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      Dedicated to all the survivors of the world's real horrors.

      May your only monsters be those who mete our harsh justice.
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        “The old world is dying dead, and the new world struggles to be is born: now is the time of monsters.”

        ― Antonio Gramsci

      

      

      

      Leet’s apartment is always too cold. He’s one of the few people in Neo-Victoria that has air conditioning, and while it’s a pleasant reprieve from the oppressive heat, I shiver. His penthouse is higher even than the smog that blankets the city.

      How did I get here?

      I don’t remember the walk.

      Leet smiles, and I forget my confusion. He has a dimple on the left cheek, and his lips are peachy against his pale face.

      “I never thought I’d get you alone.”

      It’s an odd thing for him to say. We’re always alone together. Before I can ask what he means, his hand is running through my dark hair, and his lips hover just an inch away. He closes the distance, and my heart thuds like machinegun fire.

      “You feel the same?” I ask, my usually dry voice dripping with emotion.

      “Of course, Shayde. I’ve loved you for years.” His skin is warm, a healthy flush contrasting against his black hair. His slender nose caresses mine. “Here. Let me help,” he says, and I become aware of my nudity.

      The room is dark, but we’re illuminated by a strange halo of light. My back meets the bed. It’s lumpy and hard. Cold.

      It doesn’t matter.

      Leet feels the same way for me as I do for him.

      That’s what’s important.

      His body is heavier than I expect, given how slender he is, and the weight is bordering on unpleasant. His mouth finds mine before trailing down my jaw, down my neck. He teases his pierced tongue over one nipple, then the other. I press my fingers through his short hair and moan, encouraging his exploration of my body. There’s a twig in his hair, and I pluck it out, tossing it aside.

      Why is there a twig in his hair?

      “I thought…”

      What did I think? It’s faded. My body is hot with lust, my mind foggy.

      There’s some emotion I don’t understand, lurking just out of my grasp, and I force myself to relax. It’s natural that I feel nervous. It’s the first time that Leet has expressed these feelings for me. Of course I’d try to sabotage our moment.

      He kisses down my stomach to my mons. I smile dreamily.

      “Ow, careful,” I hiss as something scratches my hip. I shift positions, but then it scratches me again, and I look down to see that his hands aren’t touching me there. In fact, his hands aren’t there at all. He’s just a face, floating down between my thighs.

      His smile spreads wide, wider, until his skull cracks in two and disappears into a cloud of viscera.

      I wake up, sweating and clutching a pistol. This deep in the woods, the gloam is thick, even before the sun is set. I choke on fresh air, so rich in oxygen.

      Reality returns slowly, and then all at once. My cybernetic implants are still on the fritz, but I never opted for the memory bank upgrade. That’s all stored in my flesh and blood, so I have no trouble remembering what a shit show I’m in.

      The forest is dense, swallowing all sound. I miss the noise of the city; the groan of metal as buildings sway in the wind, the street vendors. Hell, I’d take the shouting of the couple in the apartment next door over this.

      I’d always wondered what nature was like. Grass and trees and water were all luxuries reserved for a better class of people than me, but this island is an alien prison that I’m not equipped to navigate.

      There are no human noises. No conversations or grunts.

      I strain my ears until I’m convinced I’m alone. I’ve never been so alone in all my life.

      But there are others on the island. My best guess is that there are five hunters after me.

      If I survive a week, I can go home free.

      They’ll never let that happen.

      Not willingly.

      If I’m going to get off this island, I need to kill the hunters before they kill me. Without my implants, that’s a lot harder.

      Harder. Not impossible.

      I hope.

      My sleep has been intermittent at best. Little bits of it here and there. Mostly during the day, as I’m harder to track at night. Also, the incessant swarms of black flies are unbearable during the day. They make travel awful. They make breathing awful.

      They make existing awful.

      In the open, the air becomes choked with them. What might have been lovely vistas were instead clouded with a blackish-grey filter of flies. The little parasites bite too. Small bites, but there’s so many of them the size stops mattering.

      On the second day, I found a trick for dealing with them. Tearing off one of my sleeves, I made a mask to hide my breath; they seem drawn by that. And then I caked my skin in mud.

      I feel dirty—filthy, in fact—yet it’s infinitely better than the sensation of those flies on my flesh every moment of the day. The flies don’t bother the rich men who have made sport of me. They have some kind of bands they wear that keep the flies at bay.

      They don’t even have to suffer the choking pestilence as they hunt me down.

      It all adds to the unmistakable feeling that I am the alien here, though. Not just a city girl lost in the woods, but a creature from another world, being assaulted in every way imaginable by the local fauna.

      It’s been a couple of days since I last saw one of the hunters. When I first awoke at Umbridge Lodge, I knew I was in deep shit, but this? This is a level of fucked up beyond what my imagination could have conjured up.

      The forest floor is hard and uneven, despite the mossy bed I found, and I groan as I push myself up. It’s time to face the day.

      Evening.

      Whatever.

      My stomach spasms. I haven’t eaten in days; my body is wasting away. How can I tell what is poisonous? The forest is eerie in its stillness. Aside from the bugs, I rarely even hear a bird, let alone a mouse.

      The chill of night settles in upon me. It’s an unfamiliar sensation. I grew up in Neo-Victoria—NV—and it was always boiling hot and oppressive. The island must be very far north for it to still get cold. Was all ice at one point, but now it’s lush and thick and terrifying.

      I glance at a berry bush. I’d rejected them when I first found the hollowed-out stump that passed for my lodgings. Too risky. They’re plentiful, so no animal has eaten them, but maybe that’s just because there are no animals around.

      Or maybe they’re poison. I could end up doubled over in agony, moaning in irrepressible pain, dying over the course of days.

      But now I’m too hungry. My body is crying out for sustenance. If I don’t eat something, I won’t have the energy to carry on.

      At least if I starve to death, I’d be robbing the hunters of their prize.

      It’s been days of running, hiding… It’s a miracle I can even stand. My vision is doubling, and I stare at the orange berries.

      “What is this berry called?” I say aloud habitually.

      My cybernetic implants tell me nothing. The same message about having no connection to the network flashes behind my eyelids.

      They’re not blackberries or raspberries, though they have the little cluster of pearls. They’re smaller, orange. Growing close to the ground, they’re as low as the moss.

      I pick one, squeezing it between my thumb and forefinger. They are resilient. If I eat them, I could die. If I don’t eat them, I will die.

      My internal discussion is interrupted by the realization that I already am eating them.

      Need won out.

      The certainty of starvation beats the uncertainty of being poisoned.

      My tattered clothes for city life. They make no sense here. The cool, hip boots I’d been so proud of back home are cumbersome and awkward in the wild woods. They’re holding together, but the moisture is eating the foam.

      My jeans are thick and rugged, at least. A small mercy, considering I usually wore leather shorts back home. They’re good protection against the brush, but my arms are exposed, and my thin shirt offers no warmth or safety. It’s the first time I’ve regretted the fact that I never wear a bra, because just that little bit of extra fabric would’ve been amazing.

      Instead, I’m relying on mud to keep my base temperature up and stop the chill from creeping into me.

      The damp, though. That’s the worst. Aside from, you know, the fact that I’m being hunted for sport on an isolated island up north.

      I’ve devoured a lot of the berries by now. If they’re poisonous, I’m fucked.

      A branch snaps. Sound is strange in the forest, diffused by leaves and bushes. If I can hear it at all, they’re close. With my pistol in hand, I skulk along the mossy forest floor, past the low growing berries. My stomach growls in protest, but I’ve gorged enough.

      Hiding doesn’t work with these guys. The tech they’re using hones in on me when I stay idle too long, so I keep moving in the same direction, away from the water.

      Through the dying embers of the sunset behind me is the silhouette of a man with a big rifle, kitted out with many survival assistances.

      His visor gives him night vision. Maybe thermal. These rich guys have all the latest tech that puts my inoperable implants to shame.

      I move, cautious not to make noise. My body heats with adrenaline, my limbs trembling. Survival is all that matters.

      A crack splits the air.

      Beside me, a branch explodes into splinters as a bullet strikes it.
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      The bullet narrowly misses me, and I leap, rolling through the moss.

      My back against a log, I turn and fire a shot from my gun at the man. I have limited bullets, just what’s in the gun, but I’m a crack shot—at least, I’d always been in VR—though I don’t wait to see if I hit him.

      So far, I’d fired three shots, and no signs of having hit anyone.

      The bullets probably aren’t even real.

      They gave me the gun at the lodge, and I wouldn’t put it past them to fill it with blanks, just to fuck with me.

      My muscles burn as I sprint through the woods, away from the hunter. My muscles ache for not just berries, but protein.

      Another shot resonates through the woods.

      No idea how close it is.

      My lungs are on fire. I inhale a cloud of bugs.

      That’ll be all the protein I can get for now, so I try not to spit them out. Their wings twitch in my saliva and I gag.

      Men shout behind me, yipping. They’re so happy. It’s a game to them.

      They have network communications, and there’s no need for them to be yelling and hollering. But they do it anyway, because they think it’s just a matter of time before I’m taken out. It’s their vacation, hunting girls on a desert island.

      Their bullets are real. The Umbridge Lodge, where I woke up a few days ago, was filled with trophies.

      Don’t think about those.

      I’m pushing my body past limits I thought I had as I run. Some of the bristly evergreen branches tear at my skin, tangle and tear at my hair, but I can’t stop or waste time.

      I just gotta keep going.

      Another shot cracks through the dark air, the sun dying entirely as I keep going. It’s pitch black now, and I’m at risk of hurting myself by running through the wilderness blindly. Grey clouds diffuse the moon, and the canopy of green encases me.

      A flicker, a momentary glimpse.

      A light in the distance.

      I emerge from the treeline, trying to catch sight of it again. I’ve been moving away from the Lodge for days. It can’t be theirs. I’m in the open air, staring out at the vast darkness, seeking that little ray of hope.

      Another gunshot. I sprint ahead.

      Only thing is, there’s no land between me and what I saw.

      I plunge into inky black water. My body stiffens in shock, the freezing cold sensation burning my flesh. My jeans tear on some rocks on the shore. An icy hell envelops me. My limbs flail as I search for the surface.

      I emerge and gasp for air.

      A gunshot rings out.

      I plunge down again.

      No way but onward. Swim. Keep my head below water as much as possible.

      Easier said than done.

      Fear and adrenaline crash within me, my motions frantic and uncoordinated. I’ve never been a strong swimmer, and my aching muscles don’t find swimming any easier than running was.

      Not to mention the water is so cold it hurts.

      Ironic that it feels like my body is on fire as ice chills my veins.

      I won’t last long in the water, but fuck, I have a half dozen guys hunting me for sport. My odds have never been great, and at least drowning would steal any triumph they might feel.

      Plus, I’d avoid whatever indignities they’d wanna perform on me post-mortem.

      What I saw in their depraved lodge horrifies me.

      Upon the walls of that posh hunter’s getaway were antlered deer and moose heads. Bears. Lynxes. Coyotes. Wolves.

      But more horrifying things adorned the place as well.

      I’d seen the human skulls, arranged in patterns, as if a part of some sick art project. I hurled my guts out all over the wood flooring when I saw the human body. Horror was etched in the man’s face forever, locking him in time and place when he was killed. His flesh was covered in cuts and bruises, lovingly preserved and displayed for all time.

      They’d tortured him before he finally was killed.

      “It’s just a wax replica,” the masked man had told me in the most insincere voice imaginable.

      He didn’t expect me to believe it, just like he didn’t expect me to believe that I can survive a week here.

      Where is the damn shore?!

      I keep swimming. Past the point of no return. I swim past the surety of the shore behind me. There’s nothing left to turn back to. I just kept swimming, bobbing my head above water to gulp air.

      Every time I flag, or slow down, there’s a shot. A bullet hitting the water, zipping past me.

      My limbs sting. I keep going. And going.

      Did I pass out?

      Time blurs. I don’t remember finding shore, but the eddies push me forward until something solid is beneath my knees. I clamour forward, crawling on hands and knees like the first mammal to walk on land.

      The cloud cover has broken. The moon and stars hang overhead. It’s so beautiful I could cry, and I wish I had the luxury to bask in the majesty of nature. My gaze lowers, and I stare at the black lake I just crossed.

      It arcs to either side, encompassing the land I now stand on.

      Looking back from where I came, I see nothing. But I can’t afford to linger. I get up and crawl inland. More trees. Shelter. I rush to its embrace as another bullet cracks through the night air.

      My flesh stings, and I push on. The woods close in around me, and finally things go still. Cold water drips from my t-shirt, my thighs chafing from my jeans. I lean against a thick tree, touching the point in my side where my skin is raw.

      I can’t go any further. I need a breather. I need a break.

      But even my rest is polluted by them all. The memories, the resentment, about how I ended up here flooding back.

      Leet.

      That fucker.

      I trusted him.

      No, worse than that. I thought he was a person with a conscience. We were both hackers, and I was under the impression that we were working towards a noble goal. I hadn’t liked anyone except him in years. I thought I knew him.

      When I found out who he was working for, of course I told him.

      Then I woke up in Umbridge Lodge, being told the rules of the game.

      He sold me out, and when I see him again, I’m going to…

      I’m too tired for all this rage. There’ll be time to concoct a fitting revenge plot later. For now, I need to survive.

      I push myself back to my feet and head further inland. Hopefully this island is an escape. From what little I know of those men hunting me, they aren’t the type to come swimming after me. They’ll insist on finding a boat to make the passage.

      So, at the very least, I bought myself time to⁠—

      The world spins.

      My vision doubles.

      The wound isn’t even that…
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      “There are men several feet taller than you with balls smaller than yours, Shayde.”

      Leet and I share a bottle of wine, relaxing in his luxury apartment. I’ve fallen for him, not fast, but over the course of several years of friendship. I catch his dimples and my heart thuds over itself. His compliments are so rare, and I squeal with excitement internally.

      Externally, I laugh, trying to act like the cool girl.

      “It’s just what anyone would do, if they had this access to Umbridge & Sons.” We recline in the loft of his spacious condo. He has more furniture than the last time I was here. I don’t ask about his money, but we aren’t in the same social class anymore. At least we can talk here, unlike my dingy apartment. He has a multi-level air-gapping system installed to keep him safe from other hackers, and all spying eyes are disabled.

      “No, Shayde. It’s not. You’re special. This is dangerous. Are you sure you want to do this?”

      He’s so handsome. Not in a traditional way, I guess. His dark hair is sleek and swept black, his eyes intense and glinting with brilliance.

      He’s a sharp dresser, too, always wearing some bespoke outfit that stands out from the crowd. If he weren’t such a nerd like me, I’d swear he was a fashion model. He’s too lanky to be considered traditionally attractive, tall, a little bit unusual. I’m smitten.

      I have no idea how he feels about me. It’s great that he’s not a lecherous pervert like most male hackers I’ve met, but he’s almost too respectful of me.

      “Infiltrate an arms dealer, disrupting the flow of weapons across the globe? Rob them blind so they can’t drop another fucking nuke on a bunch of innocence civilians? Of course I want to do this, Leet. What kind of person would I be if I didn’t?”

      His dimple deepens, and I drift closer into his personal bubble. His body heat warms me up. While I like the break from the heat that his air-conditioned penthouse provides, my skin prickles with goosebumps.

      “You’ll be taking on the riskiest part, though, Shayde. I’ll just be handling the financial side of things, safe and sound from my HQ. You’ll be the one breaking into the warehouse.”

      “I know. But this might be our only chance to disrupt the war machine. No matter what happens to me, it’ll be worth it if we can pull this off. Besides, to live is to approach death gradually. I can’t keep doing this slow march.”

      He shakes his head, and the respect in his gaze is addictive. Our shared passion for a better world unites us.

      “How the hell did you get so brave?”

      I’m not brave, but I like that Leet thinks I am. He doesn’t expect an answer. He knows I don’t like talking about myself or my past.

      “Umbridge & Sons think they’re untouchable. Together, we can bring them to their knees. And besides, no one will miss me if…”

      If something happens. If I’m caught, thrown in a cell to rot. Killed in the warehouse. My parents abandoned me after I hacked my school network and exposed widespread grade tampering to favour rich kids. They blamed me for getting expelled from the prestigious Owasis Prep School they fought to get me into.

      My girlfriend, Vivian, said she’d stay with me. After all we’d been through, I’d believed her. I was the one she always relied on once she came out, after she started to transition. Her light burned so bright, and I thought we’d be together forever.

      After a few weeks, she’d moved on and broke my heart.

      My cousin Aimi offered me a place to stay in Kyoto. She died before I could get there.

      I have no one.

      Leet reaches out and brushes some of my hair around the shell of my ear. My heart lodges in my throat.

      “I’ll miss you,” he says in a deeper, more seductive voice, his eyes sweeping over me.

      “We should make the most of this moment. There’s no telling how this operation will go down. As good as we are, the company’s got big assets. Clever people who work for them, aside from me.”

      The gap between us closes. Lust prickles beneath my skin, but there’s something entwined with it. Hot rage accompanies it, but that doesn’t make sense.

      I’ve never been mad at Leet.

      He’s always been there for me. He was the one who helped me get my life back on track after the asylum.

      I haven’t talked to my parents in the better part of a decade, and Leet fills that gaping hole in my heart that I pretend isn’t there.

      “I think I’m falling in love with you,” I murmur.

      He cups my jaw and caresses along my cheek with his thumb. His skin is cold and firm, like marble.

      This isn’t real. It’s a memory.

      A bittersweet memory.

      It’s comforting to lose myself in it. To pretend this is reality. I don’t fight it as he shifts in closer on that posh, expensive sofa of his, and our faces drift closer together.

      “Teach me what love is.”

      Something feels off.

      That isn’t what he’s supposed to say.

      He leans in and kisses me, our lips glancing. “Is this love?” he asks in a breathy voice. His hard, tall form presses into me tighter. The kisses grow frenzied, assertive.

      For a while, I’d wondered if Leet was gay, or asexual, maybe. Or, yeah, maybe he just thought of me as a friend, a peer. I was happy he thought of me at all, and being his friend was almost as good as being his lover.

      These kisses contain all the things I’ve been longing for.

      I part my lips, my hand on his leg as I lean in towards him, matching his passion. I’ve fantasized about this, and this is all my dreams coming true.

      It’s unsettling the way he responds to my desires with such speed. Every time he gets too aggressive, he backs off. When I want more, he’s back. His hands move just where I want them, his nimble fingers unfastening the buckles on my top.

      He takes the lead, but he follows my unspoken directions with ease.

      The room had grown dark behind him while we’d been making out. He peels back my top and takes hold of a breast, caressing it.

      “I want you,” he says, and his eyes are like dark pools now in the dim light. “I’m glad for all the circumstances that brought you here, to this moment. To me.”

      I melt.

      Those words. Ah fuck, they just totally unravel me, get through to my barbed wire heart. I’m trembling and there’s a hot warmth behind my eyes. I deny myself that childish impulse and kiss him hard on the mouth, hungry to swallow those words. To absorb them into me, and my consciousness. To make them a part of who I am.

      Our mouths are locked together, tongues entwined. And my hands move to his chest, feeling that hard physique through his vest and shirt, before beginning to unbutton and remove them.

      This isn’t a memory.

      It’s changed, but it’s pleasantly different. Better. So much better.

      His cool hands slide along my body, feeling me up, marvelling over my flesh as he looms over me.

      “Shayde…”

      He says my name with such poignancy and desire. It’s hunger laced with longing greater than anything I’d ever heard before. As if he were starved for human contact, and then found me, surpassing all desires and expectations.

      His hands are working open his belt and pants, and I look at him, watching that unveiling of his manhood.

      Leet and I had fucked in the actual moment, but in this memory it’s more passionate. Love radiates out from him. His cock spills out, already engorged.

      “I need you,” he says.

      His face is a little off. His familiar dark eyes seem to cry tears of ink. The ceiling of the room beyond him breathes. Great roots pulse like veins. Concrete gives way to life.

      Don’t pay attention to that. I’m just trying to ruin the moment like I always do, shying away from the intimacy that I desperately crave.

      His hips angle down, his manhood pressed to my slit.

      “I need you,” I breathe back, my mouth pressing against his as his body weighs down on me. “Never leave me. Promise you’ll never leave me.”

      I haven’t even finished the words when a rumble passes through me, through the ground, dark and rolling.

      “I promise.”

      It feels so good to have not just his physical presence and desire, but his devotion. It’s euphoric. He penetrates me and I moan. He’s big and filling, stretching me wide.

      “I want to know what it’s really like.”

      There’s a strange reverberation in his voice, an echo. His hips pump to the perfect tempo, at the perfect angle. He knows my body better than I do. His pace rises gradually, and I writhe beneath him in bliss.

      I never want this dream to end.

      “Come…” he bids me. I’m already perched at the edge of orgasm. So close to giving him what he wants.

      “Come to me.”

      To me?

      That’s a strange thing to say. He’s already inside me. I’m as close to him as can possibly be, and the pleasure is mounting higher and higher. I wrap my arms around his back, surprised by how large he feels.

      “Find the centre of the eye…”

      I don’t understand. My body is buckling under the intensity. I force my eyes open to catch his gaze—maybe he wants more eye contact?—but everything is wrong.

      The walls lined with throbbing, vein-like tubes pulsate and ooze, as if we’re inside some big heart of a blackened demon. And Leet…

      Leet’s eyes are still wrong, but now that ink has begun to consume him. His whole being is black now, instead of the pale flesh I knew. His powerful hands grip me tighter, the feeling of long sharp claws glancing my flesh.

      He’s not Leet. Not the Leet I knew. Not in action or looks. And there, perched on the edge of orgasm, I scream and scream until I awake on the forest floor.

      I’m sticky with sweat and it reminds me of the ooze. My inner thighs are wet beneath my jeans, and I worry I pissed myself, but the reality is worse. Arousal wafts in the air, and that dream is so vivid, even as I suck in cold air, my frantic eyes searching for something I can’t see. Something no one should see.

      The monster of my dreams.
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redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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