
  
    [image: Cyborg Redux]
  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      Cyborg: Redux

      Once evil reigns there is only the honest left to fear…

      Clarissa was an ordinary nanny until Dr. Jeremy Colvert made her a bio cybernetic freak. On the run, it was an act of kindness that nearly ended in disaster.

      When Michael met Clarissa everything in his world changed—again—too. He too, is a “Cybe Enhanced Human” — a creature greater mankind now fears. Now they’re hiding from a world out to get them and aiming to shut down Dr. Colvert’s experimentation isn’t exactly going to plan because worse, much worse, lurks just beyond sight.

      Love might have bloomed, but there’ll be no future if they can’t save each other and it’s going to take more than just them to succeed.

      

      Children Of A Greater Evil

      In the deepening darkness, hope can continue to bloom.

      With the knowledge of the cybernetically enhanced, causing the populace to seek stronger, faster, and better warriors, a faction has determined they can use this opportunity to further their ends.

      Senator Daniella Villede takes charge of a covert agency. Their mission is to investigate and close down those who’d overthrow the government. She’s on the rise in her political career, but as conditions change, so does her role.

      Jonah McDowell is just the man to head up the security force. Drawn to Daniella, he fights against his attraction. She’s his superior, a senator, and beyond his reach.

      When the unthinkable happens, Daniella turns to Jonah, but staying alive is just the first step.

      Content Warning: this story contains sexual content and violence but also hope for a future where love conquers evil

      

      When Evil Came To Stay

      When things are at their lowest ebb, chances are it’s going to get worse.

      For Erin McNally that includes working alongside David Villede. He’s the one man she wants and can never have. Too much separates them—position, money, and power are just the beginning.

      For David, Erin is the woman he dreams of and burns for. After she’s hurt in a horrible incident, his protective instincts kick into overdrive. 

      But the times are dangerous—the genetically engineered warrior kids are growing in power, there’s someone in the camp they trust who’s betraying them, and the tide of public acceptance could just as easily turn against them as in their direction.  

      Success isn’t assured, and neither is their survival. Love may be their only hope.

      Content Warning: Genetic modification, violence and erotic content exist within this book.

      

      Finis: The War To End All Wars

      Inevitably, the end must come. But only one side can win the war.

      Senna Reed—soldier and arson investigator—knows danger. She was there right beside the men in the war—a soldier. Now she’s facing an enemy the likes of which no one in their right mind could have foreseen years before.

      Franklin Mann is a soldier first and foremost. Romantic entanglements aren’t his speciality, but Senna, the woman he’s been tasked to work with, pushes all his emotional buttons. He fights the emotional entanglements…until he can fight no more.

      The passion between them is scorching, but there’s work to be done. Dirty tasks only soldiers can perform.

      The possibility of failure in tracking down the one person who is behind the creation of the super-soldiers and neutralizing them won’t be easy. The battle will require them all to steel themselves, because never before have they seen the likes of what’s to come.
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      Clarissa’s eyes closed, her body arching against the radiated agony. Every muscle quaked while the sound of harsh breathing—hers, her grasping brain shared—teamed with a rapid, beeping crescendo. One last, fraught beat of her overtaxed heart saw the mechanical echo segue into the single, unceasing whine of a heart monitor flatlining.

      Her last thought was I’m dying.
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      The beep of the heart monitor attached to the woman on the gurney became the whine of flatline as techs rushed the room. The surgeons working frantically pushed them away.

      They hadn’t come to save her, but to harvest body parts and defined organs—the bits that would be discarded when she underwent the bio-organic therapies outlined by Dr. Jeremy Colvert. She wasn’t the first by any stretch, but certainly the most promising specimen he’d come across. Of course, the therapy process had to be covert. Not everyone understood or welcomed his take on a brave new world.

      Beyond the room, on a suspended viewing platform above, Jeremy watched, satisfied with what he saw as the medical technicians began the multiple surgeries. The slicing of the flesh, exposing what to him were unnecessary organs, satisfied him immensely. They hurried, hands flying, blood spurting, while inserting chips and wiring. Organs for transfer were stowed into cooler boxes for transportation, yet others discarded.

      The assistants replaced her liver, damaged in the accident that had stolen her previous life, with a technological replacement of smooth metal and prosthetic bio-organic materials, which were crafted just for her.

      Each move was a dance, carefully orchestrated, and Jeremy braced himself against the glass. “This one should be successful.”

      The surgical intern beside him—his personal assistant—glanced at him and shrugged. “Who knows. So far, we’ve had only limited success.”

      Ah yes, limited success. How I detest that term! This time will be different though. He clenched his fist, aware of the curling and the interest in that action from the man beside him, but it only lightly impinged on his senses. Everything else, every fiber of his being, remained focused on the procedure taking place in the room below.

      Three had died. One had resurrected, but the brain deficiencies were too extreme, resulting in the need for termination of the specimen. A shame really, as he’d been strong in his body. For a moment Jeremy recalled the soldier they’d chosen. So very strong, and yet the mind had utterly failed, and even to this point, the transplant of brain and consciousness was tricky. Things would be better this time, as he’d chosen this girl himself.

      Those working below—the best and brightest of those committed to his cause—

      continued his work, taking care with the completion of their tasks. The cooler blocks they’d placed around her body ensured no degradation of the specimen as they prepared her for resurrection, just like a phoenix in his mind. Even as he watched, the cooler boxes of discarded organs were whisked away.

      He grunted, looked back to the operating table, and considered once again the only other survivor. “We should check her pain threshold when she is revived. See to it.” His work with others had born out his belief that those who’d undergone this new and exploratory therapy could tolerate pain more than those un-enhanced. “Make it work.”

      Jeremy turned and glanced at his hand, silver glinting under the dim lights of the viewing platform. The whir-clank of his personal hydraulics system filled the air.

      If only I’d been a candidate. His own injuries had left him with two cybernetic legs, a cyber-enhanced hand, and a hunger to build bigger and better. It had ended his official surgical career, but not his brain capacity, though he’d managed to mask the extent of his injuries from those he groomed.

      Those same injuries had pushed his work underground where he practiced and perfected with only the most damaged candidates. The ones society and the medical community deemed to be beyond assistance. In the early days he’d worked on grafting of bio-technical fusion, which had led to other, far more lucrative, endeavors. Now he was ready to move to the next stage, some nineteen years after his first successes came about.

      Self-funding, thanks to his judicious work and investment, allowed him a new level of freedom. The medical community at large turned a blind eye to his experimentation, especially since few realized the extreme limits he was prepared to go to in search of his view of purity.

      Others—and he included those in government—lacked imagination. They limit themselves, he thought and chortled before leaving the room and heading for his office where he’d work on his latest batch of refinements.
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      The girl in the surgical bed opened her eyes and blinked, lids opening and closing in

      quick succession while her vision flashed blue and white. I died. Why am I here? Who am I?

      It was a struggle, her mind logy with drugs she somehow understood were being pumped through her body even before she noted the steady stream of something being injected into her

      arm. “Who am I?” she said, the words strange and harsh.

      Clarissa. It came to her as did the reality that her body was different. It felt heavy and

      alien, yet stronger. Strange.

      The small thought exhausted her, and she slipped back into unconsciousness, waking

      again some time later. “Where... Where am I?” She licked her dry lips, felt the cracked sting as the parched flesh was moistened.

      The beeps echoed. They were sounds she recognized, and Clarissa glanced up. The ceiling above her was bright white and dotted with harsh fluorescent lighting.

      She stretched, aching down to her bones as unfamiliar sensations flashed through her. “What...” Her throat closed, and it took a moment to force the moisture from her mouth down her throat. “What happened to me?”

      A voice echoed in her mind. “Clarissa, you’re awake. Wonderful. I’ll send a technician in to check your fittings.”

      Confusion filled her. Fittings? Technician?

      She waited, her body not vibrating but the shaking close to it. Sensations overwhelmed her, although she did detect a renewing of her strength, while information flooded her mind.

      Information scrolled across her vision, yet there was no screen before her that she could detect. Panic set in, her breathing speeding up.

      “Be calm,” that disembodied voice instructed.

      A hiss sounded and cool relief released muscles that had tensed. Anxiety floated away. A door opened, but she couldn’t move her head; it remained constrained in a contraption

      that held every limb and body part still. The terror that flooded her system felt far away as she struggled for the correct word to describe the contraption that held her in place. Vise. It felt like the vise her father kept in his small workshop at the back of the house.

      “Where am I?” she asked.

      A technician with a white smock and cap popped into her vision joined swiftly by another. “You’re in the Colvert Clinic. Remember?” Their smiles seemed odd, like they were watching for some kind of negative response and reaction. She sensed a tension about them, as if they were suffering from an adrenalin surge.

      “What happened to me?”

      “I’m not at liberty to discuss that with you. You’ll need to meet with Dr. Colvert at a later

      time. He’ll explain everything.”

      The technician scurried around, tapping details into a hand-held computer, tugging on

      cords though not releasing her. Clarissa struggled, fear ballooning again in her chest, pushing against her lungs, and she heaved, trying to suck in oxygen. Terror surged.

      “Breathe slowly. It’ll help.” That voice came again from elsewhere, stern and strong.

      Stars exploded in her vision, and she struggled, fingers curving but not grasping anything. “I can’t...”

      Confusion warred, her heart rate speeding if the monitor’s klaxon and the sudden heaviness in her chest were anything to go by. She felt as if she would burst. Perspiration dotted her upper lip.

      “Breathe, dammit! Control your oxygen intake or you’ll sleep again.” The faceless tech’s voice echoed, and she fought against the sensation that Jeremy was somehow there, inhabiting her brain. The wild thought scattered to the four winds as Clarissa tried to regain control of her body and mind.

      “I want out of here!” Her weak cry was married with a burst of terrifying emotions. Hot tears dribbled down her face as she heard the man cursing.

      Once more cold trickled in her veins and the gray fog loomed. “No! I don’t want to sleeeee...”
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      Michael twisted, his hand moving smoothly, clasping the tennis racquet. He’d always taken this for granted; now every action had to be considered, planned down to the most minute details. He forced his body to react as it has always done instinctually.

      He was growing used to his infirmity, and the level of detail required to instruct his muscles to move wasn’t so exaggerated, yet now he knew the calculations continued in his brain without conscious thought.

      “Very good, Michael. You’re coming along well, though I notice your battery levels are very low. Have you been plugging in as regularly as you should?”

      He considered the woman’s words with distaste. She treated him as if he were some kind of walking, talking toaster!

      “Michael...”

      He sighed with resignation. They’d had this argument many times since his accident. “I don’t realize they’re so low until the critical light glows.”

      It was ironic his friend Sara—a cybernetic implantation specialist—had saved his life after the accident damaged most of his organs and bones. She’d saved him, but the offside was extensive cybe-organic transplant. Cutting edge. But now he wasn’t who he’d been before, and he continued to wrestle with the emotional price tag that carried.

      “How long until I can leave the facility?” he asked.

      Sara stared at him. “You’re still in initial treatment, Mike. You’re vulnerable to infection and—”

      “I’m not asking for a medical list of reasons why not, I just want some kind of ball park as to when.” Frustration exuded from him in waves. She knew, he read the sympathy in her soft touch and sad smile, but it wasn’t enough.

      He’d been here for the last month and needed to see his family. So far, he’d only caught a glance of them from behind the thick, glass wall. Sara hadn’t allowed actual touch at that point, and even now, the sight of his mother collapsing in his father’s arms haunted him.

      “Just give me some kind of timeframe. That’s all I need.”

      She shook her head and released a long, huffing exhalation. “Look, so long as you continue like this, I’d hope within the next two months. Just don’t hold me to that. Your body,

      organs, and skin are grafting to the metallic skeleton. The bio-tronic energy pack is now running your circulatory systems well, but needs a little tweaking to stabilize its output. It’s like you’ve been reborn. Your brain is still learning to cope with the altered neural interface.”

      He hissed, hating hearing the extent of his ‘replacements’, yet needing to know it all. “I get it. I’m the first to have been able to survive the implantation program physiologically.”

      “Michael, you’re special. This treatment has never before been as successful, and we have to be careful.” She touched gloved fingers to his face, her eyes sad while her lips drooped. “Let me be cautious with you. I want you to live. You’re just going to have to understand that right now you have a lot of limitations.”

      He nodded, dissatisfied with her words but clutching the intent close. “Okay, two months. Let’s work on that timeframe.” It wasn’t enough information to settle his frustration, but he could work with that. For now anyway.

      “Good. Let’s get back to your physio now. Show me your swing.”

      He moved his arm, dismayed as he always was to realize he didn’t have full motion yet. The muscles twanged and ached, the pain increasing the more he pushed. Dots of liquid—sweat, his mind added—lined his upper lip and brow.

      Sarah reached out and cupped his shoulder lightly. “Stop, Mike. You’re pushing too hard.”

      He bared his teeth, trying harder against the whirling vortex of pain that exploded. “I can do this.”

      She tugged the racquet from his hand. “Enough.” She inhaled as if fighting her own pain. “That’s enough for today.”

      He growled. “I can do more. I should be able to do more. I was a semi-professional athlete and surgeon!” Frustration eked out, and she caressed his cheek.

      “I know. But your body has changed. The muscles atrophied and are now healing. They’re forming new connections that are fragile. You can’t expect to be what you were...yet. It will come. You know that. But right now, let your body heal in its own time.”

      He subsided, slumping into the seat behind him. Everything she said was true. He knew it, yet none of it made him feel better. If anything, it simply made him realize how he’d never truly grasped the truth when he’d said the same things to his patients.

      “You need to rest now, Mike. Settle into your couch and plug in. You’ll feel better for it.”

      Weakness. He hated it, but it hovered constantly, a crow which sat on his shoulder as a reminder. The companion of last choice.

      “You’ve come such a long way in the last couple of weeks, but you died. We were able to save you at a cost. You know that. Now you must accept that you’re different. Not who and what you were before.”

      He wasn’t who and what he was. Oh, I bloody well knew that. It didn’t make any of this easier to take though.

      The concern that echoed in her voice left him aching. Once, long ago, he’d considered pushing their friendship to more, but now he wasn’t even really human. He was both more and less.

      His hopes and dreams were shattered. He knew Sara made every attempt to treat him the same as she always had, but they both knew nothing could ever be the same again. He would never be the same. That thought chased him into sleep.
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      Clarissa tugged and pulled, her restraints weakening with creaks and groans. She’d been

      here a long time. Long enough for the initial scars to change to a faded pink and her physique to return to what it had been.

      Long enough to have counted every panel in the ceiling and for her mind to work up impossible scenarios of escape. How long she couldn’t quantify, but long enough that she’d been poked and prodded and felt like an experiment or a lab rat. She’d been spoken of like some kind of creature without a soul or brain. Stripped of her humanity.

      “I’m a fighter,” she murmured, holding onto the sliver of her soul that hadn’t shriveled under the constant torture, because it was all she had left to hope for.

      Torture. Her daily treatments and experiments were a torture no one could ever perceive.

      The door opened, and she stilled. It wouldn’t do to let them know she was fighting her bonds. She’d learned that lesson early on, after they’d sedated her the couple of times they’d caught on to what she was doing.

      I won’t give in to the loss of control. Her stomach wobbled at the memory of those occasions. And the repercussions that had followed.

      “Good morning, Clarissa. We’re here for our daily session. Today we’re going to test your pain reflexes. See what difference your bio-cybernetic implants have made. It’s been a while and we need to see if the settling of the implants has changed the parameters at all. We specifically wish to see if it’s affected your ability to cope with cold, heat, and so on. Do be a good girl and cooperate.”

      Jeremy. He’d been the one that instigated all the previous sessions she’d survived. She hated him.

      “I’m not a lab rat.” She bit the words out, and he sighed, shook his head, and treated her to one of his signature you’ve-got-no-idea looks.

      “Clarissa, dear. You’re so much more to me than a lab rat. I’ve told you before, you’re my crowning achievement. You walk and talk. You think. Just. Like. A. Human.”

      Clarissa’s hair stood on end at his tone of voice. He leaned in, his expression turning feral, and she shrank back from his fetid breath, wondering how she’d ever thought him her friend and future lover.

      “But you’re not. We saved your life when we operated on you. You should be grateful that I took such an interest in you. If it wasn’t for me—”

      “I didn’t want this. I never asked for it.” She hated the desperation in her voice.

      For the first time, he looked startled, then a canny look settled on his face. “No, maybe you didn’t. But I had the choice. You were the one I saved. Not the others.”

      His words dropped on her, heavy weights she didn’t want. Couldn’t welcome. “Others?” He shrugged. “Inconsequential. You were the best choice.”

      Others. There’d been others? He’d chosen? She struggled to remember what had come before and was left gasping as a lance of pain shifted through her brain. She struggled against the blank wall that surrounded her previous knowledge of herself. She’d tried before, but it was as if someone had walled out that portion of her life. Why couldn’t she remember?

      “You shouldn’t struggle, Clarissa. It’s not good for your body or your mind. Now, stay still, I have some students here who are keen to run their tests.” He stepped back as two men strode forward, wearing clear glasses she’d come to fear. That meant splatter. Blood or other liquids.

      Neither was really young she realized as she gazed into their eyes, noting the way they appeared flat and focused. Looks she’d seen before in other eyes when they only saw a procedure that treated her as inhuman.

      “No!” Clarissa screamed. The echo resounded, but no one commented, they simply took their positions beside her strapped gurney.

      None cared that she was sentient. Human. To them, she was simply an experiment. Another man trundled in a machine, power cords and long clamps folded across its top, and she shivered. It reminded her of an oversized battery charger. The thought increased the nausea that boiled in her belly, the acidic taste of bile sliding into her mouth. She fought it. Whatever they were going to do wouldn’t be pleasant.

      Clarissa shuddered and sucked in a deep breath as the man plugged the machine in, extending the cords and leads, then moved around her to fasten bits to the side of her bed.

      Should she twist those bonds again? Would that work in her favor? Thoughts and ideas, wilder than before, ran through her brain. Escape, her mind screamed. Don’t get caught. Plan.

      “We’re charging now, doctor.” The one who’d wheeled in the machine advanced with the clamps and settled them on her wrists, while the others unfastened the gown covering her and started attaching probes to her chest, wrists, and head.

      The wobble increased and became a full-blown panic attack as they started talking about megahertz and brain patterns. Blackness edged at her mind as she fought to suck in enough oxygen. Each move, every word, only increased her terror.

      “Please...” She tried to engage one of them, hoping they’d read the panic and take pity on her, but they didn’t gaze at her eyes.

      That avoidance left her fearful, not wanting to know their plans, fearing what lay ahead yet strangely accepting of her lot.
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      Michael rolled out of the bed. His body strong, his mind clearer than it had been since the

      accident that had claimed his life. Today was the day Sara was completing his release papers from the hospital. I’m going home.

      Satisfaction never felt so good, he thought, striding to the window and looking out onto the park opposite his hospital room.

      Sara had warned him that his release would come with some restrictions, but he could live with that. After all, he’d sleep in his own bed and be with his family.

      The door opened, and he spun around. Sara strode into the room, her brow furrowed, followed by two security officers, their faces tense. Michael’s adrenaline surged, but he stayed still, waiting for them to explain this sudden intrusion.

      “What’s this, Sara?” He indicated to the two men, and she grimaced.

      “I told you there would be restrictions. Well, the first one is, because the media got wind of your release, you’re going to have security escorts. This is for your safety. We’re going to take you down to the VIP entrance, where a car will be waiting. Your father couldn’t come, because the house is locked down with paparazzi waiting to get a photo of you.” She changed position, shifting to the left, her gaze sliding over his shoulder, and inhaled. “Secondly, you’re not going straight home.”

      He opened his mouth, and she lifted her hand, willing him to settle.

      Frustration thrummed, but he waited, barely leashing his furious reaction.

      “The powers that be requested we place you in a halfway facility.”

      His ire rose, face flaming. “Why? I’ve not done anything—”

      “No, Michael, it’s not because of you or anything you’ve done. They...umm... They want you somewhere so they can evaluate your psychiatric status. There’s only been a few other cyber-organic transplant patients who survived surgery. None as extensive as you, but none could be released. They didn’t cope very well with the changes of their systems. None were able to transition to everyday life. The government needs to be sure of your state of mind.”

      “You said I was the only one.” Fury grew, and he fisted his hands. “I’m not like that anyway. I’m ready to go home.”

      “No, Michael.” Her voice firmed. “They didn’t know about others until a report was made to the authorities a few weeks ago, but it was kept under wraps given your personal circumstances. I didn’t know anything about it until last night when this was presented to me as the only resort. And yes, I agree, you exhibit no negative tendencies, but the authorities need to be sure of the safety and security of the populace.”

      She advanced, brushing off the concerns of the guards.

      “But your current anger won’t help, so sit down and listen.” She reached for him, even as the two guards thrust their hands to their belts.

      He stalked to the bed and dropped down. It dipped and creaked beneath him. His hiss of anger was long, loud, and she winced at his obvious frustration. “Right. I’m listening.”

      “Good. You’re to be released to a halfway facility. Your parents and siblings can visit as often as they like. The added benefit is no one will be mauling you while your body is healing, which, I have to be honest, concerned me.”

      Michael had to work hard to contain his snarl.

      “Your transplants are new, and I don’t want you to be physically manhandled and run the risk of infection,” she continued. “It’s a win—the only one you’re going to get. Otherwise, you’ll have to stay here until they determine you are emotionally stable enough. You must recognize it’s harder here, because the conditions are manufactured. It would take longer to achieve the outcome necessary, and I’m not sure that would be untainted. This way, you’ll have freedom to come and go to some degree. Please, understand, I’ve fought hard for this. For you.”

      He snorted. “What’s the alternative? If I choose to leave and not enter the halfway house or remain here?”

      She shuddered and looked away.

      Michael frowned. “Sara?”

      “You’d be disengaged. That’s the only other alternative.” Her words were muffled, movements edgy as if she fought some great emotional turmoil.

      It took a moment for the words to refine in his mind.

      Disengage. Disengage his bio-tronic life support battery? “Sara?” Oxygen clogged in his throat, almost choking the life from him. “They’d do what?”

      She reached out, placing her hand over his. “I’m sorry, Michael. You need to understand.

      I didn’t choose any of this. I know you’re exactly as you were mentally, but the psychologists don’t. You have to prove to them that you’re still human and the Michael we all knew before your accident.”

      Heavy and dark emotion, the kind he was unused to, coursed within his body. It wasn’t anger. Nor was it frustration. Instead, it was some powerful mix—potent and scouring. Fury took the leading edge. He clenched his fists, hiding them behind his back so the guards wouldn’t see.

      A small monitor, yet another implantation created to assist him in monitoring his emotions and physical status, slid over his vision and showed him the level of distress radiating from him. It not only captured the levels of his breathing, but also that of Sara’s increased respiration and perspiration. It reminded him, forcibly, of what he wasn’t any longer and the humanity he’d lost.

      It took seconds—five point three to be exact—for him to control himself, release the pressure in his hands, and his endorphin levels to begin decreasing. “Then I’ll go, Sara. I’m sorry.” He spoke clearly, his eyes on the guards, who nodded and stepped back. When he looked at her again, she’d dabbed away the tears that had wavered on her lashes.

      This is the last time we’ll meet like this, he promised himself. Not even really friends, but never more. He and Sara could never be anything more than doctor and patient, and for him that was more than enough.

      If I had known what lay ahead, I don’t think I would have wanted them to save me.

      He rose and stepped away.

      “Michael?”

      He stilled, his gaze settled on Sara. “Yes?”

      “I’m...” She hiccuped. “I’m sorry.” There was a tremble in her voice, but he refused to let it affect him.

      “So am I, Sara.” Then he turned slowly on his heel and dismissed her.
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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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