
  
    [image: Love at the Rock Show]
  


  
    
      LOVE AT THE ROCK SHOW

      
        PAGANS & POP STARS

        BOOK 2

      

    

    
      
        KATTA KIS

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Katta Kis]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2024 by Katta Kis

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      No images (to the author’s knowledge) and no words in this book are AI-generated. Please do not feed my work to AI.

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, events, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

      I am not a doctor or an herbalist, please do not use this text to diagnose or treat any conditions. Consult with your doctor and/or herbalist before using herbs medicinally.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            LOVE AT THE ROCK SHOW

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A burnt-out former pop star 

        A sweet, broke psychic… who hates him

        The festival tour that changes everything

      

      

      

      Broke pansexual psychic Judit is scraping by. She’s got chronic pain and survives (barely) on Tarot reading gigs. When her rent skyrockets, she jumps at the chance to work a merch booth on a festival tour. It’s the perfect escape until Judit spends a lovely evening with her friend’s ex-flame (it’s complicated)—and he ends up touring with the festival. 

      

      Ex-boy band idol Patrick didn’t want to play the Endfest tour with the guy who stole the love of his life. He was about to quit the label they started together when a last-minute emergency forces him to join the tour. Worse, the mystery woman who turned his anxiety attack into a magical night is there too—and she knew exactly who he was all along.

      

      Judit and Patrick are forced to share a bus while navigating the drama of a mismanaged festival, other people’s exes, and drunk drag queens. The more time they spend in adjoining bunks, the less they find to hate about each other. But can this summer fling last, or will what happens on tour stay on tour?
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        For my fellow spoonies and anxiety kitties.

        For my partner, who makes sure I know I am loved, every day.

      

      

      

      
        
        Content Note

        This book is significantly fluffier than its predecessor and contains lots of banter and silly moments (as well as explicit and enthusiastically consensual sex) but it does deal with some heavy stuff including:

        chronic pain, anxiety/panic attacks, drug/alcohol use, minor violence, mentions of past infidelity, mentions of past grandparent death, COVID protocols, and swearing.

        If any of these are particularly troubling for you, please take care of yourself while reading this book. ♥️
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        RK Does it Again

        Like every other musician, ex-Beatboyz pop star RK recorded a pandemic album to get through quarentimes. His sophomore album, Home With You is half an ode to new love, half a diary of a stir-crazy artist, and 100% relatable. It runs the gamut from throwback 80’s pop beats with epic Bollywood influences to tender ballads about his mysterious new lady love. His lyrics are poignant without being sappy, his featured artists are phenomenal (Benji Omega! Doc Conjure!), and the production by fellow former Beatboy Rick Jones ties it all together with a glorious bow.

        —Music Daily

      

      

      Fucking industry parties.

      Lights flashed in his face. People yelled his name, his old stage name, over here, look over here. Step, pose, repeat. Ugh.

      Patrick “Rick” Jones escaped the red carpet and sighed with relief as the stairway doors closed him off from the manufactured press frenzy. Climbing the three floors up to the actual party gave him time to breathe and work off some of his anxious energy. He paused at the landing, adjusting the fancy-casual outfit that cost way too much but fit the nebulous theme of the album release party.

      You got this. You won’t die if you see her. You won’t die if you don’t.

      The door opened into an alcove right off the event room. A security guard gave him a look but Patrick flashed his VIP badge and a professionally non-threatening smile, breezing by.

      Installing himself against the wall, he surveyed the room. The crowd spilled through the bar area to the open wall to the balcony of the boutique hotel ballroom—sorry event space. It was the kind of room that could be the site of anything from a wedding to a business merger, if you were trying to be edgy and hip. It was bright teal with flattering lighting and there wasn’t a straight line in the whole place aside from—

      Was that a Tarot reader table over in one of the selfie alcoves? Why? Were they a prop? Surely, his business partners hadn’t stooped that low.

      Whatever, he didn’t have time for details right now.

      He kept his gaze moving, but even with all the people, he could tell she wasn’t here yet. Thank fuck. Just the thought of being in the same room as her turned him into an exposed nerve. Everything was too loud, too dim, too close, too warm. His stomach was in knots.

      Parties drained his social battery within minutes but he was inevitably expected to be there for hours. Party Patrick was honed to be a tool, trained to sell a product with his face on it, to make someone else money. He smiled at a passing acquaintance and said something pleasantly banal—who knows what. He could work a whole party on autopilot, hating everything from behind his smile. One of the benefits of spending ten years in a boy band machine. But not now, not this party.

      He kept his gaze roving, trying not to look at the publicity shots all over the place of his former bandmate, current business partner, and ex-friend. He could barely stand to work with Rohan, let alone stare at a fuckton of pictures of him. It didn’t matter now, after tonight’s launch of Rohan’s new album, Patrick’s contract was fulfilled and he was quitting. The thought was a lifeline as the bass thrummed under his feet, the susurration of small talk lapping around him like social-climbing waves.

      The baby hairs on the back of his neck stood up. He’d recognize that voice anywhere.

      She’s here.

      He turned slowly, trying to be casual. There she was, his ex-best friend, the one that got away, on the arm of the man formerly known as Patrick’s friend.

      Cazzi wore a cloth mask and make-up but he still recognized her from across the room. Even from here, he could appreciate her eyeliner, dark green witchy dress, and matching mask. He hadn’t seen her this dressed up in years, maybe ever. She looked good. She looked up at Rohan and her eyes smiled.

      Patrick’s stomach tried to stage a full-on revolt. He jingled the coins he always carried in his pocket for offerings—Nana had schooled him years ago to never leave home without them because you never knew who or what you might run into—but couldn’t hear the sound they made enough to focus on it. He fiddled with his own mask. The party was in a rooftop bar with fancy garage-style doors open to the night so theoretically he didn’t need it. Neither did Cazzi, but he knew she wore it for more than COVID protocols.

      She looked happy. Uncomfortable, sure but happy overall. A thousand times better than the last time he’d seen her, over a year ago.

      You mean better than completely emotionally wrecked? That’s a low bar.

      It wasn’t that. It was so much worse. She fucking glowed. She looked at Rohan like she loved him. Like she loved him and it didn’t tear her apart.

      He couldn’t bring himself to look away. It wasn’t all happiness. He could see the nerves under her poise. The too-straight line of her back, the smile in her eyes calcifying, the way she kept her distance to Rohan exactly the same no matter how he moved. Did Rohan even notice? Did he realize how much she was putting herself out there for him, just being here?

      That could’ve been you she was hovering next to. But you fucked it up.

      His therapist told him to be gentle with himself but goddammit how could he when he’d fucked up so miserably? When he was currently fucking up?

      This was love, wasn’t it? He hadn’t been sure. It’d been tearing him up to not know if he’d actually loved her or that the idea of loving her made it easier to justify his actions last year. He hoped his feelings would have faded by now and he’d come out of this party relieved, maybe even happy for her. But fuck, this wasn’t easy so it had to be love, right?

      Say something. Tell her. Don’t leave it unfinished, you never know how much time either of you have left.

      The memories of holding the phone to his ear, as his grandpa couldn’t speak, as he died alone in quarantine bubbled up. Patrick hadn’t said anything then, hadn’t known how to go through the motions of expected affection when he couldn’t forgive the man who tore his family apart with his selfishness.

      The nurse said Patrick was the last call Grandpa Pat had taken.

      His heart pounded so hard it made him even queasier. He was lightheaded, he was sick.

      He ducked into the stairwell and down two flights of stairs.

      Sitting on the landing, he put his head between his knees and tried to breathe through the shaking, through the pulse in his throat, the nausea. He patted his pockets for something, anything that could help but he hadn’t thought to pack so much as a ginger candy. Dammit all, he was a mess. Why had he thought he could do this?

      Fuck, I hope she didn’t see me.
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        * * *

      

      Judit Kemenes stood up from her table, straightened her Thoth Tarot deck, and tucked it away into its velvet bag. Everything ached, the pain getting sharper and her mind getting cloudier. Her wrists and fingers were banded with dull pain, her shoulders were wracked, and her hips were sore from sitting for hours. Dammit, she was too young for this shit.

      She forced herself to focus. Her shift was over. There hadn’t been an instant connection with anyone who might skyrocket her career but life wasn’t a movie or a romance novel, as much as she often wished it was. Her business card stack was half gone, but her table hadn’t been exactly popular. She’d gotten more confused glances than clients even though LA people loved psychics, but she was the first to admit a card reader didn’t quite fit with the theme of Rohan’s album release party. (Honestly, she wasn’t sure what the theme was. People seemed to either be super dressed up or in expensive loungewear and the event brief had been... unhelpful.) Which made her ten times more grateful to Cazzi and Rohan for getting her the gig. Clearly, this party hadn’t needed her as much as she’d needed the money.

      It’s fine, she told herself, This way you were able to keep an eye on Cazzi.

      Not that her best friend needed a babysitter per se, but Judit knew half the reason she’d been invited was Cazzi wanted extra emotional support if Patrick got weird.

      Patrick. Judit narrowed her eyes at the thought of him. Cazzi’s so-called best friend and once the love of her life. The guy who’d very efficiently wrecked Judit’s friend more than once with his ghosting and fuckwittery.

      He was strangely absent.

      Frowning, she straightened. Pain shot from her hip, down her leg. She suppressed a wince. Great, now her pelvic muscles wanted in on the pain party.

      I hate you, she told them before immediately apologizing. Her therapist, back when she’d been able to afford one, told her hating her body would only make things worse.

      She looked around for a chair that wasn’t the metal folding shit she’d been sitting on for the last two hours. The bar featured those tall tiny tables you were supposed to hover around. There was a balcony with a view that attracted a lot of selfies (when people weren’t trying to take a selfie at her table), a dance floor that mostly contained groups of people networking, and not one single chair.

      Seriously? Were LA people too bougie to sit or was this a special torture reserved for parties only?

      She spun in a slow circle, not caring if she looked weird. Weird was on brand. Cazzi shot her a puzzled look. Next to her, her boyfriend Rohan “RK” Kapoor raised his plastic cup at her and looked like he was debating coming over to ask if she was okay. He was a nice guy. He practically lived with Cazzi so Judit saw him whenever she dropped by. So far he’d been an absolute sweetheart and treated Cazzi like she was the best thing that ever happened to him.

      She shot them both a thumbs up. She didn’t need anything but a chair, or wait—

      A door caught her eye. Stairs.

      She texted Cazzi that she was going to sit somewhere and headed into the stairwell. The door shut, cutting the sounds of music and networking. She exhaled in relief and headed downwards to get away from the couple one flight up that was getting excitingly well-acquainted.

      It was so much quieter down here and the pressure of being around so many people lifted as she descended to the landing. She popped a 20:1 CBD gummy in her mouth, enjoying the burst of sweet strawberry flavor. There were three left in the pack.

      She sat down with a sigh, relishing the peace and removing her mask. Except—

      Oh no, was that someone... crying?

      She listened. The sobbing breaths were below her, ragged and fast. Panic not pleasure.

      Fuck.

      Grabbing the handrail, she dragged herself upright. Every bit of pain flared brighter. What she wouldn’t give for some instant-release pill that made her feel like she was actually in her late twenties instead of prematurely ninety.

      “Hello?” she called, approaching slowly. She checked the pockets of her dress. Phone, wallet, keys, deck, gummies... hmmm...

      The sobbing didn’t stop. She followed the sound until she found the source, doubled over, head between their legs, breathing fast. They were hard to discern in the yellow half-light but she thought they were skinny, dark-skinned, and definitely having a moment.

      “Hi,” she said again. “Are you okay?” Stupid question, but honestly what else did you say?

      Their breath hitched. They raised their head, wide dark eyes catching hers. There were no tears but sweat beaded their hairline. “I feel like I’m gonna die.” Their voice was a low rasp through their mask and it sent a chill down her spine.

      “Okay.” Judit sank down in front of them, about six feet away, crouching even though her hips protested. Vaccination was a requirement for entry but being close to people was still strange. “Do you want me to call 911?”

      “No!” A hand reached out and grabbed her wrist, breaking the social distance between them. Not hard, but the strength was there. “No, it’s not real.”

      Uh-oh. She fought the urge to jerk away.

      “What’s not real, hun?” She kept her voice kindergarten teacher gentle.

      A forced, tortured breath. The fingers on her wrist shifted restlessly. “It’s all anxiety.”

      Oh. Oh.

      “Anxiety spiral?”

      Their eyes narrowed. “Attack.”

      “Been there.” Not this bad but still. “Want me to sit with you for a bit?”

      They stared at her like they hadn’t even considered this was an option.

      “Is that a yes?”

      They dipped their head slightly. She nodded and gently removed her wrist from their grip.

      They made a noise of protest but she just arranged her skirt as she sat. Then she offered her hand back.

      They shook their head, closing their eyes. Their breath picked up again.

      “Would taking off your mask help?”

      They shrugged, making no move to remove it.

      “Did you take anything?”

      They shook their head.

      Judit put her mask back on in case that made them feel more comfortable. “Does CBD help you? I have some twenty-to-one gummies.”

      Their eyes snapped open. “Yes... please.”

      She passed them a gummy. Two left. They turned away to lift their mask but she could still see them chew and swallow like their life depended on it. Probably felt like it did.

      She sat in silence, tracking the way they breathed and keeping her breathing deliberately slow. Eva, her semi-sister (long story), had once explained the concept of mirror neurons and people unconsciously mimicking each other with yawning and shit. She figured pretending to be super calm couldn’t hurt.

      “Wanna talk about it? Will that help?” She asked when their breathing slowed.

      “You won’t tell?”

      Another chill went down her spine, a precognition. She would regret this.

      “Psychic’s honor.” She held up two fingers like a boy scout... or someone out of the Hunger Games, she could never remember which.

      They worried their hands together. “I feel like I’m having a heart attack and an aneurysm and about to pass out or puke or... the CBD is helping but...” They looked up, their gaze clearer as they met her eyes.

      “Whatever you feel comfortable with. We don’t have to talk about it.” She really hoped they didn’t puke. This was her nicest dress. It’d survive the dirt on the floor but puke? Probably not. (Plus, puking in a mask had to suck.)

      “You swear you’re not going to tell anyone?”

      Aw man, either they were famous or a serial killer. Fantastic.

      “Who am I going to tell? I have no idea who you are.”

      Their shoulders relaxed.

      “What happens in the stairwell, stays in the stairwell.” She smiled, then remembered she was masked. “Why don’t you tell me what’s going on? Helps me when I’m spiraling.”

      They smoothed their locs back and sighed. “The love of my life is here.” They flinched at the words as if they couldn’t stand to hear them.

      “Oh?”

      “With her boyfriend.”

      “Ohhh.”

      The stir of precognition tingled in her spine. Surely not...

      “He’s gonna ask her to marry him, any day now. They practically live together. He’s, he was, my friend.”

      “Some friend,” Judit said. Fuck, fuck, fuck. If she was right...

      “She loved me. Me. But... but I fucked up and he swooped in... and stole her.”

      Like she was a fucking trophy. Judit made a sympathetic noise through gritted teeth. There was no way she could have the “women are not property” discussion without it devolving into an argument with him right now. (This is what she got for being nice, dammit.)

      “I thought the pain would fade, that I was maybe deluding myself about how I felt. Then I saw her and she looked at him and... and... she’s happy. She’s in love.” His voice was a gut punch and she suspected he was trying to get her to sympathize even as he visibly shook. Maybe he didn’t realize he was doing it. He hugged his knees and looked up at Judit with big brown eyes. “It hurts so much.”

      He was very pretty, even obscured by the mask. But then, all guys in boy bands are to some degree. He didn’t look like the boy who’d graced the Beatboyz poster on her wall a decade ago. He’d grown up hot but sad. A devastating combination. But now she knew what to look for, she could tell exactly who he was. Thank goodness they’d never met (Cazzi used to be super secretive about him before their whole relationship blew up) or this would be awkward as fuck.

      She could see why Cazzi fell so hard. But Judit knew a trap when she saw one. She put on her sympathetic face even as her mind raced. Was she really going to sit here and let this asshole try to sway her to his side of things? (She couldn’t just get up and leave, could she? Would it help anything if she gave him a piece of her mind? Because she had thoughts.) “That’s rough. I can’t even imagine.”

      That was mostly true. She’d had her share of unrequited love (what pansexual romantic got through puberty without a few heartbreaks?) but she’d never had a long-running thing for someone she’d known forever. After watching Cazzi wreck herself against Patrick, Judit was A-okay with that.

      Patrick drew a shaky breath, pressing the heels of his palms into his eyes. He’d stopped hyperventilating sometime in the last five minutes and now looked like he was going straight from anxiety into a depressive slump. His body barely shook but his shoulders and neck drooped. He seemed utterly miserable.

      It made her soft heart sad. Dammit.

      “I-I lost someone to COVID,” he continued. “Someone I never got a chance to clear the air with and I thought—I hoped—” He shrugged.

      That sounded exactly like the kind of drama Cazzi was worried about. But maybe it would help them both if they actually talked?

      Patrick drew another shaky breath and shook his head. “I can’t let her see me like this. A man handles his shit.”

      Okay, no one needed that toxically masculine nonsense.

      “We’re in a pandemic,” she pointed out. “Literally, no one is handling their shit.”

      His eyes crinkled in a sad smile. “I’ve been going to therapy for months. I should be better by now.”

      Boo-fucking-hoo, you can afford therapy.

      When she didn’t laugh, he cocked his head. “I’m not usually like this.”

      She shrugged, the adrenaline of dealing with a crisis fading and leaving her wrung out. The CBD was kicking in, softening her resolve and giving her munchies. Damn, she’d taken it on an empty stomach, hadn’t she? That one milligram of THC was getting her lightweight ass. “Do you think there’s any food left at the party?”

      He looked up as if he could see from here. She smothered a giggle. No giggling at the enemy.

      He glanced at the time on his phone. “I doubt it. The food budget was limited... um, I’m guessing.”

      Wow, his acting was worse than it was in that Beatboyz movie she saw back in high school. Surely, he’d gotten better since then... oh wait. “Is your gummy kicking in?”

      He nodded. “Kinda.”

      She had a bad idea. But it was kind of brilliant? Like, what if she got him out of here and also got snacks? She hadn’t eaten dinner at all and forgetting to eat was not an option when she’d gotten migraines from that before. No drama at the party plus having a cute-if-emotionally-constipated guy buy her food sounded like a great idea. Also safe. (Probably.)

      “Hey,” she said. “Do you want to get out of here? I saw an ice cream place around the corner. It’s probably closed but I could use the walk.”

      He looked unsure.

      “Come on,” she wheedled. “Staying here isn’t healthy. You said you didn’t want her to see you like this.”

      It was a low blow, manipulative even. Cazzi told Judit how he’d shut her out of his emotions, to the point that he’d once dated someone for months without telling her, his supposed best friend. That had been a sore spot.

      She grabbed the handrail, ordering her reluctant joints to work as she stood. He stood too, offering his hand to steady her. She took it, telling herself it was okay to accept help from the enemy when it served her purpose. Besides, she’d given him (mild) drugs so she was kind of responsible for him now.

      God, he was tall. Her neck bent back looking at him but not enough to give her a crick. An acceptable amount of tall.

      No, wait, not acceptable.

      A loud moan echoed down from the couple above. Judit slapped a hand over her masked mouth to suppress a laugh.

      “Is that—?”

      She nodded frantically as some sort of ecstatic yipping filled the air.

      “Yeah, okay, I could use a walk,” he said, his fingers lingering to brush hers. His eyes crinkled with mirth.

      A frisson shivered up her arm.

      “Let me get my stuff,” she said. “Stay here.”

      She hurried up the stairs, cursing the flaw in her stoned logic. Would he stay? Or would he follow her and cause a whole thing?

      Judit cleared her table, tossing everything in the tote she brought with her. Sign, tablecloth, business cards, Tarot cards—they all fit easily.

      “Where are you going?” Cazzi asked, appearing out of nowhere.

      “Fuck!” Judit’s hand flew to her chest. “You scared the shit out of me.”

      “Sorry, but I thought you were coming home with us.” Cazzi’s eyebrows furrowed.

      “So, yeah, about that,” Judit said, thinking fast. “I met someone and we’re hungry and I think they’re out of food here.”

      Cazzi glanced around. “I just saw a waiter—”

      Judit shook her head. “Nope. No food here. Look, um, they’re cute and—”

      “Oh! Ohhh.” Cazzi’s eyes widened. “Okay, hey, look at you, getting out. They seem safe? Do you need an escape call?”

      “Yes, they’re safe,” Judit said. “No, but I’ll text you where we go and if we change locations.”

      “Good.” Cazzi’s eyes smiled. She reached into her dress pocket. “Do you need condoms?”

      “Nooo.” Judit’s face went hot at the thought. If Cazzi knew she’d just offered Judit condoms to sleep with her old crush... yikes. “I’m not ready for that.”

      “You know where to get some when you are.” Cazzi patted Judit’s arm. “Have fun!”

      “Thanks!” Judit hugged her and dashed away before she could get further interrogated. She slowed on the stairs, panting. Dammit, her lungs were not used to this. Pausing, she glanced down.

      Patrick stood on the landing waiting for her. His gaze fastened on hers, holding her in place. “You’re back.”

      “You’re surprised?” Damn, even in this light, she could make out the way his elaborately decorated blazer was tailored to fit his slender form. Under it, he wore a tight, short shirt and skinny jeans tucked into ankle boots.

      He shrugged, glancing away. A slender loc fell in front of his face and she fought the urge to tuck it back behind his ear.

      Danger! You’re high and he’s hot.

      Dammit, now she had “Danger Zone” stuck in her head.

      “Don’t be,” she said, forcing herself to move again. “You’re buying me ice cream. I’m stuck to you until the cone is done.”

      He chuckled. “Oh, I’m paying?”

      “Yep.” She brushed by him, leading the way.

      This was harmless. It was community service. She could be nice to him for a night. Maybe it would help him move on? Probably not, but she deserved the sweets anyway.

      Next time she saw him though, she’d verbally eviscerate him. Even if he did seem sorry.

      The Kenny Loggins song in her head was not convinced.
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        * * *

      

      After sneaking out the back, Patrick stood awkwardly in the brightly lit store, staring fixedly at the menu. The ice cream place turned out to be a hole-in-the-wall combination ice cream/boba shop around the corner from the hotel. She—probably she, he hadn’t asked but she was dressed very femme—stood next to him, bobbing her head to a song that had been a hit when he was in high school—thankfully not one of his. Wow, were the speakers in here bad though, everything sounded fuzzy and the low end was non-existent.

      Focus.

      How had he gotten from freaking out in a stairwell to buying a stranger ice cream? The CBD she’d given him blunted the edges of the question. Maybe he was having a spontaneous moment.

      “You know what you want?” he asked.

      Her brow furrowed. “I’m torn between ice cream and boba.”

      “Get both?”

      She looked at him. “You sure?”

      He shrugged. “I’m paying. It’s fine.”

      “I was mostly joking about that.”

      He smiled under his mask. “Consider it payment for the listening and the CBD.”

      She squared her shoulders and nodded. “Deal.” She stepped up to the counter and ordered three different flavors of ice cream with sprinkles and a taro milk tea. Huh. Maybe she’d had some of her own CBD gummies. She certainly seemed to have munchies.

      He ordered a taro milk tea too with thirty percent sugar, boba, and no ice.

      They sat at a table, waiting for their order. Should he ask her name? He took her in out of the corner of his eyes, trying not to stare awkwardly. She was pretty. Her eyes were accentuated by purple liner, her figure was softer than the LA standard, her dark hair was cut into blunt bangs and long enough to hit her bare shoulders. Her dress was a halter-necked affair with swirling purples and blue skimming her curves. There was a keyhole neckline cut into it. He refused to let himself look closely.

      He knew it was okay to notice someone’s beauty when you were in love with another person but he still felt like an asshole.

      “Order up!” yelled the person working the counter.

      They were the only customers so Patrick and the woman stood, grabbing their order. When they sat again, Patrick realized his mistake.

      He’d have to take off his mask to drink his tea.

      The woman ran her fingers over her black cloth mask and looked at him.

      What if she recognized him?

      “It’s darker outside?” she offered. “If we don’t want to actually see each other.”

      “Is it ridiculous that I want to take you up on that?”

      She shook her head. “Let’s go.”

      They ended up sitting on a bench in a nearby park, away from the lights. He held her drink as she took her mask off. It was kind of ridiculous, he could mostly see what she looked like. But he appreciated that she humored him.

      She glanced at him and then away. She was even prettier without the mask, her face heart-shaped and lips soft-looking, painted a color he couldn’t parse in the dark.

      He took a deep breath and took his off.

      “Well, we did that,” she said, taking a sip of her drink. No surprise, no sudden recognition.

      He sipped his drink, savoring the creamy taro and chewing on the boba. “I haven’t had boba in a long time. I forgot how good it was.”

      She hummed in agreement.

      They sat in silence for a while as they worked their way through their respective desserts.

      “So, I guess talking about work is off the table since we’re staying anonymous,” she said, once her ice cream was done. “Wanna lie creatively to each other?”

      He raised an eyebrow.

      “I mean, we’re probably never going to see each other again. Might as well make up some crazy-but-impressive-sounding life stories.”

      “You sound like one of those overly quirky girls in rom-coms.” Cazzi hated that trope.

      The stranger gasped in faked shock. “Are you calling me a manic pixie dream girl?”

      He shrugged a shoulder. “If the sparkly shoe fits.”

      “Hey, you don’t know, I could run a cupcake shop/be a dog trainer/professional hang glider. You seem like you could brood admirably. I’m sure you’d love for me to liven up your life whether you want it or not while having absolutely no agency of my own.”

      He wanted to frown but kept the expression off his face. There was an edge to her words but he couldn’t parse why. “Is that the creative lie you’re going with? Or was that your dissertation on media tropes?”

      She paused. “Neither, you’re welcome to be the manic pixie dream girl, if you want.”

      “You mean we can’t both be manic pixie dream girls?”

      She shook her head seriously. “It’s like Highlander. How can she show how not like other girls she is if there are multiple MPDGs?”

      His lips twitched, the image in his head was too weird, too funny.

      “What?” she asked.

      Fuck it. “I just imagined Sean Connery out in the middle of Scotland dressed like Zoey Deschanel and screaming ‘There can only be one!’”

      She choked out a laugh, coughing. He patted her back until she recovered. When she could talk again, she asked, “Does he pull it off?”

      Patrick considered this, turning the image over in his mind. “The make-up doesn't work but I think he’s pulling off the dress.”

      “Fair. He’s a little craggy for winged eyeliner.”

      Patrick snickered, ducking his head.

      They stayed on that bench for hours, talking around everything important, saying sillier and sillier things until the occasional sharpness in her words disappeared and they were both limp from laughing. It was the most fun Patrick had had in months.

      He almost asked her name when she yawned and ordered a ride home. He almost, not quite accidentally, looked at her screen but he looked away at the last second.

      Maybe it was better this way, to have this one night away from their worries. The perfect illusion of what could’ve been more.

      He walked her to her waiting car. She turned to him before climbing in. “I feel like I should say something memorable here.”

      “Anything coming to mind?”

      Her hand reached for his chest then stopped, closing in a fist. Through his thin shirt, he could almost feel the heat of her. He was suddenly aware of how close she stood. “Be your own manic pixie dream girl,” she said with deep seriousness and rapped a knuckle against his breastbone.

      They paused and both broke down laughing.

      “Thank you for tonight,” he said, laying a hand over her fist on his chest. He wanted to lean down, pull her mask back off, and kiss her.

      “Shockingly, I had fun.” She did actually sound shocked.

      “Shockingly, I did too.”

      “You getting in or what?” yelled the driver.

      They broke apart and with an awkward wave, she was gone.

      But Patrick was still smiling when his driver came to pick him up.
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        Whatever Happened to Ricky Rick?

        Okay, I don’t know about you but shy guys are my kryptonite. When I was a teenager, if a boy could barely speak to me, I was hooked. That probably says something but, whatever, this isn’t about me. It’s about the ultimate shy guy, the one, the only Ricky Rick of Beatboyz. I mean, when he bought his love interest a rare book in Boyz in Dublin! and only communicated to her in notes (and songs, of course)? I died. That was it for teenaged me. Stan 5ever. But after the catastrophic break-up of Beatboyz, Ricky’s been barely on socials. And since I got bored during lockdown, I did some digging. Starting a by-artists-for-artists record label with RK and Benji Omega? Producing arthouse soundtracks and his sister’s album? Supporting his ex-bandmate Leo’s drag shows? Honestly, it’s so wholesome I could cry. Here are some recent pictures and videos I found (on other people’s accounts, come on Ricky!) so you can revel in how too pure for this world he is.

        —Boyz in the Band blog

      

      

      Judit put her phone down and finished her muffin. Rohan baked so damn well, you wouldn’t even know these were supposed to be healthy. She eyed a second muffin. Anything was better than looking back at her phone. If she read that email from her high school reunion committee one more time she’d lose it.

      “You are cordially invited to the ten-year reunion of the class of... ”

      Though, to be fair, it was better than the email above from her landlord informing her and her roommate he was raising their rent next month. Well, marginally better.

      She glanced at her breakfast companions. Cazzi was reading and Rohan was on the phone with someone but the pinkies of their free hands were hooked together on the table. Judit looked away, mildly (deeply) jealous. She soaked in the sunny details of the apartment instead. It was a rental, cozy but definitely not cheap with a large kitchen, a nook, and a granite-topped island. The whole place was done up in cheerful colors, which meant Cazzi hadn’t done the decorating. She wasn’t paying for it either, given she mostly lived upstate in Clementine and Rohan was probably swimming in Beatboyz money, not to mention his recent success. He mostly spent his time in Cazzi’s house but had a rental here because that was what celebrities did, Judit guessed.

      Thinking about celebrities made her think about Patrick. She’d had fun last night, despite her best intentions. Should she feel guilty? Was she betraying her friend? Oh god, what if Cazzi found out?

      “Oh fuck.” Rohan hung up, dropping his phone on the table of the breakfast nook. It clattered away, heading for the lovely clay tile floor.

      Judit lunged forward and caught it before it went over the edge. “All good?” she asked, handing it to him.

      He thanked her but shook his head.

      “What’s up?” Cazzi asked from next to her boyfriend, blinking as she looked up from a book on menopause. Judit thought she was jumping the gun a bit, given Cazzi was years away from the change but she was pretty sure her demi-sister Eva was reading it too, so maybe it was just a sex educator thing.

      “Our merch team caught COVID and Doc Conjure’s bassist broke his wrist.” Rohan raked his hair back with a groan. “I told Benji it was too soon to do a damn touring fest.”

      “Eventful night,” Judit murmured.

      Cazzi snorted and closed her book, folding her hands over the pink cover. “Do you want to pull out of Endfest, Ro?” She asked like they’d had similar conversations before and she was cutting to the chase.

      Rohan frowned. “No. Am I worried? Sure. The damn thing could shut down any minute, but the label needs the money and if I don’t go, that lowers the draw of the fest which would hurt the small acts and…”

      Cazzi put her hand on his. “Don’t put that all on yourself.”

      “I have to.” He sighed. “I’m the cash cow of our label right now. My success is keeping us from completely folding.”

      Judit patted his shoulder. “Anything we can do to help?”

      “Cure COVID?” Rohan shook his head. “Kidding. You don’t happen to know anyone who wants to work our merch booth for two months while we drag ourselves around the country sponsored by Green Brew Energy Drink and LadyWater Hard Seltzer though, do you?”

      Judit blinked. “That sounds fun.” Her body would fall apart, sure, but it’d be an adventure. A paying adventure. She glanced at her phone and all the dreadful emails hidden within.

      How much could selling T-shirts at a fest possibly pay? Not enough, she was sure.

      She locked the screen. She was a freelance psychic with chronic pain, coming up on her ten-year reunion and what had she achieved? She wasn’t even the weirdest person in her class. She’d been outdone by the guy who'd started a vanlife cult. He had a whole convoy of followers! Meanwhile, Judit... had no degree and barely made rent. Still.

      Except no one had extraordinary expectations of her. Failing and barely surviving was exactly what they thought would happen to a sick little girl.

      Her therapist would tell her to take a step back and not beat herself up about it but she couldn’t afford her therapist right now. She was stuck in the awful middle ground of being too broke for decently priced insurance and not broke enough for Medi-Cal. So she didn’t have any. She had about three months before she was fucked on taxes because of it too.

      “How much are you paying?” she asked.

      Rohan rattled off the pay and benefits like he’d set the rates himself. Maybe he had. The label he founded with Benji Omega and Patrick was a barebones artist co-op from what Judit heard. The number made her eyebrows hit her bangs.

      “Healthcare is covered too,” he said. “It’s not great, we can’t afford much but Ma would kill me if we didn’t offer it. No dental or vision or anything but—”

      “I’ll work your merch table,” she said.

      Rohan brightened. “Really?” He frowned. “I think we’d need at least two people.”

      “My roommate is always looking for gigs,” Judit said. “I’ll text her.”

      “You’re both fully vaccinated?” Rohan asked.

      “Absolutely.”

      Cazzi frowned so hard it was almost a sound. Judit ignored her as she shot off a text to Helen.

      Did Judit have chronic, inexplicable pain without a diagnosis? Sure, but she’d handled it her entire life. Was Helen missing her right leg below the knee? Absolutely, but she had a killer prosthetic and she hated her day job. Plus, it paid more than either of their gigs did.

      Helen texted her back almost immediately: Hell yes! I’ll sell overpriced T-shirts any day for that much money.

      “You could read cards if you wanted to,” Rohan said, growing excited. “I’ll talk to Benji. They’ll send you the contract.”

      Judit resisted a fangirl moment at the mention of Benji. She was sitting next to a celebrity, for fuck’s sake. Though she knew from Cazzi, he couldn’t pick up his socks to save his life. Celebrities were just people. Even so, Benji Nakamura was the goth/emo heartthrob when she was in high school. They’d only gotten hotter when they came out as non-binary a few years back. She caught a glimpse of them at Rohan’s party last night and wow, did they look good in person.

      Cazzi put her hand on Judit’s arm. “I have reservations.”

      “I know,” Judit said. “I’ll be careful.”

      Rohan exchanged a glance with Cazzi before looking at Judit. “Are there any accommodations you need?”

      “Two comfortable chairs. Let me double-check with Helen though.”

      “We can do that!” Rohan smiled like an excited kid. Judit resisted the urge to pat his head. “Let me know the rest, I'll make sure you’re both covered.”

      Cazzi’s shoulders relaxed.

      “We’ll hash out the details with Benji.” He frowned, fingers flying over the screen. “Now, I just have to deal with Doc Conjure’s bassist.”

      Cazzi rubbed his arm. “Don’t you have a pile of backup possibilities?”

      “Not one that knows their set. Tour’s next week. Maybe if we got someone who could read music for the first few shows.”

      “Their shows get rowdy, a music stand might get knocked over,” Cazzi said thoughtfully. “You’re telling me the Control Freak General doesn’t already have a plan?”

      Rohan snorted. “Benji is already in overdrive, yes.”

      “So why are you stressing?” Cazzi asked.

      “Because we’ve both gotta pull double our weight since Rick...” He trailed off and grimaced. “Sorry.”

      Cazzi sighed. “For the millionth time, I can hear about Patrick without losing it, even if it's not nice. I’m a big girl.”

      “I know, I know,” Rohan said, squeezing her hand. “I just wish he’d pull his weight. That’s his sister’s band but is he going to help? I doubt it.”

      Judit remembered Patrick in the stairwell, barely able to function, and wondered briefly if he’d told his business partners how bad his anxiety was. Then she put it out of her head. It wasn’t her business and if she said anything, she’d have to admit where she went last night. She wasn’t sure how they'd react.

      Rohan’s phone rang. He picked it up, listened, and then said, “Okay, yeah. No, that makes sense. Thanks, Benji.” He didn’t look exactly pleased as he hung up. “Well, it might be fixed.”

      “That’s a good thing, right?” Judit asked.

      He shrugged. “Sabrina is going to try to get Rick to sub in for the tour.”

      “He won’t say no to her.” Cazzi put on a false smile. “He’ll hate it but he did do most of the instrument parts on the album.”

      Rohan watched her carefully. “Yep.”

      It was a good thing he was so focused on Cazzi. It meant he didn’t notice the blood drain from Judit’s face or how she’d accidentally crushed the muffin she’d picked up in her fist.

      Unfortunately, Cazzi did notice. She didn’t say anything but her frown when she handed Judit a napkin said they’d have a conversation about it later.

      Yeah, no way that was happening.
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      Patrick sat on the floor in front of the house ancestor altar, gathering himself. The altar took up an alcove at the back of the house by a window facing the backyard, the garden he and Nana planted, and Nana’s ADU apartment where she lived and kept her workroom. She’d wanted the family altar to be in the main house where he and his sister lived so it was always accessible to them. It was comforting to have it in his home even if it was more a part of Nana’s practice than his. But today, he laid out fresh offerings, straightened, and wiped down the already pristine surfaces. Nana usually handled it as part of her daily hoodoo rituals but this morning, he’d taken over the task to clear his head.

      Quitting was a good thing, he reminded himself. It wasn’t a failure to leave a toxic environment, especially now his contract was fulfilled. He wasn’t leaving them high and dry. He’d given Sabrina the best album he could’ve given her and her band.

      It was just a fucking phone call. An email even. Hell, an email would be better, then he’d have everything in writing, the Hollywood gold standard.

      He looked at the framed photos Nana painstakingly gathered and preserved over the years of everyone she could find of their family tree. Her late, estranged husband, Grandpa Pat was notably missing. The pictures seemed to glow in the morning light, staring back at Patrick like he had their full attention.

      He lit a white taper candle in a glass holder and held it. Nana had more complex rituals but after Patrick left home to join Beatboyz, he’d lost touch with those ways. Today, he preferred to keep it simple, so he didn’t feel like he was messing anything up.

      He closed his eyes. Give me the strength please to do the right thing and follow my heart.

      He sat there for a while, soaking up the peace. There were no words, no sudden bolts of knowledge, just acceptance. When sitting on the wooden floor aggravated his knees, he silently thanked his ancestors and respectfully extinguished his candle—this was LA and he wasn’t fucking around with fire. He replaced the candle in its spot, making sure he’d fully put it out.

      He stood, taking out his phone to get this over with.

      “Pat?”

      He turned and almost walked into his sister.

      “Hey, can we talk?” she asked, undeterred by being nearly mowed over.

      “Hm?” He opened a blank email.

      “Look at me, would you? It’s important.”

      He sighed and lowered his arm, looking at her. His little sister looked like she hadn’t been to bed yet which told him he really wouldn’t enjoy this conversation. “Well?”

      She grimaced, glancing away. “I know you’re about to quit but I need a favor.”

      He froze. “What kind of favor?” She wasn’t going to ask him to stay, was she?

      “It’s an emergency.” She scoffed her foot on the floor. Once, twice, three times.

      “Better be.” She knew how much it killed him to work on both of Rohan’s albums. Even though Rohan produced the songs about Cazzi without him, it was like she was there, ringing in the background of every track. But Sabrina didn’t know why he’d stayed with the label. How Benji held making Doc Conjure’s first album over his head so he couldn’t quit. Until now.

      “So, you remember that after party you ghosted me on? The one thrown by Lil Sparkz?”

      “No.” He hated parties. She knew that.

      “Of course, you don’t,” she said, half under her breath. “Well, the band went without you. Kevon and I had a good time but Cyrus...”

      Patrick couldn’t help but roll his eyes at the mention of that shithead. It was like Cyrus had heard about the brainless bassist stereotype and made it his entire personality. Unfortunately, he was talented enough for the band to overlook that, mostly. Oh, and he was the drummer’s cousin.

      “...had too good a time.”

      “So? Is he passed out somewhere where Nana might see?” He did not have time to babysit a grown man who damn well knew better.

      “No, he tried to jump off Lil Sparkz’s mansion’s roof into the pool. He’s fine!” She said hurriedly, “He, um, just broke his wrist on his way down.”

      Patrick stared at her, trying to process this. “On his way down?”

      “He took out a window too.”

      Patrick sucked in a breath. “Ow, fuck. Where is he? Do we have to take him to the hospital?”

      “No, that’s where I just came from.” For the first time, he noted the dark smudges peeking out from under her fading foundation. “He can’t play, for like months.”

      “Shit.” Patrick squeezed his eyes shut. Endfest started touring in a week and it was Doc Conjure’s chance to build a following in advance of the album he just cut for them. He mentally flicked through the Rolodex of musicians he knew. “Let me think, I can find you someone.”

      “That’s not what I’m asking for.”

      He waved her words away. “It’s fine. I just gotta make some calls.”

      “They won’t know the music.”

      “I won’t send you an amateur. You’ll just have to jam your ass off and give them the sheet music. The first few shows will be rough but—”

      “Maow!”

      He glanced down. “Hi, Scoot.” His tortoiseshell cat stared up at him with her huge golden eyes. Her adorably tiny head and large round teddy bear body never failed to make his day brighter. He smiled at her. She rubbed against his leg.

      “You could do it.”

      “What?” He stared up at Sabrina, half bent over as he scritched Scoot’s head.

      “You pick up music like that—” She snapped her fingers. “And you co-wrote most of the instrumentals.” She gave him her best pleading eyes. “Please, Pat? It’s just a few months. Everyone will be super busy and Rohan has a separate bus. You’ll never see him.”

      He scooped up Scoot, cuddling her softness and listening to her purr. It helped keep the anxiety at bay, a bit. His thoughts hissed and buzzed, screaming at him. He was so close, he was almost free. “It’s not that simple.”

      “What’s not that simple?” Nana asked, poking her gray head out of the kitchen. She narrowed her eyes. “You better not be getting cat hair on your offerings, child.”

      Patrick stepped back from the altar. “It’s nothing, Nana.”

      “Is it those label people again? I’m telling you, one good trick and they won’t be bothering you.”

      “I’m not laying a trick on anyone.”

      “Of course not. You don’t know how.”

      Patrick braced himself. Though he’d gotten plenty of his herbalism knowledge from his Nana, she was forever sore he hadn’t fully followed her in the hoodoo tradition. Plants were well and good she said, but ritual and tradition were where the real power was.

      Before Nana could prod him to try learning, Sabrina blurted out, “I need Patrick to fill in for my bassist on the festival tour.”

      “I told you, I can’t,” Patrick said. “Someone needs to be here for Nana and Scoot.”

      “Nonsense,” Nana said. “I can take care of myself and the cat.”

      “The whole label’s going,” Patrick said, feeling like he was a kid and tattling on his sister. “I can find you someone else.” He turned to Sabrina. “Please, don’t push me on this.”

      “I’m sorry... I just thought...” She shrugged, hunching in on herself. “You’re such a good player and no one knows and maybe we could hang out or something.”

      “Sabrina, you live in my house. We quarantined together. We hang out all the time.”

      “Do we? You’re either in the studio—”

      “Recording your album—”

      She rolled her eyes. “On business. Or you’re hiding in your room with your cat. When was the last time you left the house?”

      “I hang out in the backyard all the time.” Scoot struggled in his arms, tired of being held. He put her down and she wandered off. So much for emotional support.

      “Doesn’t count.”

      “I went to Rohan’s album release party—”

      She cocked her head. “Did you? I didn’t see you.”

      “I did and I didn’t come home until late.”

      “Yeah, what about before that?”

      “Before that, we were in lockdown!” And sorting out the mess of Grandpa Pat’s death but he couldn’t bring that up in front of Nana.

      “We haven’t been in lockdown for weeks!”

      “Nana’s immunocompromised!”

      “Oh, so now I’m the asshole for going on tour?”

      He reared back. “What?”

      “Children!” Nana thundered.

      Patrick and Sabrina’s mouths shut immediately. Nana rarely raised her voice.

      Their grandmother looked at Patrick. “I’m worried about you.”

      “Me?”

      “Yes, baby. You’ve been moping around the house for the last year and a half. It’s enough to make anyone depressed just looking at you.”

      “I’ll be better when I quit the label.” He glared at Sabrina.

      “So quit and be part of my band,” she said.

      “You mean quit and then make Benji and Rohan my bosses? So much better.”

      She flushed.

      Nana closed her eyes. “The spirits are talking to me.”

      The siblings fell silent again, glaring at each other.

      Nana opened her eyes. “The spirits are giving me a good feeling about this.”

      “What?”

      “Go with her. It’ll be good for you.”

      “What about being trapped for months with two people who fucked me over will be good for me?”

      “Language,” Nana admonished. “Those people used to be your friends. Maybe this will work things out between you.”

      “What if I just let you lay a trick on them instead?”

      She shook her head. “I’ll divine to see if there is another way but this feeling is strong. You need love, baby. You need to go out and live. You need this.”

      Patrick didn’t know what the hell love had to do with it but he knew he couldn’t say no to his Nana, especially when her spirits tended to be right.

      They damn well better be right now.

      “Fine,” he said. “But we’re setting up contactless delivery for your meds and groceries, and please, for my sanity, call my driver when you need to go somewhere.”

      “The bus stop is barely three blocks away,” Nana protested.

      “Nana!” Sabrina and Patrick said in unison.

      “Please don’t get COVID from riding the bus,” Sabrina said.

      “Fine, it’s wasteful, but all right.”

      “You’re making sure Mike gets paid while we’re gone,” Patrick said. That wasn’t technically true. Patrick paid for Mike’s on-call hours whether he got called or not. His driver had kids he was trying to put through college, after all.

      “Oh well, I suppose I can find some use for him.” She wandered back into the kitchen.

      Patrick forced a smile he didn’t feel, relieved but wrung out. Was he really going to do this? He hadn’t performed in years, let alone without a track and with an instrument. Hell, at least he wouldn’t have to do choreo. Or slather foundation over his skin until he looked airbrushed.

      Sabrina gave him a hesitant smile and mouthed, “Thank you.”

      He nodded. He still was in his feelings about her putting him in this position, but hell, it was probably better than her touring with that dipshit Cyrus. Patrick would be boring compared to him.

      Remembering the other bassist’s injuries, he followed Nana into the kitchen to mix up a batch of tea to help ease his recovery. Cyrus might be an asshole, but Patrick didn’t like to leave anyone in pain if he could help it. Physical pain, at least, he could help.
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        “Open my lips and speak for me

        These are your words in my mouth

        Sounds I can’t pronounce

        They pretend not to notice

        Your hands moving my jaw

      

        
      
        I'm no blank-hearted darling

        With lines to fill

        With words and your voice

        As I lay still

      

        
      
        My heart is full!

        It needs no one

        Not me, not you!

        I'm not your blank-hearted darling!

        My words can kill

      

        
      
        Pose me, dress me

        Curl my hair, paint me pretty

        Color me giddy

        Wind me up, turn the key

        Make me say it...”

        — “Blank-Hearted Darling” by Angela Alice off of PhenoBarbie Doll

      

      

      Midtown Sacramento on a Sunday morning always felt distinctly hungover to Judit. The streets were quiet and mostly deserted. Though it was the coolest part of what promised to be a hot summer day, the only people out who weren’t unhomed were a few chipper early folks ready for brunch and one or two night owls coming home in last night’s clothes. Judit loved it, soaking up the post-revelry energy like she was one of those Saturday night hellions instead of just someone who’d walked to Grocery Outlet to avoid her family.

      Okay, maybe not avoid. That felt more drastic than “accidentally” leaving her phone at home.

      “Your sister just texted me.” Her roommate Helen squinted at her phone. “She’s threatening to come over and bring your parents.”

      Judit groaned, pushing her cheap knock-off Ray-Bans back up her nose. “What if we never went home?”

      Helen patted
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                           Version 2.0, January 2004
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   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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