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      A streak of sunlight hit the paper taped to the door, and as I approached, it heated my back. A message left instructions on a new location while the professor’s office was being repaired―something about the air conditioner not working. I couldn’t blame him; it would be impossible to work in this heat without some sort of cooling system. But still. We had an appointment scheduled, and he could’ve warned me before I walked clear across the campus for nothing in this scorcher.

      I pulled out my phone and took a quick photo of the note in case I needed it for reference later. Plus, the phone number he’d left behind might come in handy if I ever ended up being late. Not that he could blame me since he was the one who’d moved without a single notice. Except for this paper taped to the door.

      I put my cellphone back into my messenger bag and adjusted the straps of my sundress and bra for the hundredth time that day; it wasn’t the most comfortable piece of clothing I owned, but it was the lightest material I had.

      The small agenda the university provided came in useful as I looked at the campus map, trying to find the new location of Professor Frauley’s temporary office.

      “Oh, that’s fucking great,” I muttered when my finger landed on the other side of the map. And because it was located in the old houses bought out by the university to make more offices, there was no way to get to it by walking inside the buildings. Instead, I had to leave the cool air and walk outside through Satan’s ass crack to get there.

      I could already feel the chaffing of my inner thighs despite wearing shorts; they rode up constantly, and having to stop every few minutes to yank them back down was annoying for more than a few reasons. The obvious was they didn’t stay in place, but the other was the stares some people gave me. Or the occasional smirk. Or even the confused look from people who never had to deal with that kind of issue.

      Annoying people who couldn’t mind their own business.

      And so I stepped outside again, as though I was submerged into boiling water. It wasn’t just the heat that was too much, but the humidity. Thirty degrees Celsius is doable in dry heat, but when the humidity adds an extra fifteen, and it felt like forty-five? Hell would be proud.

      As I approached the building, black spots darkened the side of my vision. With my luck, I’d pass out before being able to step inside. Or worse, I’d make it in and look a mess when meeting this guest professor for the first time.

      Way to make a first impression.

      We’d spoken on the phone and corresponded by email for the last week, but meeting in-person was different. Hopefully, there was a washroom somewhere in there where I could at least clean up a bit beforehand. I checked my phone for the time, put it away, then pulled it back again when I realized I didn’t even register what time it was. Ten minutes to spare; it was a good thing I was always anxious about being late and showed up everywhere at least thirty minutes in advance. Not that I’d go in that early, but it gave me time to mentally relax, make sure I looked presentable, and most important of all, go in without panting like I’d run a marathon.

      I entered the old house-turned-offices, and my whole body thanked me for the blast of cool air. Even my mind seemed to stop heating my brain fluid almost instantly. I still had a few minutes to spare, but the office number was upstairs, and with no elevators, I’d need time to catch my breath once I was up there. There was no time for a washroom check.

      Grabbing the railing, I gripped it hard and began walking up the steps. My legs shook; I’d already walked more than usual in the past few minutes, and additional stairs weren’t welcome. As I reached the top, I wiped at the sweat pooling along my upper lip, then did my best to push my hair back from my sticky forehead.

      The office in question was closed, and no lights seemed to be coming from behind the door. Part of me wanted to cry while another wanted to scream profanities, but instead, I just stood there, deflated. Too tired to care anymore. Why wasn’t he here? I’d bothered to make an appointment with the man, came all the way to his office only for him to have moved without letting me know, and then walked to the new location, and still...

      I gritted my teeth, trying my best to calm down so I didn’t burst into tears at how exhausted I was.

      Another office door opened, and a young man poked his head out. “Oh, hello. Are you here to see Professor Frauley?”

      “Yes,” I said, still a bit breathless. “I had an appointment with him. My name is Jill.”

      He nodded, then stepped out. “The professor said you’d be coming around this time but that you might be a bit late.” He rubbed the back of his head, ruffling his black hair. “I’m Patrice, a teacher’s assistant. I was supposed to email you about the new location, but we’re having issues with the internet in here, and phones don’t get service either.” His gaze traveled from my feet and back to my eyes. “I’m sorry you walked all the way there for nothing.”

      So it was obvious; I likely looked disheveled. I debated between telling him it was okay or that he should try the trek I just did, but instead, I took out my phone again. Low and behold, I had no service in this place, so I decided to forgive him.

      I shrugged. “It’s fine. Technology just doesn’t work when we want it to, right?” I said with a smile.

      “Yeah, sorry again.” He motioned toward the professor’s door. “He had to go out for a last-minute meeting but said I could use Professor Corriveau’s office to start with the meeting since I’m the one who did most of the research about your questions―”

      “If it’s okay, I’d rather just wait for Professor Frauley since I also needed to talk to him about something more...personal.” I fidgeted with my bag, unsure how much Patrice knew about why I was here.

      “You mean about his connection to the man you’re looking for?” When I nodded, he smiled. “I actually have the professor’s notes about that as well, but as soon as he gets back, you can definitely ask him more questions about it.”

      My heart skipped a couple of beats. The professor had left notes about when he was a practicing psychologist and might have seen the serial killer as a patient. This would change all my plans about how I’d go about writing my article.

      “In the meantime,” Patrice’s voice brought me back to the present, “I still have that research you needed if you’re interested in looking at it over with me.”

      “That sounds good, thanks.”

      He waved his hand toward the office, and I stepped inside. The door closed behind with a loud click, and a tiny shiver ran down my spine. I guessed it was the drastic temperature change and pushed away my unease as I took a seat.

      Patrice walked around the desk and sat in the leather chair. “So you wanted information about the last few recorded homicides and suicides in the city within the past few years, correct?”

      “Yes.”

      Patrice opened one of the desk drawers and pulled out a thick folder. “I didn’t know how many of the deaths was a few, so I grabbed the last twenty.” He slid it toward me. “I included attempted murders as well.”

      “Thanks.” My heart pounded in my chest at the thought of comparing these notes to the ones I had back at my apartment. Maybe I’d actually be able to make a connection. After putting the folder safely into my bag, I turned back to Patrice. “Have you been a TA for long?”

      He shook his head. “No. Pretty new.”

      The phone on the desk rang, and I jumped at the sudden noise. It would definitely make sense to have a landline if the internet and Wi-Fi didn’t connect well in this old building, but then, Patrice could’ve called me...

      “I’ll be right down,” Patrice said before hanging up.

      I wanted to point out he could’ve made a phone call, but before I could say anything, he got to his feet. “Sorry, I need to run downstairs quickly. Professor Corriveau’s been waiting for this delivery since yesterday, and it needs a signature. I don’t want him to miss it.” He grabbed a bag from the floor and dashed toward the door. “Mind staying here while I get it?”

      “Sure...”

      The door closed again, and I sat back, letting out a breath. Exhaustion settled within; the day was suddenly catching up to me. Right before my whole walking journey, I’d helped grade papers for a first-year psychology class. Most of which read more like novels than research writing. They’d learn, though, as everyone did.

      After four years, I’d completed my bachelor’s degree in journalism and had moved on to my master’s. But with only eight months left before my final report was due, time suddenly seemed to be moving too fast. It would all come to an end soon enough.

      Deciding I wasn’t going to wait around any longer, I got to my feet and went to the door. I tried turning the doorknob but frowned when it didn’t budge.

      “What the...” I stared at it, noticing the keyhole as my heart hammered against my chest. The doorknob was installed the other way around. He’d locked me in from the outside.

      My breath came faster as I backed away. No, it just had to be a mistake. It was likely one of those doorknobs that required a key both ways, and Patrice hadn’t thought of it when he’d closed the door.

      Still, I hated being locked inside an office, and soon, the walls were closing in. I needed a distraction. I pulled out my phone, scrolling on a few pages before remembering the internet didn’t connect here, nor was there any service to call out. More and more, the room shrunk, and I paced. I clutched at my throat, desperate for more air, but none came.

      “Calm down. Relax. Everything’s fine,” I mumbled as I stopped in front of one of the shelves.

      Books stood along the wooden surfaces, filling it from top to bottom. Books were a good distraction, so I grabbed at a random one, but a plastic box that looked like six books slid out.

      They were fake.

      I pulled out more, but none of them were real. Even the pictures inside the frames were generic ones that came with when purchasing them. What was going on? Why was everything inside this office fake? And where was Patrice? How long did it take to sign for a package?

      I couldn’t breathe anymore; it was as though someone had wrapped a rope around my neck and was cutting off the oxygen. The heavy curtains over the window helped keep the heat out, but I needed sunlight―something to show me there was a real world beyond this artificial place.

      My stomach churned when I opened them, revealing nails keeping the window shut tight. I spun, and the opened laptop caught my attention. Or, more accurately, the video playing on the screen. I approached the desk and leaned my trembling hands on the surface, staring at Patrice lying in a pool of blood somewhere. With the little light coming into the room, I guessed the basement, the cement floor looking frozen as his body convulsed.

      Someone else came into view and crouched next to Patrice. The knife in the stranger’s hand glistened crimson. I pressed my hands against my mouth as he pushed the blade against the young man’s throat, then sliced through in one sure motion.

      It wasn’t the first time this person had done this. No hesitation. No trembling hands. Nothing.

      He stood and turned toward the camera. I swallowed the bile at the back of my throat as he waved. He wore a black mask, the eyes darkened out, and a smile cut out into a slit. The serial killer I was tracking... It was him.

      He stared at the ceiling, then vanished from view.

      “Oh my God,” I whispered, then stared up toward the door. He was coming for me.

      I grabbed the chair I’d been sitting on only moments ago and placed it at an angle so it was wedged under the doorknob. At least it would give me a few seconds before he likely bashed his way inside. No. I wouldn’t die today. It wasn’t my time. I hadn’t written my report yet.

      Grabbing the second guest chair, I dragged it toward the window, then smashed it against the glass as hard as I could. It bounced back, leaving behind only a tiny crack. Why couldn’t it be easy like in the movies?

      I did it again, this time using all my strength as I pictured the killer reaching the top of the stairs. The glass shattered, and I jumped back as shards flew to the floor and outside. I gripped one of the curtains, wrenched until it ripped off a good amount, then tied it to the professor’s leather chair. Being on the second floor, I needed a way to climb down; I just hoped this part worked a bit better than the glass smashing.

      The doorknob jingled, and I almost threw up as my stomach clenched. I took hold of the curtain and tugged. The long chair angled itself horizontally, allowing me to climb down along the brick wall of the old house. Heat burned through my sandals, but I didn’t care. I could barely feel it.

      As soon as my feet hit the ground, I ran off toward the street, needing to be in view of the public as much as possible. Not because I’d be asking for help, but because if the killer came after me, he likely wouldn’t do anything in broad daylight in front of everyone.

      My chest heaved as I stared toward the house from across the street.

      That was too close. But it also meant I was getting closer to figuring him out.
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      Suddenly, the heat didn’t seem to matter as much as I took detour after detour before heading to my apartment. I wasn’t about to take a chance he was following me.

      As the sun slowly set behind the buildings, though, I finally headed home. I kicked off my sandals as soon as I stepped inside my apartment, then locked the door behind me. Three locks and a chain for good measure. I knew what break-ins could leave behind, and I didn’t intend to be another dead body.

      A separator gave off the illusion of having my own bedroom, but it was still a studio. I switched on the lights, illuminating the tiny kitchen; I was pretty lucky to have an island counter that gave me more space at least. Not that I enjoyed cooking much, and I barely had the time to bake even if I wanted to.

      I sat on my sofa and placed the folder on my coffee table, staring at it as though it may explode. It was still a dangerous item to have in my possession. It was from Professor Frauley and given to me by Patrice. And now he was dead.

      Grabbing the remote next to me, I turned on the television and flipped through the channels. No cable or streaming services, but a few were free without a subscription. I stopped on the news, my heart hammering against my chest as I recognized the location where the reporter stood.

      At first, I barely registered the words but focused instead on the text below the woman reporting on a grisly murder that took place on the University of Ottawa’s campus. A man was found dead, stabbed to death with his throat slit, in the basement of a house-turned-office.

      My stomach churned as I sat on the edge of the cushion, the words finally sinking in as they announced Patrice Talbot as the name of the deceased. He’d been a student at the University of Ottawa, currently working on his bachelor’s in theater.

      Theater? Bachelor?

      He couldn’t have been a teacher’s assistant then. Why had he lied about that?

      More news continued, and they announced the last person to have seen Patrice was none other than Professor Frauley, who was missing.

      I bit my lower lip, trying to figure out what to do about the whole thing. I’d had an appointment with the professor, so the police would likely come speak with me. It was an easy enough lie to say I saw the paper posted on the main office’s door, and because of the heat, I decided not to go. If they asked why I didn’t call to let him know, I could just invent something about the fact that the professor obviously hadn’t bothered letting me know about the change of location, so I didn’t feel the need to call him and cancel either.

      It always scared me a bit, just how fast I could come up with lies, but it was how I’d survived with a lot of my foster families. When used correctly, it was a perfect shield.

      Leaving the television on, I stared at the folder in front of me. If the killer had been in the professor’s office, had he been able to access my school profile? Did he torture him to get the information, or had Frauley given it willingly in the hopes of living?

      Thankfully, I hadn’t given my real address, and my mailing one was for a postal box near the university. I still had a pang of guilt for whoever did live at that fake address. Not that the killer would likely target them; it was random, but there were intervals between each victim, and after Patrice, he wouldn’t kill for at least a month.

      Checking Professor Frauley’s notes, I found the name and phone number for the patient he’d seen, but the note next to it said he’d moved.

      I pulled out my smartphone and tapped the screen for my image gallery instead by accident. It was such a habitual thing for me since I often took photos of notes, papers, and books for references when working on my report. The photo of the note posted to Professor Frauley’s door caught my attention, and I stared at the phone number on it. I quickly scrolled through the few contacts I had, then compared the professor’s number to the one on the paper.

      It wasn’t the same.

      My breath came in quicker. Was it Patrice’s number? Or had this been an elaborate plan by the killer to lure me somewhere secluded so he could get rid of everyone who’d been researching him. Was that why Patrice was dead? And wasn’t it likely the same fate had befallen the professor? Because they’d dug into the current murders at my request?

      “Well...shit,” I muttered as I grabbed the remote and switched off the television now that it was talking about sports.

      The apartment was plunged into silence, and I closed my eyes, trying to calm down, but knowing they’d probably gotten killed because of me didn’t sit right at all. It was one thing to accept death and even have a morbid curiosity about it, but I didn’t want to be responsible for other people. Not again.

      I looked back down at the phone number and, on a whim, dialed it. It went to a generic voicemail, but something in my gut told me to leave a message. That this was for the killer.

      “I’ll be in the study room in the basement of the archives tomorrow evening if you want to meet there. I have questions I’d like to ask.” I hung up, already going over what I’d tell the authorities if they’d ask me about why I’d left that message in case it did belong to one of the two murdered men. They’d definitely know a third person was there at some point... Could be any student, but I’d had an appointment planned, and telling them I just changed my mind about going because of the distance wouldn’t remove me from the suspect list. If anything, they’d likely assume I lied, and I’d be put up higher on that list.

      It was stupid to have left a message, but at this point, it was too late to take it back. There were a lot of things I’d done in my life I couldn’t take back; I’d just add this one to the list.

      I got to my feet and stretched, my back cracking in a few places as I did. It was definitely time for bed, if I could manage to sleep after everything. I appreciated being able to rest without the fear of someone sneaking into my bed at night. The first time it had happened, I was around thirteen years old. It wasn’t anything too bad compared to what I went through later, but that first time was...a lot.

      I closed the laptop with a snap and strode to the room separator. This tiny section of my studio held my bed, a small dresser, and a nightstand, all of them in the fake black wood that was more plastic than natural, but it fit my theme. Everything was dark in color, except for what I wore. But I wasn’t picky about that on scorching days.

      I rummaged around in my drawers trying to find the right pajamas for the weather, but then scoffed. Why was I bothering with clothes at all? I lived alone and could sleep naked in this heat if I wanted to. But then the thought of the killer entering my apartment slid into my mind, and my pulse shot straight down between my legs.

      I clenched my jaw. “What’s wrong with me?” I asked myself for the thousandth time. No number of psychologists had ever helped with what the world called trauma, but to me, it was my way to cope. My way to gain back the sexuality that belonged to me and me alone.

      My fingers brushed against something hard, and I grabbed the old pill bottles I’d kept in case. Codeine. Just the thought of relief sent my heart fluttering in my chest. No pain. When I took these, it was as though I floated away into a dreamless sleep—one that wasn’t plagued with nightmares or sex. But the more I took, the less they worked, and that was beyond annoying. It was the one thing that got me to stop...eventually. But not before that last time with Lee and his friends.

      At the thought of my last sexual escapade, my pussy clenched, and I let out a shuddering breath. Sex with Lee was for discounts on the codeine, nothing else. He was objectively good looking, but I saw him for the scum he really was and just didn’t care for him. And I knew for a fact he didn’t like me, often calling me names, and belittling me. Not in the way I wanted it but really just to be mean.

      Still, he fucked me rough like I enjoyed. Not quite hard enough, but better than I’d had so far in life. Ironically, I’d had more sexual relationships before I’d turned eighteen than as an adult, and part of me had always blamed my social worker’s help. I’d suddenly had food on the table and never went hungry. And soon enough, I ate my stresses, my anxieties, as well as my joys and victories. Any excuse, really.

      I stripped down until I was naked, then sat on the edge of my bed. Part of me didn’t actually want to get off tonight; I still had the image of Patrice getting murdered seared into my memory. Yet again, the thought of the killer with the mask crawled into my mind and settled there. I pictured him unlocking my door with ease, using a hook of sorts to undo the chain as well. He’d walk inside, and despite his steel-toed boots, he wouldn’t make a sound as he approached where I slept.

      He’d stare at me, sleeping naked, the sheet barely covering any part of me… Goosebumps covered my skin, and I opened the drawer to my nightstand to grab the vibrating dildo. It wouldn’t be the killer in the mask, but I could definitely use my imagination.
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      After leaving a voicemail for a potential serial killer, I decided it was time for me to put into motion my contingency plan to keep from becoming another murder victim. I headed toward the Rideau Center, hoping Martin worked today; I needed his help more than ever.

      The cool air hit me like a ton of bricks, and I shivered as my sweaty skin turned icy. I rubbed my arms as I followed the crowd of people coming off a bus, keeping up with the pace of the busy city life.

      Having grown up in a small town just on the other side of the river, it had taken some time to get used to the hustle and bustle of everyday life here. Luckily for me, I was used to stress.

      As I approached the computer store, I spotted Martin inside, typing on one of those fancy tablets that would take months of savings to buy. After all, the only money I made was from my job as a teacher’s assistant and the bursaries from my good grades.

      “What’s up?” Martin said with a grin as he finished with something on the screen. When he looked at me with his baby blues, his smile vanished. “Whoa... you okay? You’re pale as a ghost.”

      “Thanks. You look great, too,” I said sarcastically. “I’m here about the laptop.” Martin was a good friend, and a serial killer toying with me wasn’t something I wanted to drag him into, but I’d run out of choices. “Were you able to finish with it?”

      “Yeah, it’s all done. Quite the complex software...” He arched an eyebrow at me as though waiting for an explanation, but when I pressed my lips together, he rolled his eyes. “It’s like that again?”

      “Look, you know what my final report is about,” I whispered, leaning forward to make sure no one overheard us. “Can you blame me for being paranoid from time to time?”

      “I really wish you weren’t so obsessed with serial killers.” He crouched and, when he straightened, put my laptop on the counter. “Your phone is connected to it as well, as you asked.”

      “Perfect.”

      He pushed the device aside and leaned his forearms against the white counter. The piercings on his face caught the overhead lights, making them almost glow. “Am I going to get into any type of trouble for this, Jill?”

      “No...” When he gave me a look, I repeated the statement with more certainty, “No.” The serial killer didn’t need to know who created the program for me, only that it was the one way that would keep him from just instantly adding me to his victim list.

      “You know if this comes back to me and the police ask questions...”

      “It’ll be okay.” I forced a smile.

      “Usual exchange as agreed, then?” He pushed his bleach blond hair from his face. “I actually have a break coming up in a few minutes.”

      My heart beat a bit faster as my cheeks warmed. It wasn’t the first time I traded a blowjob for free help with computers, but any time we did anything intimate, it just made my crush on him grow deeper. Even though I knew he’d never go out with me officially since I wasn’t the type of girl he’d date. I’d seen the ones he was with, and they were always fit and active—the opposite of me.

      “I’ll meet you at the usual spot then?”

      “Yeah, I’ll finish with the laptop. Wanted to double-check there isn’t any kind of tracking on it.” He bopped my nose playfully before turning his attention back to the device. “I’ll see you in about ten minutes?” he asked, not looking back up at me.

      I nodded but added, “Sure.”

      Our usual spot.

      A washroom for the disabled on the same floor where he worked. So romantic. It was rarely ever used. A few people went inside to do drugs or even sleep, but that was mostly at night. During the day, it remained empty save for the occasional sexual acts between me and Martin whenever we were both horny or I needed a favor. When it was for an exchange, it was always a blowjob. The first few times, I’d felt so used and dirty afterward, but the more I did it, the less it bothered me. It wasn’t like when my foster father had forced me to do the same thing. With Martin, it was different. It was consensual. It was my choice.

      Down the long and empty hallway toward the washrooms, I couldn’t help but wonder how I’d gotten to this point in my life. A blowjob in exchange for safety. A serial killer who knew I was looking into him. Watching a murder happen through video live. And yet, I barely felt any of it. Numb to the world despite my one drive: write and publish my report.

      I supposed having been the only survivor of a home invasion when I was fifteen years old and watching as my foster parents were killed might have to do with my feelings about my whole situation. But I’d hoped since starting the program recommended by my social worker that the darkness lingering inside me would’ve vanished by now. Yet, at the age of twenty-seven, I still didn’t mind the morbid side of death. On the contrary, I was fascinated by it.

      The washroom was empty, as predicted, and I stepped inside. My pulse still didn’t slow at the whole situation; it still seemed insane the killer had been there, waiting. How? And why had he killed Patrice? I closed the toilet seat and sat, running my fingers through my hair and gripping it. Sure, I didn’t mind the subject of death, but having come so close to it only dawned on me then and there. He would’ve murdered me for sure, right? What else could he want?

      At the thought of having my throat sliced open, or drowned, stabbed...depending on the card I chose, I shivered. If I was right about how he worked, he was using four cards, all Jacks, and always left behind a deck of cards at the scene with a missing Jack. Through research, I’d figured it out and confirmed my suspicions. It was why his method of killing varied so much; it was determined by the chosen card.

      There was a small knock at the door, and I jumped. A small part of me hesitated. What if it was the killer? I scoffed at my imagination but still didn’t unlock it as I approached.

      “Occupied,” I called out, not too loud.

      “It’s me,” Martin hissed through his teeth. I opened the door, he stepped inside. “What the hell? Usually, the knock is enough.”
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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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