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      Scientists have determined there are seven species of life.

      

      
        	Single-celled micro-organisms

        	Plants

        	Insects

        	Fish

        	Birds

        	Reptiles

        	Mammals, including humans.

      

      

      Until the Rexxt Corporation created an eighth species…
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      F8 was the only person in the dining hall when K8 hurried in. Correction, F8 and the baby she was feeding.

      “Is it still trying to rain out there?” F8 queried.

      “It’s sprinkling, but the clouds look like they’re about to pour down on us.” K8 eyed the infant. “Is that Sl8?” she asked, reaching into the freezer for some frozen waffles to pop into the toaster.

      “Yeah.”

      “Did he keep you up most of the night again?”

      “Not really. He awoke around four this morning, but he went right back to sleep after I fed him and changed his diaper.” The petite brunette punctuated her statement with a wide yawn. “Speaking of diapers…”

      K8 poured herself a glass of milk. Tossing the waffles onto a plate, she grabbed the bottle of maple syrup from the fridge and took her breakfast over to the table where F8 was seated.

      “Let me guess. You need me to stop by the market on my way home and get another box?”

      “Morning, ladies!” G8’s booming voice interrupted as he also entered the building via the back door.

      K8 gave him an amused smile. “My, my, my. Somebody’s in a good mood.”

      F8 snickered, confirming K8’s unspoken thought. Somebody got lucky last night.

      The man didn’t rise to the bait. Instead, he placed a couple of slices of bread in the toaster and poured himself a cup of coffee from the pot F8 had brewed. Presently, N8 entered along with his wife, Cydney. The woman immediately pulled the skillet from where it was stored inside the oven and placed it on the gas burner.

      “I’m fixing eggs! Who wants one? Or two?”

      N8 held up two fingers, catching her eye.

      “No, thanks. I’m good,” G8 answered.

      “K8? F8?”

      K8 shook her head as F8 raised a hand.

      One by one, the others filed in to begin their workday. Greetings were given. Chaste kisses were exchanged. Thus began a typical weekday morning. K8 eyed it all in silence, only casting a smile at those who wished her a good morning.

      T8 slid onto the bench beside her. Bowing his head in her direction, he murmured, “You seem a bit down this morning. You feeling okay?”

      She gave him one of those smiles. “Yeah. Just got a lot on my mind.”

      A grunt answered her. In T8 talk, that was equivalent to a “I know exactly how you feel.”

      “Hey, guys.” P8 stood at the head of the long table where they all were seated. From the weariness on his face, she could tell he was just as exhausted as she was. Hell, they all were. And judging from his grim expression, things didn’t appear to be all hunky-dory.

      The talking ceased. Cydney set a plate of eggs and toast in front of F8 and Ingrid, who’d shown up with the other infant and taken a seat next to G8 to bottle feed the baby, before sitting in the empty place N8 had saved for her.

      G8 didn’t wait for P8 to continue. “I got a quarter that says this has to do with our money situation.”

      P8 didn’t contradict him. “Yeah, it does. And it isn’t looking good.”

      “Hell, man! We’re all working our asses off as it is,” N8 spoke up. “Some of us have even taken on additional hours. You’re going to tell us it’s still not enough?”

      “We have extra expenses. Big expenses,” P8 countered, gesturing toward F8. “Those baby diapers cost a lot. We’ve already cut back on formula and resorted to using whole milk, but it’s just not working out.”

      K8 raised her hand. “I know we’ve been cutting back on a lot of stuff.”

      “Yeah, like no more bacon for breakfast,” T8 grumbled.

      “Things could be a lot worse,” Cydney reminded them. “If we hadn’t confiscated all that food from the labs…” She trailed off, knowing she didn’t have to explain any further.

      “True,” P8 agreed. “Diapers aside, that’s not our major problem. What we weren’t counting on was this cold weather. Running those electric heaters in our cabins has nearly tripled our electric bill. That’s what’s eating up most of our funds. That, and having to buy ourselves warmer clothing. Another unexpected expense.”

      “So what do you want us to do?” F8 asked. “I already feel guilty, being the only one who doesn’t have a job.”

      “Oh, hush,” Ingrid shot at her. “You watch over this place while we’re gone. You keep it neat and tidy and clean. But you also take care of these two precious boys. You have no idea how much you contribute to this family. Hell, if it wasn’t for you, we’d have to hire someone to come in and babysit them, and that’s not cheap. In fact, you’d probably end up spending almost your entire paycheck on daycare.”

      “She’s right,” T8 agreed. “Guys I work with are always telling me how much it costs to have their kid in daycare. They’re just waiting for the day when their son or daughter gets old enough to start school. They say it’s like getting a pay raise.” He pointed to F8. “Don’t you ever downplay your contribution to this family. You hear me? You do more for us than you know.”

      “Hear, hear!” G8 called out, pounding the table. Everyone else followed suit, until the dining hall rang with the sound.

      K8 saw F8’s face flush from the praise and realized she was just as guilty of taking advantage of the young woman. When the noise died down, she raised a hand again for attention. “I just want to say that I’ve been thinking of ways to help. I tried to get more hours at the diner, but Mr. Hawker says that’s not possible. Then it occurred to me. Since I can split into two people, why doesn’t my other self get a job? Or, if I need to…” She indicated F8. “My second self can trade off with F8 and take care of the babies. That way she can get a job, and we’d have another income.”

      Ingrid and Cydney exclaimed what a good idea it was when P8 cut them off. Like N8 and T8, he gave K8 a dark scowl. “You know good and well that any time you split, when you merge yourself back, you’re twice as exhausted, twice as hungry and thirsty, and twice as likely to get sick because of the amount of effort and energy you had to exert.”

      “Yes, I know that, but I stand by my suggestion,” she retorted.

      “What if she does it on a short-term basis?” Cydney brought up.

      Ingrid added her two cents. “If she took over taking care of the boys so F8 could job hunt and trade off days if she does, that would help tremendously.” The woman turned to K8. “I know how hard it is to bus tables and wait on customers and all. It’s grueling to be on your feet so much. I’m not saying taking care of these babies by yourself isn’t a handful, but it would be a change of pace.”

      N8 raised a hand. “I say we table this discussion for later tonight. We need to be getting to work.”

      Everyone silently and mutually agreed and prepared to leave, taking their dirty dishes to the sink before returning briefly to their individual cabins to brush their teeth and grab whatever else they’d need to take with them.

      F8 placed Sl8 in the playpen, then took Cl8 from Ingrid to burp him before setting him in the pen beside his brother. She looked over at K8.

      “Thanks for the suggestion.”

      “I’m still open to it,” K8 insisted. “If you were able to job hunt, do you have any idea what you could do?”

      The petite woman shrugged. “I haven’t the foggiest. I’m not really skilled at anything.”

      “Ha!” K8 replied scathingly. “Dearest heavens, girlfriend! You can hear and see things no other human is capable of doing! So don’t tell me you aren’t skilled!”

      F8 shyly smiled. “Okay. Then let’s say I’m not skilled at what this world is needing.”

      “Well, I’ll ask around at the diner and see if anyone has any suggestions. I’m sure something will pop up.” Giving the woman a little wave, K8 added, “See you this evening!” and hustled out the door where Cydney was waiting to carpool them all to their jobs.
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      “Hey, Katie! Do me a favor?”

      K8 turned around, coffee pot in hand. “Sure, Marcie. What do you need?”

      Marcie hurried over and lowered her voice. “See that guy over in twelve?”

      Twelve. That meant a booth, as tables were given odd numbers.

      K8 eyed the lone man studying the menu. Twelve abutted ten, which was one of her stations, so it wouldn’t be a stretch. “Want me to take his order?”

      “Please?” Her coworker got a pinched look on her face. “I gotta go to the bathroom so badly. That time of the month, you know.”

      K8 waved her free hand at her. “Go. I got this.”

      “Thanks!” Marcie flashed her a grateful smile and hurried away. K8’s gaze automatically dropped to the dark splotch on the back of the woman’s shirt and realized it might be a while before her friend returned.

      She headed over to the table she’d initially gotten the coffee for and refilled their mugs. After checking to see if the couple seated there needed anything, she went over to twelve.

      “Hi! Welcome to Dowdy’s Diner. Care for some coffee?”

      “Yeah, sure,” the man replied without looking up.

      Turning his mug over, she filled it as he continued to peruse the simple two-sided laminated sheet. “Are you ready to order? Or do you need a few more minutes?”

      “How about you suggest something?” He finally lifted his face and blinked when he caught sight of her. “Oh, hello! Excuse me if I seemed a bit rude. I’m about a quart low on sleep right now.”

      “Then you’re going to need some more coffee. I promise to keep your mug full.”

      She discovered he had an infectious smile when it finally appeared. That, and the most amazing brown-gold eyes. Not to mention those dark thick lashes every woman wished they were born with.

      He tapped the menu. “So what would you suggest I have? What’s the cook’s specialty?”

      “It depends on what you like.”

      “That’s a copout.”

      “Hey. I work here,” she quipped. “It’s in my job description.” Jutting a hip to the side, she placed her free hand on it. “What do you normally have for breakfast?”

      “Cereal.”

      “Even when you’re on the road, away from home?”

      “Eggs.”

      “Fried or scrambled?”

      “Scrambled.”

      “With sausage or bacon?”

      “Bacon. Crisp.”

      “Toast or biscuits?”

      “Toast.”

      “White or wheat?”

      “White.”

      “Hash browns?”

      The guy gave a nod. “I haven’t had any in a while. Yeah, I’d like some hash browns.”

      Reaching over, she tapped the menu. “Then you want the number four.” Turning her back on him, she sauntered over to the window dividing the kitchen from the dining area, knowing the guy would be watching her every move. After placing the coffee carafe down on the counter, K8 pulled her order pad from the front of her apron pocket, wrote the number four on it, added the word “scram” and the booth number, then clipped the ticket to the wheel.

      “Number four, scrambled,” she called out.

      A quick check of her other customers showed Harmon Welcher and his two grandkids were ready to leave. After she presented the man with his check, she grabbed two of the empty plates to place them in the large plastic bin where dirty dishes were stacked.

      “Hey, miss?”

      She recognized the voice of the man in twelve. Glancing over her shoulder, she was about to retrieve the fresh carafe that was almost finished brewing when he waved her over.

      “I was going to get you some more coffee,” she started to tell him when she noticed he’d pulled a pocket-sized spiral memo pad from his coat pocket, as well as a pen, and laid them on the table in front of him.

      “I’ll be all right until my breakfast comes,” he told her. Tapping the memo pad, he peered up at her. “I just need a few questions answered, if it’s okay with you.”

      Curious, she tilted her head at him. “Questions about what?”

      “Is it true the Children people live around here?”

      She was instantly on guard but managed to flash him a wary smile. “Can I ask why you’re asking?”

      Reaching inside his pants pocket, he produced a small metal box. Opening it, he pulled out a business card and handed it to her. K8 read the print.

      
        
        BRYENT CARTER

        SERRANTO PUBLISHING

      

      

      Underneath that, in smaller letters, was a New York address, a web address, and a phone number.

      She dropped the card on the table. “Okay. You’re a publisher. Of books, I assume?”

      “Yes.”

      “Sooo, you want to write a book about the Children?”

      “Actually, I would prefer if one of them wrote it. I’d just publish it.”

      She noticed his eyes checked out her nametag. For security purposes, and because people who first saw the spelling of her name pronounced it wrong, she’d decided to use the name “Katie” when she was at work or out in the public.

      She wasn’t expecting him to hold out his hand to her. “Hello, Katie. I’m Bryent. It’s good to meet you.”

      She shook hands with him but she never loosened her sense of caution. “Hello, Bryent. Nice to meet you, too. Yes, I know about the Children.” She snorted. “All of us locals do.”

      Four dings of the service bell came from behind her. K8 held up a finger. “Your food is ready. Hold on.” Quickly retrieving the plates, she took them to his table. “Is there anything else you need?”

      He checked his meal. “Not that I can think of.”

      “Now your coffee. I’ll be right back.” Once she topped his mug, she turned to leave again when he spoke up.

      “I figured you guys would try to protect them.”

      She paused to cast him an upraised eyebrow. “You guys?”

      “Yeah. You locals.”

      That got a snort out of her. “Buddy, you have no idea.”

      “All that I ask is for someone to hear me out. Give me a chance to explain. To let you know what my intentions are. Then if it’s decided I should move on and quit wasting my time and yours, I’ll do so without any arguing. Just give me five minutes. That’s all I ask. Let me speak to one of them for five minutes. Or, hell, I’ll give you my pitch, and you can decide whether or not I need to take a hike. How about that? Do we got a deal?”

      Truth was, she was intrigued and more than a bit curious to know more, especially if the offer might bring in a little extra cash. Already her mind was mulling over the possibility.

      But first, there was her current job to consider.

      “Tell you what. You eat your breakfast, and I’ll go wait on my other customers.”

      A corner of his mouth lifted, revealing a dimple. “I understand. You want some time to think it over.”

      “Exact-a-mundo,” K8 replied, and left to see how booth number eight was doing.
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      It was a good half hour later before morning traffic slowed enough for K8 to take a break. Pouring herself a mug of hot water and adding a tea bag, she took it over to where Bryent Carter had finished his meal and was scrolling through his cell phone as he waited for her.

      He looked up when she slid into the booth seat across from him. Taking a packet of sugar from the bowl at the end of the table, she dropped the contents into her drink before stirring it with his coffee spoon.

      “I’m on break. You have five minutes,” she informed him.

      He sighed as he laid down his phone. Lacing his fingers together, he set them on the table in front of him. “It’s simple. People are damn curious about the Children family. And now that Docenti Labs has been destroyed—” He quickly held up a hand to prevent her from saying anything about that, in case she’d started to. “I’m only saying what most of us are thinking.”

      “That the labs were deliberately destroyed. That it wasn’t an accident,” K8 voiced.

      He nodded. “Yes. Whichever is the truth, people are clamoring to learn more about these people that were ‘created’ in those underground labs.” He used air quotes.

      She sipped her drink. “Go on.”

      “Yes, I could offer myself to ghostwrite their story, but if one of them can write it themselves, from their point of view, giving the full story of what their lives were like before they managed to escape, I can pretty much guarantee the public will eat it up.” He spread his hands. “They’ll pay to sate their curiosity.”

      “You’re saying people will pay to read the book,” she clarified.

      “Definitely,” Carter affirmed. “What’s more, there’s a chance the book could be picked up by a motion picture studio.”

      K8 gaped at him, her mug of tea at her lips. “Are you saying it could become a movie?”

      “There’s the possibility, yes. But don’t count on it. But I’d also tell them not to count it out, either. It depends on how well the book sells.”

      “What else?”

      “Well…” He cleared his throat and flipped open his memo pad. “There’s book signings. Those are popular. And they also help increase sales. TV talk shows and podcasts and⁠—”

      “Wait, wait, wait.” She set her tea down. “This is all confusing to me.”

      “That’s okay. That’s why I need to let the Children know I’ll help them navigate the waters. I realize they’re not savvy about today’s world.”

      “And what do you get out of this?”

      He smiled. “A percentage of the profits, of course.”

      “Of course.”

      He closed the memo pad. “I’m surprised no one’s tried to approach the family before now.”

      “Oh, trust me. There’s been a few here and there who’ve tried. But like you said earlier, we’re very protective.”

      “May I ask why?” He kept his voice low so as not to attract attention. K8 found herself appreciating his thoughtfulness.

      She shrugged. “Because they understand how vulnerable the Children were. As you said, the family isn’t tech savvy. Hell, they’d never lived through or experienced a changing of the seasons until this year. Or any of the holidays. They had their first ever Halloween and Thanksgiving and Christmas this past year.”

      He chuckled. “Bet that was an eye-opening experience for them.”

      K8 started to tell him more but managed to catch herself. Instead, she sipped her mug and checked her wristwatch. “Well, my break is about over. I tell you what, Mr. Carter.”

      “Please, call me Bryent.”

      “Tell you what, Bryent. I’ll talk to my boss and see what he says.”

      That got his attention. “Your boss?”

      “Mr. Hawker. He owns this diner. He’s also the head cook. On top of that, he’s on the town council. I’ll tell him what you told me. If he thinks you’re on the up and up, I’m certain he’ll get in touch with one of the Children. Or he’ll more than likely contact the sheriff, who’ll pass along your offer.”

      “Sounds fair enough. When can I expect to get an answer?”

      K8 gave him a wry smile. “I haven’t a clue. How long were you planning on staying in town?”

      “As long as it takes to get an answer. I’m staying over at the Black Bear Lodge. Here.” He shoved the business card he’d given her earlier across the table. “You might need this.”

      This time she took the card and slipped inside the pocket of her apron before getting to her feet. “I’ll go get your ticket,” she told him. “Want a cup of coffee for the road?”

      “I’ll take you up on that offer. Thanks.”

      She nodded, picking up the empty dishes, and went to take them to the bin. After handing him his ticket and a to-go cup of coffee, she checked on her remaining customer. She was unaware of when he finally left. Going over to retrieve the empty mug, she noticed the twenty parked underneath it, along with a sheet from his memo pad. On the paper were the words, “Thanks for listening.”

      A twenty-dollar tip for a ten-dollar breakfast?

      Going over to the nearest window that looked out over the parking lot, she saw him slip into a dark blue SUV. From this angle it was hard to tell if it was his personal vehicle or a rental.

      “Thanks for covering for me,” a voice murmured at her elbow.

      K8 flashed her a smile. “Sure thing, Marcie.”

      “I noticed you were sitting at his booth,” the woman continued. “What was he saying that was so intriguing?”

      She started to tell her when she caught sight of Adam placing an order on the window before ringing the bell twice.

      “That’s for me,” Marcie acknowledged. “Sorry.”

      K8 grinned. “No problem. We can talk later.”

      As the waitress scurried away, K8 eyed the young man working in the kitchen. Without hesitation, she went to seek his opinion.
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        * * *

      

      Adam looked up when he noticed a shadow at the serving window. Thinking it was Marcie, he stated, “The biscuits will be another five minutes.”

      “I’m not here for the biscuits.”

      He whirled around, surprised to see her standing inside the kitchen. As it always did whenever he saw her, his heart did a little flip.

      “Hey, K8. Need something?”

      “Yeah. I need your opinion about something.”

      Adam glanced over at where Mr. Hawker was preparing several meatloafs for the noon rush. The older man eyed the two of them.

      “Go ahead and take ten,” the guy offered.

      “Thanks.” Wiping his hands on his apron, Adam followed K8 out the back door. There, they each sat down on the steps. It was cold out here, but the wind wasn’t blowing and they weren’t planning on staying long. “Okay. What’s up?”

      She held out a business card. He took it and read it.

      “A publisher, eh?”

      “He says he wants to get in touch with the Children family and have one of them write a book about what their lives were like back at the labs.”

      Adam studied the mixture of fear and interest on her beautiful face. “And you’re wanting to know if I think it’s a good idea.”

      She nodded.

      “K8.” Handing the card back to her, he took a deep breath. “Why don’t you wait to make a decision until after you let the others know?”

      “Because we don’t know about this world,” she confessed. “We know the people in town have taken us under their wing, but it’s the ones coming from outside we don’t know if we can trust.”

      “Did he offer any money?” He peered more closely at her. “I overheard Mr. Hawker telling the missus the other day about you asking for more hours. I take it you guys are in a financial bind?”

      She bowed her head, and the meager sunlight glistened across her reddish locks. “The babies, their diapers and all are so costly. And then there’s the electric bill. It’s astronomical.”

      Adam frowned. “The electric bill? What are you using to heat your cabins?”

      “Floor heaters.”

      “Floor heaters? You mean the portable kind?”

      When she nodded, his jaw almost dropped. “Well, that’s the problem. Those things drink electricity.”

      “We don’t have a choice,” she countered. “It’s too cold at night not to run them.”

      “Aren’t your cabins made of wood? Shit, those things are a fire hazard, too!” Another thought struck him. “K8, are those cabins insulated?” Judging by the confused expression on her face, he knew she had no idea what he was talking about.

      A bitter wind came around the side of the diner. Getting to his feet, Adam reached for the door handle. “We need to get back inside. Look, my suggestion is this. Talk to the others and see what they have to say. Also, have N8 or one of the guys call Frankston Lumber and ask them to send a guy over to the camp. Have them do an evaluation for what it would cost to insulate those cabins.”

      “Adam, we don’t have the money for any repairs,” she weakly protested.

      “They don’t charge to do an evaluation. But I’m betting, in the long run, what you’d save on electrical costs would more than pay for the insulation. And you don’t have to have the money up front. They can work out a monthly payment plan. Oh, and for the love of God, get rid of those space heaters. Or else one of these days we’re going to wake up to find out one of you guys died in a fire because of them!”

      A grateful smile lit up her face. “After I speak to the others, can I still come and get your input?”

      “K8, I’ll always be here for you when you need me,” he promised.

      She reached out to him and squeezed his arm in gratitude. Through the sleeve he could tell how cold she was.

      “Thanks, Adam. I’ll let you know what they say.”

      He opened the door and let her go in first before following her. But he didn’t take his eyes off the slender form until she exited the kitchen and returned to the front counter.

    

  


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/k8.jpg
LINDA MOONEY

THE 8TH SPECIES






OEBPS/images/break-block-screen.png





OEBPS/images/maplogosq.jpg





