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        One man stands between the barbaric rule of Supernatural Council and the weakening line of the Ancients—my father, Dante Livingstone. 

      

        

      
        The time for peace is over. Swords have been drawn, and we stand at the edge of war. 

        I’ve fought Demons. I’ve battled lies. I survived with those I love standing beside me. But this time it’s not enough. This time I’m up against a force not even Hekate can help me win. 

        I’m falling on my knees, desperate to find a way out of the dark. I don’t want to believe it’s over…I can’t…not until the very end. 
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          Chaos Reigns

        

      

    

    
      Steel glinted in the dark as the blade slipped its sheath. I was caught by the grinding sound, trapped by the shine of the weapon, unable to move.

      “Are you aware of the consequences of these actions?” The voice boomed high above me.

      I flinched with the sound as Dad took a step closer.

      And in this moment, I couldn’t breathe. Trapped with terror...

      “Yes,” Dad answered and lifted his gaze. “I’m aware of the actions.”

      “Dante,” the Ancient, Vlad Vasile murmured beside him. “I’m begging you. This is madness, this is suicide. You’re all that stands in their way. You give in and we all perish.”

      “Quiet!” That voice roared high above.

      My knees trembled, fingers icy cold as they curled into fists. Still I forced my gaze to rise, forced myself to see the Council for what it truly was.

      It was madness.

      It was cruelty.

      It was hate, hiding behind a mask. “No,” I answered. “This is not happening.” I took a step forward, breaking the suffocating grip of fear. “I won’t allow this to happen.”

      More steel surrounded me. Blades and guns and shining silver eyes. There was a snarl from a Wolf I didn’t know, and a whimper from my own father.

      I’d end this right here, finish this once and for all. I turned my head, finding Thorin and Brylee, knowing that this has been the destination all along. The killing and the pain...especially to those I loved. This was what the Council wanted, this was how they used and manipulated.

      “I want to make a deal,” I answered.

      “Morwenna, do not say one more word.” There was fear in Dad’s voice, real crippling fear.

      I turned my head toward him. His eyes were wide, a sheen of sweat against a perfect brow.

      “You don’t understand what’s happening,” he whispered and cast a panicked gaze toward the Vampire sitting high above us.

      “Enough!” The leader of the Council roared.

      I flinched and jerked my gaze to where he stood. He was young, younger than I’d imagined, barely two hundred years old, and he sat in more power than I could ever hope to.

      “Morwenna Livingstone, you are stripped of your title of Understudy.” He glanced at Dad. “And are hereby…”

      A savage whimper slipped from Dad’s lips. “No….”

      A roar followed, bellowing and brutal. Steps thundered from my right as Chuck lifted his hand. Steel glinted. The gun was all I saw as he lifted the muzzle to the young Judge sitting high above us.

      I jerked my gaze to Dad, waiting for him to roar a command to stop! But he didn’t. He didn’t say anything at all. Just watched as Chuck squeezed the trigger.

      Boom! The sound shattered the eerie silence.

      The bitter scent of gunpowder filled the air. Movement dragged my gaze to the Ancient as he lifted his hand and gave the command, and in a war-cry that filled the massive room, the Ancient’s warriors were a tsunami as they charged forward. The thunder of their boots filled the room.

      Chuck squeezed off three more shots as Dad gripped my arm. “Move, Morwenna...now.”

      I stumbled forward unable to tear my gaze from the avalanche of Council’s warriors charging toward us...with the Vampire, Slayer, in front.

      Slayer threw his sword like an axe, the tip turning end over end until it found its mark. Chuck cried out, stumbled and then went down.

      “No!” I screamed and lunged forward.

      But the room was chaos. Screams and slaughter mingled with the crack of gunshots. I turned, grasping Dad’s hand, dragging him with me. “Dad, come on!”

      But one look into his eyes and I saw the truth. He’d known what he was walking into. He knew this would happen. He knew it all. Dark eyes glinted, his focus slipping past me. I followed his gaze as Slayer roared forward, and behind a wall of Vampires, Chuck rose.

      Blood soaked his white shirt. He lifted his hand, grip steady and squeezed the trigger...boom...boom...boom! The gun never kicked in his grip, only glinted as he charged.

      “Take Morwenna!” Dad roared. “Keep her safe.”

      Chuck swung his gaze to me, and then glanced to Dad. But my father was already turning, already shoving me between the surge of Vampires as the head of the Supernatural Council rose to his feet and screamed above us. “Get them! Get them now!”

      Strong hands grabbed me, pulling me away as Dad reached inside his jacket and dragged free a shining silver Ruger, took aim and then fired.

      “Dad!” I screamed and lunged.

      But Chuck’s grip was a vise, holding me in place as Dad swung the muzzle of the weapon to the head of the Supernatural Council and fired once more.

      “We have to go!” Chuck roared in my ears.

      But I couldn’t...I couldn’t leave him... not like this. I swung my gaze to my bodyguard. “You have to save him! You have to save my dad!”

      I’d never seen Chuck scared before, never seen him so much as rattled. But his dark Vampire eyes widened, the tiny shake of his head was more for him than it was for me.

      I yanked on his hold as the savage clash of guns and blades rang out. The Ancient stood in the middle, watching as his men fought the Council.

      And one by one they fell, blood spurted into the air from a neck wound, another grabbed his chest and toppled at Vlad’s feet as the boom from a shotgun rang out.

      “Morwenna...we have to go.” Chuck yanked my arm, lifting me from my feet.

      I’d fought in battle.

      I’d succumbed to war.

      But this was no fight...this was a massacre.

      Death was everywhere...in their eyes and their screams. “Dad come on!” I yelled, searching for pale skin and midnight eyes.

      But he was gone, lost to the sea of darkness, and across the clash of steel Slayer rose to his feet, his face splattered with another’s blood. He lifted his hand, the muzzle of the gun pointed at me.

      But it wasn’t me, not really, and those feral eyes weren’t locked on mine...they were gripped by Chuck’s.

      “You can’t escape your past forever, Hunter,” Slayer barked. “Everyone you love will finally see you for the monster you really are.”

      Chuck gave a snarl and swung the muzzle of his gun high before he squeezed the trigger.

      Slayer jerked with the impact, blood spreading across his shoulder as the Ancient stumbled forward, his dark eyes seized mine as he screamed, “Go now!”

      I was dragged backwards, slipping through the massacre around me, until the rush of the dying and the dead stole everything away.

      “We have to go back!” I yanked on Chuck’s hold. “Chuck! Chuck! We have to go back!”

      But he was a locomotive, shooting a Council Vampire as he rushed toward us. “We get out of here, Mor. Any way we damn well can.”

      Not without Dad.

      Tears blurred. This was all my fault. If I hadn’t gone to that damn school. If I hadn’t touched those goddamn diamonds.

      Screams filled my ears and raked claws along my soul. I plunged into the darkness inside my chest, to that faint flicker of power that lingered inside me. Please, Hekate. Hear me, please hear me. I need you…

      Chuck grabbed me around the waist and lifted my feet from the floor, swinging me to protect me with his body as a Vampire charged. The deafening sound of gunshots and screams were all I heard until the sickening crunch of the impact.

      I swayed in Chuck’s arms as he stumbled. Momentum took us, carrying us away from the eye of this terrifying storm and away from my father.

      “Dad!” I screamed. “DAD!”

      But he was gone, and then so were we, sinking into the darkness of the Council’s chambers. Chuck stumbled, his knee gave way, sending me sprawling. I hit the ground hard, pain lashed my knee until I shoved upwards, grasping Chuck under the arms. “I’ve got you,” I roared.

      And then I saw it, the blade lodged hilt deep into his chest.

      “Go.” He shoved me. “Run, Morwenna.”

      Agony sparkled in his eyes, and the sight of that was my own blade. My heart gave a tremor, squeezing and clenching, driving the poison of pain through my veins. “No.” I shook my head. “Not without you.”

      I tore my gaze from the blade in his chest and grasped him around the waist. My legs shuddered, nerves were frayed. I prayed to anyone who’d hear me, anyone who’d help me.

      “You!”

      I glanced to my right as Brylee stepped from the darkness. She was covered in blood...someone else’s blood. The splattering covered her face, blending in with her freckles. She lifted her hand, fingers now turned into claws.

      Chuck groaned, the sound was raw and painful as he lifted his hand. The muzzle of the gun danced in the air, moving from the center of her chest, to the chaos behind.

      She took a step closer, her eyes not on the weapon, but on me. “You know how long I’ve waited for this moment?”

      My grasp slipped around his waist as Brylee stepped closer. Heavy breaths made her chest swell. I glanced around us, to the dark, stony walls...and the closed door that seemed too far away.

      I gripped my bodyguard against me and turned. It was my turn to protect him now. My turn to put my body on the line.

      “No little friends to protect you now,” she murmured. Amber eyes sparkled with malice.

      Chuck gave a whimper as his hand shook violently and then dropped to his side, taking the protection of the gun with it.

      There was nothing I could do now, no prayers to be whispered, no loyal friends to stand with me. I’d tried. Tried as hard as I could—and I’d failed. I glanced to the bloodshed and mayhem, and then back to Brylee.

      She smiled a sickening smile.

      I have something for you, Chuck’s voice filled my mind as Brylee took a step closer.

      She raised her hand, claws still dripping with blood. One swipe and I lunged backwards, shoving Chuck behind me.

      “Can’t duck and weave forever,” she murmured. “I’ve dreamt of this moment, wondering what it’d feel like to take down Morwenna Livingstone.”

      She circled, her eyes fixed on me as I swapped one arm around Chucks waist for the other.

      “Go.” He pushed me away. “I’ll hold her off. You need to run.”

      But there was no running, not anymore. I’d left one Father behind. I glanced to the wave of Vampires as they cleaved and fought each other.

      But the past wasn’t done, Chuck’s words slipping from the past into the present once more. The tip is tainted with something deadly should you need it.

      And as Brylee lifted her hand into the air, I reached for my hair. Her battle cry was savage and fierce, amber eyes burning orange as she lunged, clawing the air inches from my face.

      I grasped the silver pin from my hair and swung. Chuck gave a grunt and yanked me backwards, narrowly missing the swipe of her claws. Air buffeted my face, casting the strands of my hair aside as they tumbled around my face.

      “Fucking bitch!” Brylee screamed and corrected her balance.

      She’d missed.

      But I didn’t.

      The tiny scratch on her arm welled with a single drop of blood. She sucked in a hard breath and then glanced to the dagger shaped pin in my hand, and then slowly glanced to the scratch on her arm. “You honestly thought that was going to save you?” She lifted her head. “You truly are p-pathetic-c.”

      But the last word slurred.

      She swayed on her feet, brows furrowed with a look of confusion. “What?” She tried to form a sentence. “What did you do to me?”

      I reached up with one hand, and gently slid the pin into my hair once more, careful not to gouge my scalp. “I fought you,” I answered turning away from her. “With the love of my friends once more.”

      I grasped Chuck as he shook and shuddered. Sweat slipped into his eyes as his gaze met mine and lifted his arm.

      “And this time I won,” I murmured without taking my gaze off him.

      I reached my hand around, gripping under his arms as the heavy thud came from behind me. I shuffled forward, slowing as one of the Ancient’s Vampires lunged in front of us, taking down one of the Council’s blood drenched men.

      We stumbled and swayed, keeping to the shadows and inched toward the door. Bodies were piled in the middle. I caught a glimpse of the Ancient as the Council’s men shackled him and shoved him forward.

      “They won’t kill him,” Chuck whispered.

      I heaved one more step closer to the door and met his gaze. “Are you willing to bet his life on that?”

      “We were…” he answered.

      I knew then, knew as I shifted my grip and reached for the door. They knew this would happen...they knew it all. The poisoned dagger hair pin. The quiet control, stopping me as I spoke my mind.

      “You need to leave this place,” a snarl came from in front of us.

      One of the Ancient’s men guarded the door. His clothes were blood-soaked, the blade in his hand still dripped red. He took a step closer, glancing from me to Chuck. “You get her out, warrior. That was the deal.”

      One nod from Chuck was all I needed. Tears sprang to my eyes as I stumbled forward. The Ancient’s Vampire reached for the lock of the door. No one was allowed to leave, not unless the Ancient wanted them too.

      And it looked like he wanted us too. The snap of the bolts filled my ears as I walked Chuck closer. The door opened wide. I looked over my shoulder one last time, seeing them lead the chained Ancient through a doorway on the other side of the room.

      Slayer reached out and shoved Vlad forward, and then followed.

      “We have to go,” Chuck growled. “But we’ll be back...soon.”

      We stepped through the doorway, listening to the grind of the hinges before it closed with a bang behind us.

      It felt like a year since I’d stepped through that doorway and faced the Supernatural Council.

      It felt like a year of fighting.

      A year of terror, and as I gripped Chuck and we stumbled along the hallway to the world outside, I knew I’d never forget what happened here, not as long as I lived.

      Tears slipped down my cheeks as we hurried.

      I was coming back.

      I’d find my dad…

      And then I’d find the one they called the Judge.

      And I’d tear him apart.

      Rage filled me, plunging me into the icy depths of my power. I gripped Chuck, and focused on that doorway, and then outside to the car. Judas and Ava filled my mind.

      Find them, the urgency whispered.

      And I would...even if I had to drive all night.
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          In Case Of Emergency

        

      

    

    
      The city lights glinted in the darkness. Chuck had been silent for most of the ride, slumped sideways on the back seat where he fell.

      “Hold on Chuck, hold on.”

      Silence answered, but inside my head all I heard were screams. The night had never felt so hostile to me before, never so...lonely. I sucked in a hard breath as tears slipped down my cheeks. I could do this. I could do this.

      I could….

      A tortured sound slipped from my lips, like an animal in pain. Only I was that animal. I felt lost, abandoned. I felt like I stood on the other side of a gaping divide. I didn’t know how to find my way back to where the others waited. I turned my head and glanced at Chuck slumped on the back seat and my hands trembled on the wheel.

      Come on Mor, just make it. I focused on the road and the trees, I tried to remember the direction we’d driven. But it was hard when you sat in the backseat, glancing at the blur of trees through a darkened window.

      You can do this, Judas’ voice filled my head.

      We’re right with you, Ava followed.

      I could feel them, and it was that feeling I held onto. It was that feeling I fought for. I stared at the road and then fumbled for my phone.

      My phone...what if they were tracking me?

      My breath caught. I jerked my gaze to Chuck, soundless in the back seat. What if they were tracking the both of us? I gripped the wheel, leaned forward and scanned the night sky.

      They could be out there. They could be hunting us now. I jerked the wheel and pumped the brakes, swinging the limousine to the shoulder of the road.

      My heart gave a shudder as I shoved open the driver’s door and reached for my cell phone. Fingers trembled as I shoved the back of the case open and pulled the phone apart, searching for the sim card. One snap and it was broken. I dropped the pieces to the ground and crushed them under my heel before I lunged for the back of the car.

      “Chuck,” I called his name as I yanked the handle. “If you can hear me, a little help would be perfect right about now.”

      I leaned closer, searching the outside of his jacket and then the inside. His eyes fluttered open for a second.

      “Good, you’re not dead,” I muttered, adding a touch of sarcasm.

      It was all I had to hold onto, all I had to keep me from crumbling apart. My hands skimmed something hard. I delved inside and yanked his phone free.

      He gave a mumble, and then a slow hiss of a breath. His eyes fluttered open once more, but there was panic inside them...and fear.

      “Hideeee.”

      The word was a slow hiss, making me still. I swallowed, met his gaze. “Where? Where do I hide?”

      His eyes closed, chest sank with the exhale. I dragged the phone free and then stared at him. Hide? I straightened with his phone in my hand. The word resounded, and panic swiftly followed filling me until it was all I could think about, all I could feel...I stumbled backwards and fumbled with his phone, opening the case to see the screen.

      A tiny piece of paper floated from a pocket on the side of his case. I caught the flutter, snatching it before it hit the ground.

      
        
        Mor.

        In case of Emergency.

      

      

      I sucked in a breath and opened the paper. There were numbers...a whole row of numbers. Tears blurred the sight. I swiped the trickle as they fell, the paper falling onto the seat. Headlights splashed the asphalt behind us. I sucked in a hard breath and stumbled away from the open doorway, terror inching its way to the surface of my mind.

      I glanced to Chuck laying helpless in the back of the car as the headlight grew brighter. The car was slowing as it crested the rise behind us. I lunged for the backseat and searched for a weapon.

      If the Council found us then they wouldn’t send just one warrior…

      They’d send them all…

      I skimmed my fingers under the backseat and then along the side of the limousine. Crystal glass clinked as I glanced through the back window to the headlights outside.

      The car slowed, tires crunched. All I could hear was that sound and Chuck’s desperate plea ringing in my head...hideee.

      My fingers skimmed cold steel. I jerked my gaze to the glasses and felt underneath. It was a shotgun, sawn-off at the handle. I gripped what was left of the stock and tore it free as the car slowed right behind us. Steel smacked my thigh as I straightened.

      The whir of a window made my stomach clench.

      “Honey, you okay out here?” a man called out.

      I stared into the car to the faint spill of dashboard lights. He was older, white hair and kind eyes...traveling with his wife. I lowered my hand, dropping the shotgun to the floor of the car. “Yes, Sir. Thank you. Just needed a breather, wake myself up a little.”

      “You be careful along these roads.” His wife leaned over to call through the window. “But if you need a pick me up, Hannie’s Diner is about five minutes' drive thatta way. Careful now, Hunters Call is a dangerous town after dark.”

      Hideee...the word resounded as I followed her finger to the faint sparkle of lights in the distance. I was so consumed with finding my way back to the city I never thought about anywhere else.

      “How far is Tricks City from here?” I glanced their way.

      “About thirty minutes,” the old man answered. “Hunters is the last stop between here and there. You be careful going into the city. It’s all over the news tonight.”

      I flinched as a chill raced along my spine as I murmured. “What’s all over the news?”

      “The riots honey,” the old woman answered. “The city is burning.”

      I glanced to the darkness as that feeling of terror grew inside me. The city was burning...my city.

      Hide, Chuck’s warning gripped me. I stepped backwards and closed the door. “Thank you. I think I’ll head to that diner after all.”

      The old man gave a nod and then a small smile. “Well okay, if you’re sure you’re okay we’ll head on home.”

      “Thank you,” I murmured and stumbled toward the open driver’s door. “Thank you so much.”

      The words slipped from my lips. But I was already racing toward that town inside my head, already searching for somewhere to hide—just long enough to call those I loved.

      I slipped behind the wheel as the old couple drove on by, leaving the limousine bathed in the red glow of their tail lights. I shoved the limousine into gear and pulled out, following them until I caught the sign for Hunters Call.

      Desperation urged me faster. I shoved my foot against the accelerator and sped toward the town. Faint lights sparkled as the trees gave way to wide roads and darkened shops along the main street. True to their word a diner was alight further toward the heart of the town.

      The sleek black limousine stuck out amongst rusted pick-up trucks and ancient four wheel drives. I needed to hide, and sitting outside a brightly lit diner in this thing wasn’t the answer.

      I eased off the accelerator and cruised through the green street light. The diner was busy, families sat in booths, men and women sat on stools at the counter. I stared until the place slipped by. I need somewhere darker, somewhere busy with lots of people...somewhere I could blend in.

      Red and purple lights caught my focus down the darkened side street. I tapped on the brake, slowing the car, and then hit the turn signal as I jerked the wheel. “Please be okay...please be okay…” The place looked dark and seedy. Live Girls, flashed neon red. “Okay, not the most respectable place I could find.”

      The darkened alley next to the seedy motel was wide enough for me to nose the limo inside. Women were dressed in knee-high pleather boots wearing nothing more than a scrap of cloth to cover their breasts and hug their hips. One of them lifted her head as I nosed the limo into the alley and then started to stride toward us, leaving the others behind.

      I pulled in far enough to hide the rear of the car from the street and then killed the engine. A gasping, wheezing sound came from Chuck. I winced at the sound, and then shoved from the driver’s seat as the woman stepped into the alley. “Hey Princess, you heading to a party?”

      “No,” I answered and then reached into my pocket. “But I’ll give you twenty for watching out for anyone suspicious.” I peeled off a note from the small wad and shoved the rest into my pocket.

      She eyed me up and down, stilling at my chest. “You in some kind of trouble, honey?”

      I swallowed hard and then looked down. Blood splatter marred my shirt, spreading across my chest. The more I looked the more I saw. I swiped the back of my hand against the seat of my pants, still it was everywhere…

      Screams filled my head, and the bitter foul scent of blood followed, in an instant I was back in that room, fighting for my life as the Supernatural Council waged war. “Yeah,” I answered without thinking. “I guess you could say I am.”

      She glanced at the limo. “What do you need?”

      I flinched, bringing myself into the present once more. “I need to hide, just for a little while, and some place I can call my friends. They’ll come for me, they’ll help.”

      One nod of her head was all that was needed. She turned her head, lifted her hand, placing two fingers in her mouth and whistled. The sharp call echoed through the alley.

      “Georgette, we need a little help here,” she called.

      Barely a breath later there were more. Their heels clattering as they stepped from the pavement into the alley.

      “Our girlfriend here needs a shirt, something less...bloody.” My guardian angel turned to me and smiled. “Honey, you escort her into Raider’s, she needs to use the phone to call her friends.”

      My throat tightened. I couldn’t speak. I swallowed the lump in the back of my throat as one of the women dropped her hand to her shirt and started to work the buttons.

      Tears filled my eyes. I blinked and looked away.

      “Aww precious, don’t cry.”

      I shook my head and then turned to her once more. “I don’t even know your name.”

      “They call me Hart,” my rescuer answered as Georgette slipped off her long sleeved black shirt and handed it over.

      “Thank you,” I murmured and took the shirt.

      “You go, sweetheart.” Hart motioned with her head toward the bright flashing lights. “Me and the girls will keep an eye on whoever you have in that car.”

      In a terrifying vision I saw Chuck coming to with mortal women around him. Would he lash out? Would he think he was in danger? “Whatever you do, don’t open the door. We’re not...we’re not safe.”

      Hart took a step and leaned closer. “Who the Hell is this day and age? Hurry now. Don’t you worry about your friend. They’ll be fine.”

      I hurried, yanking on the shirt over my blood splattered top and took a step toward the friend she called Honey. She turned, stepped up onto the pavement, and led me toward the flashing sign of the Motel.

      The reception was alight, and big, leading to the long row of rooms that stretched as far as they alley we left behind.

      “This way, babe.” Honey motioned me forward and made for the bright glaring lights. Cars drove in behind us. Headlights splashed against my back. I counted three before I turned my focus on the reception.

      The bell above the doorway gave a ding as I stepped inside. A fat, balding man rose up from a chair behind the counter as the drone of a TV filled the room.

      “Gary, we need to use the phone,” Honey muttered and then leaned over the counter to reach for the handset. “You don’t mind, do you precious?”

      The guy shook his head, he was too busy staring at her breasts as they bulged out of her top. She smiled and gave him a wink, reaching around to hand me the phone. “That’s what I figured sugar. Say, have you lost weight?”

      The diversion was all for me. I grasped the phone and quickly punched in the number and waited. The call buzzed...ringing...ringing...ringing. “Please pick up...it’s me...it’s me.”

      “Yeah?” The deep growl cut through the line.

      “Oh thank God,” I whispered and gripped the handset.

      “Mor, is that you?” Judas answered.

      Relief swept through me as the fragile words slipped from my lips. “Judas, I’m in trouble.”

      Savage snarls echoed in the background. Nero and Bond, I knew. “Baby, tell me where you are.”

      I closed my eyes as the words spilled free. “There was no hearing, Judas. They didn’t want to hear from us at all. It was an ambush...it was all an ambush.”

      A tortured moan cut through the ear piece. “Tell me where you are, Morwenna. I’m coming to get you.”

      “There’s a motel in Hunters Call about thirty minutes west of the city.”

      The frantic thud of steps echoed through the speaker. Judas wasn’t just coming for me...he was running.

      “Stay right there, you hear me? Stay right there. I’m on my way.”

      Silence carried down the line. I pulled the phone away from my ear and stared at the end call...flashing on the tiny screen. Honey turned toward me, glanced at the phone and then gently took it from my hands. “Gary, you, kind Sir, are a gentleman.”

      She fussed and flirted, but inside I was already out in that dark alley...already waiting for my Wolves to come.

      And they were coming.

      They were coming for me

      Nothing would stop them now.
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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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