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      I normally write stand alone books even within a series. The Unrest Series is an exception. Even though there are four couples, each with their own story in this series, it is better to read all four stories to get the full impact of the characters and their journey through this dangerous world.

      Thank you so much.

      Denise A. Agnew

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            She’s survived this long…

          

        

      

    

    
      Denver police detective Harmony Gibson survived the pandemic, but never escaped Denver  to Lakemeadow and her elderly parents. Making it day by day avoiding mombies isn’t half as bad as a vicious man who takes her captive, determined to make her life hell. When she escapes, only a mysterious voice on a CB radio gives her hope.

      Raul Santos’s war experiences kept him searching for the next big thrill. Even the apocalypse can’t prevent him from seeking excitement. When mombies, the elements, and a dangerous enemy threaten Harmony’s life and that of Raul’s friends, he discovers a new reason to kick ass and take names.

      The group hears from others in Denver, of hope and possibilities related to strange super powers and to a cure for the disease that started the epidemic. A network of survivors works to take back the planet. But first Harmony and Raul must survive the twisted revenge plot of a man who is determined to make her pay.
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      On the way to Lakemeadow, Colorado, November

      

      The red 1972 Chevy K-5 Blazer rumbled over the wet pavement as I took the exit off I-25 toward Lakemeadow. I slowed at the bottom of the exit, obeying the yield sign even when the chances of anyone coming down the road to hit me seemed almost impossible.

      Nothing. I turned right, heading west, pushing the vehicle as my breathing quickened and anticipation turned me into a lead foot. Eagerness pushed me onward. I had no reason to believe other people—sane people that is, would reside in my old hometown of Lakemeadow. But I had to get there. Had to try. Even if all I found was snow and zombies.

      My right temple throbbed, my stomach muscles and right ribcage sore. My eyes felt gritty, my belly was hollow and my thirst intense. The last several hours before daylight had broken over the horizon, had taken everything I had. My long hair felt stiff and grimy, and I could kill for a shower.

      Could be worse. You could be dead.

      Yeah, but I’m freaking tired of this shit.

      I glanced in the rearview mirror, apprehension dancing at the edge of my confidence. I hadn’t seen the black Dodge Charger in awhile. He’d roared up on my ass earlier, then backed off and pulled to the side of the road. The heart-pounding fear still lingered in my dry mouth—I should be used to bat shit crazy people by now. The weapon in my shoulder holster was loaded, but I didn’t want to get into a gun battle. No, I wanted peace for a while. Blessed peace. Somewhere I could hole up and heal.

      Anything that would get me away from the darkness I experienced in Denver. Nightmares would haunt me for a while. Yes, they would. But I’d done what I had to and had no regrets. Making it to Lakemeadow remained my goal, and worrying about what had happened, what had almost happened wouldn’t do me a damned bit of good now.

      In that second, I thought of my parents. I needed to get to my old house. If there was any chance they were alive…

      A fine trembling went through my frame.

      I eased up on the accelerator, looking at the gas gage. A half tank. I drew in a deep breath. Seventy miles from Denver to Lakemeadow was taking me longer than the approximate hour and half I knew by heart.

      My heartbeat still banged in my chest, remembering the snow, the obstacles, and everything I’d been through before escaping Denver and the people who’d almost done me in. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt so twitchy and unsure.

      Come on. You’ve faced down some pretty hairy odds.

      It could always be worse, right? I was trying to make it another day. I’d been fighting. Living. Surviving since the pandemic. The future stretched out before me, fraught with unknowns.

      At least the weather had eased and it hadn’t snowed since I’d left this afternoon. Ice had melted on the highway north through the city. I needed to get to Lakemeadow before nightfall, before the roads iced up again. The vehicle’s all weather tires held their own, but I’d rather not drive in shitty weather. When I’d first started the car, it had sputtered a little, and that had scared the shit out of me.

      I shifted gears as the old vehicle rallied and gained speed.

      My stomach growled. My body ached. God, I needed more sleep.

      You could just stop the vehicle here. Just curl up. Just die. Just give up.

      A fog entered my brain, fatigue overtaking common sense. I’d left Denver without throwing some trail mix down my throat or drinking bottled water, and now I regretted it. My stomach protested emptiness again.

      Get your mind off it.

      I sang a couple of lines from a song, something about moving down the highway looking for adventure. I coughed and promptly shut up. My voice was rusty—I wondered with a pang of worry if my old band mates were alive.

      Tears welled. You’re alone in this world. Really alone.

      “Shut up. Just shut up and woman up. You can do this. You didn’t come this far to wimp out.”

      So I sucked in a deep breath and continued down the winding four lane paved road heading deeper into the mountains and toward my goal. Along the way cars leading out of the mountains were stacked up practically bumper to bumper. If I looked too closely I’d see skeletons or maybe the occasional zombie-like creature shambling down the road.

      I wished this 4X4, Dad’s prized possession all these years, had an eight-track. A tape player. Maybe even a CD player or a way to hook up my useless cell phone so I could rock to my eclectic playlist.

      I clicked on the CB radio, and got exactly what I expected. Static. I fiddled with the dial while keeping my eyes on the road. I slowed as I came to a cluster of four empty cars smashed in the road. As I eased by them on the right shoulder, I thanked the gods they didn’t completely block my way. I didn’t spare a close glance at the cars—either they had dead bodies in them or zombies napped in them.

      Once I could pick up speed again, I tried to pretend that the better weather cheered me. For a moment I allowed myself to drift back to kinder times. Sunlight danced off of pines which stretched into the air, balancing on the high mountain sides, snow clustered here and there in heavy patches. Fluffy white clouds started to cluster over the Rocky Mountains. No way to know if more snow was coming, but it certainly looked suspicious. Damn it. I squinted, wishing my sunglasses hadn’t gotten trashed.

      For the millionth time since the pandemic had started, I wished I knew more about CB radios other than the tiny bit Dad had explained when I was a kid. I knew the radio had about forty channels. I went to each one until I stopped at nineteen, which I remembered Dad telling me was the preferred channel for truckers. I left the radio on, listening to the lonely silence. Finally, when I reached ten miles outside of Lakemeadow, I took a deep breath and decided to try. Doubtful I’d find anyone alive in Lakemeadow using a CB radio right now. So what the hell? Why not? I pushed the microphone transmission button.

      “Breaker, breaker this is…” What the hell should I call myself? I hadn’t given it a lot of thought. Time to make something up on the fly. “This is Paddy Wagon. Anyone in Lakemeadow?”

      Static.

      I tried again. “This is Paddy Wagon, is there anyone out there, come back?”

      A deep, smooth male voice answered my query. “Hey Paddy Wagon this is SF Lion, come back. Good to hear a voice.”

      Stunned, I couldn’t manage a word. I hung there, slowing the vehicle for a curve. Somebody is freaking alive in Lakemeadow or nearby.

      Caution almost made me shut off the radio. Assholes roamed this land. Could I trust who I was talking to?

      Use your intuition, just like you always have.

      Uh, no. No that doesn’t always work.

      Self-disgust grabbed my gut. I hated the insecurity. The sense I’d failed myself.

      “Break, this is SF Lion, you there Paddy Wagon?” The voice sounded more animated, almost excited to keep in touch.

      “SF Lion this is Paddy Wagon. Where are you at?” I’d asked.

      “Lakemeadow.” The voice roughened. “Are you calling from Denver? From the university or the tech center?”

      I’d smiled, flabbergasted. “Tech Center? No, I’m not.”

      “No worries. I didn’t think you were in Denver.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because it isn’t common for a CB radio to pick up a signal that far away. Possible but not probable.”

      “Well…CB isn’t my first language.”

      “Doesn’t matter. Just good to hear a voice. Surprised you got out of Denver.”

      “So am I. Where are you at in Lakemeadow?”

      “You familiar with town?”

      “Yes.”

      “You recall a big Victorian solar-paneled house on Travis Road?”

      I frowned. I didn’t know Travis Road. “No. I remember one off the main road into town. An old couple owned a Victorian-looking place. They put solar panels on it when solar panels were expensive as shit and not cool.”

      “That’s the one.”

      I frowned a second time. “But you said it was on Travis Road. What was that? A test to see if I know Lakemeadow?”

      “Yep.”

      Smart ass. On the other hand, I don’t suppose I could’ve blamed him. “Who are you?”

      “SF Lion. Why are you heading to Lakemeadow, Paddy Wagon?”

      “I needed a breath of fresh country air.”

      “Sounds reasonable. On vacation?”

      I snorted softly. “You could say that.”

      When the pause grew between us, I swallowed hard and pressed for more answers. “Have you talked to anyone else on the CB?”

      “Not on the CB. With our ham radio. Some people in Denver.”

      “At the technical center? The one at the southern end of Denver?”

      “No.”

      Suspicion darted around inside me. “You aren’t exactly following CB protocol are you?”

      “Neither are you.” The teasing male voice, touched with humor, had a dark, smoky sound that sounded as if it belonged to late night radio.

      Female appreciation tingled inside me, and that blew me away. I hadn’t felt attraction to a man’s voice…or any male for that matter, for a long time.

      “Paddy Wagon?”

      I jerked out of my thoughts. “Yeah?”

      “Do you need help?”

      “What makes you think I do?”

      “Call it intuition.”

      I hardened my voice. “No. No, I don’t need help.”

      The radio went quiet, but I knew he hadn’t gone away. Loneliness started to creep in, and I feared that if I let his voice go I would regret it a thousand fold. Still, too much had happened for me to just trust anyone.

      “Take care, SF Lion,” I said.

      Static.

      “Break, SF Lion are you there?” I said.

      “Sorry Paddy Wagon, did you say something?”

      “I said, take care of yourself.”

      “Wait…don’t go yet. Look, there’s a new storm coming in. If you’re coming to Lakemeadow you might want to find shelter quick. How far are you out of town?”

      “Less then ten miles. How do you know there’s another storm coming in?”

      “Just trust me.”

      “Why should I do that?”

      “A leap of faith.”

      I grunted, knowing he couldn’t hear that part. “Okay, SF Lion. I’m out.”

      I didn’t want to cut him off, but my trust really had gone into the toilet. As far as I knew, unless he relied on some sort of weather almanac, he couldn’t know that much about the weather. Well, he might…the clouds lowering over the mountains could mean more snow, just as I’d suspected.

      SF Lion didn’t speak again. In case he told the truth…just in case, I pressed down on the gas. Curiosity sprung up within me. What if SF Lion, he of the sexy voice, hadn’t lied? What if he lived in the solar-paneled house? I should have asked him what happened to the old couple, or if he lived alone.

      “What difference does it make?”

      Indeed. What difference did it make when I couldn’t be sure from one minute to the next if he lied? Maybe he lay in wait for unsuspecting women driving old clunkers. I groaned as my ribs gave another pang. Shit, that ache hurt. I needed a pain killer. Correction. I wouldn’t mind a pain killer or a whiskey. Something to take the edge off my frayed nerves. Unfortunately I didn’t have access to either one.

      I left the CB on, but didn’t expect SF Lion or anyone else to break into song.

      The pass narrowed, now down to two lanes as it went deeper into the mountains. I passed through a tunnel, and when I came out on the other side the clouds had lowered yet again. On either side the mountains crept closer, their sheer cliffs producing an almost claustrophobic feeling. I hadn’t been in this area so long I’d forgotten the majesty of the place. A few seconds later the snow roared down the pass, flying into the windshield with an ugly blizzard.

      “Son-of-a-bitch,” I whispered.

      My headlights cut into the storm, and at least it was daylight. Okay, so maybe SF Lion had access to weather information. Still didn’t mean I trusted him.

      My pulse leapt as I neared Lakemeadow. Uncertainty made my empty stomach sour, and my aches and pains seemed to throb incessantly. I slowed the vehicle as I came closer to the edge of town. Through the snow I saw the green sign that said Leadmeadow City Limits. A buffer zone existed between the city limits and the point where the highway turned into Main Street and passed through town and plunged deeper into the mountains. Curiosity hit me as I took glances to the right. The solar-paneled house couldn’t be far now. Maybe I’d take a peek at it—

      The Blazer made a weird nose. A shudder and a sputter.

      “What the—? Come on!” As the car started to gasp and struggle up the last hill, I groaned. Despite my foot on the gas, the Blazer slowed. “No, no. No. Come on.”

      Maybe the weird start this morning had heralded a problem with the Blazer. I looked at the gas gauge. Plenty of fuel. No overheating. I shifted into a lower gear. Maybe the Blazer needed some work done. Maybe when I made it over the hill I wouldn’t have a problem.

      “Yeah right.”

      I’d still have a problem, because I didn’t know jack about cars. I could change a tire…maybe…if the lug nuts hadn’t been tightened so far down they required mechanical assistance to remove.

      Down to twenty miles per hour.

      Fifteen.

      Ten.

      “Come on!”

      As the Blazer crested the hill, I sighed in relief. Snow came down harder, turning the road in front of me to pure white. Only a few more miles to my old house and maybe—

      The car choked. Sputtered again. I rolled slowly to the dirty shoulder, steering where I wouldn’t get stuck in a snow bank. The engine let out a cough and two clanks and died.

      I slammed my hand down on the steering wheel. “Damn it! Damn it!”

      I tried starting the car. The engine didn’t even attempt to catch or turn over.

      My ribs let out another pang, and I gasped at the dart of pain. Anger ran over anxiety and fear. This can’t happen right now. It just can’t.

      Frustration rolled down my cheeks in big fat tears as I muttered more curses under my breath. I leaned my head against the steering wheel and gave way a minute, soaking a little in pure misery. I drew in one shuddering breath and another.

      “Get a grip. What are you going to do now?”

      A thump landed on the driver’s window.
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      I started and looked out the window. A zombie, or whatever people called these disgusting former human creatures, looked in at me. Its mottled gray, white and green hands pressed palms down on the window. Gray, sunken eyes stared out of a parchment white face, strips of flesh hanging off its semi-bald head. Thin strands of red hair hung across its shoulders, and from the folds of flesh along its neck, I guessed it might’ve once been an old woman. She wore a tattered purple gingham smock or dress, was stained with colors I didn’t want to think about.

      I unbuckled my seatbelt. Not like I had any place to go right now.

      “Shit.”

      I tried starting the car again. No joy.

      “Damn, damn, you piece of shit come on—”

      My anger escalated, even when I knew intellectually it worked against me.

      I took another deep breath. “Be cool. Be cool. There’s a way out of this.”

      But what?

      If I ran, I doubted the zombie could catch me because they weren’t particularly fast. They didn’t have the mobility from what I could see. I climbed over into the back seat and grabbed my backpack—one of those military style big-assed things I used for camping. It weighed a ton but I needed the supplies. Everything else in the car, which wasn’t much, I could always come back for later.

      The zombie’s mouth opened and closed, and although I couldn’t hear a sound above the howling wind outside, the creature reminded me that escape probably wasn’t an option. Not because of the zombie, but because of the weather. Snow swirled viciously around the car. I couldn’t see that far in front of the Blazer. The headlights cut into the blizzard, but not that far. I dragged the backpack into the front seat with me and turned off the headlights. Whatever had caused the car to break down, I didn’t want to drain the battery.

      In the half-light I caught a glimpse of myself in the rear view mirror. My green eyes looked scared, my dirty red hair tangled around my head in an unruly mess. A smudge of dirt under my right cheek completed the picture. I hadn’t looked in a mirror in a while, and didn’t care what the hell I looked like. In the apocalypse good looks rated zero on the give-a-fuck scale. Hey, if things had gone south for me, I might have looked like the unfortunate zombie bitch outside of my window.

      I glanced to the right. Through the flurries I realized I’d almost parked right in front of the solar-panel house. At least I thought I had. I couldn’t see the name on the crooked mailbox, and I didn’t recall the old couple’s name anyway. Trees huddled along the long driveway leading up to the house.

      This is it. The house.

      Maybe. No. I couldn’t have that much luck, right?

      I’d goosed the Blazer as far as I could with the idea I might check out the old house where SF Lion said he was. Sheer dumb luck seemed to have brought me here. Which didn’t mean I was out of the proverbial woods. I couldn’t see light from the bend in the road. There might be a glow through the trees and snow. I couldn’t say for sure. I glanced over at the zombie again. She stood with her wide-open eyes and drooping mouth, some sort of green saliva dripping from her lips.

      “Yick.”

      I drew out my revolver and made a decision. I cocked the weapon and cranked the window down just enough to clear a fourth of the zombie’s head. I pulled the trigger. The crack of the weapon threatened to deafen me, and I winced. Green mush splattered but it went outward and missed me, thank God. The creature fell to the ground. Quickly, I rolled the window back up and prepared to leave the car. That’s when about twenty zombies came out of the fading daylight, their swagger distinct and intent undeniable. The lurched and swayed as they exited the blizzard and the trees just ahead of the car and the driveway.

      “Shit.”

      They moved fast enough that even if I jumped out of the car now, I’d be a zombie sandwich. I didn’t have enough ammunition to feel cocky about survival.

      The creatures swarmed the car faster than I expected, and I cursed the blizzard. If the snow hadn’t started coming down so thick, I might have seen the creatures earlier and had the chance to leave the car and rush to the house.

      Yeah, you don’t know who is in there. They could be as bad as the zombies. Think. Think.

      Zombies swamped the car, their faces a horrifying amalgamation of mottled blue, white and green flesh, their teeth sharp, broken or missing, eyes wide and unblinking. Ragged clothing couldn’t always disguise the way flesh sometimes hung off of them in strips. My stomach rolled in reaction, even though I’d seen enough of them over the weeks to find their appearance unremarkable. Like a new form of life, maybe a hated insect, they’d become part of world and transformed our lives. No, the pandemic had done that.

      The zombies started to push the car. Back and forth, back and forth, like rioters protesting in the street. That’s when I realized there were more than twenty creatures. Now they covered my Blazer like flies, the sound of their groaning penetrating the car.

      I gritted my teeth. Noise tended to draw zombies, and I didn’t know how many more were in the woods. But if I stayed in here I’d sign my death warrant.

      Take the chance someone is inside the house and wants to help. Maybe SF Lion. Maybe.

      Despite my skepticism, I took the leap.

      I laid on the horn for a moment. Laid on it again.

      The creatures jumped back. I gave the horn another blast, this time longer. Each time the zombies fell back, but they’d surge forward a moment later.

      Now they pounded on the roof, the windows, and I feared the windows wouldn’t take much more.

      My heart pounded, my breathing coming fast, body aches and pains sharp and punishing.

      Again. Again. Leaning on the horn and hoping.

      Zombies thickened, their bodies obscuring everything.

      I laid on the horn and this time held it. The zombies drew back, giving me some daylight. Out of the snow I saw shadows, figures running down the long driveway to the house.

      A blast rent the air. Semi-automatic.

      I crawled into the back seat lay on the floorboards, arms over my head as another shot and then another filled the air. The crack of a pistol mixed with the semi-automatic. On and on the blasts echoed. My heartbeat slammed in my chest, raw fear overriding everything inside me.

      In a few moments I’d know my destiny. If it wasn’t life, well then death by zombie or death by bullet. I’d take the bullet. So much easier than getting gnawed by zombie teeth and enduring their stinking breath.

      Finally the shots stopped. I kept my head down and heard someone pull on Blazer door handle above my head. The lock resisted, and then a knock on the window came with a voice.

      “Hey! You all right in there?”

      A human wouldn’t be knocking on my window if a zombie hoard still existed outside. Fear tightened my sore muscles, sending a deep ache through me, but I shifted until I could look up at the face peering in at me.

      They say time can slow or even stop, and maybe it did then.

      I couldn’t see the man’s hair—he wore some sort of sock hat, but his eyes were the deepest, darkest chocolate I’d ever seen and framed by thick dark lashes. A scruffy day or two old dark beard growth covered the guy’s square jaw. His mouth was drawn in a tight line.

      Three other men stood near the Blazer with backs turned, as if they expected more zombies to burst on the scene. Indecision and mistrust mixed with gratitude. They’d saved me, but could I trust them?

      The man’s stern expression softened a little. He shouted through the glass. “It’s okay. We aren’t going to hurt you.”

      Indecision warred with self-preservation. I had the weapon in my holster, and the shotgun on the seat. If this went south I did have some defense. I needed to know one thing before I could ease my caution.

      “I’m looking for SF Lion,” I said.

      His eyebrows came together in a frown as if he hadn’t quite heard me. Either that or I’d made a huge mistake and this group of men didn’t have anything to do with the man who’d talked to me on the CB.

      “What?” the man said.

      “I’m looking for SF Lion.”

      A half smile broke over his face. “Paddy Wagon?”

      Relief threatened to overwhelm my caution. I took the chance. Unlocked the door and hoped I wasn’t making another big mistake.

      He pulled open the door and stepped back. I took hold of my rifle, but as I exited, I kept it pointed at the ground. Impressions flew at me as I surveyed the scene. The other men glanced over, but kept their main attention on their surroundings.

      “I thought it might be you, Paddy Wagon. SF Lion is my call sign for the CB.” The dark-haired man flashed another half-grin at me, but then his gaze turned concerned, almost angry. “Rick, she’s hurt.”

      A man who stood on the other side of the Blazer came our way. This man had brown hair with reddish undertones.

      “I’m fine.” Urgency pumped in my veins. “I can’t move the car. It’s broken down.”

      “It’s okay,” SF Lion said. “We’ll take care of it later.”

      The man named Rick came to my side, eyes narrowed. “There’s blood on your face and bruises. We need to get that checked out.”

      Instinctively I reached up with my gloved hand. “I’ll live.”

      Out of habit I assessed the men. Each man was big—over six feet and packing a rifle. Same with SF Lion. These guys had that undefinable certain something, a way of moving, standing and reacting I instinctively recognized.

      “Are you guys military?” I asked.

      SF Lion nodded. “Three of us. I was Army.”

      “SF? As in Special Forces?”

      His eyebrows went up, as if he didn’t expect me to catch on. “That’s right.”

      “What MOS?”

      His head tilted to the side, curiosity crossing his features. “Eighteen Charlie. Engineering Sergeant.”

      I nodded.

      “Were you in the military?” he asked.

      I thought about lying. Maybe a second. My understanding of the military wasn’t exhaustive and not enough to fake having served. “No.”

      “Afraid I was bullshitting you?” he asked.

      Before I could answer, the man with curly dark hair that reached his collar said, “We need to get outta here. Where there’s one hoard of mombies, there’s always more.”

      Snowflakes continued to fall faster, and the sunshine I’d encountered earlier had disappeared as the late afternoon deepened.

      “Mombies?” I asked. “That’s what you’re calling them?”

      “Yep,” yet another man said as he turned to look at us. He wasn’t wearing a hat, and his somewhat long reddish-blond hair was blown by the wind. “MacShane is right. We need to pop smoke.”

      Apprehension stalked me, and yet another bit of me trusted SF Lion. Ridiculous thinking but there it was.

      “Let’s move out,” the man with long reddish-blond hair said.

      SF Lion moved to the car door. “You got stuff in the car you need?”

      “A crap load of stuff,” I said. “We aren’t going to carry it all now.”

      SF Lion came up with my pack. “I’ll take this. You keep the rifle. We’ll grab the rest later.”

      They moved out without another word. Two of the guys took up the rear, while SF Lion and the man called Rick took the front. Between the four of them, I couldn’t help but feel protected. Curiosity and caution warred with each other inside me, but I didn’t see that I had an alternative to going with them. Staying outside in this storm would prove a death sentence, and that included if I stayed in the car. With no heat, I couldn’t hope to survive the cruel temperatures, especially at night.

      As we walked the long driveway, the house in front of me represented two possibilities. Hope or horror. I’d experienced too many things in the last weeks to know which. Could I trust my instincts this time? What if my intuition failed me again?

      The house looked the same as I remembered more from years ago. The last time I’d been in Lakemeadow. Regrets swelled in my throat, unexpected and staggering. I almost stumbled, but straightened my back and pushed forward.

      Stay on guard. You can’t afford to screw up.

      On high alert, I watched my surroundings and the house for signs of anything suspicious.

      The large Victorian sat above an old graveyard and huge pines sheltered everything but the front of the house. Alongside the driveway ancient and beautiful pines dotted the landscape. Snow remained thick and drifts also piled up here and there. The road itself had melted down to a dirt and snow pocked track—the only reason the occupants or someone coming to visit could even get to the house.

      A shadow passed by a front window protected by black security bars.

      “Someone else lives with you guys?” I asked.

      SF Lion glanced back at me but kept walking. “Yep.”

      Okay. I had no idea how many people I had to fight if it came down to it.

      When we reached the door, it flew open and a roughly-dressed older man with scraggly collar length gray hair, mustache and beard. Other people—women to be exact, appeared at the doorway. Three women of various ages, all of them younger than me. My suspicions eased only a little upon seeing the women. I’d run into plenty of females in my line of work who could kick ass, lie, steal and sling bullshit with any man. Yet the open expressions on the women’s faces as they stood behind the men didn’t have the hardness I’d seen in women’s eyes when they intended to do harm. My fingers tightened around my rifle. The women moved back.

      The older man backed away from the door. “That Red?”

      His voice had a liquid tone from
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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
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
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3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
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TERMINATION
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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
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