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      Readers, Thank you for following along and reading everything I put out. I truly appreciate every sale, every email, every review.

      Sandie- you’re awesome. Thank you for the input! And the stress relief! Lol
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      This will be a surprise to some of my people, probably. Months ago I ran a contest to come up with the name of my hero. I wanted something strong but not frilly, if you know what I mean, and I had a bunch of fabulous entries. I settled on the hero’s name being Jack Arcadius Bishop, and the name was suggested by several people.

      Courtney Weaver Tenisci -Jack Robinson aka Smokey

      Bishop

      Sue McIsaac John (Jack) Robinson after my dad, retired as a master chief after 30 years. His navy buddies knew him as Robbie, but I think the call sign Faster would be good especially since he might be a step slower now.

      Jodi Statucki Jay Jack Danielson

      Jackie Edwards Arcadius - a king from Greek mythology who was turned into a bear
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      Andrea paused at the bottom of the steps, loaded trash bags swinging from her hands. She glanced up and down the alley, trying to see what had spooked her, but nothing stood out. It was after eleven o’clock. Most of the rest of the businesses on this street had closed down already, but she found that business picked up around eight or nine, after the college kids had eaten some kind of dinner and wanted to settle in to study for a while. Mary Washington University and Germana Community College were three blocks down the street and brought in the bulk of her business. College kids. During the day she also got a lot of traffic from the businesses in the opposite direction. The location of her coffee shop was in a magical area that catered to all types and never seemed to run out of customers, even though she didn’t have a drive-thru like the more prolific chains.

      Since she’d started The Daily Grind three years ago, it had been going like gangbusters. But her help, mostly college kids working their way through school, was spotty at times. Which was why she was carrying trash outside. This was normally a job she delegated, but there had been no one to delegate to tonight.

      It was fine. She’d done it before and she would do it many more times, probably. The Daily Grind was her baby, her empty nest career change that would carry her into retirement and keep her from turning into a crazy cat lady as she waited for her kids to have babies. After they’d left the house for college, she’d needed something to occupy her time. She’d seen the storefront on a walk and decided to take a chance.

      She heard the thump again and looked down the alley. Oh, there was just a trash can rolling against the side of a dumpster. Nothing sinister in that. She crossed the alley and threw the bags up into her own dumpster, then turned back to the shop. As she let herself in, she flicked the lights in the store, indicating that the midnight closing time was only fifteen minutes away. There were a few people inside and they started gathering up their belongings, getting ready to go.

      Ashlynn was cleaning the counter and restocking, making sure that the busy morning shift had everything they needed to get going. Mornings were always hard and fast moving and they didn’t have time to chop fruit or condense bottles, so the graveyard shift took care of it.

      As she stopped at Ashlynn’s side, the girl looked up with a grin, white teeth flashing in her oval face. “We’re about done, ma’am.”

      “Yes, we are dear. Thank you so much for staying over. Tristan is usually so much more reliable than he has been recently.”

      Ashlynn’s face fell a little. “Well, he’s having problems with his girlfriend. I think she’s a little jealous of his job.”

      Hm. Yes, she’d heard that before actually, and she could only shake her head at the notions of young people. Times had changed and if she was a twenty-two year old who’d found a job she loved, there was nothing that was going to stop her from being there. But then, twenty-two had been a long time ago for her, and the generations had changed.

      Andrea looked at Ashlynn more closely. Something about the girl’s expression suggested that there was more to the story. “Is it just the job the girlfriend is jealous of?”

      Ashlynn shot her a guilty glance. “Well, not exactly. She thinks Tristan and I are too friendly, so she’s been riding him about changing shifts and stuff.”

      Andrea sighed, wondering if her day manager Luke had already been dealing with this. “Well, if Tristan doesn’t man up and grow a pair, he’s never going to get anywhere in life.”

      Ashlynn giggled, covering her mouth with her hand. She nodded. “That’s pretty much what I told him the other day.”

      “Then that’s all you can do,” Andrea told her.

      They finished breaking down the coffee shop, refrigerating everything they could. The last three customers departed with waves and Andrea locked up the shop behind Ashlynn as she left. She walked to the back of the shop, made sure the dead bolt was latched and the alarm set. She flicked the lights off, leaving just a few on as nightlights. Then she headed to the locked stairway door on the far side of the storage room. Keying in the code on the deadbolt, Andrea let herself into the stairway, latching the door behind her.

      When she’d found this location, she thought she would be getting the coffee shop and that would be enough. But when she realized that there was a roomy apartment above the shop, it had seemed ridiculous not to take advantage of it. Both kids had just started college at the time and they were a little traumatized at the thought of not having somewhere to go on breaks and holidays. Happily, that worry had faded, due in large part to the fact that they would still have the beach house to get away to. Andrea sold the suburban house they’d lived in for the past few years and moved the equity into this building; she had more than enough room for them to come visit. She opened the door to her apartment and sighed, glad to be home.

      It had taken some renovation, but the place suited her perfectly now. The main living area was a long, open room with hardwood floors and huge windows. One end of the room was her kitchen, with white cupboards, gleaming white quartz countertops, and industrial copper fittings. It was a take on the kitchen Dorian had built her years ago, when he’d been invested in their marriage.

      She smiled when she thought of her late husband. He would have appreciated this place. The girly touches would have made him wrinkle his nose, but he would have shaken his head and leaned down to kiss her. As clear as a bell, she could hear, ‘whatever you want, sweets’, echoing through her head. It was what he’d always told her when he’d given in to her wishes.

      Before.

      She tried not to think about the after part. She wasn’t even sure what the line between before and after was, other than a deployment to Afghanistan back in twenty-ten. Before the deployment, their marriage had been solid, she’d thought. After, though, it was like some switch had been flipped in Dorian’s personality. He’d returned a bitter, suspicious man and it had soured their relationship. Looking back with twenty-twenty vision, she’d realized later that had been when the affair had started.

      Not what she wanted to think about right now.

      Andrea moved through the apartment, restless, absorbing the bite of the dark night. She’d been feeling unsettled, and she wasn’t sure exactly why, other than something had been bothering her in the shop recently. She’d caught a couple of hints of conversations, nothing concrete enough to pinpoint. Just…whispers. Words she didn’t like. There was a spot in the hallway where a person could stand and it acted almost like a wind tunnel, pulling the draft coming in the front door all the way through to the back, catching up bits of conversation as it went. In that one spot you could hear things from across the room clear as a bell. Too many people in the room muddled the reception though, and that had been the only time when she’d heard the whispers of danger, when it was crowded and hard to distinguish who had said the treacherous words.

      She’d watched for the past couple of weeks, looking for faces that came in regularly. There were a lot of regular customers, though; far too many to remember them all. The security footage showed the same. Too many threads to untangle.

      Andrea stayed vigilant, though. There was something going on in her shop, something off. She had a gut feeling that whatever it was, it was something dangerous and she would figure it out.
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      Two days later, it happened. Andrea was helping out on the short-handed morning shift. She was in the hallway, rolling silverware at the drinks station, when she heard a distinct threat, and she heard it clearly. “The Americans will never know what hit them,” a man’s voiced hissed.

      Trying not to be obvious, she looked up and through the shop, trying to identify the speaker. It was packed, of course. Midday lunch rush. There were a couple of small groups, but most of the patrons were singles, with earbuds in their ears and laptops open in front of them. She looked at the groups. Most were college kids she recognized, regulars who came in when they had free time between classes. And none of them had the same intensity as what she’d heard in the voice.

      There was one man toward the front corner, wearing a black hat. Was he the one? Was his position in the corner the reason why the acoustics were working the way they were?

      He glanced up surreptitiously but didn’t seem to notice her watching him. She got a good view of him, though. Mid-twenties, thick dark hair curling from beneath the bill of the cap, olive complexion, large, hooked nose. His eyes seemed to be a pale color, not the dark brown she would expect. The man looked like anyone of the multitude of international students that came into her shop to take advantage of the free WiFi.

      His demeanor was different though. There was a studied casualness to his posture, like he was really trying not to yell at whoever was on the other end of the line. At one point he hunched down and she could see the anger in every line of his body as he hissed into the phone. “…not enough. We need more…”

      His mouth continued to move but she lost the sound of his voice as a new group entered the shop, talking and laughing. Andrea gritted her teeth in frustration. She watched as the man turned to his computer again, typing as angrily as he’d been speaking. She didn’t know how the keys didn’t rattle off the board, he was striking them so hard. Why hadn’t she ever noticed this guy before?

      “We don’t have time,” the man said, voice low.

      Andrea watched him swipe a hand through his dark hair, dislodging the hat. Then he seemed to realize what he’d done, because he jerked the hat back onto his head, hunching closer to the computer, whispering fiercely into the phone. Now she couldn’t hear anything.

      In desperation she grabbed a rag from the clean-up cart and started wiping tables. Her concentration was totally on the man in the corner, though she started at a table a distance away from him. Once she thought she felt him looking at her, so she forced herself to focus on the table beneath her hands, wiping hard like something had dried on the surface. Slowly, cautiously, she worked her way to the table next to his. He was still hunched over the table, but she distinctly heard, ‘I know it’s a lot of money but kids need food. We’re going to keep them alive for a while.’

      A chill rolled through her and it took everything in her to continue swiping the table like she’d heard nothing. Deliberately she straightened and turned to the next table, a little to the left of him along the wall.

      “Hey, you,” a man’s voice called.

      It took Andrea a moment to realize she was being called. She turned and looked at the man in the hat, fear slicing through her. Had he spotted her watching him? For a solid heartbeat she was paralyzed with fear, then she thought of her own kids. Digging deep, she firmed her spine and turned, determined to gather as much information as she could about the man.

      His eyes were cold as he looked at her. “I see you here a lot.”

      Andrea nodded. “Yes. I work every day.” She didn’t want to tell him that she owned the place. Not that it would be hard to figure out. “Was your coffee good?”

      He glanced at the cup beside the computer, then back to her. “Average.”

      The guy was blunt. “Was there something wrong with it? We’ll replace it with a new one if it was made incorrectly.”

      He shook his head and waved his hand at her in a shooing motion. “Leave.”

      No, he wasn’t blunt. He was just a dick. It took everything in her to turn away without a sharp retort to put the man in his place. She’d been a Navy wife for twenty years and raised two kids as mouthy as their father. She didn’t tolerate rudeness in her shop from anyone, but she couldn’t risk scaring this guy off. So, biting her tongue until she tasted blood, she turned back to the table she’d been cleaning and continued. The man didn’t say anything else so he was either waiting for her to leave or he’d hung up on whoever he’d been speaking to.

      Andrea finished with that table and stopped to chat with the couple at the next, asking about their coffee. They were the antidote to the man’s rudeness, going on about the coffee and the homemade scones she offered. She only listened with half an ear, though, because the man began murmuring behind her again. Thanking the couple for coming in, she moved to the drinks station to rinse out her rag.

      Luke, the daytime manager, was looking at her a little oddly but he didn’t say anything. Andrea lingered at the drink station, hoping that she could hear more of what the man was saying, but he seemed to be done. The phone was gone and he worked on his computer like the rest of the college kids in there.

      Had she actually heard what she thought she heard? She was almost positive she had. Abandoning the cleanup cart she headed into her office. With the click of a few buttons she had the security footage up on the screen. The man was in the corner of the screen on camera two, the one that looked at the front door. She zoomed in to watch him speak into the phone and she found the exact point when he said the words running through her head.

      We’re going to keep them alive for a while.

      Fuck… Her heart raced and she had no idea what to do.

      Who did she call? There was no way this couldn’t be reported. Children were in danger. Dorian and Jack had been the ones with the connections…

      Jack would know where to report it.

      Drawing her phone from her pocket she paged through until she found his name, then she hesitated. As much as she wanted to talk to him again, or even see him, things had been strained and awkward when they’d parted last. She scrolled on down the list looking for someone else she could call. Local police would have no idea what to do with this probably.

      Roger Mann! She could picture his kind face perfectly. He’d been with the CIA a few years ago. Was he still?

      Before she could change her mind she pressed the call button. It took half a ring before Roger picked up. “Mann.”

      “Roger, it’s Andrea Winters. I’m not sure if you remember me,” she started.

      “Of course, Mrs. Winters. It’s been a while though. How have you been?”

      “Good, thank you,” she answered automatically. “Roger, I’m calling because something potentially dangerous is about to happen and I wasn’t sure who else to call. This kind of seems right up your alley.”

      Andrea related where she was and explained about the acoustics of the shop, then about the bad feelings she’d had over the past couple of weeks and the man in the ball cap. She could tell Mann was taking notes because he had her repeat a couple of things.

      “And you have this on video?”

      Andrea winced, though he couldn’t see it. “Kind of. I looked through my security footage and I see exactly where he said the part about keeping the kids alive for a while, but there’s no audio.”

      “Can you send me a clip of that footage?” He read her off an email address. “Let me look at this and talk to a few people and I’ll get back to you.”

      “You have permission to wiretap my place or do whatever you need to do,” she laughed, though it sounded a little forced. “I really hope I’m completely misreading the situation but I wanted someone to know just in case.”

      “You did the right thing, Andrea. Absolutely. If you see this guy again or hear anything else suspicious let me know.”

      “I will,” she said, finally able to relax a little. “Thank you, Officer Mann.”

      Andrea hoped that she’d done enough. She sent the clip to the email he’d provided her, then sat back in her chair. The lunch rush had come and gone, and with it, the man in the ball cap. Curious, she fast forwarded in the footage to the point where he’d left. It looked like he continued to type on the computer for a while, then he closed up the laptop, wound up the cord and put them both into the black backpack he carried. With a final glance around his area he made sure he had everything, then left the shop. There was one camera outside, but it was mostly to view the front door and who entered. It went up a section of the street to the alley behind the shop, but didn’t show any more. For a moment she watched where the man disappeared. Nothing. Then a black motorcycle flashed by. Had that been him?

      She hated this sick feeling in her stomach. It was like she’d just been hit with something big and emotional again and she was reeling, trying to find solid footing.

      She pushed up from the chair and left her office. She paused long enough to say a few words to Luke about not feeling well before heading up to her apartment. She just wanted to sit down without anyone around and have some time to herself.
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      Jack stared at the name on the phone. Silas ‘Crash’ Branson. What the fuck did he want? He was seriously tempted to power the phone down. This was the first vacation he’d taken in three years.

      Something made him swipe a thumb across the screen. “Crash,” Jack grinned. His boss hated the name so Jack took every chance he could to use it.

      “Bishop,” his boss answered, no hint of aggravation in his voice. “Where the hell are you?”

      Jack glanced around, a little surprised that his cell phone even worked. “Well, I’m in some little cove on Smith Mountain Lake.”

      “Where the fuck is that?”

      Jack snorted. “Southern Virginia.”

      “Good, you’re not too far away then. I have a job for you.”

      Jack laughed, shifting to sit more upright in the seat, realizing how long he’d been in the same position when pain shot up his foot, through his knee and straight into his spine. The boat rocked gently. “You seem to forget I’m on vacation. A long vacation that you promised me, remember? I can’t do everything at Bone Frog, Si. I’m tired. Remember?”

      The other man sighed. “Yes. I remember. But I also know you and you’re going to want in on this one, Jack. I need your experience.”

      “The fuck you say.” Jack reached into the cooler beside him. Most of the ice had melted, but the beer was still fairly cold. He cracked the top on the can, setting the rod to the side. “I retired from the Navy for a reason, but then I let you sweet talk me into joining Bone Frog and I get my ass beat on a regular basis. I’m done, Si. Homeland Security isn’t any easier than the Navy SEALs, and I feel better now than I ever have in my life. This vacation is turning into retirement. I just have to do the paperwork. There’s no way I’m coming back.”

      Si’s voice lowered, like he was speaking softly to avoid others in the room hearing him. “You’re going to want in on this one, Jack. It’s about Andrea.”

      Si could have told him the president had decided to color his hair purple and it wouldn’t have shocked him as much as hearing her name.

      “What about her?” His voice was ice cold, the grip on his emotions ferocious.

      “She’s disappeared. She called in a suspicious activity report to Roger Mann twelve hours ago. Something hinky she heard in her shop about threats against kids. Roger was investigating but he missed his check-in. We just found his body in a dumpster in the alley behind her shop.”

      “And Andrea?” he snapped.

      “Gone. We suspect foul play. Her apartment has been broken into. We thought you would want in on it because of your, well, relationship…”

      Yeah, better not to expound on that. “I’m on my way. Where was she last seen?”

      “At her shop, by one of her workers. Says Andrea closed the door behind them when they left and she locked up. You know she lives above the coffee shop, right?”

      “Yes.” He knew everything about her life, as well as that of her kids. After Dorian had been killed Jack had made it his mission to watch over her, but only from a distance. He reached for the rod and began reeling in the line. He disposed of the bait and dumped his bait bucket into the water.  “I’ll be there in a few hours. What did she report?”

      “Some kind of suspicious activity, specifically something she overheard. We’re backtracking through Roger’s devices now, tracking what he did. As soon as I find something I’ll let you know.”

      “Fine.”

      Without so much as a goodbye, Jack hung up on him. He reached for the ignition, cranked the motor and took off. It only took him a few minutes to get to the slip he’d rented for the summer and secure the boat. He locked up his equipment, grabbed his go-bag and took off for his truck.

      Jack did everything mechanically, though, not allowing himself to think too deeply about the possible ramifications of Andrea being missing. In wasn’t until he was on the interstate headed north that he allowed himself to even think about her.

      He had no idea what she’d gotten herself into, but he knew for a fact that she wasn’t the type of person to go off half-cocked. If she reported something suspicious, it probably was something that needed to be investigated.

      He needed more information.

      With the touch of a finger he added a couple more miles of speed to the cruise control.

      It had been five years already. He hadn’t seen her since a couple of months after the funeral, when he’d stopped in to check on her. What a clusterfuck that had been.

      Five years wasn’t enough to get over the shame of what he’d done. What they’d done.

      Dorian had been his best friend in the world. They’d latched onto each other as soon as they’d entered BUD/S together, almost thirty years ago. It had been kind of a running joke that when you saw Dorian, Jack would be right beside him, or close on his heels. Because they’d had such dissimilar builds, Dorian lean and lanky and Jack stocky and solid, they’d been referred to as the Odd Couple. It had suited them, though. Jack had never had much of a family but Dorian had stepped into the role of his brother as naturally as breathing.

      They’d helped each other through the rigors of training, then were assigned to the same SEAL team in Little Creek. They’d worked together for years and had been in too many life and death scrapes to count. Then Dorian had gone home to Iowa for a family emergency and when he’d returned, he was engaged. Even now, twenty-five years later, Jack could remember the dazed look on Dorian’s face as he’d entered their rack. “I’ve met a girl,” he breathed.

      That had been a pivotal moment in their relationship, and it had taken Jack a long time to come to terms with not having Dorian to himself. It wasn’t a sexual thing in any way. More of a possession thing, like a kid that had grown up on the streets and had nothing to his name before. Looking back he could see the desperation he’d felt when he thought the only family he had was going to give him up, like everyone else in his real family had.

      Jack had guarded his free time with Dorian ferociously, but Dorian had new priorities. In a way it had been good for them both because over the years they’d come to rely on each other for everything, probably too much. When Andrea had come on the scene, Jack had been forced to find new friends, which had been hard. Yes, the team all worked together well, but building the same brotherly closeness with others that he had with his swim buddy Dorian had been impossible. Jack was such a loner, by choice as much as by personality. He’d learned to be entirely self-sufficient when he was a child. He’d just forgotten that for a while.

      Then he’d met Andrea, and he’d completely understood why Dorian had fallen so hard. She was an amazingly beautiful woman, with honey brown hair down to her shoulders and wide, deep set blue eyes. Her body was tiny—she couldn’t be any more than five feet tall— but she was well-proportioned, her hips rounded. Then he read the kindness in her smile. She’d welcomed Jack into her minuscule apartment like he was her own long lost brother. “Dorian has told me how important you are in his life. Thank you for being there for him. He said he probably wouldn’t have made it through all the past five years without you.”

      That had been an eye opener to Jack. Yes, there’d been a few times when he’d saved his buddy’s ass—once he’d dragged him out of a kill box they hadn’t expected— but overall he’d been fine. Dorian had helped Jack out just as much.

      Jack remembered the soft smile Andrea had given him, as if she’d been reading his mind. “Not all struggles are physical.”

      That was the first hint he’d gotten that Dorian might not be as solid as he presented to the world.

      Andrea was, though. Her childhood hadn’t been all sunshine and kittens, he’d gathered over the years, but she’d learned from the mistakes people made around her and took care of herself. Her family had expected her to marry and farm, like they had for generations, but it hadn’t appealed to her. She’d applied and been accepted to college, working every free hour to pay for it. The woman was really something.

      While putting herself through school, Andrea had gotten a job as an office manager for a law firm, and she and Dorian began looking for a place big enough to expand. Andrea had wanted kids. She’d made that very clear. Dorian hadn’t been as excited, Jack remembered, but he’d eventually conceded and they’d had two beautiful babies, a boy and a girl. Jeanette had grown into a beautiful young woman with honey brown hair and blue eyes just like her mother. The boy, Ryan, had grown into an almost exact replica of Dorian with dark hair and hazel green eyes, tall and lanky. Looking at him now it was like looking at Dorian when they’d met in BUD/s, nearly thirty years ago. Both kids were amazingly well-adjusted, considering the all time their dad had devoted to the SEALs. And considering the way his life had ended.

      Jack blinked, forcing his mind in a different direction. He realized he wasn’t far out from Fredericksburg, and he was dangerously close to running out of gas. He pulled off at the next exit and refilled, grabbed a cup of coffee, and he was back on the road.

      Now that she had the coffee shop, he wasn’t sure where Andrea would go if she had to take off. The beach house was a possibility but it was usually rented, even during the off-season. After Dorian had died she’d sold the house they’d lived in outside of Norfolk and moved north and inland, away from all of the Navy influence. Jack knew she still went to team gatherings occasionally and she still knew what was going on, but she’d backed away from direct involvement in any of the groups.

      Maybe she’d kept contact with some of the other wives or widows.

      There was a tightness to his chest, though, a premonition of danger that made him press on the gas pedal harder. She was in trouble, he had no doubt of that; he just hoped she could keep herself alive until he got there.

    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





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/seal-hard-kobo.jpg
NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR







OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





