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      B is the last remaining B Model cyborg. All of his brethren, the beings he trained with, fought with, cared deeply for, have perished.

      

      Or so he believes.

      

      When he intercepts a communication mentioning the existence of one of his kind, he has to investigate its source. The message could be a trap set by his enemies. He’ll take that risk if it secures him the companionship he requires to be fully functional.

      What he finds is a daring brown-eyed female who activates all his systems. She proudly proclaims she’s a researcher, brandishing that information like a weapon before her. He wants to kiss the sass off her beautiful face, protect her from the dangers around them, claim her forever.

      Quinn is on a quest to locate the mechanics of an early-version cyborg. She believes the information captured within that frame will give her valuable insights into the past.

      When her mission goes zombie-like beings levels of wrong, she comes face-to-face with a living, breathing B Model. He has big hands, a primitive countenance, and stern hard lips crafted for kissing.

      She doesn’t trust him.  And she doesn’t have time to indulge her desires.

      Their shared enemies are chasing them, would kill to get their precious specimens back. One minor mistake could reduce B and Quinn to a mere line in the databases of history.
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      B Free is a STANDALONE Cyborg SciFi Romance set in a dark, gritty, sometimes-violent universe.

      It features the sole surviving B Model cyborg warrior, a courageous researcher seeking to uncover the past, and an unplanned visit to a settlement ruled by an extremely scary all-knowing, all-powerful being.

      

      B Free is the fourth 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
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      All I want is access to the B Model Cyborg.

      B had intercepted that encrypted message 2.1325 shifts ago. It had been sent from a being called Quinn positioned on Heze 478 to a being called Levi-Lucas The Third situated on a Beings For Peace battle station.

      There was a 94.1256 percent probability it was either a mistake or a trap.

      B shifted his weight from his right booted foot to his left. He occupied a rarely frequented pathway wedged between two domiciles in the human and humanoid settlement on Mercury Minor. His huge form was hidden in the shadows.

      In front of him, Valor, an E Model warrior, relayed key specs about the settlement to three newly arrived humanoid females. The newcomers held hands, twitched at every loud noise.

      If B were fully functional and he wasn’t a B Model, he would volunteer for a role similar to Valor’s. He often stealthily watched the tours. The imparting of information was valuable. He considered it to be a task critical to survival. That was why he monitored all communication lines.

      But he was a B Model, and he wasn’t fully functional. His lips twisted.

      After he had spent 235.2545 solar cycles fighting the Humanoid Alliance’s brutal battles, his cruel manufacturers had imprisoned him in an underground laboratory. They had then tortured him for an additional 1,047.9478 human lifespans, testing him, experimenting on him.

      Inflicting permanent damage on him.

      B swiped his fingers across his forehead. The Humanoid Alliance had tried to partially reset him. There were gaps in his databases, and slivers of flesh had been slashed from his organic brain. His nanocybotics had repaired those parts but couldn’t restore the information contained within them.

      Sometimes one of his memories resided in his machine and not in his organics. More rarely, a scene from his past had been captured in his organics and erased from his databases.

      Those disconnects were…unsettling.

      But they weren’t as worrisome as the time intervals that had been deleted from both his organics and his machine.

      Those voids, those breaks in continuity, haunted him. He couldn’t process what had happened during the gaps, what he’d done, seen, heard, felt.

      A cyborg with glitches couldn’t be relied upon. He processed that.

      When Cadet, the now leader of the cyborg retrieval team, finally freed him from the underground laboratory, he kept his malfunctions to himself. B had been intent on fixing the damage quietly. He didn’t want to jeopardize his role with her, with others.

      Taking that risk was unnecessary. Cyborgs shared information. Most warriors relayed everything they saw or heard or felt. Constantly. Once one of them experienced something, they were all aware of it.

      B Models weren’t as adept at transmitting huge data dumps as the newer models were. Only scenes key for cyborg survival had been relayed to the next generation. Few full memories were transferred.

      That information could be communicated, however. In exceptional circumstances. With assistance from others.

      B had been counting on those relays to repair his malfunction, had planned to request them from his fellow B Models once he’d been rescued.

      But then Cadet updated his databases, sharing the cyborg history he’d missed during his isolation.

      And those plans had been blasted to bits.

      Every other warrior like him—the males he’d trained with, had waged war alongside, considered to be his friends—had died during his forced confinement.

      Most of them had been decommissioned by the Humanoid Alliance. They had been killed in the most painful way possible, had been sliced and diced for spare parts while fully functional, replaced with the newer models.

      Grief, sorrow, and devastation had engulfed B. He had lost everyone he’d ever known.

      He’d also lost his hope for a fix. His missing memories hadn’t been saved to the shared databases. They didn’t reside anywhere else.

      That information was…gone. The B Model communication lines that had once brimmed with chatter were now eerily silent.

      Unable to process he was the last of his kind, he’d searched for beings like him. There had been mentions of his model type in messages. He’d investigated every occurrence.

      100.0000 percent of them had been futile chases, ghosts of brethren long dead.

      B projected an investigation into this planet rotation’s message would be a waste of resources also. Heze 478 was a sparsely populated Humanoid Alliance-controlled planet, a leisure site for high-credit and influential humans in their organization, a place where they could get away from the horrors they’d inflicted. It wasn’t rational that they would situate a secret laboratory there.

      It would be true to their devious natures to set a trap in that location for someone they correctly perceived as an enemy. He blew out his breath. They could be seeking to capture him, wanting to continue his torment.

      A fully operational warrior would ignore the communication.

      He wasn’t that being. B straightened to his full height and moved forward. His mechanics creaked. His body throbbed with an ache that matched the one in his soul. The rays of Mercury Minor’s single sun warmed his shoulders.

      One of the humanoid females looked up, up, up at him. Her head tilted back. Her eyes widened.

      She screamed, the sound piercing the chatter around her.

      The other females turned. Their eyes widened also.

      The crescendo of screams grew louder.

      Fraggin’ hole. B stepped backward, seeking to disappear once more into the shadows. He wouldn’t hurt the females. They were under his protection, as was everyone on the cyborg-claimed planet.

      But the females didn’t process that. All they saw was his huge form, his primitive B Model design. They had never viewed another being like him. He was different, and, to their gazes, scary.

      That damaged him. He navigated a maze of less-utilized pathways, staying to himself, sticking to the darkness. The screams faded.

      His emotional damage remained.

      He lumbered past a training ring positioned at the edge of the settlement. One set of warriors, all E Models, faced another set of warriors, all C Models.

      If there was a B Model force, he’d be the only one on it.

      “Join us, B.” Odium, the leader of the E Model faction, gestured at him. “The C Models need your skills.”

      The C Models objected to that. Loudly.

      They didn’t need him, and he didn’t belong on either side. He was a relic. His model type had been completely replaced. He was redundant.

      B shook his head and continued walking.

      Vegetation brushed against his garment-covered shins and knees. Insects hummed.

      In the distance, Strain, a D Model, was perched on a limb of a tree. He was accompanied by his human female. Their dangling legs swung in unison. Their heads were bent over the same private viewscreen.

      Envy curdled low in B’s stomach. Strain had been severely damaged also, in a different way, but he had found his genetic match, the one being fabricated for him, and she had partially repaired him.

      B had no fix for his malfunctions, had little hope.

      All I want is access to the B Model Cyborg. That message scrolled yet again through his processors.

      He had to find company to distract him before he succumbed to desperation and did something lifespan-threatening…like hunting down the sender of that communication.

      There was one being on Mercury Minor who, like him, didn’t have any beings similar to them. He shifted his route in the direction of the main cyborg retrieval team’s ship.

      Cadet, their leader, was the only freeborn female cyborg in existence. She was fully functional, but she believed him to be the same way. And she wouldn’t scream when she viewed him.

      He entered the deliberately dented freighter. His lifeform scans indicated Cadet was on the bridge. He moved into that space.

      She sat in the captain’s chair. An image of Power, the self-appointed leader of the cyborg council, was displayed on the main viewscreen. He was larger than life.

      “I relayed the information about the space stations, the Resurrected warriors, and the battle robots to that arrogant ass.” She twitched her head toward the male’s image. “He told me that, unless those Humanoid Alliance forces are entering cyborg-controlled space, their activities are none of our concern.”

      If they waited for an invasion to happen, it would be too late.

      B sat in the seat beside hers.

      The Humanoid Alliance, his former captors, the enemy, would rebuild their forces and their arsenals before attacking cyborg-controlled space. They’d conquer other species and demand they fight for them or perish.

      It was prudent to stop the humans now when that was easier to accomplish.

      “He won’t change his stance.” She rolled her eyes. “Let the humans and the humanoids have their wars.” She imitated Power’s arrogant tones. “Safeguarding the universe isn’t our responsibility.” She glanced at B. “He said I’d process that if I had more solar cycles of living.”

      B huffed. Cadet did have comparatively fewer solar cycles of living. But she, like all the newer models, had downloaded their brethren’s combined experiences and knowledge.

      Almost all their experiences.

      A tinge of guilt struck B. He hadn’t shared his past with her, with anyone.

      But others had. And Cadet had added to that intel by leading numerous rescue missions, had organized the beings on Mercury Minor.

      The freeborn C Model had earned her role as their leader, was no cadet, as Power called her.

      “We’ll take action without him.” B lifted his chin. They had sufficient warriors and ships to do that. “We’ll retrieve the warriors who couldn’t escape during the mass rebellion.” Some of those warriors would be trapped in Humanoid Alliance structures, in underground laboratories like he had been. “We’ll locate as many of the enemy’s space stations as we can, and we’ll destroy them.” They had teams working on finding the hidden structures. “And we’ll protect Mercury Minor, our home.”

      Power could safeguard the cyborgs on the Homeland. None of those warriors had answered the distress calls made by their brethren who had been left behind. They hadn’t sought to find him.

      Frag. They weren’t even aware he existed.

      “He doesn’t listen to me.” Cadet scowled at Power’s image. “And he doesn’t respect me. After solar cycles of communicating with him, he still views me as his inferior, as the cadet he first labeled me.”

      “The warriors on Mercury Minor listen to you.” B sought to repair his leader’s emotional damage. “We respect you.”

      “And I value that.” Cadet’s gaze didn’t shift from the E Model’s face. “But…”

      But it wasn’t enough for the C Model. She wanted Power’s approval.

      That was illogical. The male lived on another planet, on the Cyborg Homeland. They had never met face-to-face. Cadet blocked visuals when she communicated the E Model, disguised her voice to sound male, concealed her location. Power was her nemesis.

      There was only one reason B could process for Cadet seeking the male’s regard.

      He stiffened. “Power is your genetic match.”

      The female warrior’s gray cheeks flushed with pink pigment. “He’s an arrogant ass.”

      That wasn’t a no. B clenched his jaw. Cyborgs couldn’t lie. Their programming didn’t allow that. But they could avoid answering questions.

      Cadet had evaded his query, which meant…

      Power was her genetic match, was the one being in the universe manufactured for her.

      Part of B had always processed that. She communicated with the E model more often than was necessary, allowed no one else to observe those exchanges. Her anger toward the male was stronger than was justified. She tracked all Power’s movements. Her behavior bordered on obsessive.

      B had pushed his suspicions to the back of his processors, hadn’t sought to verify them.

      Because if they were true, it meant Cadet wasn’t like him at all. She was fully functional, and she had a being destined to be hers, someone she would eventually confide in, share her lifespan with.

      He was truly alone.

      All I want is access to the B Model Cyborg. The message taunted him, calling to the wildness rising within his soul.

      Cadet fumed about arrogant asses and the unfairness of fate and the dangers of aligning with beings who didn’t respect others.

      B supplied the required responses while battling the urge to be careless, to take unnecessary risks. The probability the communication was a trap hadn’t changed. It remained at 94.1256 percent.

      That was dauntingly high, and the consequences were dire. He could be imprisoned, experimented upon, tortured, killed.

      A fully functional being would never consider hunting down the being who sent the message.

      But he wasn’t a fully functional being. The gaps in his timeline bothered him. The emotional isolation further damaged him. The prospect of spending the rest of his almost endless lifespan that way decimated his logic. He couldn’t, wouldn’t endure it.

      And he might not have to do that. There was a 5.8744 percent likelihood his investigation might lead to the discovery of another warrior with his model type.

      That wasn’t zero.

      The B Model referenced in the communication might exist, might be alive.

      He could liberate him. The warrior would then fill in the voids in B’s databases, repairing him. He would be whole again, wouldn’t have to hide anything from his leader, his other brethren.

      “I need a ship.” That request burst out of him.

      Cadet stopped talking, turned her head and looked at him. “Another space station has been located. There are warships in its docking bay. You can have one of those.”

      Guilt raked over him. He was an integral part of her team. When Cadet had rescued him, it had consisted of only her, her C Model father, and her human mother. He had been the first retrieved warrior added to it. She relied on him.

      “The commandeering of that space station will take additional planet rotations.” His gaze slipped from hers. If he delayed his self-appointed mission, the B Model, if he existed, would be relocated. He might never find the male again. “I need the ship now.”

      Silence stretched.

      “You’ve found another B Model.” Cadet’s voice lilted with excitement.

      If he was any other warrior, she would have projected he’d located his genetic match.

      His lips flattened.

      But he was a B Model. His genetic match, if he ever had one, must have perished hundreds of human lifespans ago.

      “I can’t project what I’ve found.” The probability of locating someone like him was too low to communicate. “It might be a Humanoid Alliance scheme to ensnare someone with my model type.”

      Cadet studied him for a moment.

      Tension tugged at his muscles. He owed the C Model female his lifespan. If she forbade him to go, he would honor that command.

      But it would damage him even more. He wanted…needed…to take action. That yearning clawed at him.

      “If it’s a trap, you will transmit your location and the situation to me immediately.” Cadet surprised him with that response. “Don’t seek to relay the communication through sites. That will utilize time you might not have.”

      He lifted his gaze, stared at her. “Contacting you directly will give the enemy your location.”

      His leader was hyper cautious about concealing that information from Power, her genetic match and nemesis. She had forbidden outgoing transmissions and any direct communications.

      That she would discard her rules to protect him touched him.

      “It will also relay your existence to Power.” She shrugged. “Your lifespan is more valuable than all our secrets.”

      “Because I’m the last of my model type.” When he died, his model type would be extinct.

      “Because you’re my friend.” Cadet defied his projections again.

      B’s chest heated. She was his friend also.

      “You were rescued first due to your model type.” Her smile was sheepish. “When I was a newly manufactured offspring, my father would share footage of B Models in battle. They saved his lifespan. Numerous times. He would tell me “Best” after each relay.” She imitated Ghost’s blunt manner of speaking. “I doubt I could have convinced him to help me liberate anyone else.”

      B wasn’t the best. He was damaged. But he could protect his leader, would instruct Odium to guard her while he was gone. “I don’t project you will have to liberate me again.” He would watch for traps, avoid them. “And there should be no emergency transmissions.”

      “Communicate if you need help.” Cadet’s tone was brusque. “Take one of the warships we recently obtained. They’re fast and should have all the firepower you’ll need.” The vessels had been found in the previous Humanoid Alliance space stations they’d commandeered, had been relocated to Mercury Minor before the structures were destroyed. “Be careful.”

      B nodded and pushed himself to his booted feet. His mechanics creaked in protest, and his big body ached as he moved toward the doors. He was tired of the pain, weary of being broken, of hiding his secrets from his leader, his friends.

      It had to end. One way or another.

      “And B?” Cadet called to him.

      He stopped, looked over his shoulder at his leader.

      “I hope you find what you’re looking for.” Her eyes glowed with sincerity.

      B grunted. He was searching for a repair for his damage, and there was a 98.1258 percent probability he’d find it.

      Because, at the end of his mission, he projected he would either be fully functional and the gaps in his databases would be filled with the applicable memories.

      Or he would be dead. He wouldn’t be taken alive if it was a trap, wouldn’t ever return to the torture, the torment he had experienced while under the Humanoid Alliance’s control.

      That wasn’t an option.

      Either way, his pain would end. And he’d find some semblance of peace.

      Pleased by that prospect, he exited the ship, tilted his head back, gazed up at the sky.

      “I’m coming for you, Quinn.” B addressed the sender of the message. “You’ll soon have access to a B Model cyborg.”

      His lips lifted into a smile.
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      History was recorded by the vanquishers.

      Quinn thought that belief was bovine shit. And she had made it her life’s mission to ensure it wasn’t reality. Her focus was ancient civilizations, dead cultures. Communities with descendants had beings to speak for them. She was the voice for those who had been permanently silenced.

      Their truth was often contained in artifacts, and she was a heartbeat away from obtaining the biggest find of her lifespan.

      For a solar cycle and a half, she’d waited in near isolation, risking death on Heze 478. It was a planet controlled by the Humanoid Alliance. They were some of the cruelest vanquishers in the universe.

      She’d planned. She’d researched. She’d trained.

      Her patience would soon provide results…if she survived to see that moment. Excitement zinged through Quinn as she paced the perimeters of her freighter’s small bridge.

      A larger, fancier ship belonging to the Humanoid Alliance Commander had left the planet before sunset. The public exodus of the humans and the stealthier mass evacuation of the locals would soon begin. During that chaos, she would liberate the priceless artifacts the high-ranking male and his predecessors had stolen from the numerous species they’d destroyed.

      She’d been tracking one of those objects for over seven solar cycles. Within a planet rotation, she might see it, touch it, experience it. It was almost too much to absorb.

      Her hands shook. Seeking to steady them, to calm herself, she picked up the crudely crafted metal beverage container she’d set on the edge of the console.

      Images flashed through her brain. Three long-haired, barely clothed Hezen males sat around a fire. Intricately drawn designs decorated their faces. The containers they held in their hands were similar to the one she clasped. Joy, humor, love engulfed her.

      All objects contained memories. They radiated with echoes of the past. Metal provided the conduit she needed to access those glimpses into history.

      Some ancient humans had acknowledged the existence of beings with those powers, had given her gift a name – psychometry. Beings with her abilities were feared…as she was now.

      And anything humans couldn’t comprehend, they ridiculed or tried to destroy. She’d learned that painful lesson early in her lifespan, when she’d been a young girl residing in the domicile for orphaned offspring. Her extensive study of early civilizations had reinforced the message.

      Quinn kept her gifts to herself, didn’t speak of them to anyone.

      Footage from the past played in her mind, feeling as real, as intense as her current reality. She carried the beverage container out of the ship.

      Her small freighter was parked in a clearing situated a short flight away from the Humanoid Alliance Commander’s sprawling domicile. The vessel was concealed by the surrounding trees. Beams from Heze 478’s two moons illuminated the terrain.

      Her secluded surroundings didn’t explain her body’s reaction to leaving the ship. Waves of desire, of sexual need, of physical heat, swept over her, plucking at her nipples through her flight suit, wetting her pussy. She tightened her hold on the metal beverage container.

      One of that object’s previous holders must have experienced the wanting. None of the images rolling through Quinn’s brain aroused her but, as she’d uncovered over the past few planet rotations, the ancient Hezens were passionate beings. They were turned on by the most sedate scenes.

      Often being outdoors evoked those emotions. That wasn’t unusual. Holding the object differently or clasping it in varied surroundings or undergoing the slightest of temperature changes tended to alter the scenes she viewed, especially if the item had a lengthy history.

      She sat on the ship’s extended ramp and pressed a button on the handheld holstered to her hip. It was easier and faster to record her findings. She stared at the beverage container, concentrating on the images in her mind.

      “There are three large humanoids, all male.” Those males didn’t vary significantly from the locals who currently inhabited the planet. “The male to the right has a dagger constructed from gray stone strapped in light-brown hide to his side.” Items, however, changed over the solar cycles. “The dagger has a slightly serrated blade.”

      She described everything she could see in as much detail as she observed. The images she viewed didn’t come to her in chronological order. The evolution of tools, of garments, of other items, would place them in their right times.

      Other researchers, not having her gift, often questioned her findings. If the civilizations had descendants, as the Hezens did, the elders, folklore, stories could substantiate the research. Her lucky guesses, as her peers called them, would be proven to be correct.

      She received the most pushback around civilizations the Humanoid Alliance had completely annihilated. Other researchers called those findings fiction, discounted them completely.

      But she knew she’d seen the truth. And those civilizations existed in minds more fully due to her. The beings weren’t forgotten. She—

      The whine of metal scraping against metal pierced her focus. She looked around her, saw nothing unusual. Her gaze settled on her battered ship.

      One of the panels on the freighter must be loose. Quinn shrugged. She’d fix it later. “The design on the third male’s boots is interesting. It depicts a four-legged creature with horns and—”

      “You’re no longer alone, female.” The voice was deep and male and unfamiliar.

      Her toes curled in her boots. Titillation streaked down her spine.

      It was followed by trepidation. She wasn’t alone. Someone was near her.

      “Who’s there?” She peered into the shadows.

      “There’s no need to fear.” A human male, dressed all in black, stepped out from between the trees. “Levi-Lucas the Third is here.”

      The Beings for Peace operative placed his hands on his hips and struck a dramatic pose. The head covering he sported was worn at an extreme angle. The ribbons of recognition decorating his chest garment fluttered in the rest-cycle breeze.

      A carefully maintained layer of scruff graced his square chin. His blond hair caught the light from the moons. The male was handsome.

      And he knew it. Quinn’s lips twitched. The Hezen females were all enamored with him.

      She felt nothing other than amusement.

      Along with concern. He wasn’t the male who had warned her. She gazed around him. “Did you bring any other beings with you, Levi-Lucas The Third, adventurer extraordinaire?”

      “No other beings are required.” He strutted toward her. “I am all anyone needs.”

      That would be a no. He hadn’t brought another being with him.

      She might have imagined the voice. Solitude did strange things to beings.

      Or perhaps her gift was intensifying. She set the beverage container on the ramp and turned off the recording function on her handheld.

      Perhaps one of the ghosts from the past had communicated directly to her. She puckered her lips. That would—

      “I removed Pomoc’s tracking device, taped it to her arm.” Levi-Lucas The Third glanced at his reflection in one of the freighter’s side panels. “Your Hezen contact is nervous. She’s risking her lifespan to get you your objects.” He brushed a leaf off the shoulder of his chest covering. “Abandon that mission, Quinn.” The Beings For Peace operative glanced at her. “Things can be replaced. Beings cannot.”

      The thing she had been tracking was one of a kind. It might be the only complete B Model cyborg frame and mechanics set still in existence. The information she’d gain from touching it would be history-shifting.

      And she had minimized the peril Pomoc and the others faced. She would be bearing the brunt of the danger.

      “Your ships can’t leave until the mass evacuation of the Humanoid Alliance forces begin.” That would occur when the human scientists lost control of their deadly experiment.

      Which would happen. Quinn’s lips twisted. The Humanoid Alliance was sloppy.

      The last-moment scramble to leave the planet that would follow would be chaotic, would give Levi-Lucas The Third and his other warriors the cover they needed to save the locals.

      “If Pomoc and the others don’t show up for their shifts, that will set off alarms.” Her research stated that. “The locals are the target of the experiment. The Humanoid Alliance won’t allow them to escape the carnage.”

      While she was tracking the location of the B Model cyborg, she’d uncovered their plans for the planet. The enemy had designed a new species of warrior, called them the Resurrected.

      The Humanoid Alliance were testing their weapon on Heze 478. The Resurrected’s assigned mission would be to kill everyone they encountered.

      The Hezens were peace-loving, non-violent beings. They wouldn’t fare well under those parameters.

      Saving thousands of individuals was beyond Quinn’s experience and capabilities. Her expertise was the preservation of metal-infused artifacts and the sharing of the stories attached to them.

      She had contacted Beings For Peace. They, under Levi-Lucas The Third’s leadership, were tackling the Hezens’ relocation.

      “That is true.” The male preened in front of the side panel. He was amusingly vain and extremely entertaining yet was surprisingly competent. “They can abandon their roles as soon as the Humanoid Alliance humans flee, and then we’ll depart.” He took one more look at his reflection and turned toward her. “That will leave you alone on the planet, Quinn.” He grasped her hands. “I won’t be there to save you.”

      Quinn instinctively stepped backward, moving her form out of the Beings For Peace operative’s reach. Levi-Lucas The Third’s fingers had been cold. His touch, compared to her connection with the beverage container, had been flat, lacking emotion, excitement, interest.

      Their watcher must have disliked it as much as she did. A menacing rumble rolled through air.

      “Was that your stomach?” Levi-Lucas The Third raised his eyebrows. “Have you run out of nourishment bars? Because I have a supply at my ship and—”

      “I’m okay.” Other than having an unknown stalker, she was fine. She glanced around her, saw nothing out of the ordinary, yet she felt the male’s presence.

      The arousal she’d experienced since leaving her ship hadn’t dissipated. She now suspected it was caused by this unknown entity, not by the memories attached to the beverage container.

      “If you joined Beings For Peace, you would always have nourishment bars.” Levi-Lucas The Third
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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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