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        While I should sojourn there

        No prophet durst declare,

        Nor did the wisest wizard guess

        What would bechance at Lyonnesse

      
        While I should sojourn there.
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      THREE YEARS AGO

      Nothing bad could happen to him here, he told himself.

      Archbishop Anthony Stitt strode through the lobby of the Hotel Vesta, relief easing his shoulders. Surely, there could be no danger while the hot Roman sun was beaming through these gracious windows? Surely there were no threats under the coffered ceilings or among the tasteful neoclassical art?

      In fact, after he walked into his room and beheld the tidy opulence of the freshly made canopy bed and the luncheon already laid out on the dinner table, he almost felt ridiculous. Here was the life he was used to; here was the hotel he’d stayed at countless times while visiting Rome. And when he looked in the mirror, there was the same hard, bloodless expression he’d become famous for during his ecclesiastical career.

      The world was the same; he was the same. Nothing had changed since last night.

      Except…there had been that predawn rendezvous deep in a corner of the Vatican, the shaken whispers of his informant. Afterward, Stitt had taken his usual meetings and sidled along the web he’d spent the past twenty years weaving, but for the first time since he’d set his eyes on the Piscatory Ring, Stitt’s mind was elsewhere. Still in that murky corner, still listening to a story with implications so profound that he almost wanted to discount it entirely.

      But his source had never been wrong before, and it… Well, there was a logic to it, wasn’t there? A feel of truth?

      How did I miss it? he asked himself as he walked over to the table for his customary midday meal of salmon rillette, bread, and crudité. The aroma of fresh coffee drifted from a silver pot, familiar as incense, familiar as spilled wine.

      How did I miss it?

      Because if it was true, that meant His Eminence Mortimer Cashel had been building castles while Stitt had been spinning webs. It meant that Cashel had resources beyond what Stitt could hope to muster.

      It meant that in the slow, clever dance for the mitre, Cashel was winning.

      Ys, the informant had called it. The—well, what was it even? A network? An order of priests? A crime family? Even the informant hadn’t really known, but one thing the informant had known for certain: the Holy Father had no idea. Which gave Stitt an opening. A chance to outplay Cashel before Cashel’s hand grew too strong.

      And that was what he would do, he determined. He would bring this to the Holy Father himself and expose Cashel and whatever this Ys was. And with Cashel gone, Stitt’s path to the Vatican would be clearer than ever.

      Yes, of course. He’d do it today. And now that he was in his favorite room, about to have his favorite lunch, everything was suddenly right again. He had things in hand—more than in hand, actually, because this was a good thing, an ingot of good fortune dropped right into his lap, and how absurd that he’d been scared just a few minutes ago, scurrying like he thought Cashel himself was after him. No, if Ys were real, then Stitt finally had the means to destroy his rival. A rival who wasn’t interested in sex, wasn’t tempted by drink, and had no whiff of financial impropriety.

      Cashel’s singular vice was power, but here at last would be the wage of that sin.

      Confidence restored, Stitt poured himself a cup of coffee, took a scalding drink, and turned to face the deep-set window that looked out over the piazza. Except the piazza with its throngs of people and view of the Pantheon was blocked by a woman.

      Standing inside his room.

      He couldn’t help it—he took a step back. The coffee sloshed over his hand, burning over his bishop’s ring, and his cassock tangled around his legs. Then his mind caught up with the moment, and he was irritated with himself. It was just a hotel employee, wearing a neat suit and tie, red hair pulled into a demure ponytail. She’d probably just finished bringing up his food, and he’d been so distracted with this information about Cashel that he hadn’t noticed her.

      “I need a napkin or a towel,” Stitt told her sharply, setting down his coffee.

      She gave a small nod and went to the bathroom, returning with a damp washcloth. When she silently handed it to him, Stitt frowned at her. He’d have a word with management about this; the owner was a friend of his and would be appalled to hear that one of his employees hadn’t apologized for such an intrusion.

      He took in details of her while he scrubbed at his hand—the unnatural sheen to her hair, almost as if it were a wig. The creases on her blazer, like it had never been worn before. The black gloves on her hands, thin and disposable.

      Something shifted inside his mind then, and the fear from earlier began to trickle back in.

      “Leave,” he ordered, to his own fear as much as to the young woman.

      She didn’t leave. Neither did the fear.

      “I think you should sit,” she said in English. It was American English, Stitt’s own English, common enough in certain Vatican circles, but unusual for a Roman hotel employee.

      Stitt’s fingertips tingled and also his lips, and he thought it was the fear moving through his body. But then he tried to step back, and he stumbled again.

      He didn’t know where his feet were anymore. Dizzy spots crept at the edge of his vision.

      “I think you should sit,” she said again, and this time he sat. Heavily.

      “What…” His voice sounded strange to him. “What’s happening?”

      She didn’t answer, just looked at him with steady blue-green eyes. She was so contained, her face betraying nothing. Nothing but pink skin across the bridge of her finely shaped nose.

      Locals didn’t have sunburns.

      “You don’t work here,” Stitt said stupidly.

      She nodded.

      “Did Cashel send you?”

      Could he already have discovered what Stitt knew? Stitt trusted his informant, but loyalty was cheap in Rome. Perhaps Cashel or one of his camp had already turned his source. Maybe they’d done something worse.

      “God sent me,” the young woman corrected. She had the look of a zealot now, young and fiery-eyed. Practically vibrating with intensity.

      “Nonsense. Was it Cashel or someone else?” he managed to ask.

      “Nebraska,” she said, ignoring his question. “Nineteen years ago. I’m sure you remember.”

      The skipping in his chest was a jumping now, a lurching. “It’s in the past,” he said. Wheezed.

      “Our God is the god of the past as well as the present.”

      She moved toward him. He had just enough energy left to flinch, but she didn’t strike him or even touch him at all. Instead, she took the used washcloth and coffee cup from his table and carried them to the bathroom. He heard the splash of the coffee down the drain and then the running of the sink from its gold taps.

      For the first time in a very long time, Stitt found himself embarrassed. Of the palatial bathroom, with its marble floors and clusters of fresh flowers and the hydrotherapy tub large enough that a grown man could lie down flat and never touch the sides. Of the canopy bed, fit for a king; the suite itself, high and spacious and filled with every luxury. When he’d started his climb toward the Apostolic Palace, it had been normal for princes of the Church to live sumptuously; it had been expected. They’d had a proper pope then, one who understood the history and the power of the Church. But this new pope had sown a harvest of austerity—had shunned the opulent papal apartments and the plentitude that was his by right—and now the world seemed to expect the same of everyone else.

      Stitt had refused, of course. Not unreasonably, because what was a Church that couldn’t reflect the grandeur of its own god? What was a Church that recalled sandals and sawdust rather than the glory of the prince of kings?

      But as the young woman returned, the coffee cup empty and being slipped into a plastic bag along with the washcloth, he saw the judgment reflected in her eyes, and he was embarrassed.

      Why? Because she knew about Nebraska?

      “I did the best I could,” he tried again. The words came out in a whisper. “It would have hurt the Church.”

      “You did what was best for your career,” she said. “And God has not forgotten.”

      He was sick to his stomach now and clammy. “So this isn’t about Ys?”

      He didn’t think he invented the confusion that flickered through her expression, but it was gone as soon as he saw it, replaced again by that eerily impassive expression, paired so incongruously with those fervent eyes.

      “No,” she said after a moment. She sealed the plastic bag and then bent over to pull something from her ankle. A knife, sheathed there. Stitt saw a single silver-blond loop of hair trapped against her neck. She must have missed it while tucking her hair into the wig.

      When she stood, the knife was in her hand, its handle inset with rubies and gold. It looked almost liturgical.

      A thing for sacrifice.

      Stitt’s stomach twisted up into his chest. “You’re going to kill me,” he rasped.

      “I already have, Your Grace,” she said, and there was something else in her voice now, a sadness. She found a small bag she’d stashed near a chair and put the plastic-wrapped coffee cup inside. Then she produced an identical cup and set it on the table next to him. He watched dizzily as she poured coffee into it and then sloshed it over the rim and onto the table. Intentionally. As if the cup had been held by a man who’d abruptly felt weak and needed to sit.

      She stood in front of him when she was finished. She was petite, slender. Aside from the sunburned nose and cheap wig, she was altogether lovely. An angel of death.

      “You took too much of your heart medicine today,” she explained, and her voice was inflectionless once again. “An easy mistake for someone who’s so disorganized with their medications.”

      “I’m not—” He stopped. She’d already been here when he walked in; she’d had the coffee and the tainted cup waiting. Of course she would have staged his medications, made it look accidental. A tragedy brought about by a busy man’s haphazard habits.

      He stared at her and she stared back, the understanding crystalizing between them. It didn’t matter what he’d learned about Ys, about Cashel. It didn’t matter that he was going to be the next American cardinal, that the only thing between him and the papacy was gap-toothed Cashel with his amiable grin and mismatched eyes.

      Nothing mattered because he was going to die. He was dying.

      “Why?” he asked the young woman. His voice was gasping, grating. “Nebraska? Is that all?”

      “All?” Disgust flitted across her face. “What would be enough, Your Grace? Two Nebraskas? Three? You with millions of souls already in your care having billions instead, and all for the price of your own? Beware of false prophets, who come to you in sheep’s clothing, but underneath are ravenous wolves.” She stepped back, over to the window. The knife flashed, and he heard the snap of metal as she used its flat edge to pop open the lock. The window swung open.

      “Where are you going?”

      “There is one more after you,” she said. It looked like her hands were shaking the tiniest amount. “Just a couple streets over. A deacon.”

      “You can’t—” Stitt found he could barely breathe. He was horribly cold. “You can’t,” he finished in a voice that was no longer a voice.

      “But God can,” said the young woman, and she climbed onto the windowsill.

      Stitt was dead before she was gone.
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      ISOLDE

      PRESENT DAY

      Manhattan crawls, seethes, in a summer haze below me, glass and metal and hot concrete choking the leafy tangle of Central Park.

      It’s home, but it doesn’t feel like home. I feel like I’m still on the waves, untethered. Still on a yacht, being brought from my family’s ancestral seat to the home I know best, for a wedding I never asked for.

      Maybe it doesn’t feel like home because of where I am—a slick high-rise stocked with blindfolds and rope and custom furniture. Or maybe it’s because of whom I’m in this high-rise with—Tristan Thomas, the man who stole my heart in the shattered moonlight of the Atlantic. Along with another man, the man who broke that same heart three years ago with the blood from my hymen still drying under his fingernails.

      Mark Trevena. My fiancé.

      I look down at the railing of Mark’s loft. My hands are pale and slender, the left hand glinting with rubies and gold. They are hands that have stolen, maimed, and killed. I try to keep them steady.

      I have so much to do as Mark Trevena’s bride.

      “You crawled to me here. Do you remember?”

      Too late, I become aware of the presence in the loft, and I turn to see Mark coming to the glass half wall separating the space from the rest of the penthouse. Rather than stand beside me, however, he braces his right hand next to mine on the railing and stands just behind. Not close enough to touch, but close enough that I’m thinking of touching now. Close enough that I can feel the measures of his exhales.

      Our hands are less than an inch apart; his is an expression of power next to my own. Its size, its placement. Two of the fingers on it have been inside my body.

      “I remember,” I say. A neutral tone is second nature to me, a by-product of growing up the princess of an Anglo-American banking empire. And even if it weren’t second nature, I would be a fool not to be careful right now. Not to see that the board is set and Mark is ready to move the first piece. He’s been ready since we met, I think, ready for four years.

      Four years.

      Can it have really been that long? Four years of his ring on my finger, three years since he made me bleed while I panted and begged for it.

      Three years since the morning when I made someone else bleed their life out onto the sun-baked Roman cobblestones…a loss of innocence that cut much, much deeper than the loss of my virginity.

      It feels like it’s been a lifetime. It feels like it’s been no time at all.

      At any rate, I have to be mindful what I show him now that we’re together. I have to make him believe that I am reluctantly besotted. I have to show him the submissive wife he craves.

      Stolen victories don’t come from playing fair, after all.

      With that in mind, I turn to face him fully, having to press my back against the railing in order to look up at his face. He keeps his hand planted where it is, not stepping back to give me room.

      My immediate thought is that he’s not playing fair either, looking like he does. His dark-blond hair is swept away from his suntanned face, exposing a high forehead and the harsh curves of his cheekbones. His jaw, even relaxed like it is now, is strong and graven, with the first hint of a five-o’clock shadow coming through. His eyes are the sky just after dusk, just before dawn. Dark but undeniably blue.

      Elemental.

      He looks every bit of his thirty-six years, a man fully in his prime, and for a moment, I feel the full fourteen years between our ages. I feel it like a thrill, a jolt, a challenge.

      Which is nonsense. He has had so much longer than me to become dangerous, and that should only make me wary. Not…excited.

      “I remember,” I repeat, and this time I let the memory seep into my words. For a year and a half while I’d been in college, he’d trained me. Not in submission, but in the pretense of submission. Our marriage had been arranged from the start, a transaction between him and my family, but it was crucial that it still appeared real, and that appearance hinged on my playacting as Mark’s submissive.

      Except pretending is a blurry thing when it comes to kink. There are some things that must be done, must be ceded.

      And I am willing to cede a lot to get what I’m here for.

      Mark studies me. He has a way of looking that feels like I’m being pinned in place, an insect to a board, but I let him pin me. I let him look. He won’t believe that I’m easily won, so I let him see my skepticism warring with my desire. I let him see a young woman determined to play a part even as she’s slowly seduced by it.

      And if it is almost too easy for me to pretend, if it’s too easy to call up the memory of his hands on me, of how I felt on his yacht wearing the clothes he’d picked out for me, I don’t think about it. Genuinely craving him and the things he will do to me will make me better at playing the game. And I can play without losing myself.

      Mark finally nods, as if he saw what he expected.

      “How is your shoulder?” I ask. He hadn’t been able to fetch me from Ireland as planned because he’d been stabbed in his own club right before, and the wound had struggled to heal. He doesn’t move like an injured man, though. The last three weeks must have done the wound some good.

      He lifts a hand to it, like he’d almost forgotten. “Much better. Just another scar to add to the collection, if a memorable one.”

      And then he says after a moment, “Now that you’re here, we will have to resume. But it’s been some time since we entered into our arrangement. We should discuss our new rules. Your new limits.”

      I hadn’t ever wanted to stop, and here he is talking about resuming, as if I’d been the one to cry off. He’d been the one to end things years ago, to wedge his fingers inside me and give me an earth-shattering orgasm only to leave before daybreak, having gotten what he came for. My virginity, the warranty my father demanded to make sure I wouldn’t back out of the engagement.

      But in those hours between Mark pushing his hand up my skirt and the break of morning, I’d believed—or hoped⁠—

      It doesn’t matter now. He’d been using me. And now I’ll use him.

      “I know we’ll need to resume,” I reply. “But my rules are the same. My limits are the same. Have yours changed?”

      There is one long blink, dark-gold lashes sweeping to his cheeks and then back up again, and I realize that I’ve surprised him.

      “Your limits have not changed,” he says. His voice is as expressionless as his face, and it’s filled with nothing but the cool huskiness that troubles my dreams, but I sense disbelief there nonetheless. “So you are still comfortable with, to use a likely example, being restrained by me?”

      I lift my chin. “Yes. If the situation calls for it.”

      “Punished by me?”

      Heat seeps down my spine and pools in the cradle of my hips. I remind myself to be reluctantly besotted. “For the sake of selling our marriage? Yes.”

      “Fucked by me?”

      Between my legs, my clit pulses. Just a few days ago, it was against another man’s mouth. “Yes,” I whisper, and I’m not pretending anything right now.

      Mark is closer now, his eyes hooded as he looks down at me. We’re still not touching. We wouldn’t be, when selling the appearance of our marriage was always about just that—the appearance. Yes, he might tie me up, mark my flesh, fill my mouth and holes with whatever he wants, including himself, but only while we are around other people. There’s no clause for what will happen between us in private; no provision for when it’s just the two of us. If I want him to trust me, I’ll have to breach that wall. Like we breached it three years ago on my father’s desk.

      The thought makes my skin prickle and my belly swim. Half lust, half miserable nerves. There’s no room for me to fuck this up.

      And despite what happened on the yacht on the way to Manhattan, there’s no room for me to feel anything for Tristan Thomas, Mark’s bodyguard, either.

      “And your safeword is still hyssop?” Mark asks.

      “Yes.”

      “Use it for anything, even when we’re not performing for the people around us. Even when we’re alone. You understand?”

      Yes, sir is on the tip of my tongue, without me having to remember that he’d like to hear it, without me remembering that it’s only supposed to be a line for my part.

      Oh God, this is so dangerous.

      I force myself to nod instead. And for a moment, we stay just like this, with him so, so close and our eyes burning against each other’s.

      With a flare of his nostrils, Mark lets go of the railing and takes a step back. He turns away, walks over to the leather-upholstered table in the center of the loft.

      The table is meant for bondage, punishment. Sex. There’s a hole in the middle that Mark once told me allowed a cock through. I wonder if Tristan was ever on it, if his erection had ever bobbed dark and needy through that very hole.

      I don’t have to wonder if Tristan would have loved it, though. He would have because I would have loved it, because we are both sick with the same disease.

      “So no new rules of your own,” I say to his suited back as I cut away every feeling about Tristan that’s still rooting and blooming inside my chest. Mark cannot know about Tristan and me and what’s happened since we set sail from Ireland.

      Above all, Mark cannot know.

      Maybe later, maybe after the marriage. Maybe there will be a time when I can explain that I spent half the trip to New York spreading my legs for his bodyguard. That for some reason I can’t explain even now, I left the door between my room and Tristan’s unlocked. That I’ve spent the last three nights wishing I could scratch my own eyes out for the tears they’ve cried, all because I begged Tristan not to quit his job, to stay at Lyonesse for me, and Tristan’s price was a high one. But—perhaps a wise one. He knew severing ties and ending things before we got to Manhattan was the safest choice, at least if we wanted to hide what happened on the yacht from my future husband.

      As it is, I’m still concerned we won’t be able to hide the truth. Mark isn’t stupid, and it used to be his job to slice the truth out of much more treacherous people than Tristan Thomas.

      I’ve become plenty treacherous over the years, unfortunately.

      Mark turns, but only partway. His fingers run over the top of the leather table, and I remember how it felt to be cuffed to that table, his finger trailing down my naked stomach and circling my navel.

      “No,” he finally says. “No new rules. The same one remains.”

      I know which one he means. “I remember,” I say. “After the wedding, there can be no perceived wedge between us. Total fidelity.”

      “Yes, my bride,” he says, and then faces me. The sunlight pouring in through the double-story windows catches the gold in his hair, on his eyelashes. He is gilded against the metal and leather and wickedness behind him. “After the wedding, I’ll be as faithful to you as you are to me.”
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      TRISTAN

      I stare at my unzipped suitcase, my entire body itching to leave this room and find the two people outside it.

      I took the job as Mark’s bodyguard this spring hoping for a distraction—or whatever existed between distraction and pinning all of my time, movements, and decisions onto someone else’s—because it turned out that leaving the army had not fixed the ache that came with having killed my best friend.

      I had not expected to fall in love with my employer. I had not expected to fall in love with his future wife.

      And now I’m in love with two people—two people who are about to marry each other.

      We’d arrived at Mark’s Central Park–facing penthouse a few minutes ago in a cloud of silence. Easy silence, on Mark’s part. He seemed pleased to have Isolde with him, and whenever his eyes met mine, I saw the banked heat there that never failed to steal my breath…a legacy of those heady weeks when I’d been his, fully and completely, until I’d learned that he’d never been mine in return.

      But the silence hadn’t been easy between Isolde and me. It had been sticky, hot as fresh tar. We made sure that our eyes didn’t meet; I made sure that my gaze stayed on the world outside Mark’s Mercedes-Maybach. But God, how I wanted to look at her. At her delicate nose and her stubborn chin and her eyes the color of dark turquoise. At those adorable freckles and at that mouth, lush and curved with an unusually shallow notch on her upper lip.

      At sea, I had kissed that mouth so much that I had the feel of it memorized, the taste. And yet I couldn’t look… If I looked, Mark would see everything in my face.

      And the fourth occupant in the car would also see everything in my face. The fourth occupant who knew about Isolde and me.

      Maybe. Maybe he knew.

      Probably.

      Sedge, the quiet assistant who kept Mark’s days productive and ordered, had told me that the yacht—the same yacht where Isolde and I had lost all self-control with each other—had cameras.

      Cameras.

      Fuck. Why hadn’t I thought of that? Lyonesse, Mark’s kink club, had cameras inside for the safety of its guests and employees. But I’d assumed his yacht would be like his apartment or Morois House in Cornwall. A residence, a private space, away from every concern…

      My assumption had been a naïve one, and now someone knew about Isolde and me. And if Sedge knew, then surely Mark knew. Right? Surely loyal Sedge wouldn’t have kept a secret like that, especially when I suspected that Sedge was also in love with Mark in his own wary way.

      Except Mark hadn’t acted like someone who knew that his bodyguard had spent eleven days railing his fiancée. After we dropped Sedge at the hotel where the rest of the Lyonesse staff would be staying while here in Manhattan, we’d arrived at the penthouse, and Mark put Isolde and me on one floor together, next to each other. While he would keep his usual bedroom upstairs.

      Whether this was some nod to bridal propriety or an acknowledgment of the transactional, public-only nature of their relationship, I didn’t know. It had disconcerted Isolde, though, and her lip had stayed trapped between her teeth while she’d watched me carry her suitcase into her new room. It had been the single time our eyes had met since before we’d left the yacht.

      Mark couldn’t possibly know. Despite Sedge knowing, despite the way he’d said much to discuss, on the dock.

      But then what else had he meant?

      I’m still trying to squeeze a feeling of certainty out of this latest turn of affairs when I hear a knock on the frame of my door.

      I turn to see Mark, his blue suit still smooth and crisp, even though it’s now the afternoon and he’s been in the summer wind and Manhattan traffic.

      “Tristan,” he says, and my name in his voice lifts goose bumps along my arms. I’m grateful he can’t see them underneath my own suit. “Come here for a minute. I want to make sure we’re all on the same page.”

      The certainty vanishes, and panic rushes in, cold and tingling. My lips are buzzing as I nod and follow him out to the main living area of the penthouse, feeling like I’m on a patrol run in Carpathia and not in a crisply minimalist space overlooking Central Park.

      Isolde is standing by the window, her hair the color of gleaming bone and soft as silk around her face as she stares down at the park. She’s wearing all white today, a bodysuit and trousers, already looking like a bride. The white makes her glow.

      Mark takes a seat on a low leather sofa, stretching his arm along the back. There’s a glass of gin on the rocks on the table in front of him.

      I heroically ignore the pert curves of Isolde’s breasts in her bodysuit and the way Mark’s suit trousers pull over the hard muscles of his thighs. I keep my face on his as I stand next to the sofa, my hands tucked neatly behind my back.

      Does Mark look like he knows? Is that anger simmering in his eyes as he looks between Isolde and me?

      I’ll take the blame. It was my fault anyway, what happened on the yacht. If I’d only stayed away from her, had more control. Found a way not to kiss her tear-salted lips, not to taste the wet place between her thighs.

      If only I’d been stronger—but God, how could I have been? Isolde Laurence under a dark sky, spattered with sea spray, splintered and humiliated by the same man who’d splintered and humiliated me.

      Isolde Laurence, who knew how wonderful it felt when the splintering came from a man like Mark Trevena.

      If Isolde is worried that Mark knows, that this is the beginning of everything unraveling, she doesn’t show it. Her back is straight, her arms crossed, and her hands cupped elegantly over each elbow. In profile, she is graceful and aloof. It’s easy to forget that she wields a knife like it’s as natural as breathing. That she wakes up in the middle of the night with choked screams in her throat.

      “So,” Mark says, his gaze moving to me and then Isolde again. I wish I could read his face, his eyes. I wish I knew what to brace for. “The engagement party is this weekend, and it must be a success.”

      It is so far from what I expected him to say that I nearly buckle to the floor. There’s no way, no way at all that I could be this lucky.

      “Of course,” continues Mark, “the party is to celebrate our coming union, and as long as you’re happy with it, Isolde, then I’ll consider it a success. So everything else is of little⁠—”

      “Tristan knows,” Isolde interrupts, finally turning toward us. The ruby engagement ring winks on her hand, sending red beams dancing across the room. “I told him the truth.”

      Mark’s fingers lift once from the back of the sofa and then settle. His head turns, but not all the way, before he says, “Is that so?”

      Isolde’s gaze is steady. “I was surprised you hadn’t told him yourself, actually. He’ll be with us constantly. Did you think he wouldn’t see that we weren’t a love match? That this whole charade is engineered to benefit you and my family?”

      “We must be careful, my bride,” Mark says. “The more people who know, the more danger the charade is in.”

      Isolde doesn’t move, doesn’t blink. Doesn’t react at all.

      Finally, Mark relaxes. “I agree with you that eventually Tristan would have figured it out. And you are good at keeping secrets, aren’t you, Tristan?”

      He doesn’t look over at me as he speaks, which is a very good thing because I’m keeping more secrets than I’d like to right now and I’m worried every single one of them is visible in my face.

      “Yes, sir,” I manage.

      “Well, then. We’re settled.” He leans forward to get his glass and then sets it to his lips, his eyes on Isolde as he drinks, like he’s not finished studying her.

      For her part, she doesn’t look away.

      I glance to the hot city outside the glass. It hurts to look at the two of them right now. I miss them both. I want them both.

      “So Tristan,” Mark says, now looking down at the drink cradled in his hand, “you should know that this party is the beginning of Isolde and me as a public couple. We’ve had something of a debut at Lyonesse, years ago, but this is our inauguration into certain circles of society. I’m sure you’re aware, via Goran, about how tight I’ll need security to be—we have several high-profile guests coming. And undoubtedly, Isolde and I will need to circulate separately, and I want your eyes on Isolde when mine can’t be.”

      My eyes are on Isolde far too much as it is, but I manage to sound professional when I say, “Of course, sir.”

      “Wonderful,” says Mark, and then he smiles at his gin. “It is lovely to have you together. My bodyguard and my bride. My two pretty things.”

      He doesn’t touch us, doesn’t lift a finger, and yet I think I might bruise anyway. Broken blood vessels across my chest, hairline fractures along my ribs. He doesn’t know how together Isolde and I have been, and the shame of it is going to kill me.

      But he might know how she and I still ache to be his pretty things, no matter how he’s hurt us, lied to us, used us.

      And the shame of that will definitely kill me.

      For her part, Isolde steps away from the window. “I’ll be in my room,” she says. “Just so you’re aware, I go back to work tomorrow.”

      Mark takes a drink, still smiling. “Me too,” he says.
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        * * *

      

      That evening, after I leave the penthouse to meet with Goran in his hotel room about the engagement party and security, I detour into Central Park to make a private phone call.

      My fingers shake as I dial the unfamiliar number. It had been emailed to me by Ms. Lim, Lyonesse’s concierge, while I was on the yacht with Isolde. Someone had come to Lyonesse looking for me. Someone who had every right to hunt me down and demand my time.

      I took a breath and pressed send. Anything for the sister of the man I killed.

      The phone rings and rings and rings, and I’m a fucking coward because the longer it takes for her to pick up the phone, the more relief swells in my stomach. I owe the family of Aaron Sims a debt I can’t repay, and the debt feels tenfold because I know them, because I’m known to them, because Aaron loved me and I loved him and I still killed him. That it was necessary and inevitable does nothing to requite what I owe.

      A call is the least of what I can do, but I’m practically panting in relief as I drop the phone and prepare to end the call. My excoriation is delayed for now⁠—

      “Hello?” comes a woman’s voice. “Hello?”

      Shit. I lift the phone, mouth dry. “Hello,” I say. “It’s—this is Tristan. Tristan Thomas.”

      There’s a silence on the other end, and I think she must be readying everything she wants to tell me. She’s unfolding handwritten notes detailing all the ways she hates me, she’s gathering her breath for a litany of curses.

      And then she says, “Oh, Tristan, thank God.”

      I’m standing still in the middle of a path, staring at nothing, her words not making any sense. “Chloe, I⁠—”

      “It’s Cara,” she says quickly. “And we need to meet.”

      Cara? Even before he’d died, Cara wasn’t much a part of Sims’s life. There’d been a bad boyfriend—and then a string of bad boyfriends—and then she’d skipped from town to town, running just ahead of a job gone wrong or a shitty ex. That Cara has emerged from the vortex of her life to find me is as odd as it is worrying.

      “Of course,” I say. I’m walking again now, close to the edge of the park and looking at Mark’s high-rise across the street, at the people milling along the sidewalk in front of it—people texting or arguing or stopping to tie their shoelaces. Funny how the world keeps moving even when you find yourself stuck in place. “Where are you? If you need a place, you can stay with me⁠—”

      “I’m okay for now,” she says, “but I have to go. I’ll call you at the number you called me from when I can again. Okay?”

      “Okay, but⁠—”

      There’s silence, followed by a beep in my ear. Cara’s gone.

      I look down at the screen and then across the street at the high-rise again, my mind a mess of memories and everything I should have said to the sister of Aaron Sims. But my vision clears, and I see someone kneeling to tie their shoe in front of the building.

      The same person I saw just a moment ago doing the same thing.

      He looks away from his shoe and at the front door, just for a beat. Glass glints in the evening light—a phone—and then he’s standing up and sliding the phone into his pocket. I think he just took a picture of the entrance.

      By the time I get across the street, he’s too far away to pursue.

      I call Goran on my way up to the penthouse.

      “I’ve never been with Mark here in Manhattan. Does he have external security feeds on the penthouse?” I ask by way of greeting. I’m a little ashamed because this is something I should know, something I would normally have committed to memory if I hadn’t spent the last three weeks daydreaming about my boss’s fiancée.

      “Sure, kid,” Goran says easily. “Not that we’ve ever needed them. I’ll make sure you have access through the security portal on your laptop. Anything I should be worried about?”

      I tell him about what I saw as I step into the penthouse and go straight to my room to find my work laptop. And yes—there they are, a handful of feeds nestled under the building’s address on our security portal. All of them are watermarked with the name of the building’s private security firm, so God only knows what kind of bribery—or worse—Mark employed to get access to them.

      I click back on the recording until I find what I’m looking for: a glimpse of the picture taker’s face. Short hair the color of used dishwater, a tattoo on one side of his neck. Flat features like partially rolled-out dough. The screen grab is not as high-quality as I’d like, but it’s enough. I send it to Goran.

      “There are roughly a hundred and twenty condominiums inside Mark’s building,” Goran points out as I’m doing this. “It’s very possible that he’s creeping on a different resident.”

      “Still. Do you mind passing it around to the team?”

      “Not in the least. And we’ll run it too, see if we can find any matches in law enforcement databases, although it usually takes us a bit to get the international hits. Might have to have Mark’s pet hacker Lox on that one. Either way, you can rest easy as long as you’re up in Mark’s little nest. He owns the unit beneath his floor and keeps it empty, and the floor above him is one of those mechanical fake floors. No one’s coming from above or below—or through the front door, for that matter.”

      I believe Goran, but I still don’t like it. Ever since the attack on Lyonesse, I’ve been acutely aware of how quickly everything can unravel, and there’s more than just Mark to protect now. There’s Isolde too.

      I hang up and shower, and then I do my best to set it aside. Years of combat have taught me not to ignore my instincts; years of sleepless nights between skirmishes and engagements have also taught me not to hyperfixate until I know something to be a threat.

      But I still don’t like it, and between that and my abbreviated phone call with Cara, it’s a very long time before I fall asleep.
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      ISOLDE

      I wake up struggling for air.

      It’s the two priests in Seville, their eyes staring up at the moon as the Guadalquivir washed them away from the shore. It’s the surprised gasp of the billionaire in Gdańsk as I slipped my honeysuckle knife between his ribs. It’s the archbishop in Rome, coffee splattered on his cassock, his last words heavy in the Italian sunlight. You can’t.

      But I could. I did.

      And now I can’t breathe.

      A shadow moves in my room, and a hand presses to my naked belly, warm and strong and big enough to splay across my entire stomach between my rucked-up tank top and my underwear.

      “Breathe,” comes Tristan’s voice. “Honey, you need to breathe.”

      Honey. The word is like honey itself—clear and golden and sweeter than anything. No one’s ever called me anything like that and meant it. Not since my mother died.

      “Lift my hand,” Tristan urges quietly. “You can do it.”

      I fight to inhale, my throat working, my chest like something hollowed out and filled with concrete. But there’s Tristan’s hand, the ring that Mark gave him cool against my stomach, the pressure of it so solid and sure, and suddenly I can do it, I can breathe. Air fills my lungs, and I choke a little around it, but Tristan just murmurs in approval, his eyes shining in the dark.

      I inhale again, almost normally, and the nightmare is receding like a tide. Stealing away to hide until the inevitable gravity of night brings it back.

      “Good,” Tristan says, and his voice is so lovely, a melody. A singer’s voice and not a soldier’s. “Good.”

      “Thank you,” I whisper. He came into my cabin on the yacht last night too, even though we’d already ended things, and helped me just like he’s doing now. “You don’t have to do this. I managed to live with the nightmares for three years. I’ll have to do it for the rest of my life. I’ll be okay on my own.”

      “I don’t want you to be on your own, though,” Tristan says, and there’s a world of pain in his voice. In the dark, I can’t read his face or follow his eyes, and so I don’t know if he’s looking at me or looking up at the ceiling, where just above us, my future husband sleeps.

      Tristan still hasn’t lifted his hand from my stomach, even though I’m breathing just fine now, and I think I can feel every crease of his palm, every whorl of his fingertips on my skin. His hand is warm and a little rough. Lingering calluses from war, maybe.

      And my body is singing, nerve endings flashing, as it recalls every single place that hand has been. Hard on my breast, spread over my backside. Inside me, inside me.

      Clouds shift enough outside that I can see he’s looking down at where he’s touching me. His fingers twitch, and my belly quivers. A dark cloud blooms below my navel, lust and shame mixed, the kind of guilt that only feeds desire.

      My own guilt is strange to me. I’ve accepted that with Mark, I must be Esther, Ruth, Tamar. That sex is the weapon I’m meant to use, a weapon for God’s will and therefore sanctified.

      But sex with Tristan was never part of the plan—is dangerous to the plan—and is wrong on every single level.

      “We’re not real in the dark,” I say in a whisper. Permission.

      Tristan doesn’t say anything back, but I feel a shudder run through him.

      How long has it been? A day? Two days? And already I’m starved to death, emaciated with greed. Craving Tristan like he’s what sustains my flesh and blood.

      It can’t be that he’s the first person to learn my body inside and out—it can’t be that he’s gorgeous, that he’s strong, that he’s the kind of person anyone would want in their bed. And it can’t be love, it would be absurd for it to be love. I’ve only known him for three weeks.

      But it is something. Familiarity, maybe, once I saw the torment he carried, the guilt and brokenness over the lives he’s taken. Or longing, possibly, for the goodness inside his heart, that bright, sweet, incorruptible core of him. Goodness he just seems to have, that he doesn’t have to reach for, atone to get, refine in a fire.

      Or maybe it was that, from the very beginning, I knew he was Mark’s. Mark’s step-nephew, Mark’s bodyguard. When I’d learned he’d been Mark’s lover as well, it was a confirmation of a suspicion only barely felt in the hollow of my chest before then: Tristan was like me.

      And if falling in love with Mark could happen to someone as good as Tristan Thomas, then maybe I’m not so broken after all.

      Just as I take Tristan’s hand to push it farther down, we hear water running through the walls. Mark is awake.

      Mark is upstairs, awake, doing things, and his bodyguard is here on my bed.

      I hear Tristan’s ragged exhale. In the dark, I sense more than see him hang his head.

      My skin is on fire with misery, but what can I say? What can I do? Beg him to keep touching me when Mark is up and moving around?

      “I’m sorry,” Tristan mumbles, and there’s enough misery in his voice that I know that I’m not alone. That the minute he leaves, he’s going to touch himself like I’m going to touch myself, and we’ll both be hoping that will somehow make this lust of ours better, safer. Only half a sin instead of a whole one.

      “Don’t be sorry,” I finally say. “We shouldn’t.”

      “We have to be careful,” he says, and he looks at me. I can tell from the shine of his eyes in the dark.

      “I know we have to be careful. I have more to lose than you.” I don’t speak the words with any bitterness—I gave all my bitterness to God years ago—but they come out so unvarnished, so starkly true, that I can tell it pains him to hear.

      “I know you do,” he says quietly. “I stayed for you, remember? You’re why I’m here, and I’ll help in any way I can.”

      The ache between my legs could collapse stars, but the rest of me is cooling and darkening. Turning to glass. I sit up.

      “Thank you for staying,” I say, also quietly. When he’d told me on the yacht that he wanted to quit, that he didn’t feel like he could work for Mark after betraying his trust, I’d nearly shattered.

      When I thought I’d have to do this all by myself, I’d been able to bear the idea of my future with all the stoicism of a martyr. But having had Tristan for just those few days at sea—it ate away at my strength and took it away with the tide. After the glow of his company, after being with someone who had also killed, who had also lost their mother, who had also lost themselves to Mark, it felt abruptly staggering to live without it. Without him.

      How would I survive Mark without Tristan?

      Tristan’s hand comes to rest over mine. “Anything for you,” he says, and he means it. I can hear that he means it. And I don’t deserve it.

      I want to cry.

      “I need to tell you, though, that I think Sedge knows,” he says. His voice is still soft enough to be a whisper. “Knows about what we did on the yacht, I mean.”

      I process his words immediately, my mind whirring.

      Sedge the assistant. Sedge who undoubtedly has Mark’s ear.

      Sedge who looked at me with pale, suspicious eyes when he first met me on the dock this morning, his thin but pretty mouth set in a slight frown.

      “Oh,” is all I say.

      “There were cameras in the interior rooms of the yacht.” A long breath. “I’m so sorry, Isolde. I didn’t think to check for them. The security system the captain showed me was purely external.”

      “Don’t be sorry. I didn’t check either.”

      Stupidly. Foolishly. Why didn’t I check? Why didn’t I think of it? My uncle had drilled every care into me when it came to doing my job, and that included being caught on camera. But the rooms of a private yacht—I hadn’t even considered it. Because originally it was supposed to be Mark and me, and why would he need to have eyes on himself?

      But it was an obvious oversight, one I shouldn’t have made. Mark had told me once that he’d played this game longer than me, with more dangerous people than me, and here is the perfect example of my inexperience knocking my own pieces off the board.

      “Do you think Sedge has told Mark?” I ask.

      “Mark is hard to read, so it’s impossible to say for certain—but I don’t think so.” Tristan squeezed my hand. “If I had to guess, I think Sedge suspects there’s something unusual about your marriage and is reluctant to embarrass himself by coming to Mark with something Mark won’t actually care about. But we should still be careful. Check our own rooms here for cameras. Assume Sedge is watching.”

      I squeeze his hand back. I don’t want to let go. The simple touch is so reassuring, so anchoring, and it makes something protective flare in my chest. I want to keep him safe from Mark’s games. From my own. I want that goodness inside him to stay good, no matter how much I also want to eat it from its source.

      I’ll have to be strong for the both of us.

      “You’re right,” I say. “You should go. Tomorrow, we’ll search our rooms and we’ll be…better.”

      He bends over, presses his forehead to the back of my hand. I allow myself one caress of his thick, silky hair and then lift my fingers away.

      He exits with the heavy tread of a soldier, and I’m left with a loneliness so heavy and familiar that it feels like I’ve never known anything else in my life.
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      ISOLDE

      “I think we met at a place much like this.”

      I don’t turn as Mark joins me at the glass railing of the rooftop terrace. It’s the night of the engagement party, and Mark and I are waiting for the first of our guests. Behind us, servers are loading trays with flutes of champagne and canapés, and a quartet in the corner is warming up. Mark is wearing a tuxedo—Zegna, I think—the double-breasted jacket fitted tightly to his waist, the creases of the trousers razor-sharp. His shoes shine like an oil spill.

      “You know we did,” I murmur.

      “You look stunning, by the way.”

      He had a late meeting today, and so we arrived here separately, not seeing each other until now. In fact, I’ve barely seen him since the day I came home to Manhattan. I wake early, in the dark, and pray until it’s time to go to the dojo, where I train until it’s time to go to the antiquities firm I use as a cover for my real job for the Church. Mark’s had his own work, his own meetings, and Tristan’s split his time between us, escorting me to the dojo and to the office and then home again.

      At night, Tristan and I stay in our own beds, although when I finally shake off the nightmares and make myself breathe again, I can hear the brush of Tristan’s hand flat against my door, like it’s taking everything he’s got not to come in and help me.

      At no point has Mark indicated that he knows about what Tristan and I did on the yacht. Even Sedge ignores me when he sees me.

      But no matter how I rationalize it to myself, no matter how much I remind myself that I didn’t do anything wrong, Sedge knowing about Tristan and me feels dangerous. Omen-like, even.

      And all I can do is wait and hope Sedge chooses silence.

      “Thank you,” I say now. I’m in a periwinkle chiffon dress with a high slit and a bodice that drops in a daring, if narrow, plunge to my sternum. The collar of the dress comes high around my neck and then billows behind me like a scarf or a cape down to the floor. The whole effect is fluttering, traditionally feminine, perfect for a Laurence bride.

      But the glimpses of skin, the collar, all speak to being Mark’s bride.

      I glance over at him and wish I hadn’t. His dark-gold hair is styled back from his face, making him look more debonair than usual, and he’s freshly shaven, meaning there’s nothing hiding the carved jaw and cheekbones. If Tristan looks like a Victorian painting, then Mark looks like a statue of a god, the kind that stares vengefully up at whatever unlucky archaeologist happens to uncover it.

      I look away before he can catch my gaze. The last thing I need are those blue eyes while I’m trying to stay steady. While I’m steeling myself for the job to come.

      “Tonight will be threading a needle,” I say. The guest list for the party is a mix of society types, politicians, and businesspeople—and several of those guests are also members of Lyonesse. We’ll need to show a traditional power couple to one group of guests and a kinky one to the other.

      Not to mention that my fiancé is someone who got stabbed in his own club less than two months ago. I can’t forget that Mark’s world is a perilous one…and that he is the one who makes it perilous.

      He turns so that his back is to the wall and he’s facing the terrace. His hand is in his pocket now, and he’s leaning back with his elbow propped on the railing. “Yes. But you’re good at that, are you not? Pretending different things to different people?”

      My pulse gives a heavy, cortisol-laced rush, but I betray nothing, breathing the same, blinking the same. He means our marriage. He doesn’t mean that I’ve been pretending not to be an assassin for the Catholic Church for the past three years. He doesn’t mean that I’ve been pretending to accept this marriage for my father’s sake rather than for God’s.

      He doesn’t mean that I’ve been pretending I don’t know what his bodyguard’s mouth feels like.

      “I’m out of practice with the Lyonesse version of myself,” I say instead of answering him directly.

      “I’ll guide you if you need it,” he says. “You remember our signals?”

      I nod. A thumb running over his fingertips for good. A thumb in the middle of his palm for watch me. A thumb and forefinger pressed together for stop.

      “There is one more thing,” he says, straightening off the railing and coming to stand behind me. I look back at him as he brushes a length of chiffon from my shoulder. His hand leaves warmth behind it, electricity, even in the heat of this summer evening.

      I hear everything in acute detail just then, like the world has become sharper. The honk and roar of traffic below, the clatter of the servers behind us. The breeze, ever present up here, ever split and sundered by glass and steel.

      My pulse is surging again, lashing at the inside of my veins, and then Mark drops his mouth to my skin. To my shoulder, to be precise. And I only have a moment to marvel at the first touch of his lips since that day on my father’s desk before pain blares through me, my nerves sparking, my breath catching.

      He bit me.

      I feel the swipe of his tongue at the precise moment the pain decants itself into something else, something that makes me feel clean and dirty all at once. I want more of it. I want to be plunged into the place where pain turns into freedom, where pain becomes a refining fire and a cleansing water, a baptism unlike any other.

      “For my Lyonesse guests. If they know what to look for,” he says. He runs a thumb over the bite, and I shiver. “You’re so lovely when bitten.”

      He smooths the chiffon back over my shoulder. Just like my leg through the slit, the bite will only be visible when I move or when the breeze is just right.
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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.


Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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