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      For all the gamers out there,

      but most especially for Josh, Emma & Ellie. You lift me to all the vital realms.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        One does not defeat demons.

        One rises above them.
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      Erik

      

      The red bulb in the corner of the room flares. Life transitions to slow motion. The man on the security camera shatters the sliding glass door eight floors below. Dressed in black, he raises a suppressed semi-automatic pistol and steps over the shards of glass, then out of the view of the back door security camera. He enters the view of the first-floor security camera. His stride shows purpose.

      I pick up my phone and tap out an urgent text to my team.

      

      
        
        Under attack. Get out.

      

      

      

      I slide open a drawer and lift the pistol I hoped to never have to use. The security camera flashes the intruder on the second floor. I push a button on my phone, and the wall slides, exposing a ladder. With my phone in my mouth and the gun in my hand, I climb the cold metal bars to the room above. Kill or be killed. The Tao of Jiu-Jitsu. The click of the panel informs me my location is now secure.

      Through the air vent, I watch the wall of monitors. The assassin continues up the flights of stairs without pause. He knows his destination. I steady my breath. Sweat beads on my brow. I swallow, and the sound reverberates through my head. Focus. Nothing good comes from divided attention.

      The door to the security room opens. The man in black enters, gun in front and at the ready. One step. Two steps. His back to me as he watches the monitors.

      I point my gun. Hold steady, same as at the shooting range. I aim for his chest, the largest area. My best chance. I breathe in. Steady. My finger pulls.

      The loud gun kicks. The recall throws off my aim. A cloud of dust appears on the far wall. Dammit.

      The intruder ducks, searching for the source.

      Breathe. Steady.

      He raises his gun toward my hideout. It’s him or me.

      Aim.

      A cracking sound blasts through the space.

      The intruder falls back. My finger hovers on the trigger. I never pulled. Trevor, a member of my team, stands framed in the doorway. His gun points at the man on the floor.

      I press my phone, and the wall panel clicks.

      I climb down and join Trevor. The intruder wears a balaclava, the thin, black mask preferred by the military and assassins.

      “Who do you think he is?” Trevor asks me, or maybe the room. A trickle of blood leaks from the dark hole in the center of the assassin’s forehead, darkening the fabric.

      I gesture to the body on the floor. “You can do the honors.”

      He reaches for the mask and unceremoniously tugs hard enough the body half rises. With a sickening thud, the head falls back onto the floor. Trevor closes the eyelids with his thumb.

      “You recognize him?” he asks.

      “No.”

      Trevor places two fingers against his neck, I assume out of habit. Then he checks the front pockets and rolls him over. He lifts a single piece of paper from his back pocket and unfolds it. His eyes go wide as he turns it around for me to see.

      A candid photo of our team. With addresses.

      Fuck.

      “He’s a professional,” Trevor says. “Kane found us.”

      “We’ve got to move. Now.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE ILLUSION OF RANDOMNESS

          

        

      

    

    
      Erik

      Six months later

      

      Bells jingle as I push the vintage door. The brick walls lining the sides are windowless. The high ceilings feature ornately carved woodwork, most likely original, which would mean the ceiling is too. I don’t see any glass lenses or security cameras. The floor is wood, dented and scuffed. Books line shelves and tables. There are a few small round tables for the cafe along a back wall. All are unused.

      IP address location is not an exact science.

      One loop, searching for a computer user, then I’ll hunt next door.

      “Can I help you?” a feminine voice asks.

      I step past a poster stretched out on a stand announcing the latest James Patterson book. Along the back wall, there’s a marble counter with a glass case for food. A young woman leans against the counter beside an old-timey cash register, and before her is an open MacBook adorned with colorful stickers. Score.

      I step closer to get a better look.

      A braid of light blonde hair, so light it’s almost white, curves around her neck and down slight shoulders. Silver earrings dangle, and smaller ones line her lobes and sparkle in the light. Her eyes meet mine. Light blue irises arrest my attention.

      Those blue eyes track my movements. Because I’m staring, captivated. There’s a table of books to my right, and I grab one. In my peripheral vision, I see her gaze drop back to her keyboard.

      She’s not at all what I anticipated.

      Firefly’s avatar has a jet-black high ponytail and enormous anime-style black eyes. Of course, her avatar is also part Amazon, wields a Level 12 sword, and wears strappy sandal boots with flying capabilities. On the battlefield, she’s brutal. For a year or two, I had suspected a dude with a female enchantress avatar played by my side. Tons of players own avatars of both genders.

      Never in my wildest fantasies did I envision my gaming comrade sported white hair and barely-there blue eyes, so pale, some might call them gray. Ghostlike. She closes the lid on her laptop and exits from behind the counter. Her long, flowing, patterned skirt swishes behind her as she floats through the store, straightening a stack of books on one table, lifting a book, and moving it to a shelf. Her toe rings glint in the overhead light whenever her leg kicks out in front. Firefly, in real life, is a pixie.

      The gray tank top she wears perfectly encapsulates her breasts, sharing the shape with the world. Far smaller than her avatar’s bullet-shooting breasts, the real-life version before me obliterates the illustration. Unfathomable.

      “Can I help you find something?”

      She’s close, so close words escape. I shake my head and open the book in my hand. She returns to her place as a barista, flips open her MacBook Air, and resumes typing.

      Bracelets cover from her wrist to halfway up her forearm. Her arms are slender, and her nails are short and painted dark, as dark as my clothes. She smiles. Then clicks away.

      The bells jingle. A delivery guy with a large brown cardboard box on a hand truck enters. He’s wearing light-colored shorts and has a large tattoo on the back of one calf. It’s a dragon.

      No. Impossible.

      One step closer, still carrying the book, a better visual emerges. The art is off. The lines are crude, the color amateurish. His inspiration for the dragon might have been an American Chinese food menu.

      “Did you want that book?” Firefly looks up from the form she’s signing for the guy with a mediocre tattoo. I hold out the heavy hardcover book. There are cats all over the cover. Kittens and a cat.

      “No.” I set it down and exit. She must think I’m the weirdest of the weird.

      On the drive home, instead of a winding two-way road choked with slow-moving vehicles, I see her. Her perfect, unblemished porcelain skin. That mystical white hair and those captivating blue eyes. I hear her voice. It’s light and feathery. Can I help you?

      We’ve known each other for over fifteen years, and I’ve never heard her voice before. The two of us are virtual friends. Anonymous friends. Normal in the gaming world, when every player has an avatar identity. You never know what psycho you’re gunning down. Over the years, as I closed off from every other person around me, I remained real in my private texts to Firefly. At least, as real as one can be without knowing one’s name. But a name is a descriptor. The substance is beneath.

      My hunch had been she, or he, was a fellow coder. In recent years, I’d become fairly certain she identified as she/her. Her pronoun usage remained consistent. She never asked for a photo. I should have asked for a photo. I would’ve used it as a screensaver.

      “Where have you been?” Kairi greets me in the hallway with a spoon in a tub of communal ice cream.

      “That’s disgusting.” Roommates. I have told her a minimum of twenty-five times to scoop it in a bowl.

      “Where’d you go?” She’s like a parrot. No, I could put a curtain over the cage for silence.

      “Did you miss me?” I taunt. She jabs the spoon in the container. The action grates every last nerve. I push past her into the den.

      We’ve been locked away in this house for months. Kairi suggested this location at a time when we had few options. I’ll give her one thing. It’s in the middle of fucking nowhere. Theoretically, we’re in the middle of a vacation hotspot. An hour and a half north of San Francisco, wine enthusiasts drive here in droves. After six months in Napa, if I never see a grapevine again, I’ll be good.

      In the middle of the living room floor, Trevor is leaning over one leg, stretching. My dog, Astra, is laid out beside him. Her tail wags back and forth in greeting. Trevor takes Astra on his runs, which have lengthened over the last several months. Astra, a German shepherd, is a highly trained protection dog. Trevor keeps her in fighting shape by wearing her out.

      Since we arrived in California, he’s thrown himself into workouts. He’s former military. He treats his workouts like they are a matter of life and death. Then there’s Wolf. Wolf and Trevor were on the same team. Their team disbanded after an operation went sideways in Afghanistan. I hired them both. Over the years, we’ve become close friends.

      Wolf is at his desk. All of us have desks in the oversized living area. Glass doors open onto a wraparound deck. Kairi’s mom used to rent it out to vacationers. Now she rents it to us. There is zero paperwork tying us to this home. Nothing traceable connects us to this location.

      “Any news?” I ask Wolf.

      “Ransom attack on a small company based in San Diego. Pleasure Lights. Ever heard of them?”

      “No.” I land on the reclining chair and pull back the lever, sending my legs up high. I like how the chair responds. But they make better chairs. Gaming chairs that accommodate multiple monitors. I’d replace this one but then I’d have to deal with it when we move. And we will move.

      “I’ve got a call in an hour with the CEO. You want in?” Wolf doesn’t look up from the device on his lap.

      “No.” I lift off my glasses and scratch my eyebrow. “Why are you dealing with a hack?” Wolfgang is building out our security division—physical security. Monitoring, security agents, the stuff I originally hired him for.

      “He wants to pay them. But get this—they want to meet him in person.”

      “They aren’t hackers.” They might want to kill the guy. Meeting in a random warehouse would be an excellent call for such a plan. But no hacker meets in person. Yeah, in Asia, our old syndicate did have a few buildings to house hackers. Mainly so we could ensure they were actually fucking doing their jobs and effectively monitor their activities. But they worked for us. And management didn’t show faces. “Anyone who knows shit about hacking would send crypto payment instructions.”

      “You think I don’t know that?” He leans back in the chair and crosses his arms over his chest. The tatts on his biceps stretch.

      “Any word from NSA?” We plan to take clients from all over the world. But our most important client, the one who cut me a deal to remain out of prison, the National Security Agency, is the one we drop everything for.

      “We’re getting a new contact. I’ll be the one who goes down to meet her for in-person updates,” Kairi announces as she puts her hand on the back of my chair.

      “Down where?” If she says San Francisco, I will pop a blood vessel. We’re about an hour and a half from the city, but there are traffic cameras all over that place. There’s no way Kane doesn’t have passive data collection. He’s running all that data through a facial recognition program. Combing data can be time consuming. It won’t be instantaneous like in the movies. But if we get on a feed he’s tapping into, he’ll locate us. I know he’s doing it, because I’m doing it. Only, I’m doing it because I want to know if he returns to the States. He’s doing it because he wants to hire assassins, just like he did six months ago. And a year before that.

      “She’s picking the location.”

      “How do you know it’s a she?”

      “I don’t. But if I don’t know someone’s gender, I like to call them a she.”

      “Why?” Trevor asks her from the floor, and I scowl at him for giving her that one.

      “Because I like to assume the best in everyone.” She smiles gleefully. She’s a twat. She’s actually much more what I envisioned Firefly would be like if she were female. Kairi never wears make-up, her bangs almost cover her eyes, and she’s always in T-shirts and sweatpants. “Now, where’d you go?”

      Kairi is a low-level coder. Maybe mid-level. Mostly cut and paste. She’s decent. Getting better. Her specialty is phishing. She’s got a way with people. She can get a phone number from any rep from any company. She reads people, and if they see her in person, she’s unstoppable. She has these freckles that give her what she calls country girl innocence. But even online, where no one sees her mug, she makes friends in a world where no one trusts. She develops sick camaraderie in a world where it’s all fake first names, and everyone’s on a VPN, a virtual private network, behind firewalls. It’s her superpower.

      She pops my head.

      “Fuck.” I lean forward out of her reach.

      “Answer me.”

      “I wanted to check something out.”

      “You?” She points an index finger at me. “Without security?” Now Wolf and Trevor are looking at me. This girl is as annoying as my sister.

      “It had nothing to do with work. I just needed out.” That’s partially true. But I’d also gotten a text. And I hacked the game site. On a whim. Pinged her IP address. Mapped it. Forty-five minutes away.

      All three of my roommates are staring at me. I didn’t enjoy having roommates in college. So much so I moved back home.

      “What you do affects our safety.” It’s a line Wolf likes to parrot. When we agreed to splinter, we committed to each other.

      “It’s stupid.” They keep looking at me. They’re bored. We should play Overwatch. It’s insane they have this much interest in my activities. Back in Bangkok, they never asked. Of course, maybe back there, they didn’t want the answer. “I traced an IP address.” Three sets of eyes stare at me. “Wanted to check it out.”

      “By yourself?” Wolf’s hand balls into a fist. Jesus.

      “Someone I used to play games with. When I was young.” Relax.

      “What game?”

      “Zeitgeist.” Like any of these losers have heard of it.

      “How young?” Kairi’s squinting at me, all detective-like.

      “Young, okay?” She inches forward. “Like college. High school.”

      “Did you find her?”

      “How do you know it’s a her?”

      “Because I don’t see you as bi.”

      “There’s nothing sexual about it, perv. I was just curious.” There are some advanced things one could do to throw off the scent. But…“She’s not a hacker. She was a gamer. Now she’s not. Now she owns a bookstore.”

      “Huh.” Kairi’s tongue traces her back teeth. Her tongue piercing flashes in the light. And now I wonder if Firefly has a tongue piercing. “You know, it’s pointless. None of us can risk a relationship right now. You get that, right?”

      There’s an unnecessary hardness to her glare. I know her words are accurate. I wasn’t looking for a relationship. I don’t do relationships. I was just curious. And bored.

      “What’s her name?” Kairi probes.

      “Didn’t confirm it.” None of my online names are real, and it’s been that way for so long I don’t place value in names. And then, because I spend way too much time with this crew, she asks the question as I think it.

      “How do you even know you found the right person?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NOT A LOCAL

          

        

      

    

    
      Vivi

      

      The bell hanging over the centuries-old wooden door chimes. The high-pitched, fragile sound fills the quiet space. The bell jettisons me from a daydream cloud to planet Earth.

      An attractive man with raven black hair and thick-rimmed glasses enters my shop. A messenger bag hangs across his chest. His black, slim fitting jeans and black V-neck tee give off a city sleek vibe. I remember this man. He came in the day before, then left without buying anything. Probably a San Franciscan on vacation, seeking Wi-Fi to do some work while his significant other has spa time.

      His glasses evoke intelligence. The urban all-black aesthetic is no-nonsense. Also no fun. He’s scouting for a place to get work done.

      I give him my best customer-friendly welcoming smile and wait to see if he’ll order a coffee or if he’ll leave again within minutes like he did yesterday. Some customers assume they must order to use my space and Wi-Fi, but really, I don’t care. I decorated this place in the hopes others would use it as a coffeehouse.

      The man heads to the far back corner, to the table I normally occupy when I’m not behind the counter. The corner table offers a view of the front door, down the long aisle, and a full view of the barista station. The dining area sits on an elevated platform, and while there are some locations in the store that remain out of view due to shelves, the corner serves as a birds-eye perch.

      My phone rings, and a circular photo of my grandfather flashes on the screen.

      “Hey, Granddad. You good? Can I call you back?” Voices carry in this space, and I’m always conscious that my customers can easily hear my conversations.

      “You have a customer?” The surprise in his tone is notable.

      “Yes.”

      “Is it busy?” His question is comical. But Granddad never leaves the vineyard, so he really wouldn’t know exactly how much my business endeavor has flopped.

      “No. It’s still early. Tourist traffic doesn’t get going until later.” The defensive fib comes naturally.

      “The first tour bus comes through here in twenty minutes.”

      “Yep.”

      “If you had your merch here, you could make sales.”

      “I’ll bring some books over on Monday.”

      “Just books? No gift items?” My grandfather believes in touristry crap. His words, not mine.

      “Would you like bookmarks? Or book lights?”

      “Don’t you stock any of the gift store stuff? The hand towels with funny sayings? Anything like that?”

      “You already have that stuff in the gift store.”

      “But you’re young. Hip. You can pick better selling stuff.”

      I roll my eyes at his ridiculous statement because clearly, being younger has not given me a competitive advantage in the marketplace.

      A notification alert in the top right of my computer screen announces I have a message in War of Zeitgeist.

      “Go get ready for that bus. Talk to you soon.”

      “Love you, Vivi.”

      “Love you too.”

      The faint audio of my Spotify Coffee Shop playlist is marred by faint clinking. Keys click in rapid-fire succession as the man in the corner taps away on his thick laptop. Since it is just the two of us in the shop, I lean over the counter.

      “If you need the Wi-Fi password, just let me know.”

      “Got it. Thanks.” His stern expression softens, making him appear borderline friendly. And handsome. In a nerdy, thick-framed glasses sort of way.

      I should check my message. There’s nothing more to say to my customer. Yet I stare. It’s just the two of us.

      He points. “You’ve got the password on a placard up there.”

      True, but no one else seems to see that placard. The light above reflects on the glass in his frames, but his dark eyes flash beneath the glare. He swallows. He’s waiting—for me to stop staring. He’s ready to work.

      “If you want anything, just let me know.”

      “Can I have a decaf coffee?”

      “Sure. But don’t feel you have to order anything.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “I mean, just because you’re sitting here, you don’t have to order anything. That isn’t why I asked. And if you’re ordering decaf, you’ve probably already had your coffee for the day.”

      The corners of his lips lift ever so slightly. Not enough to call it a smile. More amusement at my poor proprietary skills.

      “I’ll take the decaf coffee and water. Thanks.”

      I push off from my resting place against the counter and set to work. With his coffee cup and saucer in one hand and a glass of iced water in another, I approach. He remains focused on the screen, although I sense he monitors my advance out of his periphery. He snaps the laptop closed before I reach the table. People normally keep their laptop open when I deliver a beverage or refill water.

      He could be working on a top-secret document. Or watching a movie. Maybe he’s embarrassed to be watching a movie. Or maybe it’s at a racy part. There are so many possibilities. Maybe he thinks I’m nosy.

      I offer a cordial smile and practically curtsy after placing his drinks down. My stomach flutters. The breakfast croissant from this morning isn’t sitting well.

      “If you need anything else, just call out.” I step backward, prepared to spin and retreat.

      “Are you the owner?”

      “Yes?” I draw the answer out a beat or two to create an understated question. What would he want to complain about? Did he see a cockroach?

      His gaze wanders up and down my body. I literally feel it, as if his eyes are lasers and they transfer heat. He swallows, and his Adam’s apple flexes. His hands rest on his thighs, and I find myself taken in by his forearms. He wears a braided black leather bracelet on his left wrist, and on his right, a thick black band and a watch. It’s an old-fashioned watch, with a second hand. The man’s tan, lean forearms are downright sexy, as is the way his shirt curves around his shoulders. He isn’t overly muscular, but his muscles are noticeably sculpted.

      “How long have you been open?”

      I flip through my mental calendar. I left my home in Paris at the start of the pandemic, days before the international lockdown. It took me about a year to decide what I wanted to do once I returned home, and then another year to execute.

      “Less than two years?” I answer, unsure of my accuracy. Time has more or less blended for me, the days morphing into months with no clear definition.

      “And you’re the founder?”

      Founder strikes me as an overly important word, but correcting him isn’t necessary. “Yes.” And your complaint?

      “I like the place. It has a good vibe.”

      “Thanks.” He is literally the first customer to ever comment on the atmosphere. “When I opened it, I had this idea. There’s this bookstore in Paris, and it’s extremely popular.”

      “Shakespeare and Company.”

      “Yes.” I point an index finger. Holy smokes. “Have you been there?”

      “Yes.” Those lips turn up at the corners again, softening his stern exterior and making him less business and more friend. “I’m pretty sure most tourists who visit Paris stop there.”

      There is some truth to his statement. There are lines to enter the infamous store. I particularly love the narrow, centuries-old staircase in the back. I’d considered doing something similar in this store, but my older brother Max had counseled me to wait and see if I needed to expand upstairs. As it turned out, his advice had been solid, and now I use the upstairs of the store as my apartment, and below the store I turned into a cellar to house my burgeoning wine collection.

      “I used to own a wine store near it.”

      “Why’d you move here?”

      “My family is from here. When the pandemic hit, I didn’t want to be stuck overseas. I wanted to be home.”

      He nods understandingly. I’d wondered if I was making a knee-jerk reaction, but when I heard borders might close, every parcel of my being screamed I needed to get home. So, I did. A friend handled the closure of my wine business. It hadn’t been a bad call. Paris pretty much remained closed for over a year, and the restaurants that had been my principal source of business wouldn’t have been buying from me.

      “Why not open a wine store?”

      I half-laugh, then stop short. He doesn’t get why I think his question is funny. “There are so many wine stores here. I thought I’d stand out by opening a bookstore.”

      “There’s no competition.” There’s nothing to indicate he’s mocking me, so I smile at his comment. The skirt I’m wearing doesn’t have pockets, so with nothing to do with my hands, I wrap my arms around my waist. “I’m glad you’re here. I’d rather work from a bookstore than a wine store.”

      “Right?” I ask, psyched he gets it. And he smiles, too, a real smile. “What do you do?”

      “I’m in tech.”

      “I can see it.” He rocks the sexy nerd look. Those thick black frames are hot. He probably has a great girlfriend in his life who dresses him. Or maybe a wife. And he is one of those guys who leaves his band in the shower. “Are you from San Fran?”

      “No.” He sniffs and glances at me, then around the empty store. “Seattle, originally. Now I live nearby.”

      “Seattle? Big tech scene there too.”

      The door chimes and we both look to the front. Alejandro from Sonoma Market pushes open the door with his butt, using both his arms to carry his large white cooler.

      “Gotta go. Shout if you need anything.”

      Alejandro opens his cooler on wheels, and I order a variety of desserts, the kinds of things that keep for several days and look good sitting under glass domes. Croissants, scones, pound cake slices, and muffins. I’d tried buying whole cakes but had to throw away too much.

      Alejandro also delivers my lunch. The dill chicken salad on a freshly baked croissant is a weekly ritual. Maria adds thinly sliced tomatoes and dill pickles to mine. I lift my special order from the cooler and glance over to the corner.

      “He has some sandwiches in here. I’m not sure if you’ll be here at lunch, but if you think you will be, you can pick one out.”

      “I’m not set up for individual sales,” Alejandro grumbles.

      “I’d buy it. He could buy from me,” I tell him, low enough our conversation remains private.

      IT hottie glances over from his laptop, fingers still on the keys.

      “What kind?”

      “Chicken salad, chicken parmesan, turkey and ranch, turkey and Swiss, PB&J.”

      Alejandro stage whispers, “Those are supposed to go next door.”

      “You don’t have any extra?” I seriously doubt that.

      “What do you like?” IT hottie asks. Alejandro and I both glance over at him, but his dark gaze centers on me. My stomach goes queasy. I could maybe give him my sandwich.

      “Chicken salad.”

      “I’ll take one,” Mr. IT says.

      “We only have one with tomato and pickle.” Alejandro frowns.

      “I know.” I frown right back at Alejandro. He shouldn’t be rude. With a black Sharpie, I squiggle out IT on the white wax paper wrapped around the sandwich. Then I sign Alejandro’s receipt for the bakery items and sandwiches. They bill me each month. My business might not be doing well, but the Rossi name does wonders in the valley. Everyone knows I am good for money owed.

      “Thank you,” I say it with emphasis and finally earn a friendly smile from Alejandro. He’s a nice guy; he just doesn’t like it when I don’t follow the rules. It’s not my fault, though. He makes it easy to get around them.

      Once the new pastries are set out, and old ones are tossed, I settle on my stool and launch Zeitgeist. The screen prompts the question, “Are you ready to embark on the sojourn of a lifetime?” Drums bellow, and I quickly reduce the sound on my laptop. Then I click on the message icon in the top right.

      

      
        
        
        Sanguinetti:  How much you charge for coin?

      

      

      

      

      Huh. I don’t remember ever playing with anyone with that username. And I’ve also never sold my assets. I’ve heard of people doing so, but this game is ancient. Why would someone want to buy assets now? I click over to send a message to my one friend within this realm, Phoenix.

      

      
        
        
        Firefly: Someone just asked to purchase my coins. Have you had any requests like this? I think I read about Venezuelans playing a game for income. As in, the coins earned in the game were worth more than their Venezuelan money due to uncontrolled inflation. It was some old game that worked on dated machines. You think Zeitgeist is under the same attack?

      

      

      

      

      I hit send and pull out my Kindle. It can take days for Phoenix to respond.

      Bright yellow sunlight streams in through the front window. Good weather doesn’t mean great things for business. As my luck would have it, wonderful weather is the norm in Sonoma Valley. But it doesn’t bother me as much as it should. I like my quiet time in the shop. In my head, on some days, I feel like Meg Ryan in “You’ve Got Mail,” only without the dependable, entertaining friends-slash-employees, and instead of kids’ books, the books I sell circle travel and wine, and coffee table books, the big, beautiful books no one really reads but displays. I do keep a section of colorful children’s books on hand in case a vacationer needs to buy a gift.

      As the minutes tick by, I sneak discreet glances over to my one customer. I grew up in the valley. The men around here are typically either retired or are passionate about wine. Or beer. There’s a burgeoning craft beer industry in the area.

      The guys I went to high school with spanned the normal range of high school stereotypes: Jocks, preps, and nerds, plus a segment like my older brother, nature-loving tree huggers. Ruddy, flannel-wearing, blue jeans, work boots kind of guys. The farmers who love the land. That really describes the type of guy who would grow up here and stay. Most of the other cliques grow up and leave. One thing I know for certain. The guy wearing all black and sexy Clark Kent frames might live here, but my hunch was right. Mr. IT is not a local. He’s nice to look at, but my other hunches are probably spot on too. There’s a girlfriend, or he’s a psycho. He’s a look-don’t-touch kind of guy.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            STRATEGIC SABOTAGE

          

        

      

    

    
      Erik

      

      “Where are you off to?” Kairi stands with a coffee mug in hand, one hand on her hip, all cranky and bossy. She’s wearing a pair of her wildly patterned loose pajama bottoms and a gray tank top. Thick, fuzzy socks peek out from under the hem of her crazy pants. She’s in her most preferred office outfit.

      “Heading out.” I kick the screen door footplate, and it swings open.

      “I can see that. But where?” The door slams shut with a whack. I readjust my messenger bag that’s slung over my shoulder and take her in. We’re all suspicious by nature. It’s why we’re still alive.

      “I found a place I like to work. I need a change in scenery. That’s all.”

      Her eyebrows remain angled in a way that communicates she’s not buying it. I let out a sigh loud enough I know she’ll hear, even though she’s standing down the hall.

      “I’m not keeping anything from you. Don’t read into it.” I kick the door again, only this time I exit. The door cracks closed with a loud bang, and the gravel grinds underfoot. That’s all Kairi needs to know. I’m not about to tell her I confirmed the woman in the shop is Firefly. And I now know her first and last name. She’ll jump on a soapbox about how I don’t need to be pursuing her.

      And if I tell her that I’m looking out for an old friend, she’ll call me paranoid.

      She’ll put her hand on her hip and give me her you-need-therapy spiel when I tell her the shop is antiquated and likely to be robbed by anyone who is curious about her cash register. If I go and tell her that I don’t like that someone I can’t track asked her to sell her game coins, Kairi will go apeshit asking me what I’m doing hacking into a game and remind me that there are more important projects for me to be addressing.

      She’s right. There are. I’m working on a decryption system that could eliminate the financial incentive for cybercriminals and make the Internet far safer. That’s what I originally set out to do way back when. I aimed to join the white hat force working to keep the newest frontier safe. Turns out I joined the wrong team. You either win, or you learn. I learned.

      I crank up the loud truck and ignore Kairi as I drive away. Kairi came into this in a completely different way than I did. She’s learned a ton, but she doesn’t get me.

      On the day I took my first hacking job, Firefly and I crushed the Kraken Invaders in the twentieth realm. My fist bump flew sky high, in the middle of the cafeteria. And another fist came from behind me and pushed my fist forward.

      

      
        
        “Nice hit.” I recognized the guy speaking. He was in my data science class. He sat in the back, two rows from the back wall.

        “Hit?” I asked as I closed my Chromebook.

        “Must’ve been a hit. You’re drumming air. You ever want a bigger hit, come find me.”

        “And you are?”

        “T.J. Kanagasingam.”

        There was no chance I could repeat his mumbled name. He chuckled. It was a weird, nasally laugh. His thumb hooked under his belt. I shook it off and loaded my stuff into my backpack.

        “You can call me Kane. All the Americans do. What’s your name?”

        “Erik.”

        “Lai.” He says with a grin. “That’s one cool-ass last name. I wanna get laaaiiiiiiiiid.”

        “Right.” I swung my backpack over one shoulder. I should’ve walked faster. Should’ve recognized he knew too much about me without reason. Should’ve questioned how observant he must have been to catch both my first and last name in a class that doesn’t do rollcall. My suspicions should have been piqued. But I was young. Naive. My enemies were a mix of dragons, vampires, and mercenaries.

        He caught up with me. “Seriously, man. I got jobs. They pay good. You’re a codester, right? It’s sick shit. Addictive like crack. Gnarly brain candy.”

        “No, thanks.” The sun was bright that day. I stopped to get my sunglasses from the front pocket of my backpack. If only it had been a cloudy day, that would’ve been the end of it. With those short legs of his, he would’ve had to run to keep up with me.

      

      

      

      Thirty minutes later, I pull into a parking spot across from The Bookery near Sonoma Square. I slam the truck door closed, and it bangs. It’s a gas-guzzling relic. Three trips into town, and it’s sitting close to empty. Rust lines the door frame and speckles the hood. But it’s a truck that sits around Kairi’s mom’s vineyard for anyone to use.

      While free is nice, if we’re staying in the States, I should get my own vehicle. We’ve been lying low, but I am itching for a change in scenery. Hence the third time I’ve driven down to work from a musty bookshop.

      Wolf might be on to something by researching and picking a destination. He’s hot on Santa Barbara right now. He’s been searching for commercial space to build out our headquarters. Because now we’re legit, and we’ll have clients.

      There’s a chill in the air as I jaywalk across the street. I wonder if she’ll be there again today. She’s the proprietor, but surely there are days she lets staff take over.

      One car slows, and I nod in its direction, appreciative. I’ve lived in cities where you take your life in your own hands by crossing the street in an unmarked spot.

      I reach The Bookery doors and slide off my sunglasses. The bell chimes, announcing my entrance. There are no customers. No one is in the store—at all. A faint coffee aroma fills the space. A door behind the coffee counter swings open.

      Firefly halts and the swinging door slaps against her back. Her thick mane is braided once again, and it drapes over her shoulder, curling over the curve of her breast. Loose strands twist below her jawline. Those pale blue eyes zero in on me. No, that’s not accurate. I zero in on them. Maybe it’s because I’ve spent years in a majority brown-eyed world, but I can’t look away. They are so light, like ice or sky. Not at all what I imagined, not that I spent time imagining what he or she looked like. Her lips are pale pink, and like her eyes, almost void of color. My breathing becomes shallower, and I force a deep breath through my lungs.

      “You’re back.” She sounds surprised.

      “Do you mind?” I head to my table.

      “No. Of course not. Can I get you something to drink?”

      “A regular coffee.” She has a board filled with whipped cream options, but I don’t do foo-foo. A vision of a dollop of whip cream on each of her nipples comes out of nowhere. My brain is mutinous.

      “I have some beans from South Africa that are going to have a stronger taste and some from Venezuela with a milder taste. It’s probably more along the lines of what some people consider breakfast coffee.”

      “I’ll take the South African. A splash of soy.”

      “Coming right up.”

      The place is empty, and therefore I hear her moving, lifting a mug, pulling on a lever. I hear every step of her boot against the wood planks. My Chromebook powers up, and I focus on the progress bar. I not only hear her approach, but I sense her nearness.

      “Would you like some water?”

      “Maybe later?”

      “Sure thing. Just call out if you need anything.”

      “Does it bother you?” She halts in her tracks and her braid swings over her shoulder and down the middle of her back.

      “What?”

      “If I sit here all day? Using your Wi-Fi?”

      Her pale pink lips curve upward. “Not at all. Makes it look like I have a customer.”

      She returns to the barista counter. She leans against it, her own mug steaming while reading from a device. It’s small and lies flat on the counter. She uses the tip of her finger to swipe. I think it’s her phone. I resume plugging the charging cord into the outlet in the wall and getting my workstation set up for the day. I toggle the VPN, hovering to ensure I am connected securely.

      The front door swings open, setting off the chime. An older man with gray hair and a full beard, and a woman, presumably his wife, enter. The woman leaves the man in her wake and heads straight for the counter. As she orders her coffee, the man sits down in a leather chair and thumbs through a book. I’m reading an article from Wired that someone on my Twitter feed shared, but it’s nonsense, and I can’t help watching the customers. The woman walks around, perusing the books. She ordered her coffee in a to-go cup, and she sips it as she reads the spines on the shelves.

      “Oh, Tom, look at this.” She sets her coffee down on the edge of a shelf and lifts an enormous book. “It features all the wineries in the Sonoma area. And look, we’ve been to most of these.”

      “Bring it here,” he says to her. She does, and he snaps a photo of the cover with his phone. “I’ll order it on Amazon.”

      “But…” I can hear the hesitation. “Shouldn’t we buy it from here? While we’re here?”

      “Joan. That book weighs twenty-five pounds. It’ll make our luggage overweight. I’ll order it now, and it’ll be waiting for you when we get home. If you want a trinket, we can go back to the hotel store or that Christmas store.”

      “I want to stop by the sock store to get the boys’ socks.”

      “Fine. We’ve got an hour before the bus leaves.” He gets up, and they move as a unit.

      Firefly gives no indication she heard the conversation, but I can’t help but wonder how her business is surviving. Which reminds me, when I asked if she needed money, trying to understand why she would entertain a text from a complete stranger, she didn’t really respond.

      I open Zeitgeist, careful to angle my monitor to the wall. I mute the audio and skim the old texts.

      

      
        
        
        Firefly:  I researched. They opened a market a few years ago. Apparently, there’s an exchange, but it’s a bidding system. Like eBay for virtual goods. Anyone approach you?

      

        

      
        Firefly: Something’s going on. Just had another offer. Crazy. Can other players see how much is in my treasure chest?

      

      

      

      

      Next to the counter, she rests her chin on her hand, all her attention focused on whatever she’s reading. She’s in her own world, so I respond.

      

      
        
        
        Phoenix: Ignore offers from strangers. They’ll assume you dropped out. You did, rt?

      

      

      

      

      When I quit playing, she said she quit too. It’s a time suck of a game. There’s a ding on her computer. I’d go insane if I had notifications turned on. She smiles at her monitor and types. I wait.

      

      
        
        
        Firefly: Would you be jealous if I played?

      

      

      

      

      
        
        
        Firefly: Just joshing. No, I haven’t played in ages. It’s wild players are contacting me out of the blue. I’m reading the most amazing book right now. The person is traveling the globe, seeking the happiest place on earth.

      

        

      
        Firefly:  If you could live anywhere in the world, where would you choose?

      

      

      

      

      Apropos. I kick back, thinking about locations. I’ve lived all over the world, admittedly for fleeting amounts of time. I liked Seattle, where I grew up. But the threat of being recognized is too great. Kane and I have overlapping friend circles.

      I suspect she lived in Paris. A VPN can shroud location, but I don’t think she uses a VPN. Multiple times I pinged her in the same general area in Paris. During part of that time, I lived in Hong Kong. Part of the time in Bangkok. And for some of those years, I moved frequently.

      When threat levels rose perilously high, I sent my twin, Cali, to live on an isolated island for her safety. She now lives near DC with her husband. Cali swears she likes the area, but I think the traffic would be exhausting. Tokyo is an enthralling city, but…I’ll get a much bigger kick out of watching her response if I answer her this way.

      

      
        
        
        Phoenix: Anywhere in the world? I’d say Napa. California.

      

      

      

      

      Chimes announce a new arrival, and we both look. Wolf fills the door. The guy is enormous. A former SEAL, he’s ripped. He’s also my favorite sparring partner when I want to practice jiu-jitsu. He can beat me in any other sport—running, swimming, biking, shooting—but when it comes to martial arts, I’ve been a student since the age of four. I can take him. But he’s always a challenge.

      “Hey.” I hold up my coffee mug in greeting. He pulls out the chair across from me, whips it around so it’s backward, and straddles it. Out of the corner of my eye, I notice Firefly is captivated. Huh. Is he her type?

      “Who’s the platinum blonde?” His question is low and discreet.

      “What?” I grit out. The asswipe chuckles.

      “Down, boy. I take it you confirmed she’s your gamer?” He leans over. “You gonna out yourself?”

      “No.” I close the laptop lid. Her phone rings and she steps behind the swinging door. “She can’t ever know.” He pointedly looks at my computer. “She’s not going to figure it out. I won’t let her.”

      “Why? Because of Kairi?”

      “One, Lara.” It’s unbelievable I have to remind him. “Two, no.”

      “Hey, I get it. It’s a code with you guys. First name only. But she’s not a hacker, right? She’s a gamer. She’d be floored. You might get some.”

      “No.” I shake my head. He’s pissing me off. Kairi’s right. We can’t be too cautious. I asked him here to check the place out. “She has a cash register out in the open, and she works by herself.”

      “Does she know I’m doing this security review?”

      The door swings, and she re-enters. She approaches our table, and he keeps his lips zipped.

      “Can I get you something to drink?” she offers.

      “No, thanks.” They check each other out right in front of me. Unbelievable. I should just leave.

      “Do you need anything else?” My mug is almost empty, so I pass it over to her. She looks at me like she expects me to say something. What did she ask me? I can’t remember, so I tell her thank you, and she goes back to the barista station.

      “Did you give any more thought to Santa Barbara?” Wolf gives no indication he grasps how annoyed I am. At him.

      “Was I supposed to?”

      “Yes. Why don’t you come with me to lunch? My laptop’s in the trunk.”

      “I told you to do what you want.”

      “But I think you’ll like the place. We need offices. That place of Kairi’s worked initially, but we’re shredding each other’s last nerve being on top of each other. Plus, Farmville is not your speed.” He slips a phone out of his pocket and slides it across the table.

      “What’s that?”

      “A phone. Your burners drive me nuts. This one’s secure.”

      I check it out. It’s an iPhone. I prefer BlackBerry. He’s already set it up. And there’s a directory with our team’s numbers. I have all the numbers memorized. I don’t need an address book.

      “How safe?”

      He explains this iPhone is supplied by the NSA and has EncroChat installed.

      “That’s still around? Didn’t the feds bust a ton of people using that?” I glance over at Firefly, but she’s not paying us any attention. I’d love to untie her braid and let her hair fall loose around her shoulders.

      “You’re not public enemy number one. You’ll be fine with this. At least keep it on you so we can reach you. Especially if you’re going to be working remotely.” I get messages through different messaging services our team uses on varying browsers. They can always reach me.

      A delivery guy straining with a large box enters. It’s the same delivery guy from the other day. I drop the phone into my bag. One more device to charge.

      “You want me to take this down to the basement for you?” the guy asks her.

      “No, I can get it.” Firefly answers without hesitation, her tone light.

      “Are you sure? It’s heavy. I almost used a pulley.”

      “Well, if you wouldn’t mind.”

      “Not at all, Vivi.”

      I don’t like how he looks at her or how he says her name with a high degree of familiarity. The name on the domain address for The Bookery is Vivianne Rossi. He called her Vivi. How well does he know her? And what’s in her basement? Books?

      A throaty noise from Wolf reminds me he’s still sitting at my table.

      “Want me to scope out the basement too?” The smirk on his face annoys me. My negative energy is high this morning. I should’ve run sprints. “Why don’t we leave now for lunch? It’s late enough.”

      And leave while she’s down in the basement with that guy? Absolutely not. He could attack her down there. She’s a sitting duck.

      “No worries. We’ll wait until she’s back up here,” Wolf says. The guy is so intuitive it’s frightening.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SOCIAL SECURITY

          

        

      

    

    
      Vivi

      

      “Be careful,” I call after the man with a Kevin name tag as he navigates the stairs with a box so large there’s no way he can see each step. It’s super sweet of him to do this. I didn’t pay the extra charge for delivery to the basement. He’s such a friendly guy. He probably doesn’t comprehend how much trouble he’d be in if he slipped on these stairs and his bosses had to use their insurance to cover the value of this shipment. “Careful,” I repeat.

      The musty basement odor strengthens the farther down the stairs we go. I recently converted the finished basement into a cellar, and I’m slowly filling it up with my private collection of California and French wines, thanks to regular winnings at the online Chicago auction house.

      Now and then, I’ll have a few friends over and light candles, and we’ll share wine and food down here. There’s something about eating in a cellar, especially one with a barrel brick ceiling. That’s memorable. I direct Kevin to the oak table in the center of the room, and he heaves the box onto it.

      “More wine?” Kevin asks.

      “It’s my thing.”

      The tip of his nose bumps the glass on one of the wine refrigerators doors. “You in wine clubs or something? I feel like I deliver to you every week.”

      “Does anyone live in this area and not join a few wine clubs?” I could tell him the back story on this shipment, but I seriously doubt he wants to hear about the historical sales value of these wines and why I believe I got a deal. My granddad would wax poetic about the vintage, the weather that year, the winemaker’s philosophy and approach, and keep the poor guy trapped in conversation for forty-five minutes.

      Kevin explores the space, his hands in his pockets as he peruses the perimeter of the room. Natural stone, original to the house, lines the walls. The ceiling is a feature I added. My guests love to peruse the exquisite wine labels.

      “Thank you so much for your help. You ready?” I gesture to the stairs. “I’ve got to get back up.”

      “Oh, yeah. How many bottles would you say you have down here?”

      “I have no idea. I really need to start keeping up with that, huh?” I comment more to myself than to Kevin as we climb the stairs, me leading him up the stairs this time.

      “Nah, I guess not. If you’re gonna drink it, why catalog it?”

      I do keep a record of all the wine I buy and sell. I need to for insurance, but I don’t feel the need to explain myself to Kevin. And while I don’t know the total bottle count off the top of my head, I have an Excel sheet on file that has the number readily available. But there’s room for improvement in my organization. I might have a list of my bottles, but locating them would be a time-consuming matter. My system would not impress Granddad.

      I close the heavy door behind Kevin, and he nods a goodbye.

      “Thanks again, Kevin,” I say to his retreating back.

      Mr. IT and his oversized friend are at the corner table speaking in hushed voices. I resume my position behind the counter, flip open my laptop, and covertly watch the two men. They’re both good-looking. The one dressed in black, the one who always dresses in black, is serious. His lips remain in a flat line as he converses with his friend. Or colleague. I don’t think lover. They don’t look like lovers.

      His friend’s back is to me, but given he’s straddling a backward-facing chair, Mr. Tech appears to be the older, more mature person counseling a less disciplined friend on a matter of importance. Maybe he’s the boss.

      The door swings open, and a couple enters. They are married. I can tell by the way they surround each other and point at books. The matching wedding bands. That’s another dead giveaway. The woman glances at me. She feels me staring.

      I turn my attention to my laptop and enter my screensaver password. I ignore a mustached man waffling in front of the counter as he’s reading the menu board and click on a message notification.

      

      
        
        
        Phoenix: Anywhere in the world? I’d say Napa. California.

      

      

      

      

      I blink. The world slows, and I scan the store. There’s no way. Out of all the places in the world, he could say—Somehow, he figured out where I am.

      He’s messing with me. Right? What are the odds? For all I know, he could be one of my customers. He could be Mr. Tech. After all, he’s the first person to ever stake a spot in my bookstore.

      His oversized friend rises and heads down the back hall to the restroom. Those dark frames tilt down, and his fingers type in a flurry.

      Huh. Let’s see. I type out my response.

      

      
        
        
        Firefly: Have you been there? Or is this based on travel blogs?

      

      

      

      

      It’s not the most original comeback, but all I need is to hear the notification. His fingers are flying over the keyboard.

      His friend or colleague returns from the restroom, and Mr. Tech turns his laptop so the other man can see his screen. If he’s Phoenix, he doesn’t care at all about the notification. Or he’s not Phoenix. A much more likely scenario.

      Ding.

      The high-pitched noise alerts me to a text. My fingers tingle. Mr. Tech and his bodybuilding friend are in deep conversation. If this response is from Phoenix, then he’s not Mr. Tech. Which, of course, he’s not the same guy. My imagination is bonkers. I need to rein it in. Try some focus vitamins.

      I scan my screen. There’s no message in the Zeitgeist app. Disappointment boomerangs inside me. The message is an actual text from Max.

      

      
        
        Max: Can I go in on Granddad’s birthday gift?

      

      

      

      I call my brother back. He answers on the first ring.

      “I got him a gift, and yes, you can go in on it.” We do this every year. Max doesn’t particularly care to shop.

      “What’d you get him?”

      “You know how Granddad wanted a 1971 La Tache?”

      “Sounds familiar.”

      “Well, I found two bottles.”

      “How much did you spend?”

      “Don’t worry about it. Just pay me what you were going to spend on his gift.”

      “You’re going to blow through your trust fund.”

      “No, I’m not.” Simply because he’s the big brother, he thinks he knows all. My business instinct might not be fine-tuned, but I have my sources for revenue. Not that it’s any of his business.

      “Celeste said she’s been trying to get you to meet her for lunch to go over the party menu.” An engine revs in the background.

      “I’ve told her more than once that I work. I can’t just leave for lunch in the middle of the day.”

      “You don’t have any employees yet? You can’t be the only one there. What happens if you get sick? Or need a day off?”

      Max is not wrong. I should hire employees. But the workload is manageable. And managing staff can be time-consuming.

      “Vivi?” He yells the question. The tractor engine roars. He’s pressing the accelerator, speeding to his next destination somewhere in the vineyard.

      “I told Celeste to go with whatever she wants.”

      “Me too. Gotta run.” He ends the call without a goodbye.

      Our grandfather’s eightieth birthday is in a couple of months. We’re doing our traditional birthday party in the vineyard, only this year it’s a surprise, and we’ve invited all of his friends. Celeste is insistent we make a big deal about this one, and she’s using the same space we let others rent out for weddings and parties. My grandfather is a social guy, but he prefers his crowds to be a manageable size. I have a nagging suspicion my sister is going to overdo it. In her defense, it’s not hard. He’s lived here his whole life. He, and by extension, we, have a lot of friends in the valley.

      Mr. IT’s water glass is empty, so I carry a pitcher of water over to refill it. I can see his friend outside with a phone to his ear. As I pour water into the glass on the table, he continues typing, focused, and I take the opportunity to glance at his screen. Just the top right-hand corner where a notification would exist. But his screen is black, and he’s coding.

      “Are you looking at my—”

      “No,” I blurt as he covers his crotch. “Oh, my gosh. No. No.”

      Frick. He thinks I’m looking at his crotch. But looking at his monitor is worse. So, I back away. One backward step. Then another. My heart is racing.

      I hit a hard wall—of man. It’s his friend. I spin around him and resume my spot behind the counter. I refuse to look at the corner. I pick up my phone and text my friend Chloe. A man thinks I was staring at his crotch.

      

      
        
        Me: I need alcohol. You free tonight?

      

      

      
        
        Chloe: Do you have cock tales???? Because I do!!!

      

      

      
        
        Me: With who?

      

      

      
        
        Chloe: This amazing guy. A Tinder find.

      

      

      

      There’s no such thing as an amazing Tinder find.

      

      
        
        Me: What’s his name?

      

      

      
        
        Chloe: Bruce Williams. And he’s so nice. He’s on a business trip for the rest of this week, but he’s back on Friday, and we’re going out.

      

      

      

      Bruce Williams, huh? I open the TruthFinder app and enter his name. There are too many.

      

      
        
        Me: Where’s he live now?

      

      

      
        
        Chloe: Here! In Sonoma.

      

      

      

      I enter his location. That narrows it down.

      

      
        
        Me: Do you know his birthdate?

      

      

      
        
        Chloe: OMG. Are you doing a background check?

      

      

      
        
        Me: Y

      

      

      
        
        Chloe: What is wrong with you? Why are you so paranoid?

      

      

      

      Because that is the world we live in. Why isn’t she paranoid? She spent three months dating a guy with a fetish for dropping his pants and exposing himself. He was on the sex offenders’ database. If she used TruthFinder, she would have saved herself three months of dating a perv.

      

      
        
        Me: What’s his horoscope sign?

      

      

      
        
        Chloe: Nice try. CUL8R? 7?

      

      

      
        
        Chloe: And when are you going to try Tinder? Or one of the dating sites with a psychological profile? You can have them reviewed, and background checked before hello.

      

      

      

      
        
        Me: 7

      

      

      

      
        
        Chloe: LMAO. At your wedding rehearsal, in my speech, I can say, “He had her with his background check.”

        Chloe: Not “He had her at hello.” Get it?

      

      

      

      Chloe has been my best friend since elementary school. She’s way too trusting and far too desperate to find a man. She needs me. I find a phone number for Bruce Williams in a White Pages directory. Then I enter it into TruthFinder. And lo and behold. Mr. Williams has an alias. And based on the data, it’s looking like Bruce Williams is the identity without a social security number.
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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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