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        Every good shadowrunner needs a street doc, and every writer needs an editor. Thanks, John, for making me look good. I try to make your job as easy as I can.

        

        But also? Let’s raise a glass to everyone that’s ever trusted an elf, dealt with a dragon, shot straight, and conserved ammo. If you’ve slotted a credstick, jacked into the Matrix, emptied a clip (magazine!) from a smartgun, or cast some combat mojo in the Sixth World, thank you. Shadowrunners are a special breed of fan.

      
        Whatever forum or social media outlet you like, whatever game store, convention, app, or dining room table you use, whatever edition you play, whatever your gender identity, skin color, religion, or creed, here’s to you. Keep on slinging dice and telling your own cool stories. You’re why we all get to do this.

        —Russell Zimmerman
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      It was a cute little party, and Ariana just made it cuter. Silver and shining, hair and smile like platinum and white gold, eyes blue as amethysts, clapping and shaking her skinny elven booty in time to the birthday girl’s sugary pop music; she loved it as much as the kids loved her. Jasmine was turning eleven—her being impossible was just around the corner, her ma worried—and the fact “she’d” arranged for a real, live, spirit at her party had to be doing her middle school street cred some favors.

      Not that Ari minded. Heck, she was having a great time. Me? I was cycling through images and files in my headware, little pop-up boxes displaying themselves thanks to the tech-wizardry of my cyberoptics. While Ariana played, I brooded and worked. That’s the life. That’s the job.

      Jasmine’s mom, Sally, was from the neighborhood. I’d gone to school with her big brother and her ex-husband, known her and her family a long time. She waited tables down at this Korean/Tex-Mex fusion joint I swing by maybe once a week, so we kept in touch. I always left a good tip, just like my dad taught me, but I slipped her a few extra nuyen whenever I could.

      Sally’d scrimped and saved for Jasmine’s party all year—she always did—and it was turning out just fine. She and a few other worried moms, all wringing hands about their precious angels growing into makeup and skirts and AR avatars and today’s awful music, hung out at one end of the room, and as far away from them as they could be, the girls sang terrible karaoke, giggled about giggle-worthy stuff, thumbed their commlinks, and ate cake while swearing they’d only gotten seconds ’cause they’d skipped breakfast.

      It was a cute little party, sure, but I had better things to do. My heart just wasn’t in it. I had too many other cases, too many other problems, too many other projects I was juggling. Pinkerton had understood when I said I needed the afternoon off to attend, and he’d understood why. It wasn’t just a party to me. I wasn’t just here for the cake and the shrieking, no, it was a work lunch for me. Both jobs.

      Sally had me here working security, believe it or not, at this little rented conference room. The internals of this little Puyallup city building weren’t covered by the Knight Errant contract past normal government hours. The cameras were on—the city had to worry about protecting its stuff 24/7, after all—but there was no security present. When the politicians and employees left, so did the cops.

      So that was one job. The usual one. The one folks expected of me. Champion of the people, Mr. Puyallup, Jimmy Kincaid, wasting an afternoon hanging around to get ogled by low-rent soccer moms while his ally spirit dances and puts on a light show for the kids and their karaokean caterwauling. The glamorous life of a Puyallup P.I., all just to get paid with a tired smile, some cake to take home, and a little good karma around the neighborhood.

      “Hey Sal.” I jumped the gun and gave her a tired smile of my own, then nodded at the door. “I’m gonna step outside, grab a smoke, yeah? You ladies have fun.”

      “And Ari.” I raised my voice just enough, even though my ally spirit’s psychic link meant she knew a conversation from an order, anyways. “You sit tight, doll. Have fun in here for a little bit, okay?”

      It was an order. An order-order, magi to ally. She wouldn’t come interfere. She couldn’t. I wanted to work alone, but I didn’t know if it was to keep Ariana from crossing a line, or to keep her from seeing me do it.

      I left the women, girls, and female-gendered extra-material entities to their party as I sauntered outside, flipping up my collar and ducking under my hat against a light drizzle. I fished out a crumpled pack of Targets from an inside coat pocket and lit up while I waited. These front doors were the only ones left unlocked when Knight Errant pulled out at the end of their shift, so I was standing watch.

      I thought about the little flask in my back pocket, but I left it there. Even out here, taking a breather from the party, I was on the job. I scoped out the parking lot, watched security cameras, cycled through my files to kill time.

      Sure enough, three butts into the smoke break, the real reasons for my afternoon’s employment pulled up.

      I heard ’em coming before I saw ’em. The latest Fraggin’ Unicorns tune was blaring outta an oversized set of speakers—three, four hundred nuyen a pop, the silly things—that looked especially incongruous compared to the rest of the run-down Toyota Talon, the sound system no doubt taking up most of the compact SUV’s storage space. It was dirty and spotted with rust, but had fancy chrome rims, a gaudy undercarriage light system, and those damned speakers; Puyallup priorities, among a certain class of citizen. All flash, no substance.

      Sally’s ex, Jasmine’s dad, was driving. He had a burly orkish buddy riding shotgun, and a bug-eyed guy with a shaved head was riding in the century-old shame spot of the middle backseat. I saw beer cans rattling around as Dad Of The Year climbed out, and my Sideways gene treatment helped me count exactly how many empty twelve-ouncers there were. I gave Bug Eyes a long look, but he stayed put. The stereos did their work, and the FU’s latest punk anthem played soundtrack while the other two sat in the SUV and bickered about something.

      “That’s far enough, Truck.” I took a few steps away from the door, putting myself squarely in the way as he approached. “This is as close as you’re getting, compadre.”

      “Frag off.” Thomas “The Truck” Kowalski glowered and blustered—just like he had back in high school. He’d started out two years ahead of me, but we’d tied come graduation. Not one of Puyallup’s great thinkers, Tommy, but he’d made a hell of a defensive end, once upon a time. Varsity squad for a record six years, in fact. He’d gone fleshy since then, gotten soft, but not lost the bulk, not lost the brutishness.

      “She’s my girl, Jimmy, you fraggin’ keeb. My baby girl.” He moved to sidestep, I did the same. “Ain’t seen her in a while, and it’s her birthday, an’ I jus’ wanna go give ’er…a…”

      “Birthday present? Yeah.” I shook my head. He wasn’t carrying a damned thing. “If it’s a nuyen transfer, you can do that remotely. Or, better yet, you could send some of that backed-up child support to Sally, couldn’t you? I ain’t letting you in there. You’d just wreck the good time anyway.”

      His piggish eyes went narrow, face went red, big hands curled into fists.

      “Mind yer fraggin’ business, Jimmy,” he slurred.

      “I am, Truck. Sal hired me for the afternoon. I’m workin’ the door. You don’t have an invite, man. I’m not lettin’ you in. You know why.”

      I sure knew why. I could reach into my headware commlink and call up the pics any time I wanted to, or just sift back through my memories from some of the lunches Sally’d served me over the years. She’d had to compound the footsore waitress routine with the shame of bruises, black eyes, missing teeth, a fat lip. “Truck” was a piece of work, all right. He’d never grown out of that high school bully phase.

      “You don’t like girls yet, but someday you will.” I looked him square in his idiot eyes, hearing my old man’s voice from decades earlier. “And when that happens, you treat them like queens, you hear me? It’s what your mother would’ve wanted.”

      I thought about my mom. I thought about my dad. I tried to give him one good chance to walk away.

      “Just go home, Truck. Go be drunk somewhere else, and get around to paying her the money you owe, yeah? Do the smart thing. For once.”

      “Outta my way, Jimmy,” he said with the same tone he’d used decades earlier, suited up in helmets and pads, when he was looking to blow past in a practice. He had the same tone, same body language, same ugliness around his bloodshot eyes; not rushing a quarterback, but crashing a kid’s birthday party, and just as cruel-looking about both.

      Hell with that. I wasn’t moving. I knew he’d try to move me.

      He went for a shove—guys who have muscle and fat on you, they always shove, unless they start to turn away, in which case, I guaran-fraggin-tee they’re gonna turn back with a haymaker. I just rolled with it, then reached up to trap his hand against my chest. Then it was easy-peasy to bend forward to cock his wrist back and adjust my grip to turn it into a lock.

      I looked him right in his face as he cried out and went to his knees, one arm stiff, the other flailing ineffectually, looking up at me mad as nails, but without knowing how to lash out about it properly.

      Old Lone Star pain compliance holds. They weren’t as satisfying as cracking somebody in the face, but I had a feeling—yup, my cyberaudio picked up the clatter of empty beer cans, the thump of car doors slamming shut—I was about to get to punch some people, too.

      The ork led the charge, my headware calculating his range and his increased speed, scuff of work boots on a sidewalk giving him away. I just twisted, wrenched on Truck’s arm to lurch him into the way, and sidestepped. The pair of them went down in a heap, and I took two paces to pick up steam, then started kicking.

      My wingtips are work shoes in disguise, with slip-resistant traction that handles my home’s perpetual rainfall, and high-impact polymer toes that make ’em great for booting. I didn’t take either of these two assholes out of the fight with a few good stomps and a coupla soccer kicks, but I made Bug Eyes go even buggier and think twice about diving in. Truck and his ork buddy were both slow to get up, and bleeding when they did. That, the booze, and their natural inclinations made ’em all mad and sloppy when they tried to come at me again. It made it easy.

      I slipped a wild overhand right from the tusker and snuck in a kidney shot, then a shove to buy myself space for Truck to come in. Left jab, left jab, get the range, keep him off-balance. Another left jab, then a good right kick, sidelong, aimed right at that knee he’d blown out his second Senior year when we’d made a run for the Metroplex Championship.

      He went down, howling. The ork came back in, but he was nothing a quick jab, cross, uppercut couldn’t smack down. Truck whimpered and crawled toward his Toyota Talon, slow, cursing as much as moving. The ork was down for the count, I’d clipped his chin just so—lots of practice helps—and that just left me and Bug Eyes.

      He gawked. I pulled out a fresh smoke, and this time I lit it up the fancy way, the magical way. Adversary, my mentor spirit, was as good as his word; I had a little more sorcerous “oomph” lately, and I used it. A little glare, a little whispered Enochian, a little focus, and the cherry blazed red.

      “Fff...fuh…frag me.” Bug Eyes swallowed. “You’re a muh…muh…mage?”

      “Mm-hmm.” It felt good, that kind of fear. I took a long, slow drag, watching just over his shoulder as Kowalski kept crawling. Bug Eyes was standing in a good spot; it’d help if he stayed there.

      “You stay put.”

      I strode right past him—cutting across the pitiful lawn, the city fathers had my grass-walking on camera, I knew, but I took the shortcut to time my arrival just right—and got to the Talon just in time. Kowalksi’d gotten the door open and was reaching for something under the seat, like I thought he might. My foot slammed into the door, and the door slammed shut on his elbow. He wailed, but doggedly kept reaching.

      I shouldered into it again, grinding it on him, until he got the hint and wrenched his arm out and fell on his butt in the Puyallup gutter. I gave him a second, glaring down at him, hands on my hips, then I stooped and reached for whatever-it-was. My arm was longer—elven genes’ll see to that nine times outta ten—but I also wasn’t just a drunk fragging idiot with a bum leg and a concussion; I grabbed it more easily than he did.

      Then I cursed and threw the Seattle Mariners minibat back into his dumb Toyota. The small aluminum club was dirty from rolling around under his filthy seat, but also brown with old blood. I knew some of it was Sally’s. It fit the reports, and what she’d told me.

      “You fraggin’ prick!”

      I loomed over him, hands on my hips again, fists clenched, wanting to stomp the life right out of him, wanting to haul his head up to slam the door on a few times, wanting to go for my gun, or my knife, or to just rip the mana, the life-stuff, right out of him with my worst spells. I wanted to piss on him, to establish dominance completely.

      He snatched the little club off the car floor with his good hand and held it in front of him like a wand, like a warding amulet, like a desperate talisman of protection.

      “You. Stupid. Fraggin’. Prick. It wasn’t even a piece you were goin’ for? Huh? An Ares, a Browning, a fraggin’ Tiffani? Something that might’ve actually given you a chance? It was that toy? You thought waving a fraggin’ novelty bat at me was gonna help?”

      I fumed, blood up, mad at the whole world, but especially at this waste of flesh. Like I didn’t have enough problems, like Sally didn’t have it rough enough already, like Jasmine needed this piece of garbage back in her life…

      “—you treat them like queens, you hear me?—”

      “All you had to do was leave. I tried, Truck, I gave you that out. You know. You know about the restraining order, you know I know about it, you know who I am. You know what I do.”

      I waved an arm, lashed out with it, gestured at the city building like it was a backhanded slap. He flinched.

      “I measured it, you stupid prick. Thirty-seven yards from where you parked to that door. Thirty-seven. You remember what a hundred yards looks like, Truck? Huh? Think back to your worthless goddamn glory days, and remember a football field. A hundred yards. That’s how far away from her you stay. And you know it.”

      “That’s how far.” I leaned over him, he cringed back into the gutter.

      “You stay,” I growled, the back of his head squelching into the Puyallup muck.

      “Away. From. Her.” I jabbed him, a hard little poke of my finger, with every word.

      I straightened up again, looming over him like a titan.

      “But now here you are. Recorded on city fraggin’ cameras.” And my cyberoptics. Sure, I kept ’em in black and white most of the time, but I was almost always recording. “Driving drunk, violating that restraining order, committing assault and battery, and then escalating a violent situation by goin’ for a concealed weapon, which looks like it’s evidence of prior crimes itself.”

      I let it all sink in for a second. It took longer than it should have, ’cause he’s a damned idiot, but eventually he got it. This wasn’t just idiot blustering. This wasn’t him harmlessly crashing a party. This was him throwing a good chunk of his life away, making it—somehow—even more worthless.

      I wanted to kick him. Stomp him a few more times. Choke the life right out of him. I didn’t let myself. I didn’t let Adversary make me do it.

      “You think real hard over the next couple hours, Kowalski. Harder’n you ever thought before in your idiot life. Sober up, clear your head, and do the right thing. Leave a note for your girl, do what you can to pay what you owe, and turn yourself in. Soon as this party’s over, Truck, I’m makin’ the call. You’ve got the rest of the afternoon to get your shit together and decide how it goes down. If you decide wrong—if you so much as think about running, you stupid bastard—I’ll find you and kill you myself.”

      “And you.” I turned, instead, letting my coat send Truck flinching into the slimy ash again. I stalked over to Bug Eyes, who was, at least, smart enough to be obedient. He’d stayed put. Good. At least one thing in my corner of the world was going right today.

      “Your name’s Alvin Sparetti, right?” It wasn’t really a question. My headware’d done the trick already, optics suite synched up with facial recognition protocols synched up with criminal databases. I knew more about him than his friends probably did.

      He nodded. His eyes went even wider when I stood in front of him and my hand went into my coat. He hadn’t noticed my Colt was holstered down on my hip, along with my wand, my knife; my deadliest stuff wasn’t up high in a shoulder rig, but he didn’t realize that. Clearly. ’Cause he wet himself.

      Taking a half-step back, I shoved an old-fashioned paper envelope at his chest. His eyes nearly fell out of his head.

      “These’re for you. Legal docs, on behalf of Ms. Kimberly Hightower, Esquire. I think you know why. If you don’t, read ’em and find out.”

      I thumbed over my shoulder to the same cameras I’d—roughly—pointed out to Truck.

      “City government’s seen me hand ’em over, no need to sign anything. You’ve got thirty days to answer the complaint, or fellas like me’ll come and find you. Again.”

      “Congrats.” I turned and started for the building again, stubbing out my Target in the ash-covered tray as I hauled the door open. Over my shoulder, a parting shot while I saw them gathering up their orkish buddy. “You’ve been served.”

      That had been my second job, the one that paid better than free cake and tired smiles. The one that really justified taking a break from my work with Pinkerton. The one Sally didn’t know about, didn’t need to know about. A favor for a lawyer, an up-and-comer in the shadow community who was providing legal counsel to skells, but also doing a fair amount of pro bono work that reminded me of an idiot paranormal investigator I knew. Gals like Hightower, they were nice to have handy. Trying to keep one foot on each side of the law, a fella could do worse than keeping on her good side.

      Once I’d heard this moron ran with that moron, the jobs had been easy enough to line up. Two birds, one stone. Two favors, one afternoon. Two idiots, one beating.

      I was a man of my word. I’d give Truck until that evening before calling in his litany of criminal idiocy. I wasn’t going to stick around for the rest of the party, though, not really. I didn’t have the time to burn. Pinkerton was waiting, and every minute I was away he was stuck working a cold case that we were worried was growing colder. I had more things to worry about. I had more work to do. I had bigger problems looming.

      These days, “bigger problems” might as well’ve been my middle name.
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      The afternoon blurred into the evening at Pinkerton’s side, hitting the streets and realizing he knew Downtown as well as I knew Puyallup. Then evening turned to night, and we gave it up again. I was tired. I was hungry. I was crabby. But I wasn’t so tired I could miss the two new idiots.

      They were waiting outside my place, standing in the long shadows and the drifting ash.

      I was exhausted and frustrated. I was distracted enough I hadn’t noticed their big Chevy parked out front, too used to the street having plenty of cars parked on it. But just a few steps out of my own ugly Ford, I saw the pair of them, huddled into the Happy Thai-m doorway against the cold wind, their bulk and their suits and the garlic stink of one giving them away.

      With a head full of chrome like mine, with the supercomputer, the eyes, the ears, with the bio-genetic Sideways treatment that sharpened my senses and aided in pattern recognition, I’d have to be dead not to see these two mooks. And I wasn’t dead. Not yet.

      “Are you two fraggin’ serious?” I stopped a couple meters away, just shook my head and sighed. I knew those stupid shoulders, that stink, those suits, I recognized the dull shine of their leather shoes. I knew the shape of these two, and the only reason they could be here. They were muscle, usually posted at Sunny Salvo’s, across town. Enzo Gianelli’s joint. They were his goons. His doormen. A couple of mobsters.

      “You come for me here? Middle of the fraggin’ night? I oughta shoot the both of you.” My headware raced, Lone Star-implanted cyberaudio suite scanning, cybereyes darting, searching for any more of them.

      “It ain’t like that, Jimmy, nothin’ rough,” the little one said. He was a human, but had enough bulky slabs of implanted muscle that he looked more like an ork.

      “Don’t have to be rough,” the bigger one agreed. He actually was an ork, but was so cartoonishly broad, so swollen from his own implants, that you’d swear he was trying to impress trolls.

      One big, one huge. Neither one was the brains-of-the-outfit type. They both shuffled a bit, but didn’t step all the way out of their little cubby. The harsh neon of the Happy Thai-m sign, a cartoonish clock, gave my light amplification software more than enough to see with, but they were both half-hidden enough I couldn’t see their hands. I didn’t like that.

      Always watch the hands.

      “That so? How is it, then?” I stayed where I was, down the sidewalk. I kept my stance casual, hands thrust deep in my longcoat’s pockets, hat low on my head, collar up against the cold. Frag ’em. They want to talk to me, they can step out here into the wind and the drizzle, too.

      Where I can see their hands.

      “Mr. Gianelli wants to talk, is all,” Jumbo said.

      “Yeah, Jimmy. Just talk.” Economy-Size bobbed his little head.

      I was acutely aware of my Colt on my hip, the weight of my wand and spare magazines balancing out my belt on the other side. Could there really only be two of them? God, what was Enzo even pissed about this time?

      “He told us to fetch you.” Another grunt, another shuffle, like they weren’t quite sure what to do now. I knew what “fetch” could mean. I knew how many folks had been tossed in the back of that big Chevy and never been seen again.

      “He told you that? Okay. Well, I’m tellin’ you frag off and get away from my place. I’m going upstairs. I’m expecting a call. I’ll talk to him tomorrow.”

      “Jimmy…” Economy-Size was the dumber of the two, his naturally orkish bulk making him a little more confident. He stepped my way, backlit by the sign, ghostly shadow drawn out all down the dark street. His hands were empty, but his voice dropped to a low growl. “Boss wants you, boss gets you. You know the rules.”

      “Frag your rules,” my Mentor spirit, Adversary, crowed through my mouth. “I don’t owe Enzo money, and I don’t owe him fear. I’m not just some skell you two can come collect for no damned reason. You tell him I said that. You tell him whatever you have to. But you ain’t takin’ me nowhere.”

      They started toward me, then, too-wide torsos balanced on top of natty leather shoes. Theirs were less scuffed than mine, carried less ash than my Oxfords, less mileage. They didn’t walk anywhere. They drove, they picked up, they stood around outside Sunny Salvo’s, and that was it. They didn’t mingle much, didn’t soak up the streets like a local had to. Puyallup was just a job to them. To me, it’s home.

      I scowled fiercely as they got close. I was still in a shit mood, and—truth was—I owed these pair a few licks for the last time we’d chatted, anyhow.

      I watched their hands as they came my way. Both sets were empty. When Economy-Sized lifted his ork-big set of mitts and reached for my shoulder—putting hands on me, getting ready to grab me just like I knew they’d grabbed so many others before pitching them into the back of that big Chevy—I finally moved.

      My left hand was empty, too. I launched a straight arm, elf-long reach trumping his muscles, my fingers flat, thumb out wide, web of my hand thunking right in below his warty chin, hitting his Adam’s apple just right. He fell back, croaking, eyes wide.

      My right hand wasn’t empty when it came up. I slid back and to one side, angling a few steps, keeping both of them in front of me, and held my big Colt on Jumbo, the human one. His hands went up. Still empty. Maybe he was the smart one. It was easy to do the smart thing, looking down the mean end of a Colt Model 2061.

      “Go home,” was all I said. My voice was as level as the Colt, unwavering, sights and smartlink targeting pip all lined up, pointed right at his nose. Nobody felt as big and strong looking down the barrel of a gun, least of all mine.

      They glared. They grumbled. They exchanged a look, then they decided. Economy-Size coughed, spat a mouthful of Puyallup ash, coughed some more. They slunk away, kicked hounds with their tails between their legs, clambering into their big SUV, and as the engine purred to life Jumbo’s driver-side window slid down.

      “Mr. Gianelli ain’t gonna like this, Jimmy,” he said, voice low and certain. “He ain’t gonna like this at all.”

      I holstered my Colt with a shrug. “He can call me and tell me how much he don’t like it. But he can fragging call me. Or he can come by his damned self.  Like a normal person. You two stay away from my place.”

      Ash kicked up as they drove away, as Puyallup’s darkness swallowed their taillights.

      “Boss?” There was a frantic edge to the new voice, a high pitch that gave away childish concern, genuine hurt, a little indignation. “Why didn’t you call me?!”

      It was Ariana. In the time it took me to spit and turn and reach for the side door, the one that opened into a row of mailboxes and a narrow hallway that fed into a staircase that’d take me home, in the time it took me just to brush off the ash and swipe my thumb to unlock it, she’d materialized right inside.

      She lit the place up. Glowing, shining, an inhuman brightness to her, her body going from astral to real but still impossibly clean, magical, pure, all metals and jewels. Her light show at the party hadn’t been fake, or forced, or just for the girls. She just glowed. I’d first summoned her from materials mostly found on the elemental metaplane of Earth, and it showed in her metallic gleam. Normally my cyberoptics suite showed me the world in black and white, old-timey, unreal, like everything I saw and did was an ancient movie. Ari, though, Ari always shone through. She was like gold in the dark.

      “There was a fight, wasn’t there?” For all her usual childlike wonder, all the naivety she had that I didn’t, her current tone was petulant, almost maternal, instead of innocent. “There was a fight and you didn’t let me help! Again!”

      “You were busy, kiddo.” I gave her a tired smile, started up the stairs. “And it wasn’t much of a fight. Just some of Enzo’s guys. They left.”

      “Mm-hmm. Likely story.” She sulked, floated up the stairs behind me. “You didn’t let me help earlier and you didn’t let me help now? You’re supposed to let me help! It’s what I’m for.”

      It was true. Ask any hermetic textbook, they’ll tell you that security concerns are one of the chief reasons to summon yourself an ally spirit. An initiate willing to devote themselves to enough high-level arcane study to make such a ritualized summoning possible is, after all, expected to be a precious goddamned petunia that shouldn’t worry himself with the simple art of fisticuffs, don’t ya know?

      “I only ask you for help when I need it, doll.” I swiped my thumb to unlock my office door, she just went semi-astral again, floated right through the wall. “And I didn’t need it.”

      She crossed her arms, sulky and pouty, until I gave her a smile. She just wanted to feel needed. She had that part of me, too, that I’d long ago lost.

      “There was only two of ’em, anyway. What kinda jerk would I be if I let you loose against just two guys, huh? If Enzo sends ’em back with a dozen buddies, then it’ll be a fair fight.”

      It probably still wouldn’t, actually. She had gotten loose against just two of his guys before, a couple years back. Her gorgeous, elf-perfect nails could turn as sharp as flint or obsidian in an eyeblink. Her strength was the might of mountains, her fury an avalanche, her heart as inhuman as it was beautiful. Odds’re good she could physically tear a dozen of his guys to pieces without getting scratched, and that wasn’t even taking into consideration her real power; the spells she could cast.

      But then she flashed me that shining smile, all innocence and brightness again, and it was easy to forget all that. She held her hands out for my coat, jacket, and hat and gave them all a quick once-over with her favorite little Fashion spell. Ash and grit sluiced off, colors melted and shifted, long coat turning a warm brown, suit coat and hat sliding to a light blue. The magic took no more effort from her than hanging them on the rack near the door did.

      Ari had my old power, too. Not just my youth, my sense of wonder, the elf-pretty features I’d given up over decades of punches, long nights, and hard living. Not just the fey-bright eyes I’d had replaced by cybernetic cameras, not just the kindness I did my best to fake most of the time. She had my raw talent, my magical strength. She’d been ritualized into existence when I’d been at the peak of my powers, before the vampire attack that had crippled me, and she still had all of it.

      She was a firestorm, as beautiful as she was dangerous. I was a scratched and battered old Zippo, half-empty but trying to stay useful.

      I slumped into my squeaky office chair, synth-leather groaning almost as loudly as I did.

      “No luck with the kid’s case today,” I said, though the same empathic link that had drawn her back home meant she could surely read my disappointment. She frowned anyway, like the update was actually news.

      “Did Mr. Pinkerton say anything?” She swayed a little, eyes down. I think my little girl’s got a bit of a crush.

      “He said to say hi.” Probably. If he hadn’t, he meant to. “And that we’re gonna keep looking.”

      “Good!” She beamed, satisfied with both statements. Aside from her best friends—Skip and Trace, bounty hunting gals she’d been hanging out with most of the evening—Dexter Pinkerton was her new favorite, I think. He let Ariana play with the colors on his clothes more than I did, let her cast and recast Fashion spells with more dazzling displays. Pink liked stuff brighter than me, maybe that’s why he fit in so well in Downtown.

      Me and him, we were working a runaway case, but from a weird angle. I’d heard from a—friend?—girl named Gem that her big brother’d run off, but heard it well after the fact. The kid, Danny Finn, had ditched their old man back in the CalFree Bay Area and hit the road over a year ago. She was sure he’d come to Seattle, so she’d run away, too, left behind their prick of a dad—I was probably gonna shoot him if I ever met him—and she headed up the coast, chasing her big brother, wanting to keep their real family together. She was a good kid, Gem.

      She’d helped me out with some info once, so I’d promised I’d ask around and try to find him. She and her brother were dwarven like Pinkerton, and Pink knew more people’n me outside of Puyallup, so I’d asked him to help out. We were trying, but it was hard. A metahuman runaway in Seattle wasn’t even as easy as a needle in a haystack. It was a needle in a scrapyard. Runaways poured into the Emerald City all the time. Runaways went missing all the time, especially metas. Seattle ate kids like that, ate kids like Gem, ate plenty of dreams and tomorrows without skipping a beat or even making a headline. A kid who’d come to Seattle trying to disappear? I didn’t have high hopes.

      But hell if I was telling little Gem—or even bright-eyed Ariana—that.

      I told myself it was keeping a promise. I told myself it was because every day mattered. I told myself I had to even the score with Gem, follow through like I’d said I would, get her and her brother back together. I told myself it was in my Adversarial nature to ignore the odds and do the underdog’s work.

      Truth was, I’d maybe been focusing on the missing Danny Finn in order to ignore the other case looming over me. I was searching the whole stinking city for one little runaway because it meant doing P.I. work, it meant tackling a problem—even a difficult one—that I knew how to tackle. It meant doing my job, the way I knew to do it. The other job? The other problem? It was way out of my league, and it was the main reason for the shitty mood I’d taken out on idiots like Truck and Enzo’s clowns.

      I sighed and smiled at Ari.

      “Anyway. You head on back to Skip and Trace, kiddo. Have fun. Tell ’em the coast is clear, Enzo’s guys took right off, so they don’t gotta worry. I gotta take a call.” I waved Ari away, and she faded and flew off, dazzling me with a return smile first. She could move as quick as thought when she wanted to, and I knew in just a few heartbeats she’d be halfway across town, going back to whatever “girl time” she got up to with the pair of grizzled, professional, bounty hunters.

      I was pretty sure Enzo’s muscle wasn’t gonna come back tonight. They’d probably called him right after pulling away from the curb. If he’d been high when they told him what had happened, I’d’ve heard from him by now. If not, he’d just brood. Either way, he wouldn’t roll back tonight and cause any trouble tonight.

      Which was lucky, ’cause I had trouble enough without him.

      As I steepled my fingers and glared down at my desk, the little datachip case drew my eye. It was empty, the chip itself was with a…a friend? An employee, I guess, right now. I’d inherited the chip and the data from another friend, in his will. An old teacher of mine had been murdered, and he’d been murdered at least in part for whatever research he’d been doing, whatever files were on that little chip, whatever fantastic cosmic truths he’d dared to etch onto it. I’d read the synopsis, just the little preamble to his research, and scanned the file names, and they’d scared me to death. Inhumans and the Cycle of Magic, it was called, a self-proclaimed sequel to some seminal Hermetic work that’d changed how our metaphysicists viewed time and nature and our place in it.

      This little chip had gotten things rolling, turned my wreck of a life into straight-up chaos and madness, lately. Blood had been spilled, vampires had come dredging up from my nightmares, I’d sent myself skipping through the metaplanes, heads’d been cut off, hearts’d stopped, lives’d been cut short, and all of it was tangled up around what was on that datachip. A dead man’s research had already killed many more, and showed no signs of stopping.

      It was a harmless-looking little thing, but potentially more dangerous than my Colt, my wand, or any of the other weapons I carried around on the daily.

      It was secrets. It was trouble. It was way over my usual pay grade. And, except for that tantalizing synopsis, it was locked tighter’n a dragon’s claw. Encrypted. Too hot to hack; I’d had friends try, friends who were good at it.

      We couldn’t access the full data, so I didn’t even know what exactly it was that’d put a bullseye on my back. I’d had to send the chip away, to the one place where maybe it could get decrypted. Sometimes you had to go back to the source with that stuff, so that’s where the chip was headed. All I had right now was an empty chip case and—if she ever dialed me up—a call from a troll, Ms. Myth, who was supposed to tell me when they hit the road. I’d wrapped it up with Pinkerton and the missing kid because I was waiting on that call, waiting on an update, waiting on a departure time. I wanted to be here in Puyallup when they were leaving, not halfway across town, in case anything went wrong.

      A quick thought pulled up my headware chronometer and I scowled. It wasn’t like her to be late, but I tried to remind myself there was no need to be this tense. My Sideways gene-treatment made me antsy sometimes, my too-sharp senses made every blink of a time display feel like an eternity. I needed to take the edge off. I spat out my WhiteBrite betel gum and reached into a desk drawer for something to help, and for something to remind me the cost of the call I was waiting on.

      I splashed a decent drink of eight-year Presley Highland into a tumbler, drank down the peaty dram and immediately poured myself a second. The moonlight through my window lit up the amber whiskey, but it was a piece of gold on the table that, then, had my real attention. It was a chain with a small amulet, the seal of the Hermetic Order of the Auric Aurora flawlessly laser-etched onto it. It wasn’t the design that made it valuable, or even the gold, though.

      The amulet was a focus, an item imbued with magic. Some were straightforward, like my little too-sharp pocketknife, a tactical folder with a mono-edged blade. It was just sharp, just a weapon, just an impossibly strong blade that could hurt things mundane steel couldn’t. Handy, but simple. The little wand I kept—a sliver of Voodoo-infused bone hidden in an anodized aluminum tube, a “whatever works” magical mishmash concealed to look scientific and hermetic—was a more potent focus item, one that channeled raw mana for me, that fed me power and bolstered the strength of my spells when I used it. Useful, undeniably so, but also straightforward. It was a magical battery pack, or amplifier, or magnifying glass, just lending extra oomph to whatever castings I tried.

      Some focus items were more complicated, more specific. I fidgeted with my own new ring, a white gold piece with a ruby winking at me, as I looked down at the amulet. These two were similar in more ways than one. I’d gotten ’em from the same place, on the same night. Earned ’em the same way. They also held a similar trick. They could hold mojo for you, store a spell, hang onto it instead of making you work to hold it yourself; once you did the heavy lifting of casting a spell into them, they maintained it for you, taking the weight off.

      Foci were valuable. Foci were expensive. This particular focus, the amulet, was a big part of how I was paying for Myth’s job, and that particular job was what I was waiting for a call on.

      I fidgeted with my ring and scowled. It really wasn’t like Ms. Myth to be late. She was a sharp cookie, and I didn’t just mean that in a “for a troll” kind of way. Knew her stuff. Appreciated both precision and improvisation. She was good.

      The negotiations had gone well enough that I knew something was up. She and I had worked together before, and I knew enough about her to know that she’d let me off easy for some reason, hadn’t driven up the price as high as she could’ve. It wasn’t stinking of a double-cross, though—her rep was too solid for that, and so was her team’s—but I knew she’d been a little too eager to take the job. It felt more like a double deal than a double cross, like maybe she was gonna be able to double-dip, and handle a two-birds, one-gig situation.

      Still, I wasn’t about to look a gift horse in the mouth. I was getting a hell of a deal. Her crew might not’ve been Seattle’s shadow legends—not yet—but they were reliable, and reliable shadowrunners were normally much more expensive. This focus, the amulet that stored spells, was half of the payment; they’d get it on their return, and in the meantime it and the empty chip case were my reminders of the gig I’d sent them on.

      The other half of their payment had been up front, standard terms, cold, hard nuyen. It was leftover bounty cash I’d earned the hard way, a windfall I hadn’t really wanted. I’d doled out plenty of the UCAS bounty on the Infected—Human/Metahuman Vampiric Virus carriers, victims of the disease that had lost their minds to it and gone predator-feral—already, paying off my circus sideshow of friends who’d helped me kill the stupid monsters in the first place. The rest of the payment had just cleared, though. The HMHVV bounty payout was a good pile of nuyen, but I was willing to invest if it got me to the bottom of this mess.

      The reason I needed a solid crew like Myth’s folks—Sledge, Hardpoint, and Gentry, who I already knew, plus some spellslinger gal that I’m sure was about to decide she liked white gold necklaces that served as spell foci—was because the one thing we knew for sure about the encryption on the datachip, the only real advice I’d gotten from any of my jacked-in friends who’d taken a peek at it for me, was that the security on it was bad news.

      The wall of data-locks and security protocols between us and the info was boldly branded as Willamette Compustat work. A Tír Tairngire company. The Tír Tairngire company where Matrix security’s concerned, my tech-geeks told me. The Matrix provider that’s trusted by paranoid elven princes to oversee their secrets. The Matrix provider on retainer to handle e-security for the whole nation. The Matrix provider sub-contracted—so a few quick searches told us—to handle sensitive research from the Tír’s major universities; and Dr. Christopher Minirth, my departed friend whose chipful of data was burning a hole in my life, had been neck-deep in just such research.

      Which meant my best bet of cracking the file—Gentry, himself a Tír brat born and raised, assured me—was a trip down south into a paranoid elven nation, where we could find hackers who were used to taking can openers to Compustat’s work…and hell if I was going.

      “There are raé down there that can crack this for sure! It’s a magical country, bro.” The decker had chimed in over Myth’s shoulder the first time I’d talked to them. “I got people down there. Ain’t a file we can’t open. You’ll see!”

      His exuberance wasn’t the most reassuring thing in the world—he was the sort of overconfident dummy that liked to jump off rooftops and free-run his way through Seattle like a crazy person—but his lead was the best bet I had. I was light on tech support. Trace had been the first to try to slice into it for me, and the first to notice the Willamette Compustat earmarks, no elf pun intended. Gentry’d confirmed it, but that was all he could do solo. I would’ve loved to get an old shadow-buddy, Frostbyte, to take a peek—himself Tír-born and Tír-trained in Matrix work—but he’d run off with his Neo-Anarchist buddies, and I already owed him a favor, anyway. Gentry and Trace were the best I had, the best I had access to, and they both said the same thing; and there’s no point in surrounding yourself with experts if you ignore their advice.

      So Compustat was our lead, the encryption protocols they supplied to Tír universities was our goal, and Gentry’s connection back home was our best chance of reaching it. Enter Ms. Myth, Gentry’s teammate and agent, and voila. The deal’d been brokered. The chip itself was slotted, secure, in one of the many dataports he sported. The kid was a professional courier when he wasn’t running the shadows, I could’ve done a lot worse, in that regard. But they were supposed to be leaving, and they were supposed to be calling, and they were late doing both.

      When left me alone with my thoughts, which Jimmy Kincaid does not like to be.

      I flicked the little case around on my desktop, scowling as it slid one way, then the next. I knew a little bit of what it held, yeah. That introduction, the briefest report of it, had been enough. Heavy enough to believe folks might kill for it. Inhumans and the Cycle of Magic talked about mana cycles. It talked about the rise and fall of sorcerous tides, floated theories at the reader first proposed decades earlier, by an elf many claimed was honest-to-Buddha immortal. Chris Minirth had been there when this nutty professor, Ehran the Scribe, had first ruffled Hermetic feathers by giving his little talk, and he’d collaborated with Tír-based scholars for decades since, even after his transfer up here to Seattle, where he’d taught palookas like me at University of Washington.

      Where he’d died.

      A big part of me wanted to just flick the whole thing out of my life. Toss it. Burn it. Wipe the chip and call it a day. This was bigger than I liked, bigger than I was used to. A big part of me wanted to get back to the shadows I called home, wanted to focus on the problems that scaled to me and my friends better, wanted to throw my attention back to Puyallup and promises, to worrying about smaller problems, like keeping the Mafia and the Yakuza from tearing my neighborhood apart, like tracking down deadbeat parents and cheating spouses, like paying my rent. I won’t lie. I liked my life easy. Black and white.

      But the bigger part of me? I was just a dog with a bone, plain and simple. Chris’d left it to me, he’d trusted me with it—not even the Hermetic Order of the Auric Aurora, but me—and that made it my responsibility. I wanted to read what was on it, wanted to see what had made it so important to him, and I just plain didn’t want to let him down. I wanted to buck the odds and handle it, see the thing through, finish the job, if not for him, then because it was supposed to be too big for me.

      And besides, it was a case. Solving cases was my job, right?
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      I drank for a while, mind and Transys headware racing, wanting to feel busy, hungry to feel productive. I had jobs, but no work right this second. Activity slipped through my fingers. Dexter Pinkerton, detective, was helping with Gem’s big brother, and we’d had another fruitless day; nothing I could do right this minute. District Hall’s wards were caught up, no legit work on that front. Skip and Trace were still flush enough from their recent guest appearance on Chase: Errant Knight, so no bounty hunting side job. I didn’t have anything else slated to do; no pending cases, no recent incoming messages, no bodyguard/tour-guide gigs for slumming Downtowners, no skells to ghost, debtors to tail, old-timey hardcopy papers to serve.

      The only cases I had were too big to do anything about, solo, in the middle of the night.

      I paced a bit, and after about my third pathetic lap around my pathetic desk in my pathetic apartment, my Transys chirped at me about an incoming call.

      “Fraggin’ finally.” I glared out my window into the Puyallup night.

      “Lovely to hear your gentle voice, Jimmy.” Ms. Myth grinned at me, all troll-broad features but with a smile almost as dazzling as Ariana’s.

      “What’s the hold up? Everything okay?”

      “Ain’t like you to micro-manage, Mr. Kincaid.” Her eyes twinkled with the playful jab.

      “Ain’t like you to be runnin’ late, Ms. Myth.” I wasn’t too in the mood for jokes.

      “We’re running behind, but it’s the escort’s fault. We’re here and ready, but the Ancients won’t leave.”

      “What?” It wasn’t like the infamous all-elf go-gang to not want to hit the road and feel the wind in their flowing green-dyed locks. “Put one of those keeblers on the line, huh?”

      My Sideways made me focus on all the blurry details, but I ignored Sledge’s frown and Gentry’s goofy grin in the background as Myth’s commlink got handed over.

      I recognized the elf who looked down into it. Bronze skin and high cheekbones beneath dark eyes, dark hair shaved high on the sides and back, pulled up in a little topknot instead of flying the usual Ancients acid-green mohawk.

      “What’s the hold up, B.B.?”

      “Rook.” Bushido Blitz shrugged, his broad shoulders—and Myth’s phone—rising and falling with a “what are you gonna do?” gesture of helplessness. He said the word, the name, like it was a curse.

      “Drek.” The combat mage, Rook, wasn’t just Blitz’s peer—or even superior—within the gang, he was the organization’s key lifeline to the Tír. Rook supplied the high-level contacts inside the elven nation that paved the way for their smuggling runs. He was basically the one keeb they couldn’t leave without, even if they’d wanted to.

      “Yeah.” Blitz didn’t sound any happier about it than I was. He wasn’t a bad kid, for a life-long member of a violent gang, really. Hotheaded and young, quicker with a blade than he was to think things through, but at least you knew where you stood.

      “All right. Well…” I floundered mentally, wanting to chew someone out, but knowing it wouldn’t do any good. Myth, Blitz, and the rest would handle Rook when he showed up, and I’d decided to outsource so it wasn’t really my problem, anyways. “Keep me posted, I guess.”

      The phone spun as Myth palmed it again—Gentry waving in the background again, God, his Suprathyroid Gland must’ve made him a real treat to wait on a ride with, to say nothing of how fun he’d be to get locked into a cargo hauler alongside—and she gave me a confident nod.

      “I’ll ring you up once we get rolling, Jimmy. We’ll get down there and handle the job.”

      “Thanks, Myth. Just keep me in the loop.”

      “Roger that, General Kincaid.” She smiled again, straightening up and snapping off a sarcastic salute before the call winked out.

      Well. Progress was progress. They were there, they were waiting for the last of their escorts to show up, and they’d be on the road soon. It could be worse.

      I had Pink helping with Gem’s missing brother, I had Myth, Gentry, and the whole crew working on the file, I had Skip and Trace occupying Ari and keeping her happy for the evening, and I still had half of a bottle of Presley Highland left. I glanced over my shoulder to the bottle at the desk. Might as well enjoy the rest of the even—

      —ing?

      Jesus, Buddha, and Zeus, this fragging Sideways. I’d taken a dose of it years ago, when I was having some problems, still coping with the loss of so much magic. Just one dose. I’d tripped up on life and fallen down a shitty road, trying whatever I could to distract myself. I’d danced with a chiphead gal named Turbo Bunny for a while, dabbled in old-school chemical fun, drank too much—even compared to my usual take—and just tried to do all kinds of things to fill the hole left where so much of my potential used to be. No one’s fault but mine, how I chose to deal with my problems, it wasn’t Bunny’s fault or anyone else’s, don’t get me wrong. I don’t blame Khayyam, my local street doc, but to put it mildly, he’d made a good pile of nuyen encouraging my dabbling in all kinds of addictions.

      Sideways was a gene treatment. A temporary high, it advertised. A black-market cocktail that mixed multiple short-lived mutations, criss-crossing the combat augmentations Reakt and Synch. Khayyam’d sold me on the “sample” because it promised to dull my pain. All of it. Endorphins, y’know? It amped up my body’s natural pain-resistance to the point I couldn’t feel a thing. It worked.

      Oh, it worked all right.

      Eventually I’d learned the hard way that feeling no hurt wasn’t the same as feeling good, but that’s a sob story for another day.

      Side effects of the treatment—aside from it becoming permanent, in a quirk of genetics and dumb luck, buyer beware—were that it also heightened your perceptive abilities to inhuman levels. Sharpened the whole world. Half the reason I drank was to take off that Sideways edge, to blur things a little, to help keep some sort of balance. It made users hunt for patterns, try to recognize everything they saw, try to make sense of every little random buckshot-spread or shooting star or roll of the dice.

      Sideways wreaked havoc on the mind’s ability to really tell how much time is passing as your attention flickers from one obsession to another, with laser-like focus. It does so especially when adrenaline spikes—like in a fight—and it makes everything else seem to move in slow motion. Now, this fight time action-trid slo-mo bullshit, it’d saved my ass lots of times, sure. But other times it triggered and did nothing but disorient and distract me.

      This time? This time, it had a damned good reason to trigger. When I started to fall, interrupted in the middle of considering another drink, I fell very slowly. Time dilated. Lots of things registered to my enhanced senses and my headware commlink all at once.

      First, when the sound reached me, the Sideways’ attention to detail and my cyberaudio suite’s TacWhisper software let me know everything I never wanted to know about getting shot. With an 87% certainty, it reported that the incoming ballistic projectile was a .300 round, subsonic by design, silenced by a NightQuiet-brand noise suppressor, fired through a 61-centimeter-barreled Remington Model 750 from less than one hundred meters away.

      Second, when my window started to spiderweb out from the neat little bullet hole, then fracture, then break cleanly and fall, my eyes focused on the glass, tried to mentally assemble the shards like it was a dropped jigsaw puzzle. Right up until I tumbled, then spun away from the window, I was fighting the urge to reach out and catch that slow-motion glass, to put the window back together just because I knew right where each piece went.

      Third, when I spun, mid-fall, and saw the terrible spray of blood my exit wound had left across my desk, my Sideways and my Transys headware supercomputer tried to feed me forensic information about the forward spatter. It, helpfully, cross-referenced with the existing TacWhisper data about caliber and range, and the two started to work up a diagram for me. My headware was turning me into a crime scene, right before my very eyes.

      Fourth, when my Corpsman biomonitor implant blared a warning at me, I read it, pixel by pixel, letter by letter, as quickly as it appeared in my field of vision. My Sideways latched my attention onto it as firmly as it had the ballistic data and forensic assistance subroutine output.

      It didn’t hurt. Nothing ever hurt any more, the Sideways did its job. But not feeling the physical pain of the bullet tearing you apart doesn’t mean the bullet’s not tearing you apart. Not when you take a rifle round right to your ten-ring, center mass, all while your armored jacket is hanging, eggshell blue thanks to a recent Fashion spell, on a hook half a room away.

      “Hnngh.”

      I spun and lurched against my blood-splashed desk, hands open, slithering across the too-slick surface, trying to find some sort of purchase as my legs turned to overcooked noodles. I coughed out a spray of pink-red life and fear.

      “Ggnh. Ari…neh?” Words were hard.

      The second round hit me in the back of my right shoulder, blew clean through, blasted out the front. My Sideways made me count the droplets of blood for a dizzying fraction of a second before my legs gave out completely, and when I tried to lift my right arm to break my fall it just flopped at me, limp and worthless.

      I twisted, tumbled, fell on my face and gave a healing spell the ol’ college try. Blood and gurgles were all I could really manage to spit out, so the spell wasn’t my best. There was no chance to Center, no way to call on my Enochian, no chance to enunciate ancient words of power to better harness the otherworldy magics. It was just me and my wand and my desperate, bone-deep, need to fix myself by cheating the universe.

      Glass fell all around me as I lay on my office/apartment floor—the third shot missed high, I’d fallen at just the right time, lucky me!—while my cyberaudio suite dutifully reported that, yes, I had in fact heard a new round chambered already.

      I focused back on the spell, poured what mana I could back into myself, tried to plug the gaping holes that were letting my tattered soul escape. The healing magic was hard—everything was hard, my body and mind just weren’t responding quite right, even though I’d flailed my left hand down to my hip, clutching my wand in a near-death grip, used it to power the magic—and just as I felt it start to work, it fizzled anyways, because the fourth round slammed into me.

      As I lay there on my belly, the fourth shot hit me just under the armpit, square-on. My Corpsman biomonitor piped a diagram right to my cyberoptics, showing it all to me in Sideways-torturous detail. The round tore into me almost perfectly perpendicular to the first. Where the initial slug had cored me front to back and the second had been a through-and-through up high, shattering bone on the way, this one had hit ribs and went through my chest sidelong, fracturing as it impacted bone, pieces of bullet shredding me in a forking, branching wave, like a bolt of lightning clawing through my chest the long way.

      I’d seen a lot as a P.I. I’d been shot more than my fair share, I’d put enough people in the ground, and I’d investigated plenty of corpses in my day.

      I knew dead when I saw it.
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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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