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        She's given to a savage alien warrior...

      

        

      
        Sentenced to a lifetime of slavery on the Kall homeworld, First Daughter Betsy Carson expects the rest of her days to be a constant struggle for survival. She's stunned when a wiseman purchases her from the auction block as a gift for his younger brother - a savage Kall warrior named Edek who loathes humans with his every breath. Her hopes to be left alone by her new master are dashed when he orders her to sleep in his bed, and she soon discovers disobedience will be met with firm consequences.

      

        

      
        The little human consumes his thoughts...

      

        

      
        Commander Edek is still grieving the loss of his wife and sons. He blames humans for the accident that stole his family, and he shouldn't feel such an intense attraction to the little human slave his brother has thrust upon him. Though he tries to build up walls around his heart, Betsy's sweet presence gradually calms the storm raging within, and he becomes fiercely possessive of the small female. But can a Kall commander and a human slave share a future that doesn't end in tragedy?
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      EARTH 2071

      

      Please don’t let them kill me.

      Betsy Carson’s stomach clenched as she stared at the old Kall judge who was preparing to announce her fate. Though humanlike, his large stature and remarkable musculature were distinctly alien. His wrinkled skin was a shade too red to resemble any race of humans. His eyes were a soft blue, but a frightening darkness spread through them as he listed her crimes for the courtroom witnesses. Amidst his heavily accented words, she picked out sabotage, conspiracy, and something about illegal weapons.

      None of it was true, but she still expected to be found guilty of each and every trumped-up charge.

      The judge began to address the courtroom in the native Kall tongue. Gasps and outraged cries swelled around her. Cold accusing eyes fixed on her from all directions. The only pity and kindness she glimpsed as the judge condemned her came from the few humans who sat in the room, most of them journalists huddled in the front row.

      She pressed her lips together and fought the urge to jump to her feet, to openly curse the Kall for putting so much effort into this farce of a trial, to scream the truth to the journalists in hopes that one of them would be brave enough to dig deeper and actually report the truth. Of course, if she made any attempt to communicate with the journalists, a courtroom guard would probably strike her with an electrified baton.

      Closing her eyes briefly, she shuddered at the memory of the painful, jolting shock produced by such weapons.

      While in the aliens’ custody, she had quickly learned firsthand what happened to uncooperative prisoners.

      When the judge paused to draw in a long breath, three Kall warriors in combat uniforms jumped up to point and shout at her. Hatred radiated off their massive forms, their muscles tense and their faces bright red. Spittle flew from their mouths as their volume rose. Two guards intervened and prevented them from exiting their row. One held his electrified baton up in warning and the three Kall warriors reluctantly returned to their seats.

      Closing her eyes as the interruption died down, she recalled her former life as the daughter of the President of the United States with a smidge of guilt. She’d taken so much for granted, and it had all been stripped away.

      She glanced over her shoulder at Layla, remembering the horrible things her friend claimed happened to humans who wronged the Kall. She could be locked up forever, put to death, sold as a slave, or forced to work in the harshest mine on the aliens’ homeworld. If she wasn’t sentenced to death, she hoped the alternative didn’t make her wish for it.

      “Guilty on all charges!” The judge’s voice thundered through the courtroom, cutting the final thread of hope Betsy had been clinging to.

      For several long moments, she couldn’t draw any air into her lungs. Even though the verdict came as no surprise, time seemed to freeze as horror swept through her. She felt cold all over and wrapped her arms around herself, trying to fight off the bone-deep chill.

      Guilty.

      Pain squeezed her heart.

      Triumphant shouts in the Kall tongue spread through the massive room and heightened her terror. None of them knew her, but she was human, and that was enough. They were happy she’d been found guilty and rejoiced over the yet unannounced punishment she would endure.

      The judge straightened on the podium and leveled a stern look at the boisterous crowd until silence once again blanketed the courtroom. Now was the time for sentencing, and the seconds dragged on like hours as she waited. Her heart thumped a frantic rhythm in her chest.

      Please don’t let them kill me.

      As the old Kall judge took his seat, Betsy’s stomach twisted and convulsed. The chill in her bones deepened and she hugged herself tighter. Tremors racked her whole body, and a prickling sensation spread through her fingers and toes, reminiscent of the time she’d gotten frostbite a few months ago.

      She tried to take in deep breaths and calm herself. Whenever she had shaking episodes like this, it usually took a long time to make the convulsions stop. She hated that the Kall in the courtroom were seeing her at her weakest. She wished she could be brave at this moment, wished she could stand up and defend herself, even if it would only bring her pain in the end.

      But she wasn’t brave. She was a coward. It was her weakness that had gotten her into this mess in the first place.

      If only she could turn back time.

      God, she would change so many things.

      She stared at the judge, waiting for his announcement. The one that would decide the rest of her life. She couldn’t be certain, but she thought his cold blue eyes suddenly held a jubilant gleam. He’s enjoying this, she realized, as the sickness in her stomach expanded.

      More deep breaths. In. Out. I’m not walking in the snow. I don’t have frostbite this time. Stop shaking. They won’t kill me. Layla hinted that they would spare my life. Betsy tried giving herself a pep talk, but it didn’t work. If anything, her quaking only increased, to the point that her teeth began to chatter.

      At least the accused in a Kall court didn’t have to stand for judgment. Under no circumstances would her legs work right now. She hugged herself tighter as the Kall judge sucked in a long breath, preparing to speak.

      “Betsy Carson, First Daughter of the United States, you are sentenced to a lifetime of slavery in the Sumlin District on the Kall homeworld. Upon your arrival, you will be sold at auction to the highest bidder, and I have no doubt you will spend the rest of your days in great suffering, regretting your heinous crimes with every pathetic breath you take.” Kall words came next, thick, throaty words as he translated the sentence for all to hear.

      Lifetime of slavery… sold to the highest bidder… rest of your days.

      The judge’s words replayed in her mind as she lurched forward and clutched the arms of her chair, nearly toppling to the floor. No, no, no. Please, no.

      Strong hands gripped her, jerking her out of her seat, and she found herself being roughly dragged out of the courtroom by two huge Kall guards. They took her out a side entrance and away from the rejoicing spectators. She caught sight of Layla’s terror-stricken face just before they pulled her through the door.

      The following hours blurred together. Betsy was transported to a crude detention center, similar to the one she’d been kept in during the last few weeks, where a galactic etiquette advisor gave her a crash course in Kall slavery.

      Address the Kall who purchases you as ‘Master.’

      Never look your master in the eye.

      Obey your master in all things.

      Do not speak unless asked a question.

      Accept criticism and punishment graciously.

      Next came the visit from a doctor who claimed Betsy needed an immunization before interstellar travel. Although she’d visited many planets over the years and thought she’d gotten every type of vaccination necessary, she didn’t argue over the shot. Arguing wouldn’t have done her a bit of good anyway. If she tried to fight, they would simply beat her and shock her, then hold her down and give her the shot regardless of her protests.

      A heavy sense of helplessness descended upon her, nearly suffocating in its intensity.

      Her life was no longer her own.

      “You’ll feel a slight pinch,” the doctor said.

      The needle pierced her skin and the vaccine burned going in. She bit her lip to keep from moaning. Just as the pain in her arm faded, the dizziness began. Before she could even draw in her next breath, she fell into nothingness.

      She awoke an indeterminate amount of time later on a cold floor, her mind fuzzy and her head pounding worse than any migraine she’d ever experienced. When she sat up, a powerful wave of nausea doubled her over, and she held her breath and remained still until the worst of the sickness passed.

      Slowly, very slowly, her awareness returned in fragments—a piece here, a piece there—until the entire horrific picture that was her reality crashed down on her, heavy and unforgiving.

      She was alone. Her eyes regained their focus, but there wasn’t much to see. Four dull gray walls, a toilet, a sink, and a thin brown blanket served as her only companions. A small, oval-shaped light glimmered on the low ceiling. The blanket, which was wrapped around her shoulders, smelled of smoke and mildew. She pushed it off, only to feel the cold air hit her bare skin. Where were her clothes? She couldn’t remember a thing after the shot.

      She pulled the blanket around herself again and shuddered, hoping to avoid another one of her shaking episodes.

      While she’d never seen the inside of a Kall spaceship, she assumed she was already en route to the alien homeworld. The floor held a faint vibration she recognized from interstellar travel, and the air was stale—probably as a result of being constantly recirculated. How many other humans were bound for the Kall homeworld? The detention center where she’d spent the four weeks since her capture had been crowded with humans. Surely she wouldn’t be the only slave on the auction block.

      A noise along one of the walls set her heart racing. Then a doorway appeared as a section of the wall slid up with a hiss that caused her to wince and cover her ears.

      Black, hard eyes met hers. Dread prickled her spine, and Betsy stared aghast as a large Kall male advanced in her direction. He stood over seven feet tall and was made of solid muscle, his skin the same reddish shade as that of most of his kind. He wasn’t wearing a warrior’s uniform, but he looked just as deadly. She withdrew from her spot on the floor before he reached her, huddling against the wall as she clutched the dank blanket like a shield. She pressed her eyes shut.

      “Don’t touch me,” she said, too afraid to meet his gaze.

      He grunted. “Do you know where you are, human?”

      Even though she suspected she was on a ship, her throat closed up, and she couldn’t summon a response, so she shook her head and continued to huddle against the wall, fearing this huge Kall might reach out and grasp her at any moment. Her heart rate quickened, and she broke out in a cold sweat.

      “This is the Merrina, an interstellar slaveship.”

      Her breath hitched and her spirits plummeted. His words had only confirmed the terrible truth she’d already known, but hearing it aloud made her stomach seize up with dread.

      “Wh-when will I be sold at auction?” she asked, careful to keep her chin tucked down as she finally found her voice.

      “The Merrina will reach planet Kall in approximately forty days. You will be sold on the slave block in Sumlin District on the very day we arrive. Until then you will not leave this room. A guard will bring you meals. Do not bother trying to escape, because if you give us any trouble, Remfy here will be paying you a visit.”

      Remfy? Betsy glanced up and noticed a fat vampire snake slithering from the neckline of the man’s shirt. She gasped and scooted backward along the wall, desperate to put space between herself and the deadly reptile. The Kall laughed and lovingly stroked the head of the creature draped around his shoulders.

      She’d expected him to threaten her with an electrified baton to secure her obedience, not a fucking reptile. She quaked inside and vowed to be the quietest passenger to ever travel on this ship. Kall vampire snakes paralyzed their prey with a venomous bite and then proceeded to suck every last drop of blood from a still-warm body—a painful, slow death she’d heard horror stories about. She couldn’t believe this Kall kept such a creature as a pet.

      “He hasn’t eaten in a while.”

      “I won’t give you any trouble,” she whispered, closing her eyes once more. She didn’t open them until the Kall’s footsteps retreated and the door hissed shut.

      With empty time on her hands, she had nothing to do but ruminate over her past mistakes and mourn the happy ending she would never know.

      The Kall aliens wanted to see her punished for running away and breaking her betrothal to one of their most powerful warriors—a former Kall commander named Merokk who’d recently been awarded an ambassadorship on Earth. Since she’d broken the treaty and caused an uproar that required a massive cover-up to prevent more blood from spilling, false charges had been brought against her to ensure she would receive the punishment she deserved.

      Part of this cover-up had involved the American government providing Ambassador Merokk with a substitute bride, a woman who apparently bore an uncanny resemblance to Betsy herself.

      She recalled her recent conversations with Layla, who was her closest friend, as well as a former White House aide and an expert in Kall culture. According to Layla, the impostor woman, whose name was Fiona, wasn’t miserable at all in her marriage to Merokk. Quite the opposite, in fact. Layla claimed Merokk had forgiven Fiona for pretending to be Betsy during the first few months of their marriage, and the couple was now happy and in love.

      If only Betsy hadn’t been such a coward and run away, she might be the one happily married.

      At least she would still be on Earth.

      The only place she would see Earth again would be in her dreams.
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      The day of the auction had arrived.

      The midday sun beat down on Betsy’s arms and breasts. Dizzy and drenched in sweat, she licked her dry lips and pressed a manacled hand to her empty stomach, too hungry and hot to care anymore about her nakedness.

      Heavy iron bands dug into her wrists. Her head dropped and she swayed, but she was jostled into wakefulness as the line of condemned slaves ahead of her moved forward, all of them naked with their wrists bound. Most were human, though she spotted a few Kall, as well as a Rafrussian male and two Ghorranni women.

      Tracking devices had been implanted in all the prisoners as they exited the Merrina, vanquishing her dreams of escape. She was the last in line and had stood in the sweltering heat for hours in the middle of the alien town. Her ears rang with the shouts of the crowd, the huge Kall men waving bags filled with rattling coins.

      For a race so technologically advanced, they were quite primitive and savage in custom. Even on the battlefield, they preferred primitive methods. They used their technology to disable most human weapons, everything from guns to ground weapons to air defenses, and then swooped down in their ships only to jump out with swords drawn and axes swinging.

      She recalled a video she’d seen on the internet from the first few minutes of their invasion, with American soldiers attempting to shoot at an advancing army of Kall only to discover their artillery wouldn’t fire. The Kall then hacked them to pieces with their crude yet deadly weapons. It wasn’t long before world leaders, including her father, began discussing a surrender.

      She’d spent the duration of the war hiding in a bunker beneath the White House with her father and dozens of other important government officials and aides. By the time world leaders had agreed to surrender in unison to the Kall, much of the United States had been reduced to ruins. While the Kall preferred hand-to-hand combat when it came to fighting human soldiers, they still liked to devastate the cities they invaded, usually bombing them after killing most of the human soldiers.

      Horrorstruck, she’d observed Kall fighting methods on the many screens that had played nonstop in the bunker. She’d spent months terrified of what would happen once humankind surrendered to the Kall. She’d known, ever since that first deadly battle, that there was no way humans could prevail over the powerful aliens.

      And when she’d eventually learned the treaty her own father had signed included a clause stipulating that female Earth leaders and daughters of Earth leaders must marry Kall warriors, she’d been heartbroken, shocked, and very, very frightened. She couldn’t imagine becoming the wife of one of the terrifying aliens.

      So, she had run away.

      She had waited until her Secret Service detail was distracted and she’d taken off on foot, leaving D.C. with nothing but the clothes on her back and a small backpack filled with water and food. No money. No phone. No real plan, except to disappear into one of the many refugee camps.

      Eventually, she’d hitchhiked all the way to a camp in Vermont, catching rides with unsuspecting truckers who’d been tasked with delivering supplies throughout the country during the first phase of reconstruction.

      Coldness gripped her as she thought about her foolishness and that long, frigid winter in Vermont.

      Frostbite and hunger and fear.

      She hadn’t been picky about where the truckers were driving, as long as they were driving away from D.C. Unfortunately, her hasty travels had taken her much farther north than was sensible during the winter.

      Someone nearby coughed loudly, drawing her attention back to the present. The line of prospective slaves moved again, and she stepped forward, staring at the back of the human man in front of her. About a dozen people remained ahead of her, waiting to be auctioned off to the highest bidder.

      She dared a glance at the crowd and shuddered when a large Kall male with long black hair made a crude face at her, wagging his tongue in what could only be considered a sexual advance. Her eyes widened when he held up a money bag and pointed at her.

      Ice filled her veins as she stared at the awful man.

      She shook her head, trying to recover from her shock, trying not to feel disgust as his gaze moved over her naked flesh. She shot him a hateful look before returning her attention to the line. Please don’t let him buy me. Oh, God, please.

      A woman with long brown hair tangled in knots stepped up on the auction block, and the auctioneer danced and hollered on the podium as the bidding commenced. Two distinct voices rose from the crowd, two Kall men caught in a bidding war that lasted several minutes.

      Betsy shut her eyes as another wave of nausea swept over her, and she held her breath and prayed she didn’t become ill. She would need her strength.

      The next four auctions passed quickly—all men. Her stomach lurched when the man in front of her wobbled up to the block, his hands shaking as he climbed the stone steps. Sweat trickled down his bony, bent back. The auctioneer pointed to the sickly man as foreign words tumbled from his mouth, until finally the crowd offered a handful of bids. The auction lasted less than a minute.

      She watched wide-eyed as the crowd parted and the winning bidder emerged to grab his newly bought slave by the arm, leading him off to his new life of misery.

      Oh God. I’m next.

      Females fetched a higher price and incited boisterous bidding wars, and she trembled to think of the reason why. A rough hand propelled her toward the stone steps.

      This is it.

      Bawdy voices reached her ears, and she pushed them away as she climbed the steps to the block, her thighs aching from disuse after weeks spent in the small room aboard the slaveship. She could only imagine the disgusting things being shouted at her, and she glared at the crowd as anger and fear tightened in her chest, causing her breath to come in short gasps.

      Why didn’t my father stop this?

      Not for the first time, she wondered why her own father, the President of the United States—still a powerful man, despite the outcome of the war—hadn’t done more to help her. She felt as though he didn’t care. A sense of abandonment deepened her sorrow.

      She had never felt so alone and so helpless as she did now, standing on an auction block in a primitive alien town.

      The shouts eventually drowned out her self-pitying thoughts, and she glanced in shock at the numerous alien males who were bidding on her. Her auction had apparently begun without the auctioneer, and from the corner of her eye she saw him trying to keep up with the crowd, pointing from bidder to bidder as the price rose higher and higher.

      The man who had waggled his disgusting tongue at her stood at the front of the crowd with his money bag held above his head, his hard gaze promising pain and despair.

      Betsy’s ears rang and sweat dripped down her forehead and into her eyes. She blinked and scanned the crowd, praying for anyone but the pervert to win the auction.

      There. She glimpsed a man seated atop a boulder on the outskirts of the crowd. Each time the pervert bid, the male on the boulder calmly raised his money bag and shouted something in Kall.

      Betsy squinted, trying to make out the features of the second man as hope tempered her panic. A frightening purple scar marred the left side of his face, but he had a calm aura about him that spread over the noise and reached her, as if to say everything will be all right. How very strange. She couldn’t help but wonder about his identity. He nodded in her direction and smiled, but it wasn’t a lewd smile like the smiles of the rest of the bidders.

      She glanced from the scarred man to the pervert, and soon their voices rose above the throng. Though the pervert’s face reddened and his agitation increased, the scarred man remained calm, his voice booming confidently across the square each time he bid.

      The moment the pervert lowered his money bag and stormed off, a cautious sense of relief spread through Betsy.

      The scarred man had won.

      He slipped off the boulder with slow movements into what appeared to be a wheelchair, except it hovered over the ground without wheels. He navigated through the dispersing crowd and tossed a bag of coins at the auctioneer’s assistant. Then he floated closer to her and reached out a hand, beckoning her to step down from the auction block. The lines around his eyes crinkled as he smiled. He called out something in Kall, and one of the guards from the Merrina approached to remove her manacles.

      Betsy rubbed her sore wrists, said a quick prayer, and then carefully descended the stone steps to approach her new master. He reached for her, and she instinctively placed her hand in his much larger one. Fear jolted through her, despite his kind expression and persistent smile, as she stared at his large hands.

      What if his pleasant demeanor was a ruse? Would he be an exacting master? Would he hurt her?

      “What is your name, human girl?”

      She opened her mouth and then shut it, thinking it wise to keep her identity a secret. For a moment, she considered making up a false name, but she’d never been good at lying. She weighed her options. Should she risk getting into trouble for lying to her new master? Or would she get into less trouble for refusing to reveal her real name? Uncertainty swept through her.

      He released her hand and sat back in his chair. “Never mind. You can tell me later. My name is Draken. I promise not to hurt you.” He gestured at a row of colorful buildings across the street. “Let’s get you some clothing, and then I will take you to my home on the mountain.”

      I promise not to hurt you. Was he telling the truth? God, how she wanted to believe him.

      As she followed him into a shop, past the curious stares of bystanders, she wondered why he’d shared his name. Shouldn’t he have ordered her to call him Master? She recalled the rules the galactic etiquette advisor had told her shortly before she’d been drugged and taken aboard the slaveship. Her stomach flipped. One of those rules stated a slave must never look their master in the eye. She’d peered directly into Draken’s eyes several times now, but he hadn’t rebuked her for it.

      Was he different from most of the other Kall, the ones she’d seen roughly handling their newly purchased slaves? She kept glancing at him, trying to figure him out. Why was his manner so relaxed? She’d never met a Kall so calm. Most were angry and forbidding and downright terrifying. And most had a bloodlust for humans.

      The shop was cramped, with hardly enough space for Draken to navigate his floating chair, but at least there were no other patrons inside. Betsy followed close behind him, peeking up at the rows of clothing that were similar to the attire on Earth. Dresses, shirts, and pants in many styles and colors hung on the walls and on long racks. The shopkeeper, a Kall male shorter than most she’d seen, strode toward Draken with a smile. The two conversed in their native tongue for a moment before the shopkeeper selected a plain ivory dress from a nearby rack and tossed it at her.

      She caught it and watched as Draken passed three gleaming gold coins to the other Kall. He turned in his chair and nodded.

      “You may put the dress on now, human girl. The shoes, too.”

      A second later, a pair of slip-on shoes was tossed in her direction. Relieved that she didn’t have to walk the streets naked again, she slipped the soft garment over her head and tugged it down over her hips. It fit perfectly.

      She watched in surprise as the shopkeeper put five more dresses, including what appeared to be a nightgown, seven pairs of underwear, and a clear bag filled with toiletries into a sack and brought it to her. She accepted the sack, beyond grateful for the clothing and everything else. She hadn’t expected her new Master to provide her with such items. Unexpectedly, her throat burned with emotion.

      “Don’t forget to put your shoes on,” Draken said, guiding his floating chair closer to her. With a frown, he stared down at her feet. Her face flamed when she followed his gaze. “What happened?” he asked with a nod at her right foot, which was missing a pinky toe.

      Memories of cold and snow and desperation surged through her. She clutched the bag of clothing and fumbled to slip her feet into the shoes, wanting to hide her disfigurement. Not because she didn’t want Draken to see it, but because she didn’t wish to look at it. She didn’t want to remember the freezing snowdrift she’d collapsed in, not far from the refugee camp in Vermont, or the confusion that had whirled through her when she’d awoken in a medical tent, only to immediately glimpse a metal tray containing a scalpel, blood, and one small, purple, gangrenous toe. “Feared I’d have to take off all your toes on that foot,” the human medic who’d treated her later said.

      Did her father know what she’d gone through in order to escape marriage to Ambassador Merokk? Did her father care that she’d nearly frozen to death in her efforts to reach a distant refugee camp? Did he care that she’d lost a toe? Did he care that she’d been sold as a slave in the Sumlin District on the Kall homeworld, never to return to Earth again?

      Every time she looked at her right foot, her mind went down the rabbit hole of self-pity and loneliness and fucking Daddy issues. Her father could’ve saved her from everything bad that had happened to her if only he’d tried harder. If only he’d cared. But he hadn’t even tried to save her from the betrothal to a fierce Kall warrior. That’s what hurt the most. Not that he couldn’t help her, but that he hadn’t even tried.

      “Never mind,” Draken said after a long silence, his calm voice tugging her back to reality. “You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.”

      “Thank you for the clothing and the shoes and everything else, Master,” she said, speaking for the first time to the Kall who’d purchased her. She dared a glance at him and saw an unmistakable glint of kindness in his eyes.

      The lights in the shop reflected off the streaks of gray in his otherwise black hair as he shook his head. “I am not your master, human girl. Come, let us go to my home, and I will explain everything.”
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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.


