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      This book is dedicated to all survivors of abuse.

      Through all walks of life, there are many definitions surrounding and describing the word; mental, emotional, verbal and physical.

      At the end of the day, they all cut like a dull knife, they all inflict wounds. It’s how we choose to fight and overcome these situations that strengthen us.

      Don’t let someone else’s dastardly deeds define you.

      You are strong.

      You are worth it.

      You are loved.

      You can prevail.

      You are beautiful.

      You are strong.
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      As the men in my clubs have a brotherhood, I have a sisterhood. These ladies support me, encourage me, enhance my life with their mere existence. I couldn’t ask for a better tribe than them. You all know who you are, thank you for always having my back and standing up for me. You ladies are my rock, and my life is enhanced by your kindness, loyalty and trustworthiness. You’ve all taught me that family doesn’t always share DNA.

      

      Love y’all,

      Liberty
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      There are two things I want to express. I know that this series is set in the Eighties, but I have added a flare of present times to add to the enhancement and enjoyability of this story line. The second thing is that there is a lot of narrative in this book. There is a lot happening around the club, there’s a drastic number of members, aka brothers, active in this club. Therefore, there needed to be more than endless chatter and conversations happening. Details had to be shared and it was necessary that these things were expressed through thoughts.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Disclosure

          

        

      

    

    
      FYI, apparently, this has to be stated from past reviews I’ve both heard about, and have personally seen and read, from other authors who write in the same genre as I do.

      This novel deals with, and most assuredly is surrounded with, and by; couples, outside threats, as well as unpleasant/malicious individuals, threatening situations will always, with a guaranteed promise, arise involving a motorcycle club, their patched members as well as the members old lady’s.

      Also, expect to read about graphic (sometimes/most of the time) retribution type scenarios.

      My MCs, especially, the DreamCatcher Motorcycle Club, does not discriminate when it comes to a person's gender...etc. Man or woman, they don’t care, you hurt one of their own, you will pay in blood or with your life.

      If you don’t like reading content with cursing, fighting, death, kidnappings or sexual situations, this is the wrong genre for you to read.

      Put this book away now if any of the pre-mentioned things are not for you.

      Thank you,

      Liberty Parker
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        This book is grittier than the previous books released in this series.
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      Malice is the chosen enforcer for the DreamCatcher Motorcycle Club. He will do whatever it takes to keep the club and his family safe, by whatever means necessary to accomplish this. He was content with life until Jessia entered. She may have years of damage by her brother's hands to overcome, but he’s on a mission to do whatever it takes to prove to her that she’s nowhere near broken. He’ll stop at nothing to help her find her revenge.

      Jessia never believed she’d escape captivity. She firmly believed she’d have to take her own life to get away from her brother, Jeremiah. But she knew that if she did so prematurely, there’d be no one trustworthy to care for Ella… her niece. Once Texas and Malice enter her life, her way of thinking and living changes. She can finally see happiness in her future and feels joyful emotions she’d once buried.

      Texas always knew growing up he would end up living a life less than what is considered and perceived as a traditional lifestyle to the masses. He has a hard shell that is next to impossible to penetrate, that is, until he found a family with the DreamCatchers. Malice became his most trusted friend and confidant; he gets Texas like no one else ever has. He knew that Malice would share his life one way or another… and that all came to light once Jessia entered the picture. Now, he has dreams of happily ever after with the two people who have come to mean the most to him.

      When the trio believes Jeremiah is their biggest threat, a new one rears their ugly heads. Can the three of them survive this? Or will it become the straw that breaks the camel's proverbial back? Is this new enemy a big enough threat to harm the DreamCatchers, or are they strong enough to stand united and defeat their new nemesis?

      One thing can be said… this is going to be one hell of a bumpy ride. Strap your helmets and rev your engines. It’s time to take a tour with these ruthless men and women.
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      “Jessia, I’m not sure why you’re fighting this union between the three of us so harshly,” Texas scoffs.

      “Because it doesn’t seem to be socially acceptable, Texas. I’m sorry, but I’ve had enough people demeaning me in my life, I don’t want to live that way for the rest of my living days.”

      I don’t know how else to explain how I’m feeling where it pertains to me having not one, but two men in my life.

      “Not every woman can handle two men, Jessia. But you can. You’re so much stronger than you give yourself credit for. Do you not feel the attraction between us?” Malice continues pleading their case.

      “People will call me names,” I say underneath my breath.

      Don’t they understand the shame I still carry from Jeremiah and Gray?

      How far can one person be pushed before they break?

      They say I’m strong, but they don’t know that it’s all an act, a facade, a pretense I use to get out of bed each day. I play a part; my days and evenings are designed as an entertainment charade that I’m a leading character in.

      I wear my mask well if everyone believes I have strength, if anything, I’m constantly locking my knees like a newborn foal in order to keep my body in an upright position.

      “You didn’t answer Malice’s question, Jessia. Do you feel the attraction between the three of us?” Texas inquires while shooting me pouty, puppy dog looks.

      Damn them, I’m running out of arguments and they’re shooting me looks that make me weak.

      “Yes, I feel it, okay?” I hiss out.

      “And your holding back is stemmed from fear of what others will think about you?” Texas continues probing.

      “Yes!” I snap, slapping my palms on my thighs while trying to maintain some semblance of calmness.

      “Who the fuck cares what the outside world has to say about us? The only people who really matter are the three in this room.” Malice steams and fumes. “And our family and friends only want to see us happy. They’ll be supportive and happy for us… outside of them, do others really matter?”

      “No, I suppose they don’t,” I cave in.

      “No, the outside world has no right to tell us how to live our lives nor do they have any rights to judge us,” Texas argues. “Our family, Jessia, they’re the only ones whose opinions we should even consider. Even then, they aren’t in this relationship with us. It’s about our comfort and happiness.”

      “Do we make you happy, Jessia?” Malice asks with what I’d consider a petrified look on his face.

      He’s afraid I’m going to deny him and Texas, and in all honesty, before this conversation, I would have.

      “Yes,” I answer as a stray tear travels down my cheek. “You do, you both do.”

      “Then stop letting social standards stop you from experiencing all we can provide you with. Love. Happiness. Hope. Safety and security. Did I mention love?” Texas questions with a teasing smile sent in my direction.

      “Yes, you did,” I giggle which turns into a hysterical snort.
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      “God, Jessia, you undo me,” I admit as I reach out and pull her into my arms.

      “Love?” she challenges.

      “Yes, love,” I reiterate.

      “You honestly believe you both could love me, share me, with one another? Without experiencing any contempt or project hostility toward me during the course of building this relationship, because an alliance of this magnitude, with this many people involved, is going to require a lot of compromising and endless hours of coexisting with one another. Your personal space will no longer be an option, you will have to share everything.”

      “We’re aware,” I acknowledge, breaking into her tirade. But, it does nothing to deter her from continuing along her previous path.

      “Perhaps.” She ignores me, again, picking her previous train of thought back up from the place where I attempted to interrupt, but apparently, until she gets her worries out; nothing will pacify her. “Experience some unwarranted or unfounded jealousy? I don’t want to worry about splitting my time equally between the two of you and worrying about the other growing green with envy.”

      “We won’t,” I try again, without success.

      “Orrr…” she draws out, “should I be more concerned that your heart will become filled with animosity, scornful contempt that may possibly end up being directed at me. What happens when the day comes, and your soul is filled with grotesque bitterness? What happens to me when that emotion overtakes you, overrides your common sense? I really don’t want that to be an integral part of my everyday life, nor do I want to experience that in my relationship… jealousy that is.”

      “Honey, women get jealous, men get even,” Malice teases, trying to slice through the growing tension from her worries.

      “What he’s saying is, if you see the two of us arm wrestling or sparring out in the yard, ignore us, we’re working out our emotions,” I continue playing the game.

      She once again snorts and for some reason, that particular action makes her damn near irresistible to me. Not able to help myself, I draw her in closer and gently trail my lips along hers.

      When I pull back, she jokes with the two of us by saying, “Ya know, I wouldn’t be opposed to a mud wrestling match between the two of you. I can see it now, thongs, mud and muscles.”

      “Fuck that shit,” Malice laughs, “mud gets caught in places that it shouldn’t.”

      “You sure are giving your dick and balls a lot of extra credit there, Malice.” He growls at my words which causes Jessia and I to bowl over in laughter.

      “My dick is huge, humongous!” Malice defends his appendage. “And my balls aren’t anything to scoff over either,” he quickly adds.

      “Big balls are a medical issue. Maybe we should get you an appointment with a doctor. If they’re as large as you’re insinuating, you need an exam, dude.”

      “Fuck off, Texas,” he seethes, even though I know that he’s playing a part. We’re showing her that we can joke and fight with one another then make up in the next minute.

      “Bring it in, brother,” I say, raising my arms and bringing him in, sandwiching Jessia between us.

      “Y’all are nuts!” she snickers.

      “Well, between the two of us you do get a double set,” I cavort. Malice and I both look at one another and know that we’ve made the right choice. She fits perfectly between the two of us.

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      I thought I’d have to get down on my hands and knees and beg her to give us a shot. She was fighting this so damned hard that my ears were about to bleed with all her protesting. I knew from the moment I laid eyes on her that she was meant to be ours.

      I knew it’d be a challenge to win her over, but I honestly thought Texas and I were suave enough and I was overly confident in the beginning that it wouldn’t take as much smooth talking as it has to get her to give in.

      She’s had challenges in life, but you’d never know how severe her childhood was by speaking with her or how high and confident she holds her head and shoulders with pride.

      I admire this woman more than I have any others that’ve entered my life. Don’t get me wrong, the women my brothers have found are amazing in their own way, but none shine as bright as my Jessia.

      “Wanna go on a ride with me, Jess? It’s a beautiful night,” I entice her. She loves being on the back of a bike and I have to admit I look forward to taking her with me and feeling her arms wrapped around me from behind.

      “What about you?” She turns her attention to Texas.

      “I’ll get my time, Jessia. We’ll spend a lot of time together, the three of us, but there’ll be times that you’ll be alone with either Malice or me. It’s crucial in keeping our bonds strong, impenetrable, it’ll be key in keeping our relationship on track. I enjoy this motherfucker,” I say, indicating Malice, “but at times, I’ll be feeling selfish and want you all to myself. Today, tonight, Malice needs you to himself, besides, I have a lot of things I need to do for the club.”

      “Okay,” she answers, but I’m not sure if it’s directed to me or Texas. “I would love to go for a ride with you, Malice.”

      Taking her hand in mine, I walk her over to her closet and reach inside. I don’t search through her things long before I locate her leather jacket that we gifted her with last week. She’s already wearing jeans and boots, so we won’t need to wait for her to change.

      Once we’re seated on my bike, I ask her, “Are you ready? Tonight, is the beginning of an entirely new adventure.”

      “I can’t wait,” she breathlessly replies.

      “Neither can I, Jessia. Neither can I.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      I’d like to find Jeremiah, Jessia’s wayward brother, and wrap a noose around his neck and hang him from the closest tree. Her nightmares containing his captivity over her and the others is enough to make me see red.

      It makes me livid.

      Jessia blames herself for Star and the other women, she feels as if she should’ve been braver, more proactive in helping them escape and hide from him and his posse of cowardly freaks.

      “No,” Jessia once again cries out in her sleep. Her body is twisted in the sheets as beads of sweat trickle down her face. “Please no. I’ll be good, Jeremiah, I swear! Don’t hurt anyone because I was bad… I’ll be better.”

      “Again?” Malice asks me as he stumbles tiredly into our shared room. “This is the third time this week.”

      “I have a feeling this will be a weekly, hell, for all we know, a nightly occurrence, until we catch that motherfucker and end him,” I snarl, hate fueling each and every word.

      “We will find the slithering snake and shred him to miniscule pieces, that’s a damn guarantee, brother,” Malice vows vehemently.

      “As long as he’s no longer a threat to our woman and she can sleep again with some semblance of peace, I’m down for anything. Even mounting the fucker’s head above the club’s mantle.” Anger once again spikes as I clamp my hands into fists as I attempt to reign in my temper.

      “I wouldn’t mind skinning him, preferably alive, and making a dart board out of his human flesh. That way I can puncture the piece of shit over and over again,” Malice decrees with a smile full of nothing but… malice, which is how the jackass got his club’s road name in the first place.

      “Doubt our woman would be cool with that,” I remind him. After all, her comfort and peace of mind is all that matters to me. “Not because I believe she gives a single fuck if her brother lives or not, but because she’d have to see a piece of him each and every day.”

      “Yeah, but that doesn’t mean I can’t dream about him being tortured even after the reaper has claimed him,” Malice spits out. “I hope when he breaches hell’s pit of fire, he feels the burn deep in his bones. He deserves nothing less than to be incinerated daily—hourly, in his afterlife.”

      “A-motherfucking-men,” I promptly agree.

      Our eyes stay glued to our woman, one who is furiously fighting with the sheets that have now become tangled with her feet as she thrashes fervently in the bed.

      “Time to make a Jessia sandwich,” Malice suggests. It seems to be the only thing that can settle her during her throes of distress.

      I can see exhaustion on his face, it was his night to do perimeter sweeps and do his part in keeping the club safe from interlopers, he hasn’t slept in nearly twenty-four hours.

      I wave my hand in the direction of the bed indicating he should go first; I need to take a piss and will feel better if she’s embraced in his arms. He drops his pants and I take that as my cue that I can leave and take care of my impending business.
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      As soon as I pull her into my arms she begins to settle.

      The demons she fights in her sleep pisses me off. I want nothing more than to be able to invade her dreams and slay all of her dragons.

      I’m a protector. Always have been and I don’t see that changing anytime in the near future.

      But I also have no issue being the executioner. It’s why the club voted me in as the enforcer.

      I see the bigger picture, have no issues doling out punishments to those who’ve wronged the club and the members; no matter what that cost may be to my soul.

      “Shhh,” I soothe my old lady as she continues to whimper in her sleep. “No one will ever hurt you as long as I live and breathe.” It took us a long time to get her to the point that she was willing to give Texas and myself a chance.

      She felt as if being with the both of us was wrong—morally and she was too damned worried about what the outside world would think of our union.

      Her brother put some fucked-up notions into her head.

      When she finally conceded to Texas and I, my life flipped on its axis. Never to be the same again.

      My world changed in the blink of an eye.

      I knew I wanted her, but at the time, I hadn’t realized how much I needed her… not until the day came that she finally gave in and said yes.

      The thing that really makes me livid is the fact that she never had a childhood. She never got to experience life as she should have. Texas and I have been making plans for her. We’re going to get together with the rest of the club and throw her a prom, take her to a high school football game, take her to a carnival. I just want to experience her carefree. I want to watch that smile grow and blind me with her pearly whites.

      I want to give her everything that was stolen from her. I can’t give her tea parties or play dolls nor dress-up with her, it’s just not in my genetic makeup, but I’ll provide her what I am capable of, along with a lifetime of love.

      Her head is constantly in motion as she looks for a comfortable position. I hold my breath, not wanting to move an inch until she’s finally satisfied, comfortable and complacent.

      While I lay here and dream about the future, she’s stuck in the past. One filled with trauma, abuse, and fear. Her piece of shit brother may think he’s in the clear, but once we dig up wherever he’s holed himself up in, I will dig him out and make him pay for his crimes against humanity.
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      The night was full of unwanted memories. For some damned reason, my mind won’t let me forget and move on. I relive the women’s beatings, rapes and watch helplessly from the sidelines as he smooth talks one woman after another into his bed, only to never let them leave. Their freedom is lost to them once he gets them in his grip.

      At first, they’re all willing. He promises them things that they’ve only reached for, never able to grasp in life and succeed. He promises them all a home, clothes, money, jewelry, education… none of which he ever follows through on.

      My brother is, and always has been, a monster. He was born evil, and he’ll die evil.

      He gives the word nefarious an entirely new definition.

      He’s methodical, ruthless but he’s also a damned coward as far as I’m concerned.

      Only a man with little dick syndrome would hurt women the way he has. The way he’ll continue doing if I don’t find him and stop him.

      Malice and Texas would be having an epic meltdown if they were able to access my personal thoughts. I’m Jeremiah’s sister, his blood, it’s my duty to the world to make sure he can’t cause havoc any longer.

      There have been enough victims, he has too much blood on his hands… now, it’s time for me to make sure those hands are bound and put an end to him once and for all.

      I haven’t been able to think of a way to sneak past this new family I’ve found myself submerged in.

      They are a loyal bunch. And they put protection into overdrive. If one of us ladies so much as break a damn nail… they’re all banging on their chest insinuating we need to be carried and babied until the damn thing heals. And if you stub a toe? That’s a whole new ballgame.

      Finally gathering my courage, I open my eyes. It takes me fluttering and blinking them a few times before my surroundings aren’t blurry any longer.

      Malice is wrapped around me like a snake and I’m basically laying on top of Texas. I never thought I’d be so happy and content as I am being in a relationship with the both of them.

      The first time they opened up to me, telling me that they wanted the three of us to be in a threesome relationship, I was appalled. I mean, I’d never heard of such a thing before.

      But that selfish part of me, wanted it more than anything. They are so different; they each bring a distinctive dynamic piece to our relationship.

      Is it wrong of me to love more than one man?

      I’m not sure of what’s deemed acceptable, I was basically sheltered from real life events growing up. I was a prisoner, a bargaining chip for my brother to keep his officers happy and in line.

      Especially Gray… the bastard, may he forever rot and be tortured in the pits of hell. I was his personal sex toy.

      Jeremiah knew how much he wanted me and used that to his advantage. He would toss me to Gray anytime he felt his friend, his employee earned a good time.

      I still feel sick to my stomach every time I remember the slimeball’s touch. His words. How he’d get excited each time I’d try to fight him—eventually, I stopped trying to get away and get him off of me.

      It just turned him on further, made him happy and I never wanted him to experience that emotion with me.

      I wish I was able to spit on his grave. Yet, I have no idea where he’s buried or if he ever was. I just know that he’ll never be a problem for me again.

      “Morning,” Malice whispers in my ear.

      “Morning,” I respond, my voice low and full of exhaustion. I may have just woken up, but that doesn’t mean I slept well.

      “You sound sleepy still, Jessia,” Texas grumbles out. “What can we do to make things easier on you at night?”

      “Nothing,” I whisper; doubt, fear and worry predominantly clear and present. “I just need a shower,” I declare as I crawl my way from between them and make a quick escape for the bathroom.
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      “Do ya think she realizes she talks in her sleep?” I ask Texas.

      “I doubt she has a clue. At least now, we know she has a plan, we’ll just need to make sure she has no way of executing it,” he answers.

      “What the fuck is she thinking? She doesn't have the knowledge or capability to go after her brother on her own.” My blood begins to boil as I continue to fume over the fact that she has no sense of self-preservation.

      “She doesn’t have the tools to go after him on her own, I agree. But, brother, I can understand her need to be the one to plunge that knife into his chest.” Texas commiserates with Jessia and her foreboding situation.

      “I get it, I really do, but ain’t no way in hell she’s doing this alone,” I snarl, ready to throw down if the need should arise.

      There’s no way I’m going to ever allow her to do this—at least not without me at her side.

      “Don’t get rowdy and start pounding on your chest, Malice. I’m nowhere near saying she can do this on her own, I’m just putting it out there that we need to be ready and willing to compromise with her. If she is dreaming about how she’s going to escape us and take him on herself, then we need to get a game plan in place and assist her in taking him out.”

      “That I’m in agreement with you on. How do you think we should approach her? If we make plans without including her in them, she’s liable to rip our balls off.”

      We both cringe at the last thought.

      Our woman comes across as sweet and insecure, but she’s a fucking tiger when she’s fighting for something she wants, and those claws come out, ready to shred you to pieces, when she’s in protective mode.

      “What are you two conspiring about?” Jessia asks as she sneaks her way back into the room.

      “I thought you were going to take a shower,” I say in an attempt to redirect the conversation.

      “I was, I will be. It’s running, warming up, but I forgot to grab some clothes to change into once I’m out,” she says, skepticism crossing her face. “So, what are y’all up to? Nice switch of topic by the way, Malice, but you didn’t make me forget that you two looked like y’all were planning the takeover of the world.”

      “Not the world,” Texas quickly defends.

      “Not even the state,” I quip, hoping to receive a rock your universe smile from her in response.

      She giggles before quickly pulling her hand up and cupping her mouth. “Y’all are ridiculous sometimes.” She shakes her head as she walks over to the dresser and pulls out a pair of those damn leggings she loves to dress in.

      Those damn things cup her ass spectacularly. I mentally groan, knowing that she wears them because she knows they drive me wild. The entire day I’ll be trying to find a way to cop a feel.

      I’m an ass man, and my woman has one that makes my mouth salivate.
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      I know, deep down into the marrow of my bones that they’re up to something. I guess they’ll tell me when they’re ready to share. Until then, I have plans of my own to make and figure out how the hell I’m going to execute them.

      With two overgrown apes standing guard over me at all times, I know this is going to be a feat that’s nearly next to impossible to accomplish, but I’m not a damn quitter and I’m not ready to throw in the towel.

      Surely, the both of them will have a run coming up soon. Them being out of town is the only way I can see being able to make my great escape. I exfoliate, shave, wash and condition my hair before getting out and preparing to head down the stairs and face another day.

      Being sleep deprived doesn’t help me be a social butterfly, but I’m going to give it the good old college try. Once I’m mentally prepared to face the women, I head back in the bedroom and am shocked to see that it’s empty.

      Usually, I have at least one of my men to escort me before they take off and do whatever it is that they do for the club.

      I don't ask.

      I don’t wanna know.

      A blind woman sees no crimes, which is the mantra I live by. If I have no clue of any wrong doings, I can’t ever be used against the men and women who have become family to me.

      Making it fully down the stairs, I’m a bit surprised when everything is eerily quiet.

      I don’t hear any kiddos nor any of the other inhabitants of the clubhouse.

      I keep walking through the clubhouse until I get closer to the kitchen, it’s there that I hear laughter, children’s babbles and conversations taking place.
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"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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