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            SEIZING POWER

          

        

      

    

    
      This cyborg believes he’s in control.

      Power is the self-appointed leader of the cyborg council. Other members might debate situations. He makes the ultimate decisions.

      When a threat to Homeland is revealed, he takes command of a fleet and ventures to the edge of cyborg-controlled space to investigate. He finds a rebellion led by a mysterious upstart he calls Cadet.

      The plan Power derives is simple—he’ll quickly quash the uprising and teach its leader a lesson the warrior will never forget.

      NO ONE challenges his authority.

      Eirene Ours might be called a cadet by Power but she is NOT his subordinate. She is the arrogant E Model’s genetic match.

      For much of her mature lifespan, she has desired the male, yearning for his dark-eyed gaze, craving his sure hands, longing for his respect.

      That esteem was never granted. And Eirene Ours can no longer wait to earn it. There’s an external threat to their kind, a danger that might destroy them all.

      Having lured Power to her home terrain, she now plans to use everything within her means — her fists, her daggers, her ship-destroying missiles — to pound that truth into her stubborn warrior’s thick metal skull.

      The future of every cyborg is at stake. She can’t fail them.

      Power will believe her. Or he will die.
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      Seizing Power is an enemies-to-lovers Cyborg SciFi Romance set in a dark, gritty, sometimes-violent universe.

      It features an epic battle between two equally strong cyborg leaders, plans that go terribly yet passionately wrong, and a love that will shake the entire universe.

      

      Seizing Power is the fifth of five core stories in the Rebel Cyborgs Series.

      Book 1: Containing Malice

      Book 2: Under Strain

      Book 3: Baring Grudge

      Book 4: B Free

      Book 5: Seizing Power

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      There was only one leader in a group.

      Power was that being for every cyborg in existence.

      He sat behind a horizontal support at the far end of the cyborg council chambers. His back faced the wall. Other members of the council were positioned to his left and to his right. Vector, the captain’s crew, and their females stood in front of him.

      Ruling was a solitary role. It required emotional and physical distance from others—a separation from the beings who might influence him, who might sway him to make incorrect decisions, convince him to place their interests before the welfare of the larger group.

      He had made that mistake. Once. He quashed a grimace.

      The results of that choice had been catastrophic. It had killed every being he cared for, had nearly ended him, had endangered the entire cyborg Homeland.

      Power would never make that same error again.

      His stance came at a cost. He had no close friends. Not alive. Not any longer. His lips flattened. He hadn’t yet found his female, the one being genetically compatible with him, a much-wanted helpmate he could keep safely by his side, tell his secrets to, share his tasks with.

      There was no one he completely trusted.

      He was alone. That was a conscious choice, a sacrifice he had made for his kind.

      At times, like now, when warriors questioned his authority, he wondered why he had fought for his current role.

      “This matter has been discussed.” Power clipped off each word, not attempting to hide his irritation.

      Vector had approached him first, privately.

      Power had dismissed the issue, not viewing it as a threat.

      “Our lifeform scans detected five thousand, one hundred and thirty-two beings on the surface of Mercury Minor.” The warship captain stubbornly relayed that information. Again. “There were four thousand and ninety-eight cyborgs, eight hundred and one humanoids, two hundred and thirty-three humans.”

      “There should be only three beings on the surface of Mercury Minor—Ghost, his human female and their offspring.” Vengeance, the C Model representative on the cyborg council, frowned.

      That lucky warrior had found his genetic match. Astrid Ragnhild, the Buoir Berserker, Vengeance’s Warrior Female, sat by her male’s side.

      She rested her head on the C Model’s shoulder.

      Power bit back his envy. That was what he wanted—that connection.

      And he had tried to seize it. Desperate for companionship, he had sought to claim the human female for his own.

      That pursuit had ended in embarrassment. He inwardly winced. But fortunately, it hadn’t impacted his role as leader.

      He remained in charge.

      “Ghost and his human female’s offspring should be a cyborg.” Medic Tifara, Death’s female, shared that projection under her breath. “He should be male. And he should be fully mature by now.” Her reasoning was logical. 100.0000 percent of the offspring of cyborgs had been cyborg and male. Cyborgs matured within a solar cycle. “Has he transmitted?” She looked up at her warrior.

      “No transmissions have been received from the offspring.” Death kissed his human’s forehead.

      “He must have the same challenges as his father has.” She nodded as though agreeing with her own statement.

      It was a conclusion Power had also reached. Ghost was severely damaged, struggled to communicate with others. There was a 76.5892 percent probability the C Model’s offspring suffered from the same malfunction as his father.

      “Multiple lifeform scans were run, utilizing multiple systems.” Vector braced his booted feet farther apart. The captain of the Reckless was determined to beat them over the head with unwanted information. “There was visual verification of structures.” Images flashed across the viewscreens hanging on the walls around them. “I am 97.2536 percent certain there are more than three beings on the surface of the planet.”

      Power was 99.2659 percent certain there were more than three beings inhabiting Mercury Minor. He’d seen the images, the data. Cyborgs didn’t lie, and Vector had more honor than most beings he had encountered.

      But the activities of five thousand, one hundred and thirty-two beings situated at the edge of cyborg-controlled space weren’t a priority for him. He was responsible for millions of cyborgs. Many of them orbited the Homeland in crowded battle stations. They impatiently awaited assignments, were at all times one wrong word away from killing each other.

      He had more important problems to solve.

      While the other members of the council drilled Vector and his crew with queries, Power applied himself to immediate issues like delayed shipments of nourishment bars, the addition of fifteen levels to J Model Structure 2, the fabrication of 150,000 D Model replacement arms. The requests for authorization were lodged faster than he, with his cyborg processors, could approve. It was unsustainable. He—

      “My female and I will venture to Mercury Minor to investigate the situation.” Vengeance presented that extremely bad idea to the council.

      Alarm coursed through Power’s circuits. The C Model and his female were warriors. Their solution to every situation was to damage or to kill. They would arrive on Mercury Minor, expecting a battle.

      And they would find one. Ghost, the sole identified cyborg on Mercury Minor, was severely malfunctioning. He viewed everyone, including his brethren, as threats. The probability he had rigged his planet with explosives and other defensive devices was 99.9999 percent.

      There would be war, and that would be…distracting. Power processed possible responses. He couldn’t transfer the task of investigating the situation to another warrior. Vengeance would view that as a slight.

      Power also preferred not to place other beings in possible danger.

      Other beings…

      “I will venture to Mercury Minor.” He could perform his role from anywhere. “Vector, as your crew detected the lifeforms, we’ll utilize your ship. Five additional warships will accompany us.”

      A fleet larger than that would look ostentatious, even for him.

      The more Power processed his decision, the more he liked it.

      The expedition would be a display of his leadership. And it would be a reward for those five captains and crews, would solve a sliver of the assignments challenge.

      It would grant the warriors purpose, give them tasks to complete.

      It would also be good training should their sector face invasion in the future. They had to be ever ready, ever vigilant. They could practice battle formations en route.

      Vengeance didn’t appear as pleased with that solution. The male scowled. “If this is war—”

      “This is an investigation.” The C Model’s reaction confirmed Power’s decision had been the right one. “As the leader of the cyborg council, I warrant an escort.” His tone was deliberately haughty.

      “No one appointed you as our leader,” Vengeance grumbled.

      Power hadn’t been appointed. He had won the role based on his superior fighting skills, his cunning, his lack of any other distractions. “It is done.”

      “Fraggin’ hole. He’s coming with us.” Truth, one of Vector’s warriors, muttered that comment at barely audible levels. “That’s no fun.”

      Vector leveled a hard glance at the male.

      Truth stopped chattering.

      But the message had been relayed. No one wanted him on board their ship. None of the males, including Vector, liked him.

      That was damaging yet it was unimportant. Power lifted his chin. The males respected him, would follow his orders. That was all he required.

      “I’m contacting the warship captains.” He sent that communication to the five beings most worthy of the assignment. “Vector, coordinate with them. We leave in three planet rotations.” He could arrange his duties in that duration. “That is all.”

      Vector opened his mouth, paused for a moment, closed it again.

      The male, his female, his crew, and their females marched out of the chamber. Many of the cyborgs had located their genetic matches while patrolling the cyborg-sector borders.

      Mercury Minor was located close to one of those borders. Hope flickered to life inside Power.

      He immediately doused it. The probability of finding his genetic match on the expedition was extremely low.

      His processing power was better used elsewhere.

      “I never projected we’d see this planet rotation.” Vengeance met Power’s gaze. The male’s eyes gleamed with an emotion alarmingly resembling triumph.

      Power’s simulated spine straightened. The C Model was his strongest rival for leadership.

      “You’re surrendering your role on the cyborg council to travel to Mercury Minor.”

      “I’m not surrendering anything.” Power infused extra chill into his tone. “I won’t physically be in the council chambers, but I will remain in my role. Whether I sit in a chair or appear on a viewscreen has no bearing on my involvement in discussions.”

      Vengeance glared at him.

      Power gazed back at him.

      The warriors around them shifted nervously in their seats.

      The C Model finally shook his head. “You will never relent any of your fraggin’ control, will you?”

      “I will never do that.” Power had sacrificed, had given too much to ever walk away from his role. He was in charge, would remain as the cyborgs’ leader until the moment he died. “What is the next item on the agenda?”

      He pushed the processing of the upcoming journey aside and focused on the decisions that had to be made, the tasks that had to be completed.
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      Two shifts later, Power remained in the cyborg council chambers. His surroundings were quiet, still. He was now completely alone.

      Vengeance and Death had left with their females. The caring reflected in the couples’ eyes had emphasized his solitude.

      The other members of the cyborg council trained with their model types, building, strengthening their relationships with those warriors. There were no concerns about undue influence because Power ultimately made all the decisions. They were free to openly care for their brethren.

      He was free to work. Wires had been inserted into his wrist sockets. That restored his energy levels. Sleep was unnecessary for cyborgs. They didn’t have that weakness.

      Power could work every shift…and he often did that. Nothing and no one waited for him in his private chambers. Only emptiness and isolation lingered for him there.

      In the council chambers, there was an 18.1245 percent probability someone might enter. He—

      Are you sending ships to rescue our forgotten brethren? The voice over the transmission line was robotic, male. No visuals accompanied the audio.

      Power processed who it belonged to, however. The cyborg he had named Cadet contacted him at regular intervals, always inquiring about the warriors who hadn’t been freed during the mass rebellion—the males who remained trapped, often under Humanoid Alliance control.

      Although he projected it would be a futile effort, Power attempted to track the origins of the communications. It was relayed through multiple sites. The trail grew fainter and fainter until it eventually disappeared.

      His lips twisted. One planet rotation, the warrior, that constant pain in his processors, would make an error. Then he would be identified.

      Until that time, Power should ignore him. That would be as simple as muting the transmission line.

      Yet, for some illogical reason, he couldn’t take that step. There was something about the cyborg that interested him, that kept him communicating with him. I have more urgent priorities.

      And he would never again assign retrieval missions to warriors. That task was too dangerous to force his brethren to undertake.

      You have more urgent priorities. The simulated laugh on the transmission line held no humor. Like adding fifteen levels to J Model Structure 2? Is that more urgent than saving the lifespans of our brethren?

      Power narrowed his eyes at the blank viewscreen hanging on the far wall. How do you have knowledge of the addition to J Model Structure 2? That decision hasn’t yet been broadcast.

      Was Cadet a J Model? Had he been involved in the proposal?

      Power projected the male was more recently manufactured than he was. His past comments had held a naivety real-universe experience would have quickly and thoroughly eliminated.

      The requests from our brethren for retrieval have been broadcast. The warrior didn’t answer his question. Yet you and the other members of the cyborg council take no action. Our brethren are dying, Power. They— Cadet’s transmission broke.

      Guilt pierced Power’s frame. Those deaths rested on his shoulders. That damaged him, yet he accepted that fate…because he’d experienced the alternative, and that was much, much worse.

      The lifespans of the many outweighed the loss of the few.

      He squared his shoulders. My decision remains the same.

      Stars. You’re such an arrogant ass. Cadet showed him no deference.

      It was irritating…and unique. Others might mutter about him behind his back, but Cadet spoke his truth directly to him. If you had more experience, you would process why I made my decision.

      I have experience, and I process more than you project. The warrior’s tone was dry. What is your current stance on the Humanoid Alliance’s actions? Will you address them, or are you too busy sourcing nourishment bars?

      Power was tempted to mute the male’s insolence. There is nothing to address. The Humanoid Alliance’s actions don’t impact our sector.

      There’s nothing to address? Cadet snorted. Our greatest enemy is fabricating space stations, filling those spaces with warships and robot warriors. They’ve created forces of undead beings. It is merely a matter of time before they try to retrieve, to recapture their former weapons of war—all cyborgs everywhere, including you and me. And you state there’s nothing to address? What universe are you living in, E Model?

      Anger rose in Power, amplified by his doubts. He wasn’t merely an E Model. I am your leader. He reminded the warrior of that fact. Are you intercepting secured communications?

      How had the warrior processed the specifics of his dealings with others?

      You’re not my leader. That transmission sported a sharp edge. And how could a cyborg with no experience, a mere Cadet, have the skills to intercept secured communications?

      Fraggin’ hole. The male irritated him. Unable to remain still, Power extracted the wires from his wrist sockets and stood. You didn’t answer my question.

      Cyborgs were unable to lie. Their programming didn’t allow them to take that action. But they could evade queries.

      Power paced the perimeter of the chamber, seeking to burn off some of his decision-hampering emotions and excess energy.

      Are you intercepting secured communications? He repeated his query.

      If the communications were adequately secured, no one would have the ability to intercept them. Cadet’s answer verified his projections.

      The warrior was intercepting his communications.

      Power’s speed increased. He clutched his hands behind his back.

      Control over intel was key for success as a leader. An unidentified cyborg was accessing his transmissions. That was…alarming.

      The doors to the chambers opened.

      Intrepid, one of the warship captains he had contacted, entered the space. He turned his head and looked at Power. The male’s expression went immediately blank. All emotions were purged from his countenance. He backed out of the chamber.

      The doors closed and Power was alone once more.

      You will not intercept my secured communications. He returned his full attention to Cadet. I am your leader. I’m every cyborg’s leader. And you will respect me.

      You’re every cyborg’s leader? The warrior’s tone was incredulous, not respectful. Or are you merely the leader of the cyborgs located on the Homeland?

      Cadet pushed him too far. Blast it. Power’s fingers folded into tight fists. I am every cyborg’s leader. Where you’re located isn’t relevant.

      You’re every cyborg’s leader. There was a pause. Then act like it, E Model. Send ships to rescue the brethren left behind during the rebellion. Do that before the Humanoid Alliance restarts their universe-domination plans.

      The warrior projected he had trapped him with that logic. But Power already processed the cyborgs situated outside the cyborg sector were his responsibility.

      He skidded to a stop. The floor tiles dented under the heels of his boots. There are no perfect decisions. Part of his role was to keep as many cyborgs safe as possible. That sometimes resulted in endangering some of them. You would process that—

      I would process that if I had more experience. Cadet made a disgruntled sound. I process your decision regarding our constrained brethren is 100.0000 percent wrong. I’ve been waiting for you to realize that, but the duration for waiting is now over.

      Power experienced a sense of foreboding.

      It was similar to the trepidation he’d suffered when he’d heard Regal, his vat mate, one of his best friends, hadn’t successfully escaped the Humanoid Alliance with his team.

      It resembled the pangs he’d endured when Fidelity had followed his orders and embarked on that doomed mission to save Regal, leading their fellow E Models into danger.

      And it was akin to the unease of uncovering that the warriors he, himself, had led had done what he was barred from doing and mounted their own rescue efforts.

      Fraggin’ hole. That had been a series of disasters.

      But the current situation was different. I haven’t authorized any course of action. He wasn’t sending Cadet into peril.

      Whether you authorize it or not, it will happen. The warrior sighed. You leave me with no other option, Power. Remember that.

      The transmission ended.

      Power’s agitation didn’t ease. He tilted his head back and stared at the ceiling, replaying the conversation with Cadet. Every word, every nuance had been captured in his databases.

      The warrior had accessed secured communications. Cadet’s own transmissions were untraceable. That implied he had competency with systems. His parting statement contained a warning, signaling Power wouldn’t like the option he was forced to take.

      It was a threat with minimal consequences. The warrior’s proficiency with communications wouldn’t compensate for his inexperience. He had few solar cycles. His connections would also be limited.

      And he was merely one being.

      Power commanded millions of cyborgs. He had fought in battles long before Cadet had been manufactured. His skills had been honed by the harsh universe, had been carved into him by the Humanoid Alliance, their cruel manufacturers. He didn’t hesitate to make hard decisions.

      They weren’t equals. Cadet wasn’t a danger to him, to his brethren.

      Power shrugged away the disquiet in his soul and returned to his seat. There were decisions to make, a voyage to plan. He hadn’t the time for distractions, misgivings, regrets.

      The cyborgs had only one leader.

      He was that being.

      His jaw jutted. He had tasks to complete.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      Most cyborgs had one genetic match, a single being they were compatible with.

      Eirene Ours gazed at the image of Power displayed on her working chambers’ main viewscreen.

      Her genetic match was a condescending ass.

      She hated him with every cell, with every nanocybotic in her C Model form.

      She also reluctantly admired him. His warriors were loyal, would follow him without question into an exploding star.

      There was a reason for that devotion. He was skilled in strategy, in managing beings, in communications. She’d studied the E Model since she could access the shared databases. Most of what she’d learned about leadership she’d learned from watching footage of him.

      And he could fight. Mercy. Her nipples tightened against her body armor. She had never seen anyone move like he did. He planned his kills ten, twenty steps in advance. His speed was unrivalled. He didn’t hesitate to strike.

      She blew out her breath as she looked at his image.

      He was physically appealing, with his black hair, gray skin, dark intense eyes, and grimly set mouth. His shoulders were broad. His hips were narrow.

      Authority and strength radiated from him.

      She wanted him and that irked her. Her form never failed to react to his appearance, to his deep voice, to his mere presence. Her pussy dripped.

      For him. The most stubborn being she had ever encountered. The bane of her existence.

      For 3.7753 solar cycles, she’d communicated with Power, disguising her voice, hiding her image and her location, seeking to earn his respect, to warrant an acknowledgement she was his equal, based on her words, her ideas, her acumen alone.

      When Power saw her face, when he realized she was the first, the only freeborn female cyborg in existence, he would seek to win her. She would be a prize to him, a trophy to solidify his leadership position.

      When he heard her voice, he would want her. She was his female. His body would respond to hers. That was in his genetics. He wouldn’t have a choice about his desire.

      Eirene Ours yearned to be his conscious choice, to be valued for her insights, for herself. Fake deference and empty passion didn’t interest her.

      This planet rotation, she realized that was a hopeless longing.

      Power would never view her as a true partner. To him, she would always be Cadet, a name he’d given her, one she now used to conceal her identity. In his dark gaze, she was a subordinate, someone he talked at, not with.

      That wasn’t enough. Not for her.

      “Aargh.” She tilted her head back and vented her frustration, filling the chamber with sounds of her despair.

      As her longtime wish died, resolve took its place.

      The time for trying, for negotiating, for reasoning, was over. She’d intercepted his communications, processed what he planned to do.

      The arrogant ass would force her to employ drastic counteractions. When that happened, all hope of ever enjoying a loving relationship with him would vanish.

      Her proud male would be humiliated, and that would taint his vision of her forever. His body would respond to hers, but the rest of him—his mind, his heart, his soul—would rebel. He would look at her with animosity, not caring.

      They would have no future. Grief gripped Eirene Ours. She would always be emotionally alone.

      But there was no stopping that fate. They were fixed on that path now.

      The next step had to be taken.

      She pushed her sorrow away and squared her shoulders. The Humanoid Alliance, their enemy, was building armies of robots, of the undead. They were constructing and hiding space stations around the universe. Their reemergence would bring with it violence and suffering and death.

      The lifespan of every living cyborg was in peril.

      Including Power’s.

      “You are giving me no other choice, you foolish male.” She scowled at his image. “I won’t endanger any of my brethren, and that includes you.”

      He might loathe her presence, but he would be alive. She tapped on the panel embedded in the console and the viewscreen went dark. His countenance, however, remained etched in her databases, would remain there permanently.

      Stars. She hated him.

      Eirene Ours switched into leadership mode. Cyborgs responded to strength. She deleted any hint of weakness, of doubt, from her countenance. Her speech would also be modified, would become less like her human mom’s and more like that of other warriors.

      She exited her private workspace and entered the control chamber.

      Every head turned. Chatter stopped.

      She surveyed the cyborg warriors as well as the human and humanoid genetic matches under her command. The well-being of every being on the planet was her responsibility. That responsibility weighed heavily on her shoulders.

      Her gaze lingered on B. The big warrior held his humanoid female. She, in turn, cradled their newly manufactured offspring, a perfect and precious B Model baby.

      Eirene Ours’s heart twisted, and her resolve firmed. She couldn’t fail that sweet face.

      Her own happiness, hopes, and needs had to be a much-lower priority.

      “Prepare the ships for battle.” She gave that order.

      Rancor, her best pilot, lifted his head. “How many ships should we prepare?”

      How big of a battle would it be?

      “We prepare all of them.” She would err on the side of caution.

      Power, in his arrogance, had assigned himself an insulting escort of a mere five warships. She would mobilize every ship they had, creating a wall of vessels, a barrier of defenses between the cyborg-council leader’s forces and Mercury Minor.

      Her gaze returned to the offspring. The beings on the planet had to be safeguarded.

      “As of this moment, we are at war.” She emphasized the seriousness of the situation. “We act accordingly, increasing surveillance of the space around Mercury Minor, stockpiling supplies.” She glanced at Valor’s female. The humanoid was skilled at sourcing much-needed goods. “We should be prepared to defend our home with everything we have.”

      Warriors and their genetic matches nodded. They’d all processed this planet rotation would come. She hadn’t hidden that possibility from them.

      “Lore, walk with me.” She strode through the chamber.

      The warrior followed her.

      She issued instructions to beings as she passed them. Her tone, her expression relayed confidence. It was a façade. Her stomach churned. She questioned if war was the right next action.

      Beings died during battle. It wasn’t a step to be taken lightly.

      But it was the only tactic that fool processed.

      She left the structure.

      Her visual system immediately corrected for the increased illumination. The rays from Mercury Minor’s single sun heated her shoulders.

      She ventured off the worn path, heading toward her parents’ domicile, toward the lot designated for their purpose alone. Vegetation swayed around her, brushing against her big boots.

      Some of the females Power had openly lusted over in the past had been smaller, more delicate humans. Her lips twisted. She was a C Model, large, broad, durable.

      Her kind was created to wage war.

      As a certain E Model warrior would soon discover.

      “In one shift, I will make a speech to all residents of Mercury Minor.” Everyone on the planet would be impacted. She should explain the situation to them, ease their fears, give them an opportunity to ask questions, prepare. “We can’t utilize transmissions or any other form of hackable communications.”

      Her words couldn’t be intercepted. She didn’t want Power to process their plans, to uncover what he would face when he arrived.

      “We could set up a relay of the audio using sound repeaters, go low tech.” Lore nodded. “I assume you want to center yourself in the main field.”

      “That would be ideal.” They had hosted gatherings at that site in the past. “I also require information.” She would harness the warrior’s most valued skill. “There will be five warships escorting the cyborg council leader’s vessel. I want to process as much about everyone on those warships as possible.”

      Information was strength. She’d learned that truth while observing Power’s machinations.

      “The cyborg council leader will be boarding the Reckless.” Lore must have intercepted the same communications she had. The warrior was a master at gathering intel. “That was an…interesting choice.”

      That was a mistake, one she’d wield against Power. She smothered a grin. “Yes. There is no need to research that crew.”

      They had already gathered information on the Reckless.

      She stopped at the border of her parents’ lot.

      “The intel you uncover could end this war before a shot is fired or any beings have to die.” Eirene Ours turned and met Lore’s gaze. “That will disappoint some warriors.”

      Cyborgs were manufactured to fight. Many of their kind enjoyed it. Vastly.

      “But it will please me tremendously. There’s a 75.1485 percent probability we’ll require every being we currently have, to defeat the Humanoid

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"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
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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