale gold against the much darker hue of his.

      That was before he’d read those letters from her stalker, of course. The sick things written in them were guaranteed to disgust rather than arouse. It made Jonas wonder if the man desired Lily or hated her. Maybe a little of both, as could happen so easily with a stalker.

      Lily gazed up at Jonas warily. She’d never met anyone like him before. His size was totally overwhelming, but he was also so—so different from anyone else she’d ever met. All that blue-black hair and burnished skin, his face hewn out of rock, and his physique… Well, muscular didn’t even begin to describe how he looked in a black T-shirt stretched tautly across his chest, and faded jeans that hung low on his hips and outlined the strength of his long legs. The black leather coat that reached all the way down to the tops of his black biker boots was intimidating, to say the least.

      Bad boy didn’t even begin to describe this man.

      She had to wonder at Gabriel, suave, sophisticated, and the typical overprotective older brother, for knowing a man like Jonas Grayfeather, let alone hiring him to protect her. “Gabriel trusts you implicitly.” She realized that had to be the only explanation for this man being here.

      “With good reason.”

      “What did you want to do to me?”

      “Sorry?” He frowned his irritation.

      Lily’s training as an actress, and understanding of body language, enabled her to interpret the tapping of Jonas’s right index finger against his thigh. To know he was aware of exactly what she was asking. “A few minutes ago.” She took a step toward him. Two could play at the intimidation game. “You said you knew what you wanted to do with me.” Lily was standing close enough now to run a fingertip lightly over the hard muscles of his chest as she gazed up into his face. “What was it?”

      She felt the muscles in his chest tense. “Don’t play games with me, little girl.” A nerve pulsed in his tightly clenched jaw.

      “Why not?”

      “Because you’ll lose.”

      Her expression became deliberately sultry. “But maybe by losing, I’ll also win?”

      He scowled darkly. “I don’t play word games.”

      “You don’t skulk, you don’t run, you don’t sneak, and you don’t play word games.” She took another step closer. So close she could feel the warmth of Jonas’s body and breathe in the clean male smell of him completely unadorned by such frivolity as cologne or aftershave. Not that he needed it. He smelled divine, of fresh air and forests and a heady musk that was all his own. “What do you do, Jonas?”

      His chest was barely rising and falling beneath her fingertip, blue eyes a dark navy. “I put naughty little girls over my knee and spank them when they deserve it.”

      Was she supposed to feel this shiver of arousal down the length of her spine, only from thinking of this man putting her over his knee and spanking her bottom with one of those large, capable hands?

      Probably not, given the—

      Given the circumstances.

      And the circumstances were that Jonas was here to protect her from a man who so far hadn’t revealed himself or had the guts to sign those disgusting letters and the card left with the bloody roses.

      Was it any wonder she was taut as a bowstring and as likely to snap? That she was seeking a few minutes, or hours, of pleasurable respite from the fear that had held her in its grip since finding those bloody roses?

      “I don’t believe you,” Lily taunted. “You weren’t thinking about spanking me just now, you were thinking of fu— What the hell are you doing?” she squealed as she suddenly found herself being lifted off the floor by those large hands beneath her bottom, leaving her with no choice but to wrap her legs about Jonas’s waist as she clung to his wide shoulders.

      A position that revealed, in graphic detail, that Jonas was very aroused.

      “Look at me.” His face was only inches above hers when she did as he asked. He wasn’t even breathing hard, despite holding all her weight. “One of your brothers should have washed your mouth out with soap when you were a little girl.” He scowled.

      Her eyes flashed. “They would have had to catch me first, and I was always quicker than they were.”

      “Well you aren’t quicker than me.”

      No, she wasn’t. For such a large man, Jonas moved exceedingly fast. Her body was also very aware of that rigid cock pressing between her parted thighs. Not even the double material of their jeans was enough to prevent her from feeling the hard ridges along that thick length, and for her own body to swell and dampen in response, her nipples becoming ultrasensitive against her bra.

      She had started this, she accepted, had baited the tiger, and the tiger had struck back with startling precision.

      “To finish what you were saying,” he grated, “yes, I was thinking about fucking you. But that’s all I was doing. Thinking about it. I don’t fuck clients.”

      “Technically speaking, I’m not your client, Gabriel is,” she breathed softly. “And I’m pretty sure he isn’t your type,” she added provocatively.

      Jonas was aware of who he was working for, but it was purely a technicality. Lily was the woman he was protecting, and he couldn’t do that if he was constantly thinking about how and when he would fuck her next. Or fearing for his balls if her brothers found out, he acknowledged self-derisively.

      “Technically speaking, don’t you think already have enough complications in your life without thinking of taking me on?” He instantly regretted reminding her of the stalker as he saw the shadows reappear in her eyes.

      Lily was a strange mix of challenge and vulnerability. The former possibly because she hated feeling the latter. She truly was a member of the Knight family.

      And Jonas had complicated the situation when he lifted Lily off her feet so that she had no choice but to wrap her legs about his waist, bringing the heat of her pussy into close contact with the hard length of his cock. He liked having his hands on her ass too. A firm and rounded ass, he now realized he was caressing…

      He moved his hands to untangle her legs from about his waist, before he lowered her abruptly so that she was once again standing in front of him. Her face was flushed, eyes overbright as she gazed up at him between those thick dark lashes.

      Lily was too challenging.

      Too vulnerable.

      Too fucking dangerous.

      Jonas’s mouth thinned. “This obviously isn’t going to work. I’ll ask Gabriel if he minds if I assign someone else—”

      “I mind,” Lily cut in abruptly before giving a shake of her head. “I’m sorry. I’m not usually this much of a bitch. Nor do I come on to complete strangers. This whole situation has me on edge, and—” She broke off at the sound of the doorbell of her apartment ringing.

      What the fuck?

      It was after midnight, not exactly the time people usually called round for a chat.

      Unless, of course, this particular visitor had more than conversation in mind…
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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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