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      It’s her fault. She shouldn’t have messed in our shit. I don’t care if it is her job. She says she’s the best but by the shocked look on her face she sure as hell didn’t see me coming.

      They’ll call it a betrayal, maybe even label me a traitor, but that’s not how I saw it. It’s survival of the fittest out here and the fittest, strongest I am not. But the smartest, hell fucking yes. I’ve played this information game for far too long, made too much money for this bitch to screw it up now.

      So when she wakes up, if she wakes up, I’ll make sure she knows this is her fault. If I had any heart left I’d feel bad for handing her over to the pieces of shit I call my business partners.

      To hell with the consequences, I’m already in too deep anyway.

      Come on, Agent Rizzo.

      Wake up.

      I don’t want you to miss this.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Lucia

        

      

    

    
      I’m an anomaly.

      A witch, if you believe some people.

      It’s why the CIA sought me out and laid every bargaining chip on the table to bring me on board. Little did they know the agency was where I always wanted to be. Where I’m destined to be.

      People think I can read minds. I can’t, well technically. What I can read are moods, body shifts, a target’s presence and most importantly when they try to keep their secrets buried. Uncovering lies and secrets, finding out what those are, is my job.

      Take my current subject. He’s lying, that’s obvious, but about what only time will tell. Which is exactly what I don’t have a lot of. This conversation has already gone on too long. I need more from him before writing an official report. Need to watch him, hear what he is saying but not really saying. The two glasses of wine alone in my hotel before this dinner were a mistake, they’re throwing me off my game. Or maybe it’s the half a box of Parisian chocolates I ate with the wine. But I am in Paris, who wouldn’t indulge a little?

      Crap. Did he just ask a direct question?

      Focus, Lucia. Turn your attention to the man across the table and not the deliciousness that’s waiting back at the hotel. This agent’s life is on the line after all. I’m sure he would appreciate it if I stopped daydreaming about chocolate.

      I swirl the last sip of red wine around my glass as the agent keeps talking, filling me in on his current operation and what intel he’s gathered so far. Dishes and glasses clink, murmuring and laughter fill the small restaurant keeping our conversation private. It was a perfect spot for this meeting, for this fake date.

      Gut instinct guides ninety percent of my judgments and decisions. The other ten percent is what the agency needs, what my boss likes to call substantial evidence. Within the first ten to fifteen minutes of meeting someone I can identify a liar, but saying ‘My gut told me he was a traitor’ isn’t an acceptable explanation to your boss when said agent is tried for treason.

      Who am I kidding, like an agent would actually get a trial. A rogue agent would just disappear into thin air one day with no questions asked or explanations to loved ones. Not that any of us have real relationships, not with the lives we live. It’s the lies. Most people can’t handle the unknown we work in and hate being left in the dark.

      “So that’s about it,” Agent Montford says with a sigh as he takes a sip of red wine. “I have to admit I’m confused as to why you’re here. Things are going smoothly, I’ve given intermittent reports to the necessary people. I’m growing in the organization and people are starting to trust me. What gives?”

      With a sigh of my own I lean back against the red leather of my chair. “You know how they are, even with all you’re giving them it isn’t enough. I’m here to get more information, in person, and I’ll report back to Langley. Simple.”

      That’s a lie. I’m here with specific orders to evaluate him as I’ve done with dozens and dozens of agents before him.

      His eyes skirt around the restaurant, bouncing from the front door to the window, bar area and back to the door again. Maybe the agency was right to send me, maybe he has turned. But that’s not the vibe I’m getting. He’s hiding something, that’s for sure, but a turned agent doesn’t fit.

      If it’s not that, then what? What is he hiding?

      “Can I ask you something?” He clears his throat a few times, a nervous habit that filled the first half hour of our dinner, and sits up straighter in his chair.

      I do the same to lean against the table shrinking the space between us. Damn, I hope he’s not about to ask me back to his place. He’s a nice guy but not my type. At all. No way I can be attracted to a man who weighs less than me.

      “Shoot,” I say and wipe my mouth with the white linen napkin before setting it on the table. “But let’s get out of here. We’ve been here too long plus this is a ‘date’ so why not take a walk around this gorgeous city. Maybe along the Seine?”

      He motions for the waiter and requests our bill. “Of course, and you know it doesn’t have to be a fake date, Agent Rizzo. I’m having a good time, aren’t you?”

      I wait to respond until the waiter leaves our table the second time. Once he’s out of ear shot I say, “I don’t mix work and personal, it’s a rule I’ve always had and always will. But I’m having fun, just won’t have more fun than this. Understand?”

      With a sulky nod he stands and holds out his hand to help me from the table. “Shall we?”

      I love Paris. Every time I’m here there’s a new remote street or side cafe I fall in love with. It’s the people too, they make this city spectacular. The way they love but have zero time for bullshit is fascinating. Even with the various spots of violence which have sprouted around the city it still holds onto the title ‘City of Love’ in my mind.

      The cobblestone is difficult to manage in heels but it’s worth it to see the city at night. I sigh and wrap my arms around myself. Each smell, the sounds of couples and friends at the corner café, everything I try to commit to memory. Too bad this walk has to be with Agent Montford instead of someone I would want to end up in my bed later.

      Geez, when was the last time that even happened?

      Shaking that sad thought from my head I loop my arm around his and lean against him for support. “So what’s your question?”

      The arm I’m gripping tenses. “Can I trust you?” he asks, his tone hesitant. “And I mean really trust you. What I want to tell you could get me killed. Hell maybe I shouldn’t even say anything.” He runs a hand through his sandy hair and looks over with a cringe.

      The insecurity and fear radiating off him confirms what I’ve been sensing the entire night. He’s not a traitor just unsure, too much self doubt rolling through his mind. What’s messed up is the agency probably knew this and sent me here to see if the kid is an asset or a liability. They see the mentally weak as a liability, and well, the weak don’t make it very long.

      “Go ahead kid. Tell me anything you want. This is your one chance to have someone to talk to who you can trust. What you say stays with me unless it puts me or someone else in danger, or compromises your mission. My lips are sealed.”

      He huffs a laugh and wraps an arm around my shoulder to pull me closer. “Kid? Really? You can’t be older than me.”

      But I am, just don’t look like it. The Italian genes I inherited from my parents make me look younger than the thirty-four years I am. Plus I do know I’m older than him. I read everything about his life on the flight here a few days ago.

      “You want to waste this opportunity of free speech discussing my age?”

      Those brown eyes meet mine then drift to stare behind me. “Are you as good as everyone says you are? I mean there are legends about you and you haven’t been at the agency long.”

      “Legend is a little overzealous, don’t you think?”

      “Your nickname is the wiccan. A good nickname is all you need for the foundation of becoming a legend.”

      Now it’s my time to laugh, really laugh. We pause for me to lean against the railing and stare down to the dark water below. The cool breeze off the water brushes my dark hair across my face. I pull the strands behind my ear as I say, “Yeah well let’s hope it stops there. The last thing I want is for everyone to know about me and my…abilities. Now what did you want to talk about? Clock’s ticking.”

      He leans his back against the railing beside me and rests his elbow along the metal. “Did you ever do this? Deep cover I mean.”

      I angle my head so I can watch him for a few seconds. So that’s what this is about. It would make the insecurity and fear from earlier make sense. To keep him talking I lie.

      “I haven’t but I want to.”

      “No you don’t. Trust me. If I would have known…It’s a bunch of shit. I’m scared all the time that someone will find out who I am and kill me, slowly. I have no real friends, no one can know who I am and in all this I’m losing myself. I’m forgetting who I am. No way you could want this. This life blows.”

      The water lapping below and the busy Parisian street above fill the long silence as we both become lost in thought.

      I clear my throat to respond but he speaks up first.

      “You have a hard job, I know that and I’m not saying mine is harder than yours, it’s just different. Do you have any friends back home?”

      “A friend, yes.”

      “Well I do too. Or I did at one time. I had to leave it all behind to do this op. Do you know how bad it sucks when your mom is sick or your only sister has her first baby and you have to learn about it all over a secure phone? I can’t go home. And honestly I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to again. The group I’m infiltrating is serious shit. Like fucked up, will kill you and your whole family and maybe even your lower school teachers if you cross them, fucked up.”

      He’s right. Based off the information in his file there’s no exaggeration there. The arms dealer he’s been working for is now dealing in the Middle East opium trade with various terrorist groups. We need Montford here, even if it is dangerous and he hates it. Which he clearly does and is on the path to breaking down.

      Maybe that’s why the boss sent me. To reassure him, keep him on the right path like only I can. When you have this ability to read people, finding what motivates them and pressing hard is an easy way to turn around any crumbling agent. I like to think I use my unique gift for good, but lately, with the different ops they have me running sometimes I wonder who I’m actually helping.

      Right now I can help him. Need to help him to keep him alive. If I don’t, he will end up dead at the bottom of this quiet river. That is something I’m one hundred percent certain of.

      Readying to dive into a motivational speech, I turn and lean against the railing, mirroring him, but movement in the shadows to our right catches my attention.

      I slide my hand into his and step closer, we are on a date after all, and have to keep up the façade if eyes are on us. “To our right, recognize him?” I whisper as I nuzzle his shoulder. His arms wrap around my shoulders, pulling me closer and putting my back to the mystery man, allowing him to get a better look.

      “It’s too dark to tell,” he whispers into my hair. His heart hammers against my cheek.

      “Well let’s go find out. Shall we?”

      We link arms once again and begin strolling down the walkway towards the bridge. When we’re fully under, hidden from the traffic above, a man steps from the shadows, an arm extended with a small caliber gun pointed at us.

      “Arrêtez,” he demands in a deep voice that echoes against the stones. “Donnez-moi votre sac à main et mon porte-monnaie.”

      Even with the stress of the gun pointed at us I feel Agent Montford relax a fraction. Good. Whoever this idiot is isn’t a threat to his mission or mine.

      “We don’t speak French,” Agent Montford says as he holds up his hands, palms up.

      “Give me wallet and purse and I won’t harm,” the man with the gun says and for emphasis shakes the gun a little on the last word.

      Ugh. Seriously. Can’t a girl just do her job and get back to her wine and chocolate? Now I’m annoyed. I cross my arms over my chest. “I’m going to go with no on that one. But thank you for asking.”

      The man lurches forward, his clammy hand wrapping around my forearm. “Yous stupid American bitches. I will kill you. Give me your money.”

      “First you say my purse and now you’re saying just money. Make up your mind man, I have a box of chocolate waiting for me back at the hotel. Good chocolate too, the kind dreams are made of.”

      His grip tightens, my hand starts to turn red from the lack of blood flow, and his arm begins to tremor with anger. “Baise toi,” he growls through gritted teeth. “Maybe I should take you instead. Good money for the big ones.”

      The big ones? Okay now I’m past annoyed and have moved right into being pissed off.

      The look I shoot Agent Montford is one that says ‘don’t you dare step in, this guy’s mine’. Or I think that’s what my narrowed brows and eye roll convey. I hardly ever have the opportunity to use the tactical training I practice every week in real life situations. This is the perfect excuse. Take down a mugger and teach him some damn manners while I’m at it.

      Like I knew he would, the idiot yanks me closer which I allow to give myself the advantage. Using the momentum I duck under his arm pulling the hand, and arm, which is still wrapped around my forearm, to his back. His grip falters. Before he can pull his arm back around I grip his wrist with my free hand and pull it up to the middle of his upper back.

      A stream of French curse words flows from his mouth. The hand with the gun starts to wave wildly behind him as he searches for a target. Shit. Forgot about the gun. Definitely need more practical, out in the real world, scenarios.

      With a curse of my own I grab the hand waving above his head and pull it down. He whimpers as his shoulder stretches beyond its natural limit. The gun slips from his hand and clatters to the ground.

      “Please, please don’t kill me,” he begs. “I wouldn’t hurt you.”

      When I glance up at Agent Montford he’s still in the same spot, but now keeping an eye out for witnesses.

      “Kill you? Seriously, that would be a mess and I don’t want to clean it up in these heels. But listen very carefully, monsieur, tonight you tried to rob the wrong couple but you’re going to live. The next time maybe the people won’t be as kind.” I twist his arms a little further making him cry out. “And yes you would have hurt me and my friend here. I can see it. I can feel the sick power you get from preying on the weak and defenseless. The headache you’re going to wake up with will be minor compared to what I really want to do.”

      “Police! Police!” he starts to yell.

      Before he can draw more attention I drop his arms and pick up the discarded gun, flip the barrel around to my palm and whack the heavy grip against the back of his skull. Mid yell he slumps to the cobblestone. The silence left behind is more than welcomed.

      Agent Montford steps to my right. “Well that was an interesting end to our date,” he says, no humor in his tone.

      I nod as I use the bottom of my dress to wipe my prints off the gun. “You drag him over by that wall and I’ll toss the gun into the river.” By the time I return from disposing the gun he’s dusting his suit off.

      We link arms again and start walking.

      “So, want to finish our conversation in my hotel room?” I ask not thinking of what I’m implying.

      “I, um, sure that sounds great. Thought you said—”

      His stumbling over words and the awkwardness in his tone makes me realize my mistake. I quickly cut him off. “To talk. You brought up some good points earlier about our…occupation and I want to help you. I can help you get through all those doubts and concerns. So let’s go back to my hotel. I wasn’t kidding when I said there was a box of chocolates waiting on me.”

      “Oh right, sure.” A hint of disappointment and embarrassment laces his words. Poor guy, for a brief second he thought he was getting lucky. But we have other things to get done tonight. Somehow in the next seven hours I have to convince him to not give up and give him the confidence he needs to follow through with this operation without getting killed.

      Ugh it’s going to be a long night, that’s for sure.

      I should have bought more wine.

      And snacks.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      It’s only five in the morning and the sounds of the city stirring awake drift through the windows. From my chair in the corner of the room I watch the young agent sleeping, stretched across my bed covered up with the blanket I’d pulled from the closet and draped over him after he fell asleep a couple hours ago. His breathing is deep and even, lips slightly parted. Wish I could sleep like that, feel that safe. My insomnia started in high school but worsened at West Point. Something about being surrounded, outnumbered everywhere by highly trained men, keeps you on edge. Even when I’m home I can’t get the kind of deep sleep the agent on my bed is snoring through.

      Wonder if I’ll ever be able to sleep more than a few restless hours.

      The phone tucked in the pocket of my terrycloth robe vibrates. Caller ID reads UNKNOWN.

      With a quiet groan, I shuffle out of the comfortable chair and tip toe to somewhere to talk and not disturb sleeping beauty. “I haven’t had coffee yet Jeremy so choose your words wisely,” I whisper. Phone on my shoulder squished against my cheek I close the bathroom double doors with a quiet click.

      “Why are you whispering?”

      “The agent I’m here to evaluate is still here, asleep on my bed. He looks so peaceful I don’t want to wake him. We were up until a couple hours ago.”

      “Screwing is how you read people now, interesting.”

      A very unladylike growl vibrates through the phone. “I told you I haven’t had coffee yet so easy on the jokes. We were talking. I accomplished the objective and will be on a flight home this afternoon.”

      Silence fills the phone. I pull it from my ear and check to see if the connection was lost.

      “Jeremy?”

      “I’m here, sorry. Someone just came into my office with something urgent for you.”

      “Again?” I sink to the floor. My back presses against the cold porcelain tub. My knees pull up to tuck against my chest. “I’ve been on back to back ops for the past month and a half. Who else is there for me to evaluate? I need a break or I might break.”

      “I know Lu, I know.” His voice so sincere it pulls at my heart. Besides Brooke, my normal handler, Jeremy knows me better than anyone. We started at the agency around the same time and have grown close since he’s filled in until Brooke’s return. He knows the past several weeks have taken a toll on me. “I’ll put in a request for leave after this next one. Promise. Plus it looks interesting.”

      My attention snaps awake. “Interesting how?”

      “It’s stateside for one thing.”

      That is interesting. I pull at the threads of the bathmat I’m sitting on and process the bit of information. “How is that even possible? Won’t the FBI get all bent out of shape if they hear the CIA is playing in their sand box?”

      “This is different. I’ll give you the basics of the op in the file for the flight home. Which, they want you back as soon as possible. Someone should be at your door…now.”

      A light rapping against the hotel room door makes my eyes roll to the ceiling.

      “The file will be on the plane waiting for you. Hey look at the bright side, at least you get to take the agency jet home. It has a wet bar, oh and I’ve made sure they stocked it with your favorite vodka. I also put in a special request to be waiting for you. Hopefully it’s still hot when you get there and makes your morning better.”

      The line disconnects. The rapping at the door now impatient and growing louder.

      “Coming,” I yell from the floor and push up with a groan. I rub my lower back to ease the stiffness. Maybe that chair wasn’t as comfortable to doze in as I thought.

      The bed is empty when I push the bathroom doors open. His blanket folded neatly at the end with a note on top. Ignoring the pounding at the door I pick up the hotel notepad.

      

      
        
        Thank you for saving me from myself. If you ever need anything I’m here.

      

      

      

      A small sad smile pulls at my lips. Hopefully I helped him and not just the agency. I want him to survive, so one day he might have a chance to meet that nephew of his. Not that I’ll ever know. I haven’t evaluated an agent twice and the agency would never go out of their way to tell me how he’s doing. That’s for sure.

      I pull the tie on the robe tighter, making sure everything private stays that way, and start for the door.

      One more mission then a break. I can do this.

      Hopefully it will be different than the other ops the past several months. Something needs to be different. Each operation, dissecting these agents, has been more exhausting than I ever thought it would be. A piece of me is fading away, the part that makes me Lucia Rizzo not just Agent Rizzo, the Wiccan.

      A break from the routine I’ve found myself in, something different, yes—all of that sounds perfect.

      I just pray it’s enough.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Gabe

        

      

    

    
      The boys yell back and forth from one end of the bar to the other drawing attention from the handful of other patrons in this shitty ass excuse for a bar. I shouldn’t complain. Shitty as it is, they let us be as loud as we want, fight out our differences when necessary—which is often—and enjoy cold beer. Cold beer being the key to keep the fights to a minimum.

      I sip my beer and look up and down the bar. Hell everyone came out. You would have thought ten days in the fucking jungle would’ve been enough to settle the boys and have them itching to get home to their wives or girlfriends.

      A petty officer sitting on the crappy stool to my right elbows my bicep and angles his head toward my phone laid out on the bar. “Wilcox, you going to get that?”

      “Wasn’t planning on it,” I growl and take another sip of beer.

      The screen flashes showing ten missed calls.

      Fuck.

      The tension from the mission sits just beneath the surface making the amount of missed calls more annoying than it should be. I roll my eyes and signal for the bartender to bring another longneck.

      “Seriously man, who’s blowin’ up your phone?”

      Rolling the new cold bottle between my hands I search my memory.

      Candice.

      No Casey.

      Candy?

      Obviously not that memorable but by the number of missed calls she thought I was. My men think I’m this big swinging dick who chases tail all day and ditches them the next. Which is part true I guess, but not the chasing tail part. They all come to me which is getting fucking boring. Plus with a girl comes all the clingy, jealous shit I try to stay the hell away from.

      “No one important, I can guarantee you that, man,” I sigh and go back to watching the Padres game on the old-as-shit TV above the bar.

      He laughs and slaps me on the back sending jolts of pain to radiate through the surrounding muscles. Not that I tell him that. Everything is still tense from sitting in one position for nearly twelve damn hours waiting for the perfect opportunity to strike and complete our mission so we could get home.

      “Damn man, you’re one cold hearted son of a bitch, you know that. Get them all lovesick on your dick and don’t call them back. That’s cold, brilliant, but cold man. Damn I miss those days. Speaking of which, I gotta run, my girl is going to kick the shit out of me when she finds out I came to the bar before coming home to her.”

      “You like it when she kicks your ass, don’t you try to deny it.”

      His smile widens, taking up his entire face. “Isn’t that the damn truth. See you tomorrow, Wilcox.” With one last clasp on the shoulder he tosses a twenty on the bar and heads for the exit.

      One by one the others slip out, leaving to be with the women they love and who love them. It’s just me and two of my men left; who are too busy sticking their hands up the skirts of a couple flirty girls sitting on their laps to bother with me.

      The phone rattles against the bar again. The annoyance from earlier returns ten-fold. The metal bites into my palm from my tight grip as I lift it to my ear.

      “Yeah.” I try to sound annoyed as possible hoping whoever is calling gets the hint now isn’t the time for damn chit chat.

      “G.” My annoyance slips a rung at Flakes’ voice on the other end instead of some broad I can’t remember. “We need to talk. Tonight. Meet me at the bar.”

      “Already here man.” There’s no concealing how put out I am. The ice bath and large bed will have to wait a little longer. “Come on, I’ll order you a beer.” I end the call and toss the phone back onto the bar.

      While I wait a young woman slides on the barstool next to me and orders a glass of white wine. I can’t hold back my snort of amusement. This isn’t a wine kind of place, beer and stale pretzels are their specialty. Not even the bartender knows how long that bottle of wine has been left opened. By the crinkle of the woman’s tiny nose she’s thinking the same damn thing.

      “Um, never mind,” she says and looks to my beer bottle. “I’ll just have what he’s having.”

      The bartender tosses the poured wine into the trash, pops the cap off a Bud heavy and slides it down the bar. I snag it before it can slide to the already-sticky carpet.

      “Thanks for that. Nice catch. I’m Becky.”

      I nod and go back to watching the game hoping she takes the hint I’m in no mood to entertain visitors.

      “Want to get out of here?”

      The mouth of the beer bottle hovers over my lips as I turn and stare her down with narrowed eyes. “What?” I ask and press the bottle to my lips, downing what’s left.

      “I mean you’re a SEAL right? You’re here at Coronado, huge as hell, and brooding over a beer. All the signs are there.”

      Keeping my eyes on the fuzzy TV I shake my head. “You want to fuck me because I’m a SEAL.”

      “No,” she says slowly to turn my attention back to her. “I want you to screw me so I have a story to tell my friends when I go back home.”

      Great so now I’m a fucking carnival ride. Free rides here might as well be written on my damn forehead.

      “Not my type sweetheart, but you can ask one of them.” I point the neck of my bottle down the bar to my two men who are still here. “I’m sure they’re up for a party.”

      “Not your type? Seriously, like men have a type when it comes to casual sex.”

      I take a deep breath in attempts to calm my annoyance with the curious as hell woman. “My type is a little harder to get, difficult to keep and feisty as hell. So yeah, based on our conversation right now, you ain’t it sweetheart.”

      With a sad huffing laugh she takes a swig of the beer and cringes. “She sounds…interesting. What else?”

      I turn to the door and pray Flakes walks in to save me from this conversation. He doesn’t.

      “Why in the hell do you want to know, sweetheart? I already said no to screwing you tonight.”

      She picks at the label on the bottle between her hands. “Intrigued I guess. Tell me. Please.”

      In sufferance I groan and shift on my stool to somewhat face her. “Women are clingy as shit right, I don’t want someone who’s going to ask what I’m doing, where I’m going, where I’ve been every damn second. She can’t get pissed when I can’t talk about where I’ve been or when I leave at a moment’s notice.” I take a sip of beer before voicing another piece of my perfect woman. “And bigger than the skinny shit that’s walking around these days. I hate feeling like I’m going to break a girl. That about sums it up.”

      The bar door opens drawing my attention. Fucking finally.

      “Well my buddy is here.” I raise my hand to order Flakes a beer but he bats my hand down and sits on the unoccupied stool to my left. He leans forward to get a good view of the woman beside me. My eyes roll to the ceiling. Damn Flakes.

      “Who’s your friend here G?” he asks and flashes a smile that usually has every woman in the room begging at his feet.

      I shrug and go back to brooding over my beer. “Just met her, she wants to fuck a SEAL.”

      “And?” Flakes asks looking between us. “You said yes right?”

      The woman speaks up before I can. “He said no, waiting on someone more difficult or something like that.” She leans forward, resting her tits on the bar, and smiles to Flakes no longer interested in me.

      Not that I give a rat’s ass. No way in hell could I end up with some broad who throws herself at someone like she just did. Where’s the fun, where’s the intrigue? Hell, the girls I’ve had lately have all been missing that challenge aspect.

      Flakes reaches over and holds out his hand. Which I notice is already missing his wedding ring.

      “Well I’m a SEAL and easy sounds pretty good right now. Give me ten minutes with this guy.” He smacks me hard on the back. I stifle back a grunt. “And I’ll come find you. You have a hotel room close?”

      They have to be kidding.

      “Yep, two blocks away. Here’s my cell.” My attention stays on the TV as she jots down her number and slides it across the bar. “I’ll be waiting. You know if you can talk this guy”—she inclines her head to me with a smirk—“into joining, I would be down for that too.”

      Turning on the stool he watches her flat ass as she leaves. “Fuck dude, how can you turn down something so easy? What the hell has gotten into you?”

      “Easy that’s why. And what the hell man, I thought you were cleaning up your shit for your damn wife? Don’t go screw it up again for an easy lay.”

      He reaches around, snags the full beer the easy woman left and takes a swig. “I need easy nowadays man. Life is hard shit and being married isn’t all it’s cracked up to be. She knew who she married, not sure why in the hell she’s trying to change me now.”

      “It takes two people to get married you damn fool. Why did you do it if you knew you’d never give up your side tail?”

      His incredulous laugh rubs my already-frayed nerves. After chugging the beer he slams the bottle against the bar and turns to face me straight on. “You and your screwed-up idealist picture of marriage. You really think one girl could make you, Gabe fucking Wilcox, God’s gift to fucking women, happy for the rest of your life? When all I’ve ever seen from you is a revolving door of blondes and brunettes coming from your apartment. Come on stop chafing my ass and realize no one stays faithful in marriages anymore, that shit’s for the Amish.”

      “The what?”

      “There was some damn show about them last week. It was interesting. Give me a break and stop busting my balls. We have shit to talk about other than my damn love life.”

      With the bottle I motion for him to continue. He shakes his head and stands. “Not here, let’s head out to the pier.”

      I toss two twenties on the bar and follow him out the door. Damn this isn’t good. We’ve been friends since the academy, we can talk about anything, anytime, anywhere. We’re over separate platoons, there isn’t any confidential work for us to discuss. Our teams haven’t worked together in a while.

      Our boots pound the wooden planks. What the hell does he need to talk about way out here?

      He pauses half way down and leans against the wooden rail. I do the same on the opposite side. The ocean at night, when the dark water and sky mold into one, scares most people but not me. Out here with the smell of salt water, cool breeze I’m free. Freedom I can’t find anywhere else. The ocean is where I’m the best and there isn’t any situation that could arise I can’t handle. There’s comfort in that. A comfort the moment I stepped foot on this pier had all the anger and annoyance from earlier slipping away. For the first time since we landed I’m able to take a full, easy breath.

      Only to tense up again.

      “We have a problem,” Flakes says and paces between the railings. “I was called to CO’s office today.” A muttered curse slips. “I know, tell me about it. Seems they think I have a fucking damn rodent in my platoon.”

      “What?” He can’t be serious. A mole. In the SEALS. Not likely.

      “I’m fucking serious man. This isn’t something I’d prank you on and you know it. There have been some messed up missions lately I haven’t filled you in on. We’ve missed several objectives and it’s not because of my men. CO thinks someone is leaking intel, letting the bastards know we are coming.”

      “Fuck.”

      “That’s what I said.”

      “What are we going to do?”

      “We? This is my damn problem not yours, Wilcox. Don’t think you can jump in and save the day, be the fucking hero, like you always do.”

      I turn from the water to press my back against the wood, crossing my arms over my chest. “Careful, Flakes, you sound like a bitter bitch right now.”

      He runs both hands through his cropped dark hair and interlaces his fingers behind his head. “Shit, I know. Sorry. I’m just…what am I going to do?”

      The roaring of the waves against the shore fills the silence as I give him a few beats to think it through before tossing out my ideas.

      With a huff he says, “Doesn’t matter what I would do anyway.” He drops his hands and tucks them into the front pockets of his jeans. “CO says they have a solution. We will know more tomorrow. He wants to debrief both of us.” I arch a brow. “I don’t know why you too. Just repeating orders. Anyway sounds like they want an outsider to help us identify this son of a bitch.”

      I push off the rail and stand. “An outsider? Seriously.”

      “I know. Don’t worry we’ll run the fucker off and handle this on our own. If I have to deal with one NCIS jackass who thinks his dick is the biggest. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. I just needed to vent, thanks G. We’ll get it figured out.”

      With a nod I turn and go back to watching the water. “Text me what time tomorrow. And let me know what you need Flakes. I’m here.”

      “Thanks.” He takes a step then hesitates. “Hey if the wife calls you—”

      I shake my head and roll my eyes. He knows better than to ask that shit. “I’ve never lied to your wife, Flakes, and I’m never going to. Stop being a horses ass and get a divorce or stop messing around on her.”

      “Right, whatever. Bye man.”

      My bed calls but I can’t resist the ocean calling stronger. Begging me to stay a while. It only takes a couple minutes to make it to the far end of the pier and I’m sitting on the ledge, feet dangling over the water.

      A mole.

      There’s no way. How can that even happen with our small teams? Hopefully it’s a mistake but that would indicate Flakes is just shitty at his job. Maybe the intel is corrupted before it even gets to us.

      The guy they send to sort this shit out better be good. There’s no mediocre in the SEALs and we will run their ass off our base if there’s even a hint of incompetence. Hell. An outsider. This is going to suck. Maybe I’ll get called out for a long stint so I miss most of the investigation.

      Doubt I’m that lucky.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Lucia

        

      

    

    
      Exhausted, I push my apartment door closed with my back and drop my bags. After the clattering of the bags hitting the floor there’s nothing. The silence which welcomes me is comforting and depressing. Not even a snotty cat or lazy goldfish here to greet me. For the first time in a long time a sense of loneliness creeps into my gut.

      No. Not going to stand here and dwell. This is the life I chose. What I wanted and worked my ass off for. I’m where I need to be. Once I’m at the next level, then I can stop and think about something other than my career.

      Tossing the keys and files on the coffee table I stride for the kitchen. I sniff the opened bottle of wine and cringe. It’s tossed into the trash, which smells equally as bad. I start the hunt for the bottle that never goes bad.

      Teetering on my tiptoes I open the cabinet above the fridge and grab the half full bottle of Kettle One. I twist the cap off, grab a high ball glass out of the cabinet, blowing into it to get the dust out, and pour some in. Somehow the ice has freezer burn, wasn’t aware that was a thing, but still plop a couple cubes into the glass and take a sip. The cold liquid hits my stomach making it churn and growl as a reminder. I need to eat.

      Not even bothering to look in the fridge I lean a hip against the counter and stare at the side covered in take-out menus. I love to cook but the last two months of being on back to back operations have made grocery shopping pointless. As I skim over the menus my attention falls on the magnet holding up a Chinese menu. It’s from Brazil. I got it about seven months ago when I was there evaluating an agent the agency thought was going rogue. He was. That was an interesting trip.

      Looking over the entire fridge I scan the multiple magnets.

      Sixty-three varying magnets in total. Sixty-four if you want to count the one I haven’t unpacked yet.

      Sixty-four cities in less than two years. No wait in a year, this tradition started within the last twelve months. The agency would kill me, literally, if they knew I kept a souvenir trail, a visible one at that, but I like it. They make me feel, real I guess. Which wouldn’t make sense to most people.

      I pull the Chinese menu off the fridge and take it, the vodka and my tired ass to the living room and collapse onto the couch. After ordering the right side of the menu, plus soup with extra wontons, I lay down using the armrest as a pillow.

      The drink is smooth and relaxing, exactly what I needed. My gaze lands on the manila files scattered on the coffee table.

      A mole in one of the SEAL teams. Wow. Jeremy wasn’t kidding when he said it would be interesting. Definitely different than what I’ve been doing. The files were brief, just the basics of the assignment and the location were listed.

      A knock at the door makes me bolt from the couch and grab a gun I have hidden between the couch cushions. No way King Wong’s has gotten faster since I’ve been away. Gun cocked and loaded at my side I peer through the privacy hole.

      What the hell?

      I push my bags aside with my foot and pull the door open. My boss eyes the gun in my hand.

      “Agent Rizzo.”

      I hold the door open for him and Jeremy to come in.

      “Sir. Jeremy.” They watch as I head back to the couch, grabbing the drink off the side table on my way. “To what do I owe the pleasure gents? I thought I was scheduled for debriefing tomorrow morning.”

      My boss smiles. “Welcome home. Yes, you were scheduled for the debriefing but the file you read on the plane is much more urgent. We can discuss Agent Montford at a later date.”

      I prop my boots up on the table. “Okay.”

      “Did you read the file?”

      “Yes sir. Seems a lot of critical information was missing. I’m guessing that’s why you’re here.”

      “Yes, we wanted to discuss the specifics in person.”

      I nod for him to dive into it and take a cold sip.

      “There is a second objective to this mission.” I feel my brows raise a fraction with intrigue. “The SEALs and CIA have long ties together, sharing information, assistance when needed and of course future agent prospects. We were in talks of recruiting one of their senior officers to the agency when the suspicion of the mole came up. They gave us authority to recruit this SEAL if we send an agent down to help identify their mole.”

      Why would that need to be said in person? He’s holding back. I eye him then Jeremy as I sip my drink, trying to figure out what’s really going on. With the CIA you never really know.

      “Okay,” I say slowly. “I understand the importance of getting the mole and recruiting this senior officer you want. What else aren’t you telling me, I feel like you’re holding something back still.”

      With a chuckle he says, “Damn, nothing gets by you does it Agent Rizzo?”

      “Not typically.”

      “I knew you’d be the perfect agent for this particular operation. What I haven’t mentioned, we don’t want to give the mole any indication we are investigating the situation. You will go in undercover. Agent Dungan will fill you in on your cover story after I leave.” He clears his throat and widens his stance a fraction. Why is he preparing for a fight? “Now for the names. The man you will be recruiting is Sr. Officer Gabe Wilcox, I’ve instructed Agent Dungan to prepare his file for you to review on the plane. I cannot stress enough how desperate we are to have this man on our team, Agent Rizzo. His strategic ability is beyond anything we’ve seen. The Commanding Officer believes officer Wilcox has the potential to have his job one day.”

      I nod but keep my lips sealed. He’s not done.

      “There is only one platoon which will be under your surveillance. Over the past several months it has been this particular platoon who has been affected by the intel leak. They believe the mole is on that team since they are the only ones, outside the CO, who have the mission information.”

      “Okay, great one platoon. It won’t be—”

      “And it seems you know the senior officer of the platoon. Which is where my only concern is of sending you on this operation instead of another agent.”

      “What? Sir, I don’t know any SEALs. I was army, remember? I don’t know anyone in the navy.”

      “He wasn’t a SEAL when you met him.”

      He pauses, building my anticipation. I lean forward bracing my elbows on my thighs. “Just tell me! I’m dying here. Who do I know?”

      “Sr. Officer Anthony Hackenbreg. As I understand it, he goes by Tony instead of Anthony.”

      Tony Hackenbreg. Tony Hackenbreg. Tony Ha….oh you have to be kidding me.

      “You’re joking.”

      “I’m not, Agent Rizzo. Will this be a problem? I’m told you two had an intimate relationship at one point.”

      I stare wide-eyed for a few seconds before giving a harsh sarcastic laugh. Of course that idiot is a SEAL. His massive ego wouldn’t let him be anything less. Little surprised he passed their psychological exam.

      “Sir, no. Just no. Whatever you read about that blip of a relationship, which I would love to know how you even knew about, I can assure you it was nothing. At least to me it was nothing. And I’m sure Tony has long forgotten about me. It’s been over a decade.”

      His narrowed brown eyes say he’s not buying it. He can think whatever he wants. It’s the truth. This won’t be an issue from my point of view.

      “Another hurdle. Sr. Officer Hackenbreg has indicated interest in joining the CIA. Quite a bit of interest. We are not interested in him—”

      “Not surprising.”

      He shoots an annoyed look but keeps going. “He and Sr. Officer Wilcox, whom you are tasked with recruiting, are friends. They graduated from the Naval Academy together and have been side by side through their military career. You will have to, not only, identify this mole, but maneuver between their relationship to recruit Sr. Officer Wilcox without Sr. Officer Hackenbreg knowing. Since he is the officer over the platoon in question we do not want him to know we’re passing him over until the operation is finished to prevent any unfavorable actions from his part.”

      Hope this Wilcox guy is worth it all. He’s making the next few weeks a lot more complicated.

      “Do you understand everything I’ve said, Agent Rizzo? Do you understand the importance of you succeeding on all points of this operation?”

      “Yes sir, I do. Crystal clear.” Kind of. If he could tell me how to get all this done that would be amazing, but I guess I’ll have to figure it out along the way. Reading people I’ve done, but recruiting someone, this is a new one.

      A nod and he turns for the door when someone pounds against it. Both men draw their side arms and angle them toward the door.

      I shove off the couch with a smile and grab my wallet from my purse. “Calm down you two, it’s just my dinner.” Shouldering past Jeremy, I pull the door and smile at a familiar face but the kid doesn’t return it. Instead he shoves the food into my arms, keeping his terrified eyes locked on the two guns behind me.

      “Agent Rizzo.”

      I nod but start pulling food from the plastic bags, organizing it on the coffee table in the order I want to devour it.

      “Lucia.”

      That pulls all my attention. He never uses a first name. Ever.

      “This is very important to the agency, if you succeed I’ve been told the promotion you’ve been working towards will happen.”

      The chopsticks in my hand clatter to the table.

      Stunned, I don’t respond. I’m still staring at the door after he’s gone. The couch dips as Jeremy settles next to me.

      “Jeremy,” I say in a mix of wonder and disbelief. “Did he say what I think he said?”

      He leans forward and grabs the chopsticks from the table and places them back in my waiting hand. “He did, you can use me as a witness if they ever try to deny it.” Styrofoam crinkles as he opens the various boxes. Delicious smells grow stronger, infiltrating the entire apartment. “Did you order for me too?”

      Snapping out of my daze I turn and stick my tongue out at him. I twirl the chopsticks in my hand as I pick up the first course then dig in.

      “So here’s the rundown of what’s going to happen tomorrow—”

      “Tomorrow,” I groan around a mouth full of dumplings and shove another in.

      Jeremy cringes in disgust. “That’s so nasty, don’t talk with your mouth full. Didn’t anyone teach you to be a lady?”

      “Shut it, go on.”

      “Tomorrow.” He shoots an exasperated look before continuing. “You’ll meet with Commanding Officer Williams, Wilcox and Hackenbreg. Now your cover story. You’re a reporter writing a piece about the SEALs. Their training, life as a SEAL, hell whatever bullshit you want to spin really. I thought of a cover name you’d appreciate. ‘Gracie Lu Freebush’.”

      “Seriously?”

      “What? You love that movie.”

      I set the empty dumpling box down and reach for my soup and wontons. “What if those guys have seen the movie?” Yum crunchies.

      His head shakes slowly. “You’re kidding, right?”

      “No, I’m not. I’m sure they have girlfriends or wives who’ve made them watch that movie. What if they recognize the cover name?”

      He leans back against the soft leather and rubs the bridge of his thin nose with his finger and thumb. “If they did it was just for a reward fuck and weren’t paying enough attention to remember anything.”

      “A reward fuck?”

      His hand falls to the cushions. “Yes. It’s the only reason men watch those stupid chick flicks. The reward lay.”

      I furrow my brows. “A reward for…”

      “For letting you pick the movie. Not pitching a damn fit when you choose, yet again, a chick flick. For not playing on our phones the entire time. For acting interested. We deserve a reward for that.”

      “Do you now.”

      “We do.”

      “I don’t think that’s a real thing.”

      “It’s a thing.” With a sigh his eyes close. “Seriously you’ve never given a guy a reward fuck for watching one of your stupid movies?”

      Glancing away I reach for my drink and take a long sip to give me time to think of an answer. Jeremy’s wanted more from our friendship since our first meeting at Langley. Him filling in for Brooke has been nice in some ways, awful in others. It’s been nice having an established relationship with the person guiding me through each op but his feelings have intensified the past couple months with the almost daily communication between us. Even though I’ve told him, multiple times, it won’t happen between us, he gets awkward, jealous even, if the topic turns toward me and another guy.

      “Okay, fine Gracie Lu it is. Got it, what else?”

      “Great, I’ll get that information to them tomorrow morning. We’ve rented a house, great view too, to support your backstory of living there full time. Only the CO and I will have the address and anyone else you need to give it to, of course.” He bites at his lower lip. “So, you and this Tony guy.”

      I set the empty plastic soup cup down and turn to him, resting the side of my head against the couch. “It was some random guy in college. A huge mistake.”

      He nods but keeps his eyes trained on the nonexistent spot he’s trying to wipe from his suit pants. “Don’t look at me that way Lu. I know it’s never going to happen between us. It’s fine. I’m fine.”

      The corners of my mouth dip. Seeing him disappointed like this kills me but he’s right, we will never happen. He’s a great guy and will make some woman very, very happy one day but not me. Not that I know what or who is for me since I haven’t found a guy who sticks around for long.

      “Be careful on this one, Lu.”

      I sigh and play with the tip of my ponytail. “I’m always careful. How long have I been doing this now and I always come home.”

      His brown eyes shift allowing me to feel his apprehension of what he’s about to say. “I know, it’s just…these guys and you. You have a way with men. I don’t want you to get hurt okay. Don’t let any of them get close, Lu. The last thing you need is one of them falling for you.”

      I don’t hold back my snort. “Right, because there’s an actual risk of that happening. Those guys only want to get laid and fight. Plus, to me, they’re the enemy. I’m Army remember? If I were to go for a trained killer I’d have to find an Army Ranger.”

      He just shakes his head and runs a hand over his face. When he looks again the smile he’s plastered on isn’t convincing.

      “So.” I nudge his shoulder. “Want to watch Netflix while I unpack and pack again?” My voice chipper in hopes to turn his sulky mood around.

      “Nope.” He slaps his thighs and stands. “It’s been a long day, I’m going home. Night, Lu. Wheels up at 0800.”

      “Night,” I yell as the door closes behind him. My gaze shifts from the door to my unpacked suitcases still by the door needing my attention. I should unpack. Start some laundry so at least a few pairs of underwear will be clean. Instead I procrastinate grabbing my phone from the coffee table and text my best friend.

      

      Me: You remember that one night stand I had in college? With the Naval Academy guy? I think I told you about him one night. Pretty sure I did.

      

      I smile at the instant little thought bubble and snuggle down to wait for her reply.

      

      Brooke: Which one?

      Me: There was only one Navy guy.

      Brooke: Tell me again. I’ve got the time. It’s going to be a long night here.

      Me: Everything okay?

      Brooke: Besides the fact I think the child I grew in my uterus for ten months is actually the spawn of Satan? Not really.

      Brooke: Okay that’s harsh but damn I need some sleep. And quiet time.

      Brooke: And of course, we’re almost out of coffee. How am I going to survive the night like this?

      

      Instead of diving into the Tony story I tap the Amazon app and search for a case of Starbucks coffee. I stare at the shopping cart for a second before adding a case of wine to the order and click purchase. Coffee and wine, her two life bloods, will be delivered to her doorstep within two hours.

      

      Brooke: You there? I can’t have sex for another couple weeks so tell me all the juicy details about this Tony guy. Was he hot?

      Me: We met after a football game. In a bar. He was getting into it with a few of my buddies so I intervened.

      Brooke: What you mean is you provoked him, verbally chastised him and got him to take the first swing.

      Me: Maybe.

      Brooke: I love you. Such a bad ass. When I get back to work I want you to teach me all your ways. I could use the workout to lose some of this baby weight.

      Brooke: What happened next?

      Me: Once we got into it the whole bar got into it. Somehow we ended up outside making out.

      Brooke: Making out. What is this? High school? Get to the good stuff.

      Me: The owner of the bar threatened to call the cops so we split and ended up in his hotel room. It was okay. The next day I didn’t want to hang around so I tried to bounce but he caught me sneaking out and we ended up spending the day together. He left that night to go back to Annapolis.

      Me: He got my number, tried calling dozens of times. Sometimes I’d pick up just because I felt bad straight up ignoring him but he was such an ass. I can’t even start to guess how many texts he sent me over the next several months.

      Me: It was all a little too much. Plus I could see through his game, no way I’d want to get involved with someone like him.

      Brooke: Did you tell me why we are talking about this and I’ve already forgotten?

      Me: Nope. Just so happens he’s part of my next op.

      Brooke: Shut your mouth. That will be awkward. What are you going to say when you see him?

      Me: I don’t know.

      Brooke: Hopefully he’s forgotten about it.

      Me: A guy like Tony? No way. His big ego wouldn’t let him.

      Brooke: Have fun with that.

      

      I toss the phone to the floor and stare at the ceiling. Brooke was right. It will be awkward on his end. He became pushy trying to see me after that weekend. To the point of being creepy.

      Thinking back, I might have even told him that. Great. This is a shit show and I’m not even there yet.
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      Warm, dry air fills my lungs with each deep breath. The ground crew unloads my luggage from the plane and puts it in the black Camaro waiting near the tarmac. The directions I pull up indicate the rental house is twenty minutes from the airport, another fifteen from there to Coronado.

      I glance at my watch and tally the time I have before the meeting and hop in the car. If I hurry I’ll have time to stop at the store for the necessities, drop off everything, freshen up and get to the base with minutes to spare.

      Perfect.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      After putting away the groceries and unpacking, plus setting up the usual safety measures, I take a second to freshen up before heading back out the door. Not wanting to show up in my travel clothes I change to my favorite black suit and a crisp white blouse. The blazer helps conceal my large chest and the pants are tailored to make me not look quite as hippy as I actually am.

      Not that I don’t love my curves, because I do, it’s just, I’ve found, men take you a little more seriously when you’re not throwing your sexuality at them. It’s something I’ve dealt with since West Point, maybe even since high school. All guys see is a set of big boobs, great curves and green eyes instead of my better, less superficial, assets; two undergraduate degrees from West Point in Communication and Psychology and a Master’s Degree in Human Behavior. All that plus my four years in the army are the last thing men ask about. Instead they dumb down conversations the moment I enter the room or flat out assume someone who looks like me can’t understand the high-level information they’re discussing.

      Apparently the egotistical men I’m surrounded by believe a woman can’t be beautiful, smart and kick ass. Until they get to know me that is. There’s something about the mixture of fear and awe in their eyes when they realize I can read through their bullshit lies and fronts that makes my heart happy. Sometimes with the particularly arrogant agents I find enjoyment in pinpointing their insecurities and exposing them in front of their peers. It’s a fun game I always win.

      Shaking my head to refocus I tighten my grip on the steering wheel and try to pay attention to the directions being shouted from the phone.

      Ten minutes early. Of course. I’m early to everything. Being late, or even on time isn’t an option. Ever. After backing into a spot I leave the car running for the A/C to keep blowing while I wait. Wait and watch. Blue fatigued men and women storm between the various buildings. All looking like they are pressed for time or have something urgent to hand off.

      These men are larger than the average agent at Langley. Hell even the army. In
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open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

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

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

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

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

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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