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        “The heart of man plans his way, but the Lord establishes his steps.”
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        “When I look at you, I feel I’ve been ridin’ the wrong trail.”

        HELL’S HINGES (1916)
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      The Traveler wasn’t surprised when the wards outside the abandoned library pinged with Lincoln Marshall’s presence. There were more than two thousand timeline variants where he would find Sophie Keyes while she was held captive. Of those two thousand timelines, none of them could be allowed to result in Lincoln reaching Sophie; the Traveler’s careful navigation through temporal opportunity guaranteed that.

      “I’ll be back,” the Traveler told Sophie, who was sitting against a wall and crying, surrounded by her luggage.

      The Traveler was relieved to emerge from the library’s basement and leave those noises behind. Nighttime in Northgate was pleasantly quiet in almost all timelines. The Traveler could see minutes forward and backward in billions of divergent possibilities, and most were peaceful.

      Things would not be peaceful for long.

      Now that the Traveler was mounting the stairs, there were no more than fifteen minutes until it either disabled or murdered Lincoln Marshall—an unpleasant but necessary eventuality, either way. Lincoln couldn’t be allowed to rescue Sophie. The damage to the Cables—the very fabric of the universe—was extensive enough. If the Traveler could endure hours of Sophie’s helpless weeping to protect the Cables, it could certainly shoot a nosy, would-be hero in the forehead. It had never much cared for lawmen anyway.

      It slipped through the library’s stacks, navigating toward the self-checkout stand. Time blossomed and collapsed around the Traveler on every step. If it took the back door out of the library, wet sidewalks would threaten the Traveler’s footing and it would be less likely to defeat Lincoln in combat. If it waited inside for Lincoln to enter the library, its physical vision would be occluded by temporal vision because Lincoln had too many opportunities to get the upper hand in a complex arena like the stacks.

      No, it would have to fight out front. He was waiting on the lawn for one of his companions to break into the library, dismantle the wards, and open the main entrance for him. Lincoln was working with gargoyles who were tethered to him by soul links. They would die once he did, ensuring the Traveler’s path would be clear after that.

      And so it was with utter confidence that the Traveler stepped out the front door with a loaded pistol already lifted.

      It should have been able to aim directly at Lincoln Marshall, who should have been hidden behind the Northgate Library’s sign. It should have been able to send a wall-piercing bullet through the N in the sign to puncture Lincoln’s left aortic valve and begin the process of bleeding him to death out in the rain, on the grass, where he could not threaten the Traveler’s grip on Sophie Keyes.

      Its finger was already squeezing to fire.

      Then the Traveler crossed the line of wards, and all temporal possibilities blinked out.

      A gargoyle caught the Traveler, bracketing its shoulders with a grip so tight that the Traveler felt its clavicle snap under the pressure of an enormous stone thumb. “Impossible,” the Traveler said as time jittered.

      It hadn’t seen a path through time where the gargoyle intercepted it like this. This version of reality didn’t exist.

      It tried to step backward out of this moment—not even a full minute, but twenty seconds.

      It couldn’t jump back. It also couldn’t jump forward.

      An impossibly located gargoyle lifted the Traveler off its feet. It could only shriek in helpless rage when the gargoyle smashed it back down on the sidewalk and rendered it unconscious, making all of time fold into a very neat little knot. And then it slept.
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        * * *

      

      Lincoln Marshall, meanwhile, was on the roof of the library, nodding with grim satisfaction at the sight of Tripp suplexing the Traveler. “Any trouble with the wards?”

      Junior shook his big stone head. He looked a lot like the gargoyle on the ground: oversized stone body, with broad enough shoulders to support his wings. Unlike Tripp, Junior also had facial features similar to Lincoln’s. Had a tattoo artist tried to sketch out the idea of Lincoln Marshall in broad strokes, he might have drawn the gargoyle that used to be Wilson Dickerson, with pointed ears folding back over the carved lines of his hair, a strong brow, and an excessively brick-shaped jaw. They were half-brothers, Lincoln and Junior, and Junior being transformed into a living statue by Genesis had done little to alter their resemblance.

      They were currently waiting by the library’s skylight, alone. The other gargoyles were arrayed around the perimeter to watch. Lincoln didn’t think he’d need that much help against the Traveler. He’d be long gone with Sophie before it recovered from Tripp’s attack.

      “Break the glass and reach inside to open the latch, boy,” Inanna said. She crouched at Junior’s side—the wild shadow of a spirit that used to follow Lincoln everywhere. She hadn’t been with Lincoln since the Queen of the Winter Court bound the gargoyles to his spirit. Inanna now followed Junior everywhere he went, and she nagged him instead. The timing was perfect. Lincoln might have gone nuts if he’d had to put up with Inanna’s criticism while searching for Sophie.

      It had taken days for Lincoln to track down the Historian. Three horrible, excruciating days since Summer Gresham had called Lincoln to ask why Sophie missed the bus to New York. He’d barely slept since. The werewolves had tried to help, but their options were limited. “She’s here somewhere. We can smell her,” Summer told him on one occasion, her eyes so sympathetic that it hurt. “Unfortunately, the Traveler has been spreading Sophie’s scent over our territory to make her impossible to pinpoint.”

      “Then couldn’t it be fabricating her scent in the first place?” Inanna had asked.

      Lincoln seldom relayed Inanna’s questions to his company. He and the gargoyles were the only ones who could see her, and the fewer people who knew anything about a dead god attached to his soul, the better. But he’d relayed that question. Inanna had been speaking his fears.

      “It’s possible the Traveler’s faking it, but it’s also possible that Sophie’s still alive,” Summer had said. “Unless you want to give up…”

      “No,” he’d said immediately.

      Summer had smiled. “We’re going to find her.”

      And they had. They’d searched every inch of Grove County until determining Sophie Keyes had to be in Northgate’s library.

      The pack wasn’t waiting to offer backup tonight. The Alphas had been reluctant to subject anyone to the Traveler’s method of combat, and Lincoln had agreed. Hell, he didn’t want to be subjected to it—hence, hiding on the roof. Tripp’s willingness to dive into the temporal fray made everyone’s lives a lot easier.

      The Traveler’s life, on the other hand, was gonna get a lot harder if Lincoln dropped into the library and didn’t find Sophie well.

      Junior punched the glass out as Inanna had ordered.

      He dropped into the library with an arm around Lincoln. They landed hard on the carpet, which was blue in daylight and dispassionate gray under the veil of night. The library smelled of books older than the world. Not difficult, considering the world was only a few months old. Everything looked to be just so. The librarian’s desk was tidy but unoccupied, as one would expect at this time of night; the organized shelves were arranged in a circle around the room so that the Dewey Decimal signs were easily visible; the lamps hanging overhead were dark without power. Even Northgate couldn’t offer electricity after midnight.

      There was no Sophie.

      “Downstairs,” said Inanna, her sword drawn and body swathed in leather armor.

      Lincoln spoke to Junior, not to the parasite on their joined spirits. “Stay here. Watch for the Traveler.”

      Junior couldn’t verbalize beyond rumbling, but Lincoln had spent so much time watching his brother’s stone features these past seventy-two hours that he recognized the resolve in his granite eyes.

      Lincoln headed to the basement, where things weren’t as tidy. Everything had been shoved carelessly back to clear the floor, and desks had been pushed against the shelves hard enough to make them fall over. Microfiche readers were crushed under plastic-covered library books.

      The Traveler had burned an elaborate rune into the exposed carpet. Candles lit the circumference, welded to the floor by molten wax. There were four bowls to represent the four corners and four elements: salt for earth in the north, water for water in the west, a feather for air in the east, and the charred carcass of a lizard for fire in the south. This was Witchcraft 101—something Lincoln had learned from growing up in a family of witches. He’d never been one for rituals himself, but he was fluent in those runes, the way a child growing up in another country picked up the language. The Traveler was preparing for something big. Bigger than any spell he’d seen in years.

      A gasping, whimpering sound reached Lincoln’s ears.

      “Shortcake?” he whispered.

      The weeping stopped. “Lincoln?”

      It came from the back of the room.

      If he’d been killed by jumping across the circle of power, he’d have deserved it. Lincoln knew to be careful around magic and just didn’t care. He’d spent three days worrying about Sophie—the longest of his life. He couldn’t take another breath without making sure she was okay.

      She sat against the rear wall. She wasn’t wearing the scarf she usually did, and some of her braids had fallen out—Lincoln hadn’t even realized they could do that—which left the curls underneath twisted, messy. Her face was swollen. Her cheeks were damp. Her eyes were red.

      She was alive.

      “Jesus Christ!” Lincoln reckoned he should have asked permission before pulling Sophie against his chest for a hard hug. She wasn’t the kind of lady who normally appreciated being touched without first being asked, but he’d apologize later. Right then he just needed to feel the way her hands gripped his shoulders, the press of her wet cheek against his, the hitching of her chest as she cried even harder. “Are you okay? Did it hurt you?”

      She was incoherent. Lincoln had to hold her at arm’s length to check for injuries. She still wore the outfit she’d been wearing when they said goodbye. He could see no blood or bruises.

      It took Lincoln a moment to realize that Sophie’s clutching hands meant she wasn’t tied. Her feet weren’t bound either.

      “How are you trapped?” he asked.

      “She’s not,” said a voice from the stairs.

      The Traveler had escaped Tripp. But just like how Sophie wasn’t running, the white-draped witch wasn’t attacking either. “Sophie Keyes and I have an agreement, and you’re not welcome here.”
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      Lincoln would have thought it surreal to sit idle while the Traveler finished preparing its spell, but surreality suggested that reality had any sort of commonness left to it. Even the new normalcy Lincoln had been building was blown apart by one visit to the hospice in Mortise, and now he didn’t know what to expect from anything.

      Still, being at a momentary detente with a time-traveling assassin was stretching the bounds of disbelief.

      “The Traveler convinced you to let yourself be detained?” Lincoln asked.

      “I did break the Precept,” Sophie said. “They are the foundational boundaries of our universe. Violating them puts life as we know it at risk, so a cost-benefit analysis makes things clear: I must travel back in time to correct my error and save untold lives.”

      “Does fixing the Precept mean traveling back in time and dying before you break it?” Lincoln struggled to think of any other reason she could be crying this hard if she wanted to be there.

      Sophie didn’t meet his eyes. “I don’t have to die to fix it. But…if I change this, I don’t—I don’t know if I can…” She swallowed, hand over her mouth. Her eyes welled up again. Sophie was going to let herself die to save the universe.

      There was enough candlelight in the basement that Lincoln could see clearly, but her despair dragged him somewhere so dark inside that he couldn’t remember what hope felt like. He couldn’t see, couldn’t feel. He smelled death. He choked on it.

      “Junior!” Lincoln shouted, rising from his chair. He grabbed Sophie and threw her over his shoulder. She was too shocked to react. Sophie was a small woman, practically weightless hanging over Lincoln’s back.

      Junior punched through the library’s floor. The gargoyle landed in the midst of rubble right at the center of the Traveler’s circle. The witch had been distracted by painting runes at the southernmost corner, where the dead lizard rested; it nearly got beaned by a chunk of cement.

      “Help us—” Lincoln started to call to Junior.

      And then Lincoln was kneeling in front of Sophie again.

      The library was dark. She was crying, surrounded by her luggage.

      Time had jumped, sending them back a half an hour. Sophie was clinging to Lincoln. She was nestled against his chest, sobbing again, unaware that Lincoln had skipped through time. “Shit,” he said.

      “What?” Sophie asked, blinking wetly at him.

      There was no time to explain. He threw Sophie over his shoulder—again—and bolted toward the stairs before he realized the Traveler was already there.

      “Put her down!” it commanded.

      Time spun.

      Lincoln was sitting at the table across from Sophie. The Traveler was casting its spell, drawing a rune by the lizard.

      He’d fallen out of his seat. It was knocked over next to him, making him look a fool. Sophie wouldn’t have been aware of the double jump in the timeline—first back to Lincoln’s arrival, and then to the moment before Junior punched through the floor. “Are you okay?” she asked, throat thick with tears as she offered him a hand.

      Lincoln pulled on her wrist. “We gotta get out of here!”

      The world swirled.

      He was back in his chair. Sophie was crying into her arms.

      The Traveler stood over him. “Stop trying to seize the timeline! I don’t know why the laws of the world don’t apply to you, but I’ve had multiple eternities to develop my stubbornness, and you won’t beat me.”

      “I don’t have to beat you. I just have to run faster.” Lincoln rose from his chair, and then cool fingers touched his wrist.

      Sophie.

      “Stop fighting with it,” she said. “I’ve made my choice.”

      “Dying isn’t a choice!” Lincoln’s throat was so pricked by heat that he was surprised he didn’t immolate.

      “You weren’t supposed to find me,” Sophie said.

      As if that made anything better.

      This is all your fault.

      The words were seared into Lincoln’s mind, as if in his dying moments, John Marshall had forged a brand, dipped it in fire, and smashed it through his son’s skull.

      Sophie spoke quickly. “I have to go back in time to fix this Precept. The Traveler has said there are infinite possibilities. If there’s one where I can fix it and stand to live, I will find it. I erred deeply in my past. I will die with the rest of our world if I don’t repair it. You must see the reasoning.”

      Lincoln didn’t see anything reasonable for miles and miles.

      But he didn’t throw Sophie over his shoulder and try to run again, either.

      “Remember, I will always win,” the Traveler said ominously before returning to its work at the circle. “I’ve seen the likes of you before. You can’t do anything I won’t see coming.”

      Junior was pacing upstairs, enormous stone feet thudding against carpet. The sound of it muted Lincoln’s voice, lowered to a whisper as he sat beside Sophie again. “What’s your plan?” he asked.

      “I don’t really have a plan.” A fresh tear tracked Sophie’s cheek. “I have to make a different choice. The Traveler said it will take me back to the beginning, a couple of years before I broke the Precept, and then I can change circumstances subtly without harming the timeline.”

      “So let me see if I’ve got this straight,” Lincoln said. “You’re going to go back in time and try to make a different choice—a choice that’s got you all a wreck—and then you’re probably gonna die because you won’t be able to live with yourself. For the sake of the world. That’s your whole plan?”

      “Everyone’s actions have consequences, Mr. Marshall,” Sophie said quietly. “Even mine.”

      But it wasn’t fair. Sophie couldn’t have ever done anything so wrong to have deserved this.

      “I’m coming with you,” Lincoln said.

      Her startled eyes lifted to his. “Mr. Marshall—”

      “Infinite is a whole lotta possibilities. If you’re looking for changes in time you can live with, you need help. Me and the gargoyles will come along.”

      “Why? This isn’t a problem you can punch.”

      “There’s always something to punch,” Lincoln said. “Where’d these Precepts come from, anyway? Who decided the rules of the universe? I’ll go punch that guy.”

      “Precepts aren’t established, per se.” The Traveler was keeping a wary eye on him as it moved around the circle, sweeping the long tails of its jacket back so that it could kneel without toppling a candle. “They’re discovered. Certain things are simply found to leave the universe vulnerable to dissolution.”

      “Vulnerable,” Lincoln said. “But it’s not inevitable.”

      The witch’s eyes narrowed. “I have spent my existence putting out the biggest fires I can to protect the universe. There are still so many more Precepts broken that I can never correct. Even Nügua, a god of the last genesis, broke several Precepts when she restructured the world.”

      “Oh, you’re in the same school of thought as Sophie? The whole multiple gods, multiple geneses thing?” he asked.

      “Reality isn’t a ‘school of thought,’” said the Traveler.

      “I hate to agree with Lincoln on anything in this regard, but reality is highly subjective, and you should know that,” Sophie said.

      “I’ve met the gods. There is nothing subjective about it.”

      Frisson prickled down the back of Lincoln’s neck. “Prove it,” he said. “Let’s go further back. Before Sophie made a ‘mistake.’ Let’s go back to when this Noo-gooer thing broke one of its biggest Precepts and prevent that.”

      “Nügua,” the Traveler said. It still sounded more or less like Noo-gooer to Lincoln. “Don’t you think I would have fixed her errors if I’d been capable?”

      “You’re not a god, and that means you’re not infallible,” he said.

      “The gods aren’t infallible either.”

      “That’s just arguing my point,” Lincoln said. “I’ve seen some crazy things happen. You’re one of the crazier things I’ve ever seen, but you’re still just one guy. There’s no reason to punish Sophie to protect the world when there’s a boatload of others who should be accounting for their sins. If you think these other gods are real, then let’s go after them.”

      Sophie had stopped crying. “Is he suggesting something possible?”

      “The risks are too great to mess around,” the Traveler said. “You’re low-hanging fruit compared to Nügua. Another genesis—that’s thousands of years to travel, and uncountable possibilities to navigate. When I see through time, it’s like looking down a road. I haven’t gone so far down that road. I don’t belong there.”

      “But you can do it?” asked Sophie.

      After a moment, the Traveler nodded.

      Lincoln’s heart was starting to beat fast. “Don’t punish Sophie because it’s easy. She doesn’t deserve it, and we both know that.”

      The Traveler’s eyes went distant. Lincoln felt as though, for a moment, it was looking at something that he couldn’t see—something that nobody could see. Its figure grew blurry around the edges. For a moment, it had a thousand arms, and a thousand heads, and a thousand facial expressions. It existed at the epicenter of a hurricane of possibility.

      Then it became a whole, semi-normal person again.

      “We can speak to the last pantheon at the moment of genesis,” the Traveler finally said. “But for a trip that far back in the timeline with so many people, we’ll need a sacrifice.”
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        * * *

      

      The gargoyles were only ever a quick shout away. Lincoln brought the clutch of them down the stairs and into the basement, this time without destroying the floor in order to leave the Traveler’s circle intact. “I must say, I’m surprised,” Sophie murmured to Lincoln. They stood in the heart of the circle, waiting for the ritual to be cast. Her skin was highlighted in warm violets and crimsons by candle flame. Gargoyles towered behind her from outside the circle, and their immobile gray bulks made her look all the tinier. “You aren’t willing to believe in a pantheon or multiple geneses, and yet you’re leaping into time-travel with barely a thought. The risk to you…”

      “I don’t see another way to get the Traveler to leave you alone,” Lincoln said.

      “You could walk away from this untouched,” she said. “Why go on a dangerous mission that has nothing to do with you?”

      He let out a breath, and the gargoyles shifted, their wings groaning. The candles nearest them flickered. He could feel the weight of their thoughts against his nape, wordless but firm. They didn’t need to use words to get the message across.

      Tell her the truth.

      Lincoln wanted to tell Sophie the truth. That he didn’t think there was anyone in this world left for him, except maybe Sophie. That the people who shared his blood were unprincipled and unholy. That his father had gasped his last breaths days before, dying by suicide rather than facing the consequences of his abuse. That the werewolf Alpha had warned him Elise Kavanagh was no longer on this Earth, and Lincoln had no chance of finding her.

      There was nothing left.

      Except for Sophie.

      And she’d been about to leave because she didn’t really want anything to do with him.

      “You’re too smart to act this clueless, shortcake,” Lincoln said.

      The Traveler began speaking as it worked. “There are rules about time travel, as with anything else. We’re going far enough back that we will have to be careful. Small actions can have huge consequences. You don’t do anything without checking in first.”

      “It sounds too risky,” Sophie said.

      “It is. I wouldn’t do it if he wasn’t coming.” It was looking at Lincoln again. He didn’t like the way the witch looked at him, and not just because its colorless eyes matched its colorless hair and skin. It looked like it came from a deep-sea place without light, like those creepy shrimp.

      That freak looked at Lincoln like it knew him.

      “Why me?” he asked.

      “The rules don’t apply to you,” the Traveler said. “You’re something different, and I wonder if that difference is because you’re meant to change time.”

      “Is it because he’s a Remnant of Inanna?” Sophie asked.

      “I never met a Remnant like him,” the Traveler said.

      It hadn’t occurred to Lincoln that this weird pale thing might know more about what he was. “But you have met Remnants?”

      “You can’t travel in the generations after a genesis without tripping over them,” the Traveler said. “After a couple of centuries, souls get rebirthed and reassembled enough that nobody has enough god in them to make a difference. But right after a genesis, a god’s soul gets split into maybe a dozen people, and they make waves in the timeline. Every time.”

      “How’d you come across other Remnants? You said you’ve never been as far back as the last genesis,” Lincoln said.

      “I did say that,” the Traveler said. “Strong Remnants have a way of lasting through millennia, and they’re always setting fires for me to fix.” It clapped its hands. The candle flames leaped so high that they tickled the ceiling. The fire didn’t catch or spread.

      The gargoyles watched from outside the circle, faces blank as ever.

      “I won’t need all of them to sacrifice,” the Traveler said. “Five, I think.”

      “It won’t hurt them?” Lincoln asked again.

      The Traveler shook its head. “I’ll draw the power out of five of them to fuel my circle. To them, it will only seem to last a moment. I’ll return us to this timeline, in this circle, a heartbeat after we leave. Assuming we finish our mission without destroying the world.”

      “Don’t take Junior,” said Inanna. She was standing beside ‘her’ gargoyle—the one that she followed everywhere now, so close to him that she could have touched his shoulder if she got up on her toes. Inanna was still armored, still wary. “Don’t take him. Don’t take me.”

      “Why not?” Lincoln asked.

      Sophie followed his gaze to Junior. “Are you talking with him?”

      “With her,” he said, knowing Sophie would understand.

      Recognition lit her eyes, still puffy from crying.

      “Don’t take me,” Inanna said again. “Don’t go. Stay in this genesis.”

      “But then I can’t save her,” Lincoln said.

      “She doesn’t want you to save her,” said the god. “You’ll do no good here.”

      “Shut up.” That dark feeling was rising inside of him again, like he was in an airless, lightless hospice room, trying to make out the silhouette of a man hanging from a pipe by his belt. “You’re wrong.”

      “What’s she saying?” Sophie asked.

      Lincoln shook his head. “It doesn’t matter.” He turned to the Traveler. “I want to take Junior with me when we travel.”

      He expected Inanna to argue with him. She didn’t. She simply disappeared from the room without any lingering warnings, protests, or arguments.

      “Then we’re almost ready to go,” the Traveler said. It began painting sigils onto Junior’s arms using warm wax in a crystal bowl, even as it spoke quickly. “There are rules you need to know. First of all—”

      “Be careful, don’t fuck up the timeline,” Lincoln said. “I know.”

      “You don’t know how. Listen to me.” It smeared red wax over Junior’s wrist. “You don’t have a body to inhabit in the year we’re visiting, so you’ll look as you do now. Make sure you bring back everything you take. Don’t do anything without checking with me first. If you make a mistake, all three of us will need to be together to fix it.”

      “Fix it? In what way?” Sophie asked.

      “To travel again,” the Traveler said. “I’ll have you two temporally shielded, but it only works if you’re physically close.”

      “And if we do get split up by circumstance?”

      The Traveler’s pale gaze was like the white roar of blood through Lincoln’s skull after head trauma. “We get back together as fast as possible. Nobody gets back here unless we all do, at the same time.” The Traveler guided Junior into the circle. Magic pulsed around them, sparkling with crimson darkness. The ripples closed in. “Link with each other.”

      Lincoln took Junior’s wax-painted hand. His human fingers were tiny by comparison, lost within the broad granite palm of a gargoyle.

      With his other hand, he clutched Sophie. Her skin was soft and clammy.

      She leaned against him. “I’m sorry to do this to you—to pull you into my mess—”

      “Hey,” he interrupted. “I’ll follow you just about anywhere, shortcake. You’ve just got to let me follow.”

      That wasn’t exactly gratitude in her face. It was closer to relief. “I’m sorry,” she said again, quieter.

      “We need to focus,” the Traveler said. Encircled by gargoyles and candle flame, the space within the enormous circle felt tiny. It was getting hard to breathe. “All of us have to focus if we’re going to reach the previous genesis, when Inanna’s pantheon was toppled by the triad of Nügua, Eve, and Adam.”

      Shock rolled over Lincoln. “Wait, Adam and Eve?”

      “Two of the three gods in the last triad,” the Traveler said patiently.

      Lincoln hadn’t thought that far. He still hadn’t really believed that God wasn’t God, that the Bible teachings he’d grown up with might not be right. Elise always claimed that God—Adam—had died by her hand in the last genesis.

      By the time Lincoln had known Elise, Adam was said to be gone. But now they were going back to a time when Adam had been alive, and the God that Lincoln had learned about in the Bible might have still been some kind of real.

      It was dizzying—shocking. Lincoln’s dark places were consuming him. The circle was shrinking.

      “Think about Nügua,” the Traveler said. “Think of the seed in the darkness of soil.”

      Sophie’s eyes were closed. She was envisioning what the Traveler said.

      Lincoln was thinking of Adam.

      He used to think that God had a plan for him. He was a sinner upon Earth, and God had sent his son to save him. Jesus had saved them all. Faith had carried him through his entire damn life until Elise shattered Lincoln by telling him that God was dead.

      But now they were going back.

      The circle shrunk tighter. Lincoln tried to inhale, but there was no air to breathe.

      Everything was getting so dark.

      Don’t go back there, Inanna had said. He could see her standing between Junior’s bent knees, only inches away from Lincoln. Don’t be a fool.

      This is all your fault, said John Marshall, hanging between them by a belt wrapped around his throat. His face was purple. His tongue bulged out of his mouth, twitching as he spoke from the dark places. Ereshkigal writhed in those dark places too. He never stopped moving, never stopped hungering. He slithered toward Lincoln with a noose and a knife, and there was no way to stop him.

      “Focus,” the Traveler said.

      Lincoln couldn’t focus. He was stinging, burning, falling.

      The circle slammed shut around them.

      Time opened in front of him.

      With all the control of a kite blown by a hurricane, Lincoln traveled.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      Lincoln was standing in the desert. Nighttime had long since fallen, and the Pump Lounge was lightless on the edge of a dried lake bed. Dust swirled in the night, sparkling like starlight gone dancing.

      There was a silhouette on the edge of the lake.

      Lincoln.

      Elise Kavanagh stood with her weight balanced between her motorcycle boots. Hair flowed around her shoulders like ink, the way it had when they’d first met. She had pallid demon skin and the endlessly black demon eyes.

      “Elise?” he called.

      She didn’t reply.

      He glanced over his shoulder, looking for the reassuring presence of the Pump Lounge and his rental Toyota that would help him escape the desolation.

      Neither were there.

      “No,” he whispered.

      Elise was right behind him. A light flicked and flared, and the flame painted her colorless features orange.

      She lit a cigarette. Inhaled deep, exhaled black fog.

      “Join me,” Elise said.

      She was naked in the shower. Hot mist billowed around her, beading the spheres of her pale breasts and dripping down the valleys of her abdomen. She was waiting for Lincoln, looking at him expectantly, waiting for him to make the next move.

      He climbed into the tub with her. Magma poured hot down his shoulders, flowing opposite the rake of Elise’s nails against his skin. Her skin was soft and wet as she slid against him. Her thighs were hairless, slick. She inhaled as she nuzzled against his jaw.

      Her teeth sank into his throat—hard.

      Lincoln drove his dick between her legs. A punishing, merciless blow, like the times he had driven butcher knives into the human slaves of Hell. Elise was damp at the apex of her thighs. She flowed with amber. It tasted like maple and apples when Lincoln kissed her, when they burned together.

      It didn’t take more than a few strokes for him to reach his climax.

      “God,” he groaned into her ear as he spent himself.

      “Yes?” Elise whispered back.

      Her fingernails dug underneath his scapula. She pierced flesh. She flayed the muscle away with a single tear. The shoulder blades came free with a grinding crack.

      God, the pain of it.

      The room’s light was brighter now, hot and red. It cast his shadow on the shower stall behind Elise. His figure had gone from one of a man in the throes of passion to that of a broad-shouldered beast whose bat wings unfurled with a spray of granite dust.

      Elise coiled around him, tighter and tighter. He was trapped. It felt like too much pleasure—like he’d die of the climax.

      You’re not listening to me, Lincoln, she whispered.

      Don’t take me, Inanna whispered.

      Elise’s body kept spasming over his dick. He was still orgasming. Even as he bled, as he burned, as his organic form crumbled into stone, he was carried to a point of ecstasy that blinded him.

      There was nothing but white light.

      And then pavement.
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        * * *

      

      After traveling, Lincoln’s hearing came back quickly, and he wished it hadn’t. Because everyone was screaming.

      The voices took him back to Genesis—to the endless, futile minutes he’d spent running away from the Void as it consumed everything behind him. When there had been so many people screaming in terror for their lives, only to be silenced one by one.

      Nothing was stopping these screams. They just kept going.

      He pushed himself up, wavering with the effort it took to sit back on his heels. He had reappeared in the middle of a small crater in downtown Reno, not far from the remains of Eloquent Blood. He was right by a movie theater that overlooked the Truckee River. The Parking Gallery was across the street. The Episcopalian church didn’t belong there, though—it had never been replaced after Genesis.

      He was far from alone. Junior had left an even bigger crater one block down. He was picking himself up carefully, wiping asphalt off of his knees and keeping his wings tight to his back.

      Every pedestrian for blocks had stopped to take pictures, stare, or scream.

      One guy drew a gun from his holster, which he openly carried on his belt. He aimed at Junior.

      “Don’t shoot! He’s just a gargoyle!” Lincoln shouted, leaping toward Junior. “Not a demon!”

      People scattered.

      The streets were chaos.

      “He’s friendly, you hear?” Lincoln waved his arms, trying to make people look at him, understand him. Plenty of people glanced his way as they ran, but nobody stopped. It was like they’d never seen a preternatural before.

      At that thought, cold washed over him.

      They’ve never seen a preternatural before.

      He looked down at his body.

      The trench coat and muddy boots were gone. Lincoln was dressed in an old Billabong tee—the kind of thing he used to wear in college—with a plaid shirt unbuttoned over it. His jeans were heavily distressed. In those days, the tearing had mostly been fashion. If he’d been getting dirty, he’d been wearing football gear.

      He spun to face the theater. The posters included one for a Harry Potter movie—one of the early ones. Lincoln hadn’t cared enough for the books to know which, but he knew those actors weren’t kids anymore.

      He was in the past. Before Genesis.

      But not all the way back to the beginning, where they should have gone.

      “Sophie?” Lincoln shouted. “Sophie, are you here too? Traveler? Tripp? Anyone?”

      He only saw two craters. Wherever Sophie and the Traveler had ended up, it wasn’t on the same street.

      Sirens split the air.

      “We gotta get out of here,” Lincoln said, shoving Junior toward an alley. “Go. Go!”

      The gargoyle could move with shocking agility once prodded. He slid through the trash cans and around the corner, and Lincoln about busted a lung trying to keep up with him.

      But he could keep up with him. Lincoln spotted the flash of police lights behind him, reflecting off of a stack of bottles, and he leaped effortlessly over a Dumpster to roll around the corner unseen. He’d traveled back within his own lifetime, so his body was younger. Now he had the terrible fashion of a college student and the great stamina of youth.

      Junior skidded into a corner, folding down tightly next to a garage door covered in graffiti. Lincoln found himself crouching down next to the painting of a spiral mushroom cupped in the long fingers of a green alien.

      The sirens stopped at either end of the alley.

      Trapped.

      “Let’s get up higher,” Lincoln said.

      Junior hooked his arm around Lincoln’s waist, and the gargoyle’s thick legs shoved the Earth out from under them. The world roared around him, and wind stung his eyes. It was hard to breathe with the rush of air.

      It wasn’t the first time Lincoln had flown in Junior’s grasp, but he still wasn’t used to it—the way his heart splashed into his gut and his head spun in circles as his screaming senses tried to orient. Lincoln didn’t manage to get an aerial view of Reno on their brief flight. He was too dizzy.

      Stone slammed against stone. Junior had jumped to the top of the parking gallery.

      Spilling onto an empty parking space, Lincoln clutched at his chest. His heart wasn’t pounding as hard as it should have been. College kids were harder to perturb than old men. “Sophie,” he said, staggering to the edge of the roof to look down.

      The police were still bracketing the alley, shouting for them to come out. They hadn’t been looking up. They had missed Junior’s jump.

      Lincoln’s eyes swept over the street. The Truckee River ran low, almost dry. A drought year for certain. Downtown was almost unrecognizable. There was no ballpark on First, nor eccentric sculptures on Virginia. It was a tired, faded city, much older than Lincoln had ever seen it.

      They were in the past. They were really there.

      He paced, and every footstep seemed to help clear his head further. A clearer head wasn’t real pleasant. It meant calculating the years he might have been dressed in Billabong, and then trying to remember when Elise Kavanagh lived in Reno. She’d retired in Nevada around a decade before Genesis, and this looked an awful lot like the year 2005. Give or take a few months.

      Sophie could have been anywhere. Alone. Afraid. Probably crying.

      Jesus, I gotta find her.

      And he needed to do it without getting caught by police or changing events.

      He especially could not run into Elise Kavanagh.

      “We’re screwed,” Lincoln announced.

      “I told you not to bring me.” Inanna stepped from behind the gargoyle’s shoulder. She was dressed in simple linens. Her rope belt hung heavy with keys and the bones of slaughtered prey. “He doesn’t belong in this time any more than you do. He wants to hide. A sensible urge.” Her hand breezed over Junior’s shoulder. The gargoyle’s head tipped toward hers.

      “You can understand him?” Lincoln asked. “Could you translate for Junior?”

      She gave him a blank look. “You have reversed so many moonrises.”

      “All right, back to talking like a crazy person.” Lincoln wasn’t surprised she’d expended her ability to be cogent. She’d managed to communicate one correct idea before going down again: Junior needed to be hidden. “Take me two streets over.” He wobbled back to his brother. “Right over there, in the alleyway. There’s an entrance to a club there.” Or at least, there should have been. Lincoln had seen where the human entrance to Eloquent Blood used to be, but it was so destroyed that he only ever entered through a missing wall.

      Junior picked him up, and they moved again.

      Lincoln had been around demons and sidhe and werewolves, but he’d still never seen a creature that moved like a gargoyle. He was the size of an elephant but fast as a cheetah. He slammed against concrete and bricks to leave huge craters without earning a crack of his own. His claws could grip anything. He was flexible, crawling around balconies and in between cars with ermine ease.

      That was why Lincoln kept having Junior carry him, even though it made him sick to his stomach. Something as big as Junior should have been impossible to miss. But there were no witnesses to his silent flight across the blocks.

      Junior dropped into a big pile of trash bags behind a casino.

      The alleyway was narrow, and it reeked of rotten milk. An unmarked street-level door led into a casino called Craven’s. Further down, steep concrete steps led to another door, this one with a rust-pocked sign that declared “Humans Only.” Most Reno residents would have been confused by the sign at the time. It sure would have confused Lincoln.

      “Stick close,” he told Junior, heading down the stairs.

      When he knocked, the door was answered by a broad-shouldered beast with tusks. It looked only mildly surprised to see Junior. “Humans only here,” it grunted. The voice was surprisingly feminine. “Demons take the other entrance.”

      If Lincoln wasn’t mistaken, his gargoyle half-brother looked offended. Demons came from Hell. Gargoyles, on the other hand, were native to Earth and the sidhe planes. It was a big difference.

      “Where’s the demon entrance?” Lincoln asked. He offered an apologetic shrug to Junior.

      The tusked bouncer rolled its eyes and shouted back into the hallway. Another creature appeared to take Junior away. They vanished behind a chain link fence in the shadows at the end of the alley where it looked to be a dead end.

      Lincoln tried to step into Eloquent Blood. The bouncer blocked him.

      “Ten dollar cover,” it said.

      Reflexively, Lincoln’s hand went to his back pocket. He was surprised to find his old wallet there. The driver’s license would expire in 2008. In his photo, his hair had bleached tips. He also had photo booth shots of himself with his girlfriend at the time, whose name he couldn’t even remember. She’d cheated on him with half of the football team. She wasn’t worth remembering.

      Most importantly, Lincoln had cash. A couple hundred in twenties.

      “Can you make change?” he asked, pulling one out.

      The demon plucked the money out of his hand. “Get inside, asshole. Thanks for the tip.”

      Lincoln barely got inside the hall before the door slammed shut behind him. The sharp yellow daylight of Nevada afternoon vanished.

      It was dark. He stretched out his left hand and found the wall with his fingertips, matte with black paint, textured like plywood. It had been nailed to the cement, presumably to muffle the music thumping up the hallway. Halfway down, the music became so loud that it felt like the bass would shake his heart out of his chest.

      The end of the hallway was shut by another door and marked by a crimson neon sign, spelling out one word in cursive: Blood.

      Lincoln pushed the door open and got sucked into Hell on Earth.

      Eloquent Blood had a similar layout to the bar he used to haunt, but all its walls were intact in this year. Neon edged the room and underneath the tables so that everything glowed red. The floor was covered in something crunchy—something that smelled like brimstone, which a lot of demons sweated.

      The dance floor throbbed with bodies even now, in the middle of the day. Sodomites would have been shocked by how many human women were on the dance floor with demons. The bar top was packed too. Eloquent Blood must have secretly been Northern Nevada’s biggest bar, and ninety percent of the surface city hadn’t known it.

      Lincoln earned a lot of annoyed cries shoving his way to the bar. There were no big demons around this part of the club; guys like Junior were being entertained somewhere else. He tried to flag down a bartender for information. “Hey! Miss!”

      A woman with sleek black hair flitted between customers. Pale fingers flipped liquor bottles through the air, flipped shakers shut, poured a dozen shots at a time.

      “Excuse me!”

      She scooped up a fistful of beer steins and filled them at the taps.

      “I’m looking for my friend!” Lincoln called. “A big guy, made of stone.”

      The bartender finally turned. For the span of a skipped heartbeat, he thought it was Elise. Her hair flowed around her shoulders like ink in water. Her luminous black eyes were rimmed by thick lashes. Her lips were like maraschinos.

      The resemblance ended there. This woman had ethnic features, like Mexican or something, and she dressed like trash. Some skimpy little bra squeezed her tits together and it still covered more than the string she tried to pass off as a thong.

      Even though she wasn’t Elise, Lincoln still recognized her. “Neuma?”

      “Do we know each other?” she asked, stroking her hair where it fell over her shoulders, down her breasts, to her flat belly.

      They didn’t know each other yet. They’d never know each other all that well, either. Their paths crossed in the City of Dis after Elise saved Lincoln from demonic possession. Neuma had been running the Palace of Dis, Elise’s right-hand woman. Lincoln had always assumed that she’d come out of Hell. Finding her in his favorite Reno bar was a shock to say the least.

      “I’m afraid we’re strangers, ma’am,” Lincoln said.

      “Hopefully that’ll change quick-like. Are you looking for Mr. Strong and Silent?” She swept over with a bottle of whiskey in one hand and a shot glass in the other. Every step made her bosom bounce. Lincoln was usually strong enough not to look, but at the moment, he was riveted. “Janice told me all about him, but she didn’t say that he had a sexy friend.”

      She clicked her tongue against her teeth, and Lincoln’s eyes fixed on her mouth. He couldn’t help but wonder if that lipstick would leave a bright-red ring around his cock. He could imagine the bartender on her knees. He knew how it’d feel to grip her glossy hair in his fists and pump himself inside her mouth.

      Succubus.

      The word jumped into his mind unbidden. Once he labeled her, he could feel the press of her thrall—or maybe that was just his jeans getting a little too tight. Lincoln had dealt with succubi before, both on Earth and in Hell. He reckoned he was better than most at controlling his urges. “I want to see him,” Lincoln said.

      She smiled, like she could tell he was fighting his attraction. She overfilled a shot glass and pushed it toward him. “Drink.”

      “I’m not thirsty.”

      “You want to drink before you go back. The bartenders there will make you pay for your drinks.” She winked. “I’m a sucker for a pretty face.”

      Lincoln had to admit, his reflection in the bar’s mirror was prettier than it was in 2015. After all, by 2015, he’d lived through literal Hell and earned more than a few scars for it. Back in college, he’d had five o’clock shadow as golden as the short hair on his head. He didn’t have any facial scars. His shoulders weren’t quite as broad, but his muscles were bulkier, since he’d been doing football at the time. Women used to always throw themselves at Lincoln. Said he looked like Paul Walker, or maybe Matthew McConaughey, depending on the lady. He’d never been clear on who either actor was, but as far as he could tell, women found them attractive.

      He wondered what Elise would think. And then he tried not to think about her.

      “Just take me to my friend,” he said, standing up without drinking the whiskey.

      Neuma lifted part of the bar to let him in back. She met him on the other side holding the shot, liquor slopping over her wrist. She laved her tongue along the line of whiskey on her skin, knocked back the shot, and smiled. “You a kopis?”

      “Nothing like that,” Lincoln said.

      Neuma molded herself to him, running her nose along his throat. “Mmm. Are you sure? You smell like power to me.” He wouldn’t have been able to fight his arousal even if she hadn’t been a succubus. That was a lot of warm, soft woman to have melting over his youthful muscles, and he’d forgotten how fast young men got horny. He ached to push himself inside her. He bet her ass would feel like heaven.

      She’s friends with Elise. Junior’s waiting. And Sophie’s still lost.

      “Please,” Lincoln said through his teeth.

      Neuma set the shot glass on the bar. “Follow me.”

      She led him down a hallway behind the bar. It was just as dark as the rest of the club, though the neon bolts were blue here. Lincoln could even read door labels, like dressing room and storage and armory. He doubted that last one was a joke.

      There was a lounge down a flight of stairs. The chairs were huge and mismatched, ready to accommodate demons of all kinds, even though there wasn’t a lot of diversity in the patronage at the moment. Mostly just more succubi and some ugly assholes who were probably nightmares.

      Neuma conferred with the hostess—presumably Janice—then led Lincoln through the labyrinthine tables toward a booth in the back. “He’s got the corner booth,” Neuma said. “Must be a pretty scary guy to rank the corner booth.”

      “He’s one of a kind,” Lincoln said honestly.

      Neuma arched a sultry eyebrow. “Seems like something the two of you have in common.”

      “I’m not interested, ma’am.”

      “Your hard-on says otherwise,” she purred, reaching for his jeans.

      He caught her wrist and deflected her fingers. “With all due respect, the hard-on doesn’t make my decisions for me.”

      Her lips quirked. “Cute. Wrong, but cute.” Her nails trailed over his shoulder blades but dropped without touching anywhere more private.

      Neuma’s pale hands threw open the velvet curtains.

      The booth was more like a roomy, well-furnished closet. It had power outlets and an internet cable. The low lighting was cozy enough that Lincoln could have napped on the sturdy couch where Junior currently sat. He assumed the door in the corner behind the lamp led to a secondary exit. There was even a mini-fridge with snacks.

      “Looks nice,” Lincoln said. “How do we arrange to keep this for a few hours?”

      Neuma didn’t respond. At the sight of Junior, she had gone stiff. Her wide eyes were blank.

      “Neuma?” Lincoln asked warily.

      She stepped inside and pulled the curtains shut behind her. She was jerking. Fighting the urge to vomit. Her motions were awkward, like a clumsy puppeteer had taken control.

      When she swung around to face them again, her head lolled on her shoulders.

      “Impossible,” she said, gaze fixed on Junior.

      “You recognize gargoyles?” Lincoln asked.

      A shiver rolled down her flesh, and there was nothing appealing about the jiggle of her breasts. A black tear slithered from her right eye. When she spoke, her lips didn’t move. It was as though some creature were talking from inside her throat, and the voice echoed out of her mouth.

      “Inanna…” she whispered.

      The lights died. Total darkness consumed the lounge on both sides of the curtain. Demons shouted out in the bar. That was the only sign they still existed—he couldn’t see his own hands in front of his face.

      The darkness had texture. It was velvet in his lungs. He was smothering.

      A flash of light.

      Neuma’s face appeared in front of his, searing his retinas. Her white skin had gone supernova. The green reverse image of her greedy leer and thrashing black tongue bounced through his vision. “I obliterated you millennia ago,” she hissed, forked tongue lashing against Lincoln’s ear.

      He leaped away from her with a strangled cry. He struck something hard—Junior—and bounced off.

      The lights came back on.

      Neuma was collapsed on the floor, motionless except for the inky black puddle spreading under her body. It looked like she was bleeding oil.

      Lincoln stared for a heartbeat, waiting for the other shoe to drop. She’d turned into something terrifying for an instant. There was no reason she should stop attacking.

      But nothing happened.

      “Run,” he said, once he remembered how to speak. “Junior—we can’t hide here, we have to—”

      He didn’t get to finish. The gargoyle seized him, and they fled.
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      There was no denying the truth. Without help from the demons at Eloquent Blood, Lincoln and Junior couldn’t hide together. “You’ll search for Sophie a lot faster if you’re not hauling me anyway,” Lincoln said. “I’ll be safe in Reno for now. I know how to lay low. And we’ve gotta lay low. God only knows what the Traveler will do if we’ve ruined the timeline.”

      They were sitting on an empty hill overlooking Reno. It was north of the university, and not much grew on it besides rabbit brush, so there was nothing to block Lincoln’s view of the skyline. The Eldorado’s globe was vivid green, like it belonged in the Emerald City. Something was happening at Mackay Stadium too, and its floodlights poured into the crisp night sky. All that activity stayed below. Up on the hill, it was quiet.

      In the darkness of night, Lincoln could almost believe he was just sitting around with his brother. Junior’s wings were folded, and his arms were around his spiked knees, and the city lights shined along a profile just like John Marshall’s.

      God, but Lincoln wanted to talk to him. Really talk to him. The lump in his throat made it hurt to swallow. “Let’s start by doing a grid search of the area,” he said gruffly. “Expand until you see signs of Sophie. Check in with me in twelve hours.” He hesitated, then added, “Don’t get caught, all right?”

      The gargoyle swept off of the hillside. The thrust of his wings beat Lincoln’s hair against his forehead, and Junior’s form quickly dwindled against the clouds.

      Lincoln got up and dusted off his pants. He wasn’t far from North Virginia. It only took a minute to get to the road and head back into the heart of the Reno-that-was. A Reno entirely unlike the one where he’d woken up after Genesis.

      It couldn’t have been an accident. There was no way that he’d landed in Reno after the apocalypse and also after time traveling by accident.

      For some reason, Lincoln was meant to be there, heading toward the dorms at the same time as drunk University of Nevada students. The Fleischmann Planetarium’s pupil remained fixed on him through its windows as he spiraled past Lawlor, a parking garage echoing with laughing voices, and Manzanita Lake with its fountains gone silent. He was supposed to fear that every shadow belonged to Neuma, Elise’s future-general. He was meant to jump when a black-haired college girl brushed against him accidentally.

      The population was less youthful south of campus. Even before a demon apocalypse struck Reno in 2009, the city hadn’t been a good place for a lot of people. Wages were low. Jobs were vanishing. Pay-by-the-week motels were always full of the working poor, and there weren’t enough homeless shelters for the ones who didn’t fit. That left people on the sidewalks, in the gutters, between bushes. Lincoln spotted them camping on the banks of the Truckee when he crossed it through Wingfield.

      In the future, Reno was an icon of perseverance and a transport hub. But now it was just a city of poverty. A city of demons that were seductive succubi one moment and horrors the next.

      A city that Elise Kavanagh had once made home.

      There must have been something that called to her—something other than sex stores, pawn shops, and trash-strewn streets. Maybe she liked the Bruka theater, which was advertising its 2006 season on posters everywhere. Maybe she liked Art Town’s parades and galleries. Or maybe she liked the warm summer nights in a desert teeming with jackrabbits. Lincoln could have found her and asked.

      He could have asked Elise for help, too. If anyone could find a missing time traveler and a Historian, it would be Elise Kavanagh.

      No.

      He quickened his pace, hugging the wall so that he got blasted in the face by the smell of Awful Awfuls passing the Little Nugget. He’d have been starving if he weren’t so twisted up in knots over the idea of stepping wrong, breathing wrong, and breaking the timeline.

      He couldn’t stop to eat, and he couldn’t seek out Elise Kavanagh for any reason. Lincoln needed to lay low.

      Eloquent Blood was out, but that didn’t rule out all bars. He passed quite a few that looked too busy

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/lm3.jpg
" He's ready to shatter
. =~ the universe for her. ’
< = / If her s@emies dont
ill her first.
SR

-

SM HEINE






OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





