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      In the year 2078, Cross Step, Kansas is home to the Voids. Each twenty feet tall and just as wide, the three large wormholes appeared out of nowhere a hundred years ago.

      No one knows where they lead to, only that unearthly creatures from different worlds pour through them from time to time.

      Rumor has it a race known as the Dekken are devouring civilizations out in the vast universe, and that if Earth isn’t careful, they may be next.

      But the citizens of Cross Step have more to worry about than mere speculation. Humans have to interact with the chaos of races constantly in conflict with one another.

      Norms—humans—are forced to deal with Voiders—those who came through the Voids—as well as a mistrustful government and Conduits—humans oddly affected by the Voids. Many of the Conduits are psychic and more than a bit unusual.

      Victoria Fox happens to be stranger than most. This is her story.
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        Cross Step, Kansas

        2078—After the Voids

      

      

      Victoria Fox deflected the blow aimed at her throat and returned a punch to her attacker’s solar plexus. The other woman sucked wind and went down on one knee.

      Not even pretending to play nice, Vicki kicked her in the face with a low-heeled boot and followed up with another kick to her gut.

      The pounding techno beat in Rock Hall, Cross Step’s most popular nightclub, echoed Vicki’s racing pulse. Several people around her broke into applause, conceding her win, and exchanged money.

      An atmosphere of lawlessness pervaded the place, as evidenced by the other fights encouraged throughout the bar and the free-flowing booze and drugs. The place smelled like stale alcohol, sweat and nerves. She wanted to get the job done and leave. Period.

      “Hurry the hell up, Vic.” A towering male loomed over her and snarled, “He’s in the back. We don’t have all night.”

      Vicki glared at her cousin. “I’m not exactly partying here, Sean. This bitch attacked me.”

      “Whatever. Come on. It’s only a matter of time before the cops show. We need their hassle even less than the new government wackos tagging Voiders.”

      “Who cares about government wackos?” Vicki knelt and ran her hands over the groaning woman on the floor. She found a dagger hidden beneath the woman’s jacket and hid it between the cushions of a nearby booth. “We’re not Voiders.”

      Sean snorted. “Like anyone’s going to take the time to check after one look at you.”

      Vicki joined Sean as they threaded their way through the crowd who’d stopped to watch Vicki and one of Tommy Chen’s girls duke it out. “Oh? And you’re not my mirror image, but uglier?”

      He flipped her off and shoved aside the congratulatory idiots angling for an introduction.

      Admittedly, Sean had a point. Over the years since the Voids arrived, eye color in the Morely family had changed from anything resembling that of a Norm—a “normal” human.

      Starting with her great-grandmother, for whom she’d been named, each generation of Morelys looked more and more alien. Like Sean, Vicki possessed amber eyes so light they looked almost yellow. In the darkness, the damn things glowed. Not normal, not at all.

      Then again, what the hell is normal in this freakish city? The nightclub had as many Voiders in it as Norms, much like the city. Cross Step, Kansas, now consisted of Voiders, Norms, and Conduits—people like her and Sean.

      Conduits were humans affected by the Voids. Vicki often wondered if there wasn’t more to her family’s odd history than those gaping black portals, which had appeared out of nowhere over a hundred years ago.

      Two stories high and half as wide, the black portals were ringed with an eerie blue light.

      As far back as Great-Granny Victoria, the Morelys had possessed strange psychic abilities and a connection to the universal doorways, which didn’t make much sense, since no one—not even the Voiders—could step too near the Voids without getting violently shocked.

      “He’s back there.” Sean pointed toward a locked door guarded by a gorilla of a man. Teddy, his nametag said. “Do your stuff.”

      Vicki huffed with irritation and moved in for the kill. She stopped a few feet from the bouncer guarding Tommy Chen’s inner sanctum, who lost his look of boredom and focused on her with blatant interest.

      “Teddy? Not Bear, Bruiser or Handsome?” Vicki asked with a flirtatious smile as they approached. She shrugged, which lifted her shirt and exposed more of her navel than her low riding jeans and belly-shirt allowed.

      Predictably, Teddy zeroed in on her bellybutton before shifting his gaze to her breasts showcased by the red, too-small top Sean had encouraged her to wear.

      Told you, her cousin’s look seemed to say.

      “You’re in.” Teddy nodded at her. “You’re not,” he said to Sean.

      “No problem. Just walking my cousin to the door. You take care of her for me, okay?” Sean held out a hand.

      Though suspicious, Teddy took it. Sucker.

      Vicki watched with appreciation as Sean put Teddy down in one punch. “Not bad.”

      “Better than you with trampzilla back there.” Laughter crinkled Sean’s eyes. “No doubt word’s reached Tommy that you trounced one of his chicks. Three to one says he picks you to fight next.”

      “No way. We couldn’t be that lucky.”

      They’d been after Tommy Chen for months. The sly Voider always managed to elude them. His illegal fights were the talk of the town and the place to be if a Voider wanted to network.

      Rumor had it more criminal associations started in places like these than in the alleyways and deserted warehouses around town. The local police force—the Salinas—were running ragged. Seemed as if every night a new group of organized thugs sprang up out of nowhere.

      Sean dragged Teddy to the electronic lock, and Vicki tugged Teddy’s thumb to the print pad. When the metal door snicked, Sean shoved Teddy aside.

      He pushed the door open, and they calmly walked through just before Sean shut the door behind them. Walking past the inner guards on either side of the door, he preceded Vicki into a room full of brawling Voiders and criminal class Norms.

      “I used to have a life outside of otherworld freaks. Tell me again why we agreed to do this,” she murmured into Sean’s ear when he bent down to hear her over the shouts and ongoing betting. She spied four fighting platforms, three of which were currently occupied.

      “Because it’s our job? Because S&V Retrievals is the best? Because we just cleared a ton of money to take a certain you-know-what from you-know-who that might actually put him away for good?”

      “Could you be more cryptic?”

      “I could, but we need to focus here. Now quit the attitude. Even if we weren’t working on a Friday night, you still wouldn’t be doing anything. So don’t be pissy with me because you can’t get a date.”

      She glared. “Look, Romeo. Just because I don’t get it on with everything in pants doesn’t mean—”

      “Your last date was over six months ago. Talk about a dry spell. Hel-lo, Sahara.” Sean chuckled until she slugged him in the arm. “Ow. All right, I’ll lay off. Keep to the plan. I’ll distract his people while you move in. Do what you have to, grab the ring, and we’re out of here. Just make sure he forgets who took it.”

      “Sure thing. Easy.” Vicki huffed. “How the hell am I going to rip that rock off his finger if his tongue’s down my throat?”

      “I didn’t tell you to sex him up. Just distract him. Bad enough you’re wearing that getup.”

      “You told me to wear something, and I quote, ‘provocative’. Hell, I didn’t think you knew any words longer than two syllables.”

      He tugged her along after him. “Funny. Look, just work your mojo, knock him out and grab the ring. Give me the signal when you’re done. This place makes me edgy.” Sean stopped as if on alert.

      She mentally reached out and felt him using his own mojo. “There he is.”

      One man sat in a plush chair on a raised dais with his back to the wall, overlooking the entire space. Surrounded by shifty looking individuals, he fit right in wearing a ripped, sleeveless t-shirt and grunge jeans. But the clothes couldn’t camouflage his power.

      A tall, muscular Asian man in his prime, Tommy Chen practically owned the underground sector of Cross Step. Shaggy black hair, an arresting face somewhat obscured by a pair of dark sunglasses, and intricate tattoos covering both his arms lent Chen a dangerous first impression.

      According to one of their contacts, the tattoos could take on a life of their own. A definite oddity, even in the world of Voiders.

      As she stared at him across the loud, crowded room, Vicki had the sense he stared right back at her, but she couldn’t be sure. Unlike her namesake, Vicki couldn’t tell the future or read minds. Her talent, like Sean’s, was much more visceral.

      A large, bruised hand settled on her shoulder. “Okay, Vicki. You’re next.”

      Who is this schmuck, and how does he know my name?

      “Damn it,” Sean swore. It took three guys bigger than the giant next to her to pull her cousin away.

      “I’ll be fine,” she yelled over her shoulder as she was led to Tommy Chen.

      Their target. Finally.
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      Except Chen didn’t let her get close enough to touch him. The guard pulled her to within a few feet of him before Chen held up a hand. On his pinkie finger sat the thin black band she’d been hired to retrieve.

      “Lovely form, Victoria. And such pretty eyes.” He pushed back his shades. Tommy Chen had eyes as black as night and sexy as sin.

      Up close, he had more charisma and animal magnetism than she would have guessed from the many surveillance photos she’d seen of him.

      “Winner takes all, baby,” he murmured, and his cologne drifted over her.

      Her pulse raced and her body screamed for sex.

      “What?” Down girl. Focus on his ring.

      Before she could ask him about his alluring scent, the guard dragged her toward the empty stage and tossed her up onto it. She landed on her feet and waited, her fists clenched.

      The noise in the crowd subsided, and Vicki looked around her at Cross Step’s ugly underbelly. What the hell have I gotten myself into?

      Chen stood, silencing the room. “Ladies and gentlemen, tonight we have a real treat. Vicki Fox has challenged my best girl, Mei Lin, to a match.”

      The crowd went wild. But where was Mei—

      Mei Lin dropped out of nowhere to land a few inches to Vicki’s right. Dodging the blow aimed at her face, Vicki fought back, wondering how the hell this grab-and-go assignment had turned into a no-holds-barred grudge match.

      Thankfully, as fast as Mei Lin was, she couldn’t meet Vicki’s speed or agility. Instinctively drawing on Mei Lin’s life-force, Vicki grew more powerful. A fighting spirit, her father liked to call her. A Conduit who absorbed energy through touch and heightened adrenaline—active combat. A freak of nature, like Sean.

      Mei Lin kicked her in the stomach hard enough to crack a rib.

      “That’s it.” Vicki knew her eyes glowed. Fierce passions tended to brighten her vision. With startling clarity, she saw every move Mei Lin intended to make before she made it.

      Irritated to be in the limelight, that her cousin had put her up to this, and that they still hadn’t nabbed Chen’s ring, Vicki took her hostility out on her adversary.

      Minutes later, she stepped over Mei Lin’s bruised but still breathing body and jumped to the floor. No one stopped her.

      “Congratulations, Vicki. You’re my new best girl,” Chen said with a chuckle.

      Noise erupted in a cacophony.

      Chen reached for her even as she reached for him, which startled her.

      Snagging her in an unforgiving embrace, Chen took her breath away in a punishing kiss. This man, responsible for half the crime in the city including murder, drug running, and thievery, had his lips—and hands—all over her. Damnation, but the bulge prodding her belly felt huge.

      Ignoring the disconcerting need to explore said bulge, Vicki twisted the energy snaking between them and caught Chen’s forearms.

      The flesh beneath her palms shifted with a life of its own, freaking her the hell out.

      “Wh-what are you doing?” Chen asked, caught in the mire of power between them.

      “I want your ring. Give it to me, sweetie, and I’m yours,” she whispered and nibbled on his earlobe. “All fucking night long.” She channeled a blast of his own sexual energy back at him, throwing him off balance.

      He groaned and stumbled back, still clutching her, much to the amusement of his friends. To all outward appearances, Vicki and Chen were getting it on. As if she’d make it with an uber-criminal in front of this sleazy audience.

      Chen pulled off his ring and shoved it into her front pocket, digging his fingers down toward her crotch. Annoyed because she liked the feel of him there, she mentally smacked herself upside the head. I am so getting laid when we finish this job.

      Ripping herself from Chen, Vicki tried to catch her breath. Chen looked like a well-fed cat. His lids were shuttered as he stared at her, his shirt half open, revealing a smooth, muscular chest. The tattoos on his forearms writhed and hissed as he reached for her again.

      Hissed? Time to go.

      Chen shook his head and flexed his fingers, a puzzled look on his face. His eyes widened in understanding just as a commotion from the other side of the room drew his attention.

      “Salinas!” someone yelled. Cops.

      Sean suddenly appeared at her elbow and yanked her from Chen, but not before pounding a fist into Chen’s belly.

      Wishing she had done the same, Vicki ran with Sean and the other panicked occupants toward the far exit into the night.

      “Were you going to fuck him or what?” Sean huffed with disgust.

      “I got the ring. Gimme a break.” I made out with Tommy Chen. Oh my God. I must be out of my freaking mind.

      More Salinas rounded the corner, what looked like a battalion of them.

      “Shit. We need to split up. Keep the ring and go three streets over. I’ll meet you at MacT’s.” Sean jerked them to a stop.

      “What—?”

      The jerk tore back down the street and slammed into three Salinas, taking them down. He waited to draw more of the cops’ attention before running off away from her.

      Using the distraction, Vicki made several unplanned twists and turns to shake the Salinas still on her trail. Damned if she didn’t also recognize a few of Chen’s men getting closer.

      Darting down a narrow side street, Vicki frantically looked for MacT’s. Sean would have to suggest the one place she’d never been. Not that she came into this area much anyway, but in her zest to create a life for herself, she’d begun frequenting the clubs downtown.

      Twenty-seven, by anyone’s standards, was too young to vow eternal celibacy. Vicki couldn’t remember the last time she’d had sex with anyone other than her well-used vibrator. No wonder she’d wanted to hump Chen. He was a definite hottie, if one could overlook his psychotic criminal tendencies.

      Swearing under her breath at her stupidity, Vicki spotted what looked like a neon M when she heard footsteps growing closer.

      She raced toward the M and shuttled down the set of stairs leading to the almost pitch black entrance. “Nice ambience, Sean. A mixture of creepy, seedy, and…locked door.”

      Pissed off, Vicki released her anger and anxiety on the lock. A few seconds later, the bolt broke, and she turned the knob with ease.

      Finally.

      Entering, she made a beeline for the darkest corner of the room, noting the one and only hallway on the first floor, the billiards in the back of the bar, and the stairwell leading to a second floor.

      She sat with her back to the corner, pleased at the dim lighting keeping her in shadow.

      The cozy bar was crowded but not overly so. It smelled of beer and had an almost pleasant tang she couldn’t place. The tempo was more sedate, the rock music not too loud. Conversations continued in low tones and then stopped.

      Crap. All eyes were on her. She’d been too preoccupied upon first entering to notice. A glance showed her that each male in the place looked more beautiful and more savage than the next.

      Great, just what I need. Ravagers.

      The Voiders looked human enough until they took on the form of their guer, their fighting spirit. Werewolves come to life. Strong as hell yet kind of sexy, in Vicki’s opinion, unless you had to fight them.

      Very few females sat in the crowd, and those that were…

      Vicki stared so hard her eyes dried.

      Against the back wall by the billiards, a seven-foot tall Ravager—in werewolf mode—screwed a half-naked woman in full view of anyone wanting to watch.

      The dozen other women sitting at tables or booths had a hand or a head between a male’s legs, or, in one case, her bare legs spread open wide on the bar, her naked breasts in the air and her head thrown back as one of the fellas went down on her while his buddy ordered a beer next to him.

      This wasn’t MacT’s.
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      “What’ll you have?”

      Vicki swallowed hard and glanced up. A server, fully clothed thank God, stood waiting.

      The only noises in the bar to be heard were the clinking of the bartender’s bottles and the slurping, sucking sounds of sex.

      “Scotch. Straight.” Weirdest damn night of my life. And I know weird.

      The server nodded and left. To Vicki’s relief, conversations resumed. Keeping her head down but her energy at the ready, she decided to wait it out in here as long as she could. Once Chen’s people and the Salinas had time to breeze by, she’d leave. Preferably out the back door.

      A beer plunked down in front of her.

      “Thanks, but I ordered a Scotch…” She trailed off as four men surrounded her small table.

      “You’re new,” the tallest one said.

      Vicki nearly swallowed her tongue. Nearly six and a half feet of pure menace studied her like a hungry wolf.

      Jeans, biker boots, and a black t-shirt clung to him, outlining nothing but muscle. He had ice-blue eyes, cropped black hair, and an attitude proclaiming him king of the mountain.

      His buddies looked just as fierce. Like the rest of the Ravagers in the place, they had a wild, earthy quality. The men flanking the leader had short brown hair and brown eyes that studied her with intensity.

      The one on the right didn’t smile. His eyes darkened as he stared at her. The one on the left looked like a charmer as he assessed what he could see of her past the tabletop. He grinned and rumbled something she couldn’t decipher to the fourth man farthest from her.

      The lone blond nodded. “She’s definitely sitting at our table.”

      “Sorry.” Vicki stood to leave, and the four took a step closer.

      Before she knew it, they’d moved the chairs and table out of the way. Nothing stood between her and them but a few feet of space. And no one around them seemed to care.

      The tallest one held her beer out to her.

      “You know what? You keep it,” Vicki said. “Again, my apologies for taking your table.” She met his gaze before realizing her mistake.

      Shit. Never look them in the eye. Not unless you want to lose a limb. She quickly glanced away.

      “Our table. Right.” The blond cut off the small space between him and the wall she’d been eyeing. Her one avenue of escape now denied.

      “Um, guys? You’re kind of crowding me.” One Ravager she might be able to handle. But four who looked like these predators?

      “Good.” The charmer winked. “My tall friend here is Eric. I’m Logan, the pretty one.” The others snorted. “This is Jesse,” he said of the intense brown-haired male next to him. “And the blond is Dominic.”

      She puzzled over the introductions. Maybe they didn’t mean to be so threatening?

      “And you are?” Eric asked, the rumble of his voice vibrating along her nerves like a physical caress.

      Squelching the urge to shiver, she answered, aware of his knowing gaze. “Vicki.”

      “Vicki.” He savored her name. Heat licked at her womb. “How did you get in?”

      “Ah,” she paused, wondering if she should tell the truth. “I, well…”

      The front door burst open to admit Salinas like invading ants. The minute the lawmen understood they’d busted into a Ravager hangout, they tensed and drew weapons. Everyone in the bar froze.

      “We don’t want any trouble here,” one of the Salinas said. “We’re searching for a young woman, five foot nine, long black hair. Yellow eyes.”

      They’re brown, assholes.

      “We seen that here?” the bartender asked.

      Everyone around murmured denials, no love for the Salinas a common thread among Voiders.

      Surrounded by four giants, Vicki felt safe enough from prying eyes. Hell, if everyone screwed the Salinas by withholding information, so much the better.

      She let out a relieved sigh then noted her four new friends staring down at her with calculating expressions. “What?”

      “Your eyes are unique, Vicki,” Eric said in a low voice. He cupped her face, his callused hands warm against her skin. “Salinas,” he said over his shoulder. “Why do you want this yellow-eyed woman?”

      “She caused a public disturbance at Rock Hall, assaulted two women and three men, and stole private property from Mr. Chen.”

      “Mister” Chen. Great. My luck to get the Salinas on Chen’s payroll.

      Some in the crowd chuckled while others began talking in louder voices.

      “What’ll it be, Vicki?” Eric murmured.

      “Be?” Damn him. She had a bad feeling he was offering a choice she didn’t want to make.

      “The Salinas or us?”

      By us, did he mean… All four of the men surrounding her seethed with energy. She could feel the arousal in each of them pulsing like a living thing.

      But Vicki didn’t have a choice. No way in hell could she go with the Salinas, especially if they meant to send her off with Chen. With these guys she stood a chance—granted, a slim chance in hell—of escaping intact.

      “Damn it.” Vicki seethed, annoyed their arousal was stoking her own. First Chen, now Ravagers? Is this my night for Voider love or what?

      Swearing under her breath, she yanked Eric to her. Forcing him to bend to meet her mouth, she gave him her answer with a kiss that stole every thought in her head.

      “Nobody here by that description, Salinas,” Dominic yelled. “Now get the hell gone.”

      Other Ravagers seconded the sentiment.

      Not sure if they’d left or not, Vicki didn’t care before remembering not to succumb to Eric’s wild taste. Basic need, raw sex, and a long, thick cock against her belly took a huge chunk out of her resistance.

      He growled and pressed her hard against the wall, no longer accepting her kiss so much as taking charge of it.

      The others stepped closer, caging Vicki and Eric together.

      He used his whole mouth—tongue and teeth and lips—to turn her world upside down. One minute she’d been kissing him, the next he had his tongue down her throat and his hand on her breast.

      No, not his hand. His hands were on her waist as he lifted her effortlessly. He wrapped Vicki’s legs around him and ground against her damp crotch.

      Fingers pinched both her nipples with enough pressure to make her gasp.

      Eric swallowed her cry as he dry humped her against the wall. He swallowed her pleas for more, stroked her lips and drew a drop of blood with sharp teeth. The pain only made the pleasure that much sweeter. Forget resistance. She wanted more.

      “She’s burning up,” Logan murmured.

      Jesse rasped, “I want a taste.”

      “Not until Prime’s done,” she heard Dominic say. “And by the look of him, he hasn’t had his fill.” Dominic laughed, a hoarse sound full of need.

      What the hell’s a Prime? Dazed at the intense lust swamping her, Vicki tried to remember why sex with Ravagers was dangerous. And failed.
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      Eric sucked hard at her neck and groaned. “That’s it, give it to me.” He managed a hand down her pants. “Oh yeah, you’re wet, baby. So fucking ready.”

      The others panted in time, as if drawing the same breaths.

      “Do it now, Prime.”

      “Fuck her.”

      “Mark her,” Dominic urged, and the others stilled. “This one. I feel it.”

      Lost to common sense, to the fact she was close to having an orgasm in public, Vicki shifted and cried out when a finger suddenly penetrated her. Oh please. She was nearly there, and she needed it so bad.

      “Ride it, baby. Come for me,” Eric said, his eyes blazing. “That’s it.”

      A stupid, responsible part of her protested weakly. “I th-think I h-have to go.” Somewhere Sean waited for her. She had to get the client that ring. Vicki couldn’t have sex in public with four men. Four Ravagers, for God’s sake.

      She should tell them no. To stop. She really should. And she would, well, pretty soon. Maybe.

      But reason didn’t make a peep as Eric thumbed her clit and thrust another finger inside her, widening her. Vicki was on fire. The hands on her continued to tease, touching her everywhere.

      Eric continued to finger-fuck her and whispered, “Take it. Let your pussy swallow my fingers, then my dick. I’m doing to ram it up in you. Bathe you in my seed. Then the pack will have you, again and again, until you belong. We’ll take good care of you, Vicki. Real good care.”

      He nipped her earlobe, and she shuddered as she came around him in the fiercest orgasm she’d ever experienced in her life. Bucking against his magical fingers, she clawed at him like a mad woman.

      “Fuck, that’s hot,” Logan breathed.

      “My turn.” Eric’s eyes glowed, much like hers, she thought dazedly. He removed his hand from between her thighs and fiddled with the snap of his jeans. Then the snap of her jeans.

      Her jeans. Over her now drenched panties.

      Blushing three shades of red, Vicki pushed at his chest and found Eric immovable. The hands on her breasts shoved her to the wall, no longer playing but restraining. Logan and Jesse growled in warning while Dominic monitored it all behind them.

      The hell of it all was that Vicki found them arousing when she should have been screaming at them to let her go. Eric shoved at the waistband of her jeans and tangled his fingers in her pocket. When he brushed against the ring there, Vicki froze.

      Sean would be waiting, unaware of Chen’s infiltration into the Salinas. Worse, Chen might have already grabbed him, wanting his property back. So much for Sean’s grand plan to steal the thing in plain sight.

      “I have to go,” she said. Eric’s cock brushed her belly, and she shivered. He is so damn sexy. “No. I need to go.”

      He stared into
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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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