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        I’m Back!

      

      

      

      The last issue, #44, was dated May 2017. I was already starting to get behind at that point, so it really didn’t hit the stands until the late fall of 2017.

      And that was it. Nothing since.

      You see, that fall my wonderful (and very talented) wife’s heath was getting worse. And I was losing my focus on the writing as we worked hard to try to figure out what was even happening. No real clue.

      And other than Kris’s closest friends, no one knew how bad she was getting. And Kris even hid it from our close friends for the most part.

      And to make matters worse, I was spending a lot of time at WMG Publishing trying to get it through a rough patch. So putting out another issue of Smith’s Monthly at that point seemed to just be impossible.

      And honestly, it was.

      With the help of a great friend, I decided Kris needed to be near some of the top hospitals in the world. And away from where we were living, where she couldn’t even go out to a restaurant, let alone anything else she wanted to do.

      So my friend and I, while we were down here in Vegas on a poker trip, found a great condo just blocks from the medical district and a month later I had Kris sort of packed and in our van headed for Las Vegas.

      She started getting better almost at once. And within a couple of months she was active and getting energy back. Without a doctor’s help.

      It seems that Kris is one of the many, many people in the world who have a severe allergy to mold. It is a genetic thing, the scientists just figured out this last year. That’s why Kris was getting sick and I was not while living in the same house.

      Although, in hindsight, I did get feeling better here in the dry air and sunshine as well. So a side-point. If you have a chronic illness and are living in a damp part of the planet, you might want to look at your environment. We lived in a huge house overlooking the Pacific Ocean in Oregon. And the house leaked at times. Nothing was obvious on the surface. Nothing. But it almost killed Kris.

      After that I spent most of the next year cleaning up the mess we left on the Oregon Coast, writing some, but not finding my footing here in Las Vegas until this last summer and fall.

      I didn’t want to start this magazine back up again until I felt sure I could once again fill it. And that I could handle the work it takes to produce an issue and get it out.

      Seems that 2020 is the time. As I write this I already have four issues done and ready for formatting. I have learned InDesign again and will do all the layout of the paperback versions.

      So for those of you who have waited and wondered what happened, I want to thank you. I hope over this year I can make the wait worth it.

      But no matter what, it feels wonderful to be back.

      

      
        
        —Dean Wesley Smith

        January 16th, 2020
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      Ghosts Marble and Sims, with their new roommate, accounting superhero Canyon Stevens, must face a problem worse than death:

      A perfect cup of coffee.

      A cup of coffee so good, orgasms nearly resulted from a single sip.

      Yeah, that good. And that dangerous.

      Another wild day in the ghost-life of sexy Marble Grant.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Black Coffee

          

          A Marble Grant Story

        

      

    

    


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      It’s a rarely known fact that when you are dead, everything just tastes better.

      And I do mean everything.

      Two months before, my wonderful girlfriend Sims and I had invited Canyon Stevens to come live with us. We had started out just caring for him after a surgery because he was a superhero and we had saved his life.

      It turned out that for two women ghost agents, having a real living superhero in the house had come in real handy for a lot of things.

      Now granted, he was wonderful eye-candy, with muscles that sort of rippled on his very, very real and very much alive body. And he had a face that made every man and woman turn to look at him when he walked by.

      Even better, he had no idea how good-looking he was and was the most down-home nice guy either of us had ever met.

      But wow, just wow, was he a looker. I don’t think there was a night that Sims and I didn’t sigh audibly when he came out of his bedroom in his sweatpants and a T-shirt to watch some television.

      And, on top of being the most handsome, funny, and smart living man I had ever met, he had been cooking for us. And that man could cook.

      I mean food. Cook food.

      He was a new superhero in business, but both Sims and I were convinced he should move over to work for the gods of food and fine dining.

      He was making our wonderful condo in the Ogden in Las Vegas feel like a slice of heaven every day with the smells of his latest meal and tastes that often just make me close my eyes and sigh.

      And since both Sims and I were dead, it might be said we did live in heaven. I loved Sims and the two of us just fit together like I had never fit with another woman, or man before. And sex with Sims was insane, so much so we often didn’t go an evening in a week without making love.

      And, of course, having Mr. GQ walking half naked around our wonderful place didn’t hurt in firing up the engines for Sims or me. We were both healthy women who swung on the gate in both directions.

      Our two-bedroom condo that Poker Boy had bought for us to live in was modern, with a wonderful, state-of-the-art kitchen where a girl could sit at the counter and look out through expansive windows at Las Vegas. And if you went out to the table on our patio, the view was of the Strip.

      Both Sims and I had started making it a habit to sit at the kitchen counter for a different view. We would just sit there and talk and watch Canyon cook.

      It was like a dance of beauty as far as we were concerned.

      And his sense of humor kept us all laughing at the same time.

      Both of us had often wondered if Canyon was interested in seeing if ghosts and superheroes could make a threesome in bed as well as in saving people in the real world.

      But it was a moot point at the moment. Sims and I had a problem having sex with anyone real. We could not yet touch much of anything physical.

      In fact, until Canyon moved in with us, we had a wonderful living area of soft couches and chairs with a television on the wall that we never turned on because we couldn’t.

      Neither one of us could even push a button on a remote. How sad was that?

      Not a great deal annoyed us about being dead, but that one detail did and we worked on it all the time. Both Sims and I really needed to learn how to touch real physical things, make them move just a little. Not only would it come in handy at times when we were trying to save someone, but for real-life things like turning on a light switch or a television.

      But since we had both been dead less than a year, we were told by Jewel, our mentor and a ghost agent more advanced than we were, that the touching skill was still in our future.

      Now, on normal days, I was the last person awake of our little team of superheroes and ghosts. Canyon was always gone, off at work in his expensive, tailored suits, when I came staggering out of bed to get my coffee.

      And Sims would have gone out on her own a few times as well. Once I got my sorry ass moving, we then worked together in the afternoon and early evening. Then we would spend time at home together with Canyon for dinner. After both Canyon and Sims were off to bed, I headed out for a late-night patrol.

      As ghost agents, our job was to help people where we could. We could merge with people, read their thoughts, their problems, and give them help or direct them to help with planted suggestions or memories.

      A couple times in our months together, Sims and I had run into some really nasty people, but almost all people were just normal people, with normal worries and hates and loves and such.

      We also found medical problems at times, which is how we had met Canyon and discovered he was a superhero like we had been before our deaths. And we had saved his life.

      This morning, expecting no one to be in the kitchen when I came staggering out, I was surprised to see both Sims and Canyon sitting at the kitchen counter sipping coffee.

      And neither of them had on their happy face.

      But wow did the kitchen smell wonderfully of coffee, maybe the richest smell I had had the pleasure to experience. Usually Sims just brought me a cup of coffee from a nearby coffee shop. But this morning Canyon had brewed some fresh.

      I had started wearing a bathrobe to the kitchen for my pre-shower coffee after Canyon moved in, so as I poured a cup, I said, “I suppose I really shouldn’t ask.”

      “Get your shower and your coffee,” Sims said. “Then we’ll talk over your breakfast and our lunches.”

      Canyon nodded. “We ran into a situation that will take all three of us to deal with.”

      I nodded and turned to head back to the bedroom with my coffee mug in my hand. As I went, I took a sip.

      And damn near had an orgasm right there at the edge of the kitchen.

      The coffee was rich, had a flavor I couldn’t identify, but didn’t mind, and just sort of went into my system like a shot of drugs.

      Now I know that things taste better when you are dead, but I don’t think my heart could handle coffee tasting this good every morning.

      I turned and looked back at both Sims and Canyon who were still not smiling.

      “What the hell is this?” I asked, pointing at my mug.

      “Incredible coffee, isn’t it?” Sims asked, picking up her mug.

      “By far the best I have ever tasted,” I said. “Where did you find it?”

      Canyon frowned. And even with a frown he was still the most handsome man a girl could dream about.

      “That’s the problem we need to talk about,” he said.

      Great, just great.

      The problem was the best-tasting coffee I could have ever imagined drinking. It was going to be one of those days in heaven.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      I finished my amazing mug of coffee and my shower in record time and was back in the kitchen with Sims and Canyon before Canyon had a sandwich made and some eggs and toast cooking for me.

      Canyon was wearing his dress shirt and slacks and had his suit coat tossed over the back of a bar stool at the counter. Sims wore the same basic thing she and I wore every day. Tennis shoes, jeans, and expensive blouses. Since we were ghosts, we could see no reason to dress up for going out to work since no one could see us anyway.

      Canyon made one sandwich for himself and Sims ate the ghost element of his sandwich. It didn’t bother the flavor for him at all. The eggs and toast and bacon I was eating would get tossed out in the real world because all I would do would be to eat the ghost element of them.

      However, Canyon said he would save the bacon for sandwiches later.

      I noticed that neither Sims nor Canyon were drinking coffee when I arrived and the coffee pot was empty and turned upside down in the sink to be rinsed out later.

      We all took our food to the dining room table and as we all started eating, I slowly managed to dig my brain out of the last dream I had been having when I woke up.

      Finally, I asked, “What was that coffee thing all about?”

      “This morning,” Canyon said, “I was meeting with a young couple about a startup they were trying to put together. They wanted to expand their small coffee shop out near the old Boulder Highway into a chain of shops.”

      “Seems a little small-fry for the types of things you normally deal with,” I said to Canyon.

      Canyon nodded. “I look at all levels, usually above this sort of thing, but I was asked by a friend of theirs to look at what they were planning and see if I could maybe get them to the right level of funding.”

      “They have a decent plan?” Sims asked between bites of the BLT sandwich.

      “They did, actually,” Canyon said, nodding. “Some basic beginner issues, but their plan was solid and their income on their small first store showed the potential.”

      “So what went wrong?” I asked.

      “While I had them filling out some forms for me,” he said, “I looked up their location and some pictures of their place. A normal small coffee shop should not be doing those sorts of income numbers. So I dug deeper and found that every picture and article showed lines of cars down the block for their drive-up and half-block lines for their walk-up window.”

      “I can believe it,” I said, remembering that cup of coffee and how it tasted. It felt almost addictive.

      “You guys have those little alarm bells in your head when something feels wrong?” Canyon asked.

      “I call it my little voice,” Sims said, nodding.

      “Mine actually sounds like a bell on a small store door,” I said, “which I have to admit is a ton better than say a Star Trek door-swoosh opening sound.”

      Canyon laughed and Sims smiled.

      “I hear that swoosh sound every time I kiss you,” Sims said to me. “I am pretty sure it’s the sound of my panties falling off.”

      Canyon, bless his heart, blushed and I just laughed.

      “So you had alarm bells go off,” Sims said. “So what did you do?”

      “I said to the couple that I was interested in helping them, but would need to see their place and sample their coffee.”

      “And that’s when you sampled their coffee and brought some home for us?” I asked.

      Canyon nodded. “The moment I tasted it I knew it was too good to be true. But I honestly have no experience in this sort of thing.”

      “We need to go find out what they are doing,” I said to Sims.

      “Give us the address,” Sims said to Canyon as we stood and both pushed our plates in.

      Canyon gave us the address. I knew exactly where it was.

      “What do the young owners look like?” Sims said.

      Canyon gave us a quick description and said they should either be there or at their small office in a nearby warehouse.

      “We’ll be right back,” I said.

      I sure hoped that this coffee was real and legitimate. But the little warning bell in my head was telling me it wasn’t going to be.

      And that we needed to be damn careful.
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      Only four young college-aged kids were working in the roadside coffee shop. It was the size of a small bedroom inside and smelled so thick of coffee I bet you could almost drink the air.

      All four of the college kids were efficient and friendly and had no idea about anything other than getting tips and getting as many people through the lines as they could. We checked all of them out quickly and then jumped to the office in the warehouse.

      Only the young couple was there.

      The office was small and stark, with a room behind the office that functioned as a supply warehouse for their one shop. There were two metal desks, a computer on each, one window beside the door, and tile on the floor. The lighting was hanging fluorescent. I felt more like I had stepped into a prison than an office.

      The woman was working on an accounting program on a computer and the guy was on the phone with a supplier of some sort.

      Both of them looked like any young late-twenties couple. He had short hair, she had medium black hair, and both wore dressy clothes that were not expensive, clearly still on from having their meeting with Canyon. They both wore matching wedding rings and both looked intent.

      “The guy first?” I said. “Let’s go in together and be careful?”

      Sims nodded. “Something feels very off here and damned if I can spot it.”

      “Feeling the same way,” I said.

      I took her hand and we stepped into the guy sitting at the desk.

      And it was like sinking into a black pool of ink.

      No thoughts, just pure blackness.

      Evil blackness.

      I yanked Sims sideways and we tumbled to the ground beside the guy.

      We both lay on the dirty tile of the office floor, panting, staring up at the guy as he went on with his phone call as if nothing was wrong.

      Then it finally dawned on me what I was seeing.

      The guy’s aura was almost black. So was the woman’s aura.

      “No aura,” I said to Sims as I tried to catch my breath.

      She nodded.

      When we had trained, we had learned to look at people’s auras to get a sense if they needed help or not. Everyone had colorful auras and we had used the training to just sort of link in with our gut sense.

      No wonder we thought something was wrong here. We didn’t even notice that both of them had almost no aura. And that what they had was black.

      “Back to the condo,” I said.

      Sims nodded and a moment later we were standing beside Canyon in our wonderful kitchen, breathing hard.

      We needed help and we needed it quickly.

      “Jewel, emergency.”

      Jewel was one of the ghost agents who had trained us. Jewel had been a medical doctor when alive and she was the one who taught us to look for heart problems in people that had then saved Canyon’s life.

      Jewel appeared, looking worried.

      Canyon was also looking worried at our reaction.

      “What does it mean when someone has nothing but a slight black aura?” Sims asked a half-second before I could.

      “And inside them is pure blackness,” I said. “No thoughts, nothing.”

      “How long were you in there?” Jewel demanded.

      “A second, maybe two,” I said.

      She nodded. “I’m coming in.”

      She stepped inside me and I could feel a wave of slight heat wash through my body.

      Then she stepped out and did the same for Sims.

      “You are both clear,” Jewel said after she stepped out of Sims. “No infections and I put up a shield just in case I missed something.”

      “Infection?” Sims asked before I could get the word out of my panicked brain.

      Jewel nodded. “You just came in contact with pure evil. That blackness, once spread, could take you over completely.”

      “So that’s what happened to those two people?” Canyon asked.

      “You touched them?” Jewel asked, turning to Canyon.

      “Shook their hands,” he said.

      “I’m coming in,” Jewel said.

      She disappeared inside of Canyon, then came back out a moment later, nodding. “You were also clear and I gave you a protection as well.”

      Canyon’s handsome face looked white and he nodded his thanks.

      “So tell us how you found these people,” Jewel said, pulling out a chair at the dining room table and sitting.

      I sure wished I could move a real chair like that.

      Sims and I sat in our normal chairs that were already pulled out and Canyon took his normal chair.

      And for the next ten minutes we carefully relayed to Jewel everything that had happened for the three of us this morning.

      Including drinking the coffee.

      After we were done Jewel sort of looked at something above her for a moment and then nodded. “Magic. Magic that has already gone black.”

      I didn’t even know magic existed until that moment, let alone that it could go black.

      But I sure didn’t like the sounds of it in the slightest.

      Sims took my hand and squeezed it. Clearly she didn’t much like it either.
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      Jewel spent the next fifteen minutes explaining to us that what seems like magic that superheroes and gods do is actually just talents we all have. And that we practice and improve on like practicing music.

      But actual magic does exist in the world and when used, almost always turns black fairly quickly and corrupts the user. There is no such thing as good magic.

      “So the coffee beans are magical?” I asked. “That’s why they taste so good?”

      “I would bet that was the case,” Jewel said. “More than likely this young couple picked up this magic skill at some point to help their business. And when magic is used for selfish purposes like that, it turns black even faster.”

      “What about all the people drinking it?” Sims asked. “Are they contaminated now?”

      “No,” Jewel said, shaking her head. “Thankfully it doesn’t work that way. But we will have to check back on all of the couple’s suppliers and their workers.”

      “I have all their records at my office,” Canyon said. “They were very complete in trying to get the financing.”

      “Good,” Jewel said.

      “So what do we do now to stop this?” I asked, almost afraid of the answer. I really never wanted to get near anything that black again.

      Jewel just shook her head. “Cleaning out this kind of thing is way above all of us. Now it’s time to bring in the big guns. The use of magic is one of the worst crimes in all of the world. And there are entire forces of gods and superheroes who have the task of just containing and stopping the use of magic. Our job is to find it. Nothing more.”

      Both Sims and I nodded.

      I felt relieved, more than I wanted to admit.

      Jewel looked upward slightly and focused. “Laverne, we have a magic problem.”

      A moment later the most powerful god in all the world appeared.

      Canyon scrambled to his feet and Jewel and Sims and I also stood, but a little more calmly. We had been around Laverne, Lady Luck herself, a few times already. Canyon had as well, but he had been drugged up at the time after his operation and I was sure he didn’t remember.

      Laverne had on a power suit that fit her trim frame perfectly. She had her dark brown hair pulled back tightly off her face that gave her a stark look.

      “Magic?” Laverne asked Jewel.

      “A pretty bad infestation,” Jewel said, nodding. “These three found it this morning.”

      Laverne looked at Sims and me and then at poor Canyon who looked like he might faint at any moment. As a new superhero, you just never imagined you would ever meet the most powerful god of them all.

      “You make sure they are clean?” Laverne asked.

      “I did,” Jewel said. “But would not hurt for you to do so as well in case I missed something.

      Laverne nodded and sort of waved her hand at the three of us standing beside the table. Again I felt a wave of heat pass through me. I imagined that would be what a hot flash would feel like, but knew I would never get that personal hell since I had died and my periods stopped cold.

      As I said, being dead was like living in heaven.

      “They are clean,” Laverne said. “Now, we need to get started cleaning out the infection.”

      “It is the owners of a small coffee shop down off the old Boulder Highway,” Jewel said. “They did something to make their coffee taste better.”

      “I have all the information about who they are, their suppliers, and so on in a file at my office.”

      “Good job, everyone,” Laverne said. “Canyon, come with me for the file and I’ll get it to the right team to clean it all up.”

      Canyon and Laverne vanished at that moment.

      “Very good job you two,” Jewel said, smiling at me and Sims. “But next time, if you see a black aura, don’t go near it.”

      “Oh, trust me, we won’t,” I said.

      “I don’t even think I’ll ever drink coffee again,” Sims said.

      Jewel laughed. “No need to go that far.”

      “Oh, good,” Sims said.

      Jewel laughed and then vanished.

      Sims and I slumped back into our chairs at the dining room table.

      “We got lucky,” I said.

      Sims nodded. “That could have been so, so much worse.”

      At that moment Canyon appeared back at the dining room table and also slumped into a chair. His face was pure white and he looked like he had just had a near-death experience.

      “Lady Luck thanked me and smiled at me,” he said, his voice like a small child opening a wonderful gift on Christmas.

      “Fantastic!” I shouted.

      Sims agreed and we just kept smiling at our shaken superhero.

      Finally Canyon took a deep breath and looked up. “And then Lady Luck said I needed to start practicing jumping from one place to the next if I was going to work with and try to keep up with you two.”

      “You can teleport?” Sims asked.

      I was stunned. If he could that would be such good news.

      “I think so,” Canyon said, nodding.

      “Into your bedroom,” I said. “Now. Don’t think about it. Just jump there.”

      He vanished and both Sims and I started applauding.

      He appeared a second later, grinning from ear to ear.

      “It seems Lady Luck likes the idea of our little team,” I said.

      “She really does,” Canyon said.

      “This deserves a celebration,” Sims said, clapping her hands together and laughing.

      “I think what I need is a drink,” Canyon said. “Maybe two.”

      So out we went drinking and then dancing.

      Lots of dancing, lots of drinking.

      The three of us dancing was so much fun. I had no idea that dancing after death was so much fun.

      Celebrating our team and our first really major win felt right.

      And as the evening went on, only a few people looked oddly at the handsome man in the silk suit laughing and dancing alone on the dance floor.

      After all, it was Vegas and things like that happened in Vegas.

      Besides, we were there with him. He was far from really alone.

      And we all three loved that.
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      An elderly woman makes couples disappear right off the Las Vegas Strip.

      Poker Boy and Patty must first stop her and then rescue the lost couples from some unknown place in time and space.

      A story of aging, of love, and sanity.

      And maybe just a little sex as well.
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          A Poker Boy Story
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      When your girlfriend appears and tells you that there may be a problem, any sane man perks up and pays attention.

      Close attention.

      I’m Poker Boy, a superhero in the poker universe, and my girlfriend, Patty Ledgerwood, aka Front Desk Girl, is also a superhero. So not only could a “problem” be in our relationship, but it could be something that meant the world was about to explode, and we had ten minutes to save everyone or die trying.

      Yeah, that saving the world thing has happened a few times. Honest.

      So when she appeared and said that there may be a problem, it was sort of a double “pay attention” moment.

      Patty still wore her white blouse, brown slacks, and brown vest from her front desk job at the MGM Grand.

      I’d just finished playing in a poker tournament down at the Golden Nugget, so I was still in my black leather coat, fedora-like hat, and jeans that; is my superhero costume for the most part.

      I hadn’t expected Patty to get off work for a few more hours, at least. So I’d gotten some fries and a vanilla milkshake, and was sitting in the big diner booth in my office, just eating and staring out over the city, enjoying the moment of quiet.

      Superheroes don’t get many moments of quiet, and, if I’d realized that, I would have also realized the moment was about to end.

      “We got a problem,” Patty said, appearing beside the booth and sliding in next to me and taking a fry.

      I did the right thing and perked up, paid attention, focused on her, and asked, “Good problem, bad problem, world-ending problem?”

      Granted, not the smartest thing for a boyfriend to say, but she had caught me by surprise.

      “I don’t honestly know,” Patty said, munching her fry and looking worried. “Never seen anything like this before.”

      She took another fry and motioned for me to follow her over to the window.

      My office is an invisible glass cube that floats about a thousand feet in the air over The Las Vegas Strip. A few extra chairs and the old diner booth that sits in the very center of the room are the only furniture. I had put a wooden railing all the way around the inside of the glass to kill the feeling that any moment we might fall off the black-and-white tiled floor to our deaths on the hot pavement below.

      Patty pointed to a woman on the street corner near the front of the MGM Grand main entrance. From this height, the woman looked to be in high heels, wearing a very short mini-skirt and a blouse. She had a big orange purse over her shoulder.

      It was a hot September day out there, so that street corner must have been over a hundred degrees the way the sun radiated off all the concrete in this town.

      A couple of our adventures had started with us looking down on the street below, but this sure didn’t seem like an adventure, or even a problem. I was feeling no sense of worry or dread or anything, other than a desire to go back and finish my fries and milkshake.

      We watched for a moment as a couple near the curb moved slightly to go around the woman. The couple seemed to be arguing, and not happy with each other in any fashion. The woman reached out and touched the man, sort of like she was handing him a flyer or something, but I didn’t see anything in her hand.

      Then, still arguing, the couple seemed to walk into an opening in the air and just—vanish.

      “What the hell?” I said, blinking to see if I had actually seen what just happened.

      Again, I had no sense at all of danger from the woman, no sense that any harm was coming to the people who vanished.

      “So, you’ve never seen this before?” I asked Patty as we both watched the woman stand there, seeming to just be casually waiting, like a hooker on a street corner. Now that I looked a little closer, she sort of looked like a hooker, even though they were illegal in Las Vegas. Of course, that didn’t stop them much.

      “Never,” Patty said. “But I’m not getting a sense of danger from any of this.”

      “Neither am I,” I said. “But we

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/poker-boy-portal-web.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR
DEAN WESLEY

e y,,’j
wx ) : ,.n

“THE PORTAL
OFWRONG LOVE






OEBPS/images/wmg-logo-biblioboard.jpg





OEBPS/images/smiths-monthly-cover-45-epub.jpg
sz MONTHLY
JANUARY 2021

Original Stories,

s Novels, and Articles

|

|
1 '

DEAN WESLEY SMITH

sUp

A Cold Poker Gang Novel





OEBPS/images/black-coffee-marble-grant-45.jpg
USA Today Bestselling Writer

Sbya
= =)\ COREEE

A Mag?le Grant





