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      Shadow Agents: Paranormal Security and Intelligence Ops Shadow Agents® Series, #5

      Shattered memories and deadly truths.

      

      Jesse Culbertson, elite operative and cat-shifter, is convinced he's one of the bad guys. Enhanced by experimental serums and haunted by gaps in his memory, he knows something dark lurks in his forgotten past. With each mission, layers of deception peel away, leaving him to question everything—especially when his instincts scream that he's fighting for the wrong side.

      Lindy Delgado has spent years perfecting the art of blending in, hiding her succubus nature from everyone—even her closest friend. But her carefully built facade begins to crack when Jesse walks into her life, stirring desires she’s spent months trying to control. Determined to keep him safe from her darker urges, Lindy resolves to keep her distance. But Jesse isn’t what he seems, and staying away proves impossible when he keeps turning up everywhere she goes.

      As The Corporation’s grip tightens and deadly secrets come to light, Jesse and Lindy must navigate a web of lies—including the ones they tell themselves.
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      Jesse

      Twenty-seven and a half years ago, South Dakota…

      Jesse Culbertson glared at the lab technician standing a few feet from him. The mandatory weekly injections from his employer, The Corporation, were supposed to help him "be all he could be." Instead, they left his injection site raw and irritated for days. Jesse was starting to suspect these serums were more about control than enhancement. He wasn’t looking forward to getting the newest one. His arm was still sore from last week’s.

      The lab technician glanced fleetingly in Jesse’s direction, his hands shaking as he prepared the injection. Jesse tended to make the techs nervous. He wasn’t sure why. It’s not like he’d attacked any of them—yet. Though if they kept injecting him with shit that burned and made him feel like he wanted to crawl out of his skin, it was only a matter of time before he snapped and went at one of them.

      Sure, there would be blowback, but it could be worth it in the end if it meant no more injections. From the beads of sweat appearing on the technician's brow, he sensed Jesse was nearing his breaking point.

      This tech wasn’t new to Jesse. The guy had been giving Jesse his injections for the last few weeks. The Corporation probably knew better than to put one of the new transfers in with Jesse.

      The Corporation, or Dynamics Corp, if anyone was going off public records, had recently acquired three more pharmaceutical companies, expanding its already massive reach into the medical sector. Each acquisition meant more suits visiting the facility, more closed-door meetings, more serums to test, and more staff members.

      Jesse had been tasked with running background checks on the newly acquired medical staff as well as helping to weed out those who weren’t good fits for The Corporation. More than one of the employees from the other companies hadn’t been able to pass The Corporation’s extensive background check. Some that had managed to pass it simply weren’t cut out for the type of work The Corporation did. Those people had been sent to work at other businesses owned by the company. Ones that were above board, unlike this facility. Even Jesse wasn’t entirely sure about all of what this facility did and didn’t do.

      He had learned long ago not to question The Corporation's methods or motives. He'd seen too many “reassignments.” Good men who asked the wrong questions and were never heard from again. Better to play the good soldier, even as his instincts screamed that something was wrong. It was that or risk ending up on the side of a milk carton.

      As a cat shifter, being listed on a milk cartoon would just be adding insult to injury.

      No thanks.

      He came in, did his job, and left at the end of his shifts. He didn’t dare speak of what he really did for work to anyone without clearance. Anyone who asked was told he was a security guard, nothing more. If someone pushed too much, wanting to know how it was he afforded the “toys” he had, he simply said he’d come into money from an inheritance, never the truth. The truth left a trail of dead bodies in its wake. He knew because, more than once, he’d been sent to eliminate people who put their noses where they didn’t belong.

      Jesse hated what he used to do for The Corporation—interrogation and target elimination—but the weekly injections were making him start to second-guess his stance on it all. Maybe, just maybe, being the heavy wasn’t so bad. Sure, it left him unable to look himself in the mirror for years, but he never wanted to crawl out of his own skin like the serum made him want to do. It was a sad day when he was considering going back to being the ultimate villain just to avoid injections.

      He side-eyed the lab technician, counting all the various ways he could kill the man in under ten seconds. If given an extra three minutes, Jesse could hide the body too. He was that talented.

      The technician stepped forward, the syringe trembling in his hand. The man glanced at Jesse’s arm and then up again, slowly, as if he was rethinking a fair number of his life choices.

      Wise man.

      The tech gulped before nodding to Jesse’s arm—to the area he’d wiped with an alcohol swab only moments prior.

      Jesse remained silent as he gave a curt nod. If the tech was hoping for a smile and an open invitation to stick him, the guy was going to be sorely disappointed.

      He pushed the needle in with great care as if being stuck by a needle was the part Jesse hated, not the serum itself.

      Warmth spread through the injection area and quickly turned into a burning sensation. It felt as if someone had poured a thousand fire ants on the spot and watched as they took turns biting him. Pain shot through the area, and Jesse barely managed to contain the hiss wanting to come. It came out as a low growl.

      A warning.

      The only one the tech was going to get.

      “Y-you’re all set,” the man stammered, nearly dropping the now empty syringe on his way to dispose of it in the designated biohazard container fixed to the wall.

      He got rid of the syringe and bumped into the counter with a sink basin in it. The counter was also home to an intercom phone and a large stack of charts. The technician selected the chart at the top of the pile and clumsily made an entry in it, glancing toward Jesse sporadically.

      Despite having a weekly standing appointment for his injection, Jesse didn’t know the technician’s name. That was fine with him. Jesse didn’t need to make friends with the man. The technician muttered something under his breath as he scribbled notes in Jesse’s chart, his hands moving too quickly.

      Jesse narrowed his eyes. The man’s breathing was shallow, his gaze darting between Jesse’s arm and the far wall like he couldn’t decide which was safer to look at. The asshole was acting like he was the one with the problem when Jesse was the one who felt like his arm was about to burst into flames.

      “Something you want to say?” asked Jesse, narrowing his gaze on the man.

      The technician’s spine straightened. He shook his head slightly. “N-no.”

      Jesse watched the man nervously fumble with the biohazard container.

      “By chance, did something change recently with the serum?” asked Jesse, earning him a fast glance from the technician, whose pulse rate sped, giving Jesse all the answer he needed. Something had changed.

      “No!” the man practically shouted, nearly yanking the biohazard container from the wall.

      Liar. Jesse seethed inwardly. He just needed to refrain from punching him in the face for injecting him with a substance that Jesse was coming to believe was poisonous.

      “You sure?” asked Jesse.

      The tech stiffened. “I’m…sure.”

      Jesse flexed his arm in an attempt to relieve the discomfort. It didn’t work. It only served to reinforce his aversion to the injections. The heat from the injection site crawled up his shoulder like a line of fire. The ache was sharper than usual, spreading under his skin and leaving his muscles tight.

      Damn thing feels like acid, Jesse thought, rubbing at the spot as subtly as he could. The technicians would notice if he flinched too much, and he didn’t want to give them any reason to look at him longer than necessary.

      The tech glanced at him. “You good?”

      Hardly.

      Jesse gave a slight nod.

      “Any new side effects?” questioned the man.

      Jesse cocked his head to the side. “Why would there be? I mean, you said it yourself, nothing changed with the serum, right?”

      The tech tugged at his collar. “Right.”

      “Then there shouldn’t be anything new on my end,” said Jesse as he stepped out of the exam room and into the hallway, massaging the injection site on his arm. The hallway was large enough to accommodate the men who worked at the secret facility. Supernatural males weren’t known for being small guys. Most were at least six feet tall or over, and all were fit.

      This part of the building always made Jesse uncomfortable. He couldn’t exactly explain the feeling, only that it left him on edge. It wasn't just the sharp, sterile smells of bleach and alcohol or the fluorescent light humming with unnatural brightness—all of which bothered his shifter senses.

      There was something else.

      Something deeper.

      He was always torn between avoiding the area altogether and wanting to be there to get to the bottom of what bothered him. There was something unsettling about it. The place had a way of amplifying sound while feeling utterly empty like even the air didn’t want to linger too long.

      And like the air—Jesse didn’t want to linger long either.

      Just then, his attention was pulled to the far end of the hall. To the set of double doors with a state-of-the-art biometric scanner and encrypted keypad. Jesse could probably figure out a workaround for them if he really wanted to. He’d considered doing as much once before but held back. He knew the double door led to an elevator that required special level clearance to access it.

      Clearance Jesse didn't have, despite being pretty far up the security food chain. Its red light blinked steadily, a constant reminder of where he wasn’t allowed to go. That meant the elevator went somewhere that had a lot of shady shit happening. Shit he didn't need to get wrapped up in. That didn't seem to stop the pull for him to attempt to access the elevator. Thankfully, he never gave in to the urge.

      What the hell’s down there? he wondered for the hundredth time since he’d transferred to the facility. It wasn’t a question anyone answered.

      You didn’t ask unless you wanted to get reassigned—or worse. Still, he couldn’t help but glance toward the elevator doors. There was a ping, and the light changed from red to green as they slid open, and a pair of guards stepped out, carrying a locked case. The guards were part of another security detail. One that was composed entirely of were-coyotes.

      Very rarely did The Corporation create teams of the same species of supernaturals. It usually left them forming a pack of sorts, which never ended well for others around them. That’s why the team Jesse was a part of had cat-shifters, wolf-shifters, and even a bear-shifter on it.

      The moment the men spotted Jesse, their gazes hardened. He didn’t know them personally, but knew they were part of the same security team as two guards he couldn’t stand—Peters and Efren.

      Both men were giant dicks, and if these two were buddies with them, it stood to reason they too were dicks. Efren, in particular, got under Jesse’s skin—always reeking of wet dog and cigarette smoke, with a dark, thick mustache that did nothing to hide the yellow staining starting to show on his teeth. He was always making snide remarks about cat-shifters, seeming to take particular pleasure in antagonizing Jesse. More than once, Efren had tried to bait Jesse into a fight.

      The guards glanced at the locked case and then at him.

      Jesse noted the way the one man’s fingers drummed against the case, how the other’s stance shifted ever so slightly. Small tells Jesse had learned to spot during his years of training as a special operative. Whatever was in that case made them uneasy.

      Jesse didn’t budge as he fought the urge to wrinkle his nose at the smell of cheap cologne, artificial pine, cigarette smoke, and body odor that always seemed to cling to the group of men. Jesse raised his chin as if daring them to comment.

      Wisely, they didn’t.

      With the way that the serum was fucking with him, Jesse would have been hard-pressed to control his anger had they opened their mouths. His skin prickled as they passed by him and the other closed exam room doors. The faint scent of blood mixed with something else, something he couldn’t place, but that caused his shifter side to take notice.
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      Jesse

      Jesse nearly went after the men with the locked case, demanding to know the origin of the scent. He restrained himself—barely. It seemed like forever before they were gone. Jesse remained in place, his stomach in a knot from the serum. The elevator doors were still open, and Jesse nearly entered the thing, though he wasn’t sure why.

      For a brief second, he was sure he heard a child’s voice coming from the elevator. He was tempted to peek in to be sure a child wasn’t somehow hiding in it. But that was absurd. Children weren’t at the facility, and a random one couldn’t just wander in unnoticed, let alone manage to access a secure section.

      The serum is making you hear shit.

      The heavy elevator doors clicked shut, taking with them his illusion, leaving only the hum of the overhead lights. The faint noise was a reminder of how much the lighting hurt his eyes right now since his injection.

      Stepping to the side so that he wasn’t standing in the open doorway, Jesse scratched his forearm. It was inflamed and hot to the touch.

      That can’t be good.

      He hated being The Corporation’s guinea pig, but had little to no say in the matter. He also couldn’t even remember when or why he’d started working for them in the first place. Memories of his early years with The Corporation were nothing more than a blur—hidden deep in the recesses of his mind. Jesse clenched his jaw, his temples throbbing as he tried—and failed—to focus on anything beyond the present.

      Every attempt to remember his early years with The Corporation ended the same way: with his mind tangling itself in static. Faces, voices, places—flickered just out of reach, teasing him with their familiarity before vanishing entirely.

      It's the serum, he reminded himself. Has to be. Toxic crap.

      The stuff left him unsure about much of anything he thought, saw, or heard. What he was sure of was that questioning The Corporation’s motives or directives was unwise.

      They weren’t big on free will, and they had ways of making sure everyone complied. They weren't like other employers. A pink slip didn't come with a nice severance package and a good reference. It came with a pine box. If you were lucky enough to get a funeral at all.

      He should leave. Any sane person would have walked away years ago. But every time the thought surfaced, something held him back. It wasn't the money, though The Corporation paid well enough. It wasn't loyalty—hell, he didn't even like most of the people he worked with. Yet here he stayed, taking their injections, following their orders, ignoring the growing sense that something was deeply wrong.

      Don't question the process.

      Obey orders.

      Keep your head down.

      Compliance was the only viable option—something Jesse had known when he’d signed on with them. The risks versus the rewards were high, yet he hadn’t thought much about it all those years ago. The money was nothing to sneeze at, but with age came wisdom and the ability to see that money wasn’t everything. While money could technically buy happiness, it couldn’t wash away the guilt he carried deep in his soul for some of the actions his job had forced him to do.

      Money couldn’t chase away his inner demons.

      Money couldn’t buy him his freedom from his employer.

      He’d resigned himself to the knowledge that the only way he was leaving his job was feet first. If The Corporation’s eggheads had any say in the matter, that would be happening sooner rather than later.

      Whatever the scientists had done to the serum in the last few months had taken that discomfort to new levels. Normally, the crap they pumped into his veins left him jittery and nervous for a day or two. The new stuff left what lived in him—his mountain lion—wanting to claw at him from the inside out while simultaneously making him feel like he might scratch his skin off.

      A memory flashed briefly in his mind, half-formed, so faint he wasn’t sure it was real. Jesse saw himself in black military fatigues that differed from the ones he’d been issued by The Corporation. His hair was shorter, and he was standing shoulder-to-shoulder with men he couldn’t place. Men whose faces were blurred in his mind but whose presence felt like family. The kind of brotherhood forged in combat. He heard a garbled voice telling him something. Giving instructions, maybe. He couldn’t make it out.

      Jesse blinked, shaking the image from his mind. He was acutely aware that the facility had cameras everywhere and someone was always watching. Jesse rubbed his temple, hoping to push away any more flashes of memories or hallucinations. He didn’t need the people in charge to know that he was cracking up. That his mind wasn’t what it used to be.

      As a natural-born cat-shifter, Jesse’s healing abilities were far greater than those of a human. Earlier testing that had been done on him back when he’d started with The Corporation had amped that considerably. That meant his body should have cycled through the ill effects of the serum within minutes of it being injected. That wasn’t the case, and bringing it to the scientists or the medical staff at work wasn’t an option.

      Human doctors wouldn’t know anything about it or how to deal with someone like Jesse—a supernatural. It wasn’t as if humans were aware supernaturals existed. They’d piss themselves if they knew the truth of what lurked in the dark. Jesse was left to suffer the serum’s effects alone.

      He’d entertained seeking outside help from other supernaturals who were in the medical field, but the last thing he needed was for The Corporation to think he was leaking information outside the organization. There weren’t too many men who worked for The Corporation and had a medical background that Jesse trusted. If things didn’t turn around for him soon, he’d figure out something. For now, he’d grin and bear it.

      The more his arm itched, the less confidence he had in his ability to cope. He turned partially, contemplating going back into the exam room he’d been in and demanding to speak with one of the masterminds behind the serum’s formula. He understood that it wasn’t any of the technicians who administered the injections. They weren’t making the big decisions. They were merely cogs in the wheel, just like him, but they could point him in the right direction.

      Then Jesse could threaten to rip the scientists’ heads off if they didn’t fix whatever it was that they’d broken in him. The thought of that brought a small smile to his face. While holding someone accountable sounded great, it wasn’t going to happen. He would just have to keep pushing through like he always did.

      Fuck the weird side effects the serum was causing.

      He could ignore them and pretend everything was right in his world. That his shifter senses weren’t off. That he wasn’t teetering on the edge of shifting, hoping to crawl out of his skin to escape the drug’s effects. And that the serum didn’t leave him struggling to control his temper. For now, he’d settle for a good night’s sleep. He hadn’t had a decent night’s sleep in months.

      Everything in him said the serum was to blame. It was somehow causing him nightmares. He was painfully aware that nightmares were waking him on the regular, but he couldn’t remember much about them. In them, he saw flashes of a pretty woman with long blonde hair, wearing clothing that looked to be from the late 1800s. She was holding a bouquet of yellow wildflowers and looked peaceful and serene if you didn’t count the fact her throat had been torn out.

      He didn’t know what the dreams meant or why he could only remember fragments of them. All he knew was that the idea of closing his eyes to rest left his chest tightening and his shifter side clawing at him to be free. He didn’t scare easily, so whatever he was dreaming about had to be big. The fragments he could recall from the nightmares were just flashes of faces and voices he didn’t recognize. There was always the same voice that spoke to him, telling him not to question the process, to obey orders, and to keep his head down.

      Jesse shook his head slightly, trying to get the words out of his mind, thankful it wasn’t the sound of children’s laughter—again. The phrases were something that had started popping into his head months ago, often on an endless loop, adding to his feeling of losing control. Even stranger than random phrases popping into his brain and hearing random giggles from what sounded like a child was the fact the phrases didn’t sound like the rest of his internal dialogue.

      No.

      They sounded like someone else was saying them to him over and over again.

      It was a voice that seemed vaguely familiar, but he couldn’t quite place it. Whatever it was, it brought with it the urge to trust its words of wisdom, no matter how random they seemed. Regardless, they were words to live by if one wanted to survive working for The Corporation.

      Words he needed to heed.

      He just needed to keep his head down and do his fucking job. That had been far easier before he’d been transferred to the new facility a few months ago. This facility, though recently renovated, hadn’t been his first pick. It was one of his least favorite options on the list—mostly because his direct boss was a man he loathed. But there was also something about the facility that made Jesse edgier than usual and made him think he kept hearing voices, though that could have been the serum.

      Jesse tilted his head as he heard the intercom phone in the exam room beep again.

      “Oneal,” the technician said.

      Ah, that’s his name.

      Oneal let out a long sigh. “Can’t Hurley go down there and deal with them? They creep me out.”

      Jesse’s cat-shifter side stirred, taking a keen interest in what the technician was talking about. His shifter side rarely, if ever, gave a flying fuck about phone calls. If this was another side effect of the serum, Jesse was going to lose his mind. The absolute last thing he wanted to do was start caring about other people or what they had going on in their lives.

      The cat pushed at him, leaving him no choice but to concede and tap into his shifter hearing to catch the other side of the conversation. Strangely, it didn’t work. He should have been able to hear it with ease, but the serum was messing with his senses.

      He wondered if this was what humans felt like only being able to hear a little of what was actually happening around them. If so, it sucked.

      “No, man. I’m telling you…they stare at me in a weird way,” said the technician. “They’re like something out of a horror movie. And I don’t believe for a second that they’re harmless.”

      Jesse stiffened, his hands tingling as the urge to do a partial shift and take the man’s head from his body came rushing over him. Since The Corporation would frown on him randomly offing one of their techs, he refrained—for now.

      The sound of a child laughing filled Jesse’s head again, leaving him backing away from the door to the exam room and abandoning his thoughts of killing the tech. Jesse put his hands to his head, hoping it would somehow hold on to what was left of his sanity. All it did was make his arm itch more.

      He dragged his hands over his face.

      “Yeah, well, get a fucking smaller needle if you want me to stop growling at you when you do it!” shouted Nick Payne, who was one of only a handful of men Jesse trusted beyond measure at work. “I swear, you keep using a bigger needle every week. It’s like you want me to break you in two.”

      Nick exited the exam room next to the one Jesse had just been in, rubbing his forearm as well. He was glaring into the room he’d just left, growling. It was no secret that the wolf-shifter hated needles.

      Jesse always found it mildly amusing that someone as tough as Nick had such an aversion to needles. The man could take down multiple targets without breaking a sweat, yet mention getting an injection, and he turned into a whining pup. Jesse would have teased Nick more about it, but he wanted to stay on his good side in hopes Nick would bring in more baked goods. A few weeks back, it had been a three-tier cake. One Nick said he'd won in some raffle. Then, it had been cupcakes. They were as good as the cake, and last week, it had been cookies.

      The door to the room remained open for a moment, gifting Jesse a view of a nervous-looking young man wearing scrubs within. The smell of fear permeated from the young male. The guy shot forward and closed the door to the room behind Nick, causing Jesse to chuckle and Nick to growl more.

      “Little fucker,” spat Nick, continuing to glare at the closed door.

      “Scaring the staff again?” asked Jesse. He’d once seen the medical staff playing rock, paper, scissors to see who would have to jab Nick with a needle. Jesse pitied the man who lost that game.

      “I do what I can. Hey, is it me, or does that crap burn more than usual lately?” Nick flexed his hand, his expression dark. “Last week, it just itched. This week, it’s like my bones are trying to crawl out of my skin.”

      Jesse tugged the sleeve of his black shirt down, hiding the large hive that had formed around the injection site. Showing vulnerability wasn’t wise, and being allergic to the serum was a sign of weakness. “Yeah, well, what doesn’t kill us makes us wish it had.”

      Nick snickered. “Not sure that’s how the saying goes. Besides, I’d like to think they aren’t giving us something toxic, but who the fuck knows?”

      Jesse shrugged. “You really think they’d tell us if they were?”

      Nick stilled, a horrified look flashing through his eyes. “Good point.”

      Jesse squinted, trying to reduce the amount of light coming into his eyes from the harsh, iridescent lighting mounted throughout the hallway. Dynamics Corp. spared no expense for their facilities, located worldwide. From what he’d heard, they’d retrofitted the building they were currently in with massive laboratories.

      Jesse wasn’t entirely sure what they used all the labs for and didn’t ask. Some things were better left unknown. To date, his guard duties hadn’t extended to the labs in the lower levels, so he had no direct dealings with the area. He knew shady stuff went on down there, but since it didn’t involve him, he kept his nose out of it. That was how one stayed alive and avoided becoming a missing person.
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      Jesse

      “You pull doctor-sitting duty again or, worse yet, perimeter sweeping?” asked Nick as they began walking down the long hallway, nearly shoulder-to-shoulder.

      Jesse shook his head, blinking a few times to clear the spots he was seeing from the harsh lighting. “No. I’m off that now.”

      “Ah, you’re finally on Samuel’s good side this week. Got it,” said Nick with a deep laugh. He and Nick walked down the hall, their footsteps echoing loudly. “Took you long enough.”

      Nick and Jesse were the same height, coming in a few inches over six feet, but where Jesse had lean muscle, Nick had slightly more bulk. While Jesse’s hair was medium blond, Nick’s was dark, nearly black.

      “Samuel can kiss my ass,” Jesse muttered, rubbing the bridge of his nose. His dislike of Samuel Eyres was entirely mutual, and he couldn’t wait to put some distance between himself and the other man. To hell with the fact the man was his supervisor. Jesse was thankful to be off rotations that kept him under Samuel’s watchful eye and was really looking forward to his vacation days. “Anyway, I’ve got some vacation time built up. I plan to hit the open road on my bike and go where the wind takes me for some much-needed rest and relaxation.”

      Another memory flashed through Jesse’s mind. He was in the same black fatigues as before, but this time, he was sparring with Samuel, of all men, in a training room he didn’t recognize. That wasn’t even the strangest part of it all. Jesse and Samuel were laughing together like brothers-in-arms, or like best buddies. A stark contrast to the hostility that existed between them now.

      Jesse stumbled slightly over nothing more than the memory, which he was fast suspecting was really a hallucination brought on by the serum. Because there was no fucking time in his past when he’d ever laughed with Samuel. The man’s very presence left Jesse’s shifter side unstable and on the edge of a murderous rampage.

      “Is this a kitty cat thing?” asked Nick with a smirk, drawing Jesse from his moment of confusion.

      Jesse glanced harder at him. “Is what a kitty thing?”

      “You and Samuel always being at each other’s throats,” stated Nick, lifting a hand, letting his claws emerge while making a scratching gesture. “You know, a catfight?”

      “Bite me, asshole,” Jesse grunted and scratched his injection site. “Me not liking Samuel has nothing to do with us both being cat-shifters.”

      “I don’t know. Sounds like the makings of a catfight to me.” Nick kept making scratching motions.

      “Know that I’m entertaining ramming that hand up your ass,” warned Jesse.

      “Oh, I know. And I’m pretty sure you should show him more respect,” Nick said, pushing open the set of double doors that led to the other wing of the building. “I get he rubs you the wrong way, but he is in a position of power here. Constantly pushing back against his orders isn’t winning you any points with the people upstairs.”

      That was true, yet Jesse couldn’t seem to stop himself when it came to Samuel. The man had a natural ability to piss him off. Jesse couldn’t remember when it had started. It just always seemed to be there—the constant irritation that happened whenever he was near the man.

      The temperature changed noticeably now that they were out of the medical wing. Jesse had no idea why they kept the temperature so low in that area, but they did. It really sucked during biannual physicals when he was required to disrobe and wear a hospital gown, but nothing else.

      “He’s an alpha and our supervisor and can make your life hell if he wants,” Nick added, like he was saying anything Jesse didn’t already know. He let his claws retract. “You’d do well to remember that.”

      “Whatever. I don’t care.” Jesse and Samuel had a long history of getting on one another’s nerves. Jesse wasn’t even sure what, if anything, had even started their ongoing feud. He just knew it existed. Part of the tension stemmed from Jesse’s inherent alpha tendencies and his dislike for authority. Both of which meant he and Samuel naturally butted heads. The rest probably came from the fact that Samuel was a dickhead. More than once, the pair had ended up in knockdown drag-out fights, needing to be separated by others.

      “Still feels like a cat thing to me,” said Nick with a snort as they continued down the hallway.

      Jesse narrowed his gaze, less because he was annoyed with his friend and more because the lighting still hurt his eyes. “You’re about to feel my foot up your ass.”

      “You’re really set on getting to stick something up my butt. First my hand, now your foot. Kinky,” returned Nick with a waggle of his brow.

      Jesse rolled his eyes.

      “Seriously though,” said Nick, walking taller. “Either take a time-out or plan a cage match. Let me know first. I’ll sell tickets and take bets. In one corner, we have Samuel-the-alpha-in-charge, and in the other, we have Jesse-never-met-an-alpha-who-didn’t-annoy-him.”

      “Sure, set it up,” said Jesse, only partially kidding. “I can take him.”

      “Can you really? He’s the guy in charge for a reason, Jesse. Even I’m smart enough to take a knee when he demands it,” Nick said, his gaze serious.

      “I’ll never take a fucking knee for him,” Jesse growled. “And let’s be honest. All Samuel has to do to get you to take a knee is bring out a needle. I heard you blubbering over getting an injection.”

      “All right, it will be your funeral, man,” stated Nick with a shake of his head. “Whatever your beef is with him needs to stop. If you ask me, he’s been pretty patient with you since you got here, considering you’ve been anything but easy to deal with when it comes to him.”

      “What are you talking about?” demanded Jesse, even though he already knew. He understood his reactions to Samuel were visceral and unnatural. He just didn’t know why. Whatever the reason, it seemed to be getting worse, not better.

      “Denial. Yeah. That will work,” said Nick with a laugh before shaking his head. “I still don’t understand why the people in charge thought it was a good idea to put you two at the same facility again. Last time it happened went so well. And by that, I mean, you two nearly brought the building down around us with one of your epic fights.”

      It was true. Jesse and Samuel had gotten into a pretty impressive fight over a decade ago. It ended after they’d knocked two different cinder block walls down, and a mass of guards swarmed in to tear them apart. They’d not been assigned to the same facility since then—until now. When Jesse had first arrived here, he and Samuel stayed out of each other’s way, but that had changed. “When I want your opinion, I’ll ask for it.”

      Nick didn’t seem phased by the brush-off. “Well, consider this free advice from a friend. He’s also your direct supervisor and can stick you back on doctor babysitting duty in a heartbeat. That is boring as fuck. Last time I got stuck with it, I entertained killing one of the white-lab coat-assholes just to have something to do.”

      Jesse peered at his friend. “I don’t know how you fuck, but when I do it, it’s anything but boring.”
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      Jesse

      “Uh, should I come back later?” asked Benat Vergara as he stepped out of a side office and into the men’s path in the hallway. His dark hair was clipped close in a high-and-tight style and his uniform was pressed to perfection. He had a can of soda in his hand and a shit-ass-grin on his face.

      The room he’d exited housed surveillance equipment. At any given time, there were at least two men stationed in the area, yet the room looked empty behind him. The whole of the facility and the grounds it sat upon were covered in cameras and monitored twenty-four hours a day. Nothing happened that The Corporation wasn’t keenly aware of.

      “You two want some time alone together?” he asked, his smirk widening.

      Benat was Samuel’s right-hand man and best friend. He was loyal to Samuel to a fault. One was rarely far from the other. Jesse liked to think of Benat as Samuel’s emotional support dickhead.

      Nick lifted his chin marginally. “We’re good.”

      “You sure? Sounded like you two were talking about fucking. Am I to assume each other?” asked Benat snidely before sipping his soda.

      “You’re a comedian now? When did you get a sense of humor? Was it before or after you pulled your head out of Samuel’s ass?” Jesse growled, his inner beast wanting to surface and challenge the fellow shifter.

      “Bring it, buddy,” taunted Benat right before he belched loudly.

      Nick twisted, placed a hand on Jesse’s shoulder, shook his head, and maintained a firm grip on him. “No. It’s not worth the fallout.”

      “Could be totally worth it,” snarled Jesse, wanting to go at Benat, the agitation caused by the serum growing exponentially in Benat’s presence. Part of Jesse wondered if he was allergic to the serum and Benat and Samuel. Was that a thing? Could you be allergic to a person? If he could, it would for sure be one of those two.

      “Is there a problem here?” asked Samuel, approaching from the direction of the labs as if he’d been magically summoned.

      “I don’t know,” said Benat, eyeing Jesse. “Is there a problem?”

      Other than you’re both massive dickfaces?

      Jesse’s jawline tightened as Samuel grew closer. Each encounter Jesse had with the alpha male shifter brought him closer and closer to the edge of losing control. The effects of the serum didn’t help matters.

      “No. There is no problem,” added Nick. He was good about trying to keep the peace.

      “The fuck there isn’t,” growled Jesse.

      Nick cleared his throat loudly. “Uh, ignore him. There is no issue. We’re good.”

      Benat snorted, looking like he might say something else to provoke Jesse.

      Samuel stiffened. “Today is not the day, Benat. Pick a different one to settle things.”

      There was something in the man’s voice that caught Jesse’s attention. What was Samuel talking about? What was happening today? It wasn’t as if Samuel backed down from confrontation normally. No. The man welcomed it with open arms. What made today so special?

      Benat moved his head back and forth, cracking his neck, his eyes darting toward Jesse, agitation showing.

      The sight of the other shifter struggling to maintain control left a wicked smile curving on Jesse’s face.

      Benat growled.

      Samuel lifted his head more, letting alpha radiate from him. It pulsed over all the men who were present feeling much like a wave crashing against the shore. “Benat.”

      Benat stepped back, nodding as he did. He lifted his hands in a “surrender” gesture.

      Jesse grinned, loving seeing the other male submit. “You sit when he orders it too? How trained are you?”

      Benat snarled and made a move to come at Jesse, squeezing the soda can as he did, sending sticky-sweet liquid flying all over Jesse and the floor.

      “Asshole!” Jesse spat, now covered in soda.

      Samuel inserted himself between the men. Samuel nodded his head in the other direction, and Benat reluctantly retreated. “I need to speak with you, Benat. In private.”

      “Sure thing, boss,” replied Benat, but his expression told Jesse the fight was far from over.

      Good.

      Jesse’s cat side clawed at him from within, spoiling for a fight, wanting to challenge Samuel and Benat. It didn’t need a reason why. It simply wanted all involved to know it was the dominant of the group, not Samuel.

      Sniffing the air, Samuel’s attention snapped to Jesse, as if he could scent the pending challenge. “Something you want to say to me, Culbertson?”

      Oh, there was a whole hell of a lot that Jesse wanted to say. Lucky enough for Jesse, words wouldn’t even be required. Most of what he had to say could be said with fists. He clenched them at his sides as he glared at the man.

      Nick pushed Jesse back, doing his best to steer Jesse in the opposite direction of Samuel. “We just got our injections. Jesse is having an adverse reaction to them—again. That stuff is getting him hyped and is messing with him. That’s all. This will pass.”

      While Jesse understood Nick was trying to defuse the situation and assist him, Jesse’s cougar side didn’t take it that way. The shifter side saw Nick’s actions as asserting dominance over it, and it wanted to lash out at his friend. Jesse only barely managed to keep the cat in line. It was one thing to attack Samuel or his emotional-support bestie, it was an entirely other matter to go at Nick.

      “That so?” asked Samuel, stepping closer to Jesse, remaining calm on the surface when Jesse knew for a fact the alpha male was seething. That anger simmered below the surface, waiting for the perfect release.

      Nick boldly grabbed Jesse’s arm and hiked up his sleeve, drawing attention to the huge, irritated hive at the injection site. “It’s the truth. It’s like catnip or something to the guy. Look.”

      The last fucking thing Jesse wanted was to show weakness in front of the other alpha. He was already covered in soda. He didn’t need to add being a total pussy to the mix. He snarled at Nick, jerking his sleeve down, pissed his friend had outed him.

      Samuel stared at Jesse’s now-covered arm, and something flashed fleetingly through the man’s eyes. Was it concern? Samuel eased back, some of the anger leaking out of him like air being let out of a balloon. “Any other issues happening with the injections?”

      Jesse’s jaw clenched, and he squeezed his hands into tighter fists. His right hand had soda all over it, and some dripped from his arm onto the floor. His guess, more fucking soda. Sharp claws emerged from Jesse’s fingertips, digging into the palms of his hands and drawing blood. Within seconds, the blood was dripping onto the floor, mixing with the soda.

      It would be so easy to go at Samuel, to give into the beast and its rage. So easy to say fuck it and take his chances with the alpha. The growl suddenly emanating from Jesse let everyone around him know exactly what he was entertaining doing.

      “Damn,” whispered Nick, trying to grab Jesse and drag him away from Samuel. “Safe to say he’s having one or two more issues with the crap.”

      Benat charged in fast, ready to assist his friend.

      Samuel lifted a hand, halting everyone’s movement. “Step back. Give Culbertson space. Let’s see how this plays out.”

      “You sure?” asked Nick, his brows raising. “He ain’t exactly coming off as stable at the moment.”

      Samuel’s lips drew into a thin line. “I’m sure.”

      They obeyed.

      Benat made a snide comment under his breath about Jesse having control issues.

      Jesse growled, and his gums began to burn with a pending shift. The cat side of him hungered for a kill. Benat would do well to fill that void. In the end it was his blood that would coat the floors and walls.

      Samuel stepped before him, planting himself in Jesse’s path and line of fire.

      “Move,” warned Jesse, knowing he was on the verge of proving Benat right—that he did have issues with control. He’d outright challenge the alpha soon enough if things continued.

      “Nah. I think I’ll stay right here,” Samuel said nonchalantly, no shake to his voice. No sign he was worried about the attack that was sure to come.

      That only served to infuriate Jesse’s beast side more. He snarled.

      Samuel’s eyes flashed with measured annoyance, and his jaw set. “That will be enough of that.”

      “Fuck you,” Jesse ground out between clenched teeth.

      “Jesse,” whispered Nick uneasily.

      Jesse growled more.

      “You really do not want to do this,” warned Samuel.

      It was all Jesse wanted to do.

      “Is there a problem here?” asked Peters, stepping into the hallway, holding a weapon that he had trained on Jesse.

      Peters was a kiss-ass, always shoving his nose up the ass of the higher-ups attempting to get ahead. His arrival meant someone had been monitoring the cameras in the hall and deemed the situation worthy of an armed guard. Peters was a fucking were-coyote and part of a group of them who operated separately from the rest of the supernatural staff. It was downright insulting to send him to break up a possible catfight.

      The were-coyote guards were recent additions, part of The Corporation's endless security protocols. Jesse didn't know why they kept the different supernatural security teams separated, but he'd seen enough "training accidents" between the groups to guess it wasn't a good idea to mix them.

      Jesse bumped into them often enough at the facility to know he didn’t like any of them. This particular one normally ran around with one named Efren. They were both assholes. Their shared looks and aggressive posturing told Jesse it was only a matter of time before they squared off against one of the supernatural security team members and ended up dead. Peters was already off to a great start.

      Samuel’s gaze flickered to Benat and Nick. No words needed to be spoken. The men, while normally always at odds, had no issue coming together to stand against the humans in solidarity. They trained together often, making it easy to read facial tells.

      Benat and Nick moved rapidly, artfully disarming Peters, who looked less than pleased by the action.

      There was nothing like the addition of an even bigger asshole to make everyone get along.

      “Fucking assholes,” Peters said, mostly under his breath, not that it much mattered. Everyone present had supernatural hearing.

      “If you value your life, find somewhere else to be,” Benat warned before shrugging. “Or stick around and find out what happens next. Really, I’m fine either way. Weird, I’m hoping you stay? Culbertson is man-struating and needs an outlet. Your face will do nicely.”

      Jesse nearly laughed.

      “Work for you?” asked Benat of Jesse.

      Jesse nodded. “Totally.”

      Peters shot Benat a heated expression before moving to retrieve the weapon Nick had seized from him.

      “Nah, I’ve been wanting one of these,” said Nick, holding the weapon out of Peters’ reach. “Move along now and get your own.”

      “That is mine,” argued Peters, making Benat and Nick laugh like that was the funniest thing they’d heard lately.

      “Cute that you think so,” stated Benat with a grin.

      Nick flashed an even wider smile. He lifted the weapon higher, taunting the man. “I’m going to name this one after you.” He reached out with his free hand and flicked the stitched name patch on the guard’s uniform shirt. “Pecker, oh wait, Peters.”

      Benat grinned wider. “You were right the first time. Pecker.”

      “Find somewhere else to be,” said Samuel, calmly observing Peters.

      With a scowl, the guard did as he’d been instructed, hurrying off without his weapon.

      Samuel waited until the guard had cleared the area before he began to circle Jesse in the large hallway. “Are you better?”

      He had been right until Samuel exuded dominance again. Jesse’s shifter side ignited, leaving him lunging at the other man without warning.

      Nick and Benat wisely stayed out of it, watching as Jesse slammed into Samuel.

      The other shifter used Jesse’s body weight to send Jesse crashing to the floor with a resounding thud that boomed through the hall. It was humiliating and it fucking hurt more than it should have.

      Samuel stared down at him. “Had enough, cub?”

      “Fuck you,” snapped Jesse, springing up and charging the man again. This time, he got a good hit on Samuel. It left Jesse grinning, feeling overly cocky, before attempting another.

      Samuel caught Jesse’s arm, the same one injected with the serum, and applied pressure. Since Jesse’s arm was already sore, pain rushed through him, taking him to his knees and subduing the beast side of himself instantaneously.

      Samuel didn’t release his arm. Instead, he leaned, putting his face near the side of Jesse’s head, applying even more pressure to Jesse’s arm. “If you learned to control your rage, brother, you’d be a hell of a soldier. Until then, you’re a waste of fucking space, Culbertson. Head to the showers, take a cold one, and then report for duty. You smell like a soft drink.”

      “He’s on vacation for a week as of end of shift tonight,” said Nick.

      Benat tapped his wristwatch. “Boss.”

      Samuel’s jaw clenched, and he nodded. He stayed close to Jesse. “Shower. Then get the fuck out of here and clear your head. That’s an order.” With that, Samuel pushed away from Jesse and headed down the hall to the section of the facility that housed several laboratories, as well as the restricted access area.

      Benat followed quickly behind him.

      Nick hurried to Jesse’s side, helping him off the floor. “You all right?”

      “I hate him,” Jesse replied, standing fully.

      “No, really? I thought he was totally on your Christmas card list,” added Nick with a grin that helped to chase away some of Jesse’s anger.

      “You’re an asshole,” said Jesse.

      Nick flashed a wider smile. “I know. Come on. I’ll keep you company while you shower. He’s right, you know. You smell like syrup or something. Soda smells like shit.”

      Jesse froze and raised a sandy blond brow. “Uh? You just offered to shower with me.”

      Nick grunted. “I didn’t mean it like that.”

      “How does one mean it when it comes to keeping me company when I shower?” questioned Jesse before smirking. “Listen, you’re not a bad-looking guy, but you’re not my type.”

      With a groan, Nick shook his head and patted his newly gained weapon. “Oh, I know. I’ve seen your type of woman. It’s the no-commitment types with tits galore.”

      “You judging my type?” questioned Jesse.

      “Hell no. I have the same type.”

      Jesse snorted. “All right then. I’m gonna hit the shower, and then I’m outta here.”

      Nick beamed. “Enjoy your time off.”
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      Jesse

      Jesse stood under the stream of water, letting it run over him as his mind wandered to his run-in with Samuel. The man had been right. Not that he’d ever admit as much to the prick. The cold water had helped to calm his beast slightly, and it chased away the smell of soda.

      The water couldn't wash away the burning itch that radiated from his injection site, spreading like poison through his veins. Each drop of water hitting his skin felt like tiny needles, his heightened senses making everything too sharp, too intense.

      Jesse pressed his forehead against the cool tile, trying to ground himself as another wave of dizziness hit. The serum was getting worse with each dose, leaving him fighting his own body, his own instincts. His cat side prowled restlessly beneath his skin, pushing to break free. It wasn't just the usual post-injection irritability anymore. Something felt fundamentally wrong, like his body was trying to reject more than just the serum.

      Don’t question the process.

      Obey orders.

      Keep your head down.

      The chant played over and over in his head as if it were a broken record. Bizarrely, it wasn’t his internal voice he heard saying it. It was someone else’s voice. A male. One he didn’t know. Even stranger was how the words had started coming to him shortly after his transfer to the new facility—when the nightmares had started.

      A flash of memory hit him—men in black fatigues, faces blurred but familiar somehow, moving in perfect sync during what looked like a training exercise. The scene felt real, felt right, but it couldn't be. He'd never served with a unit like that. Had he? The memory slipped away like water through his fingers, leaving behind only a deep sense of loss he couldn't explain.

      Maybe The Corporation had built the facility on cursed land or buried bodies in the foundation. With them, anything was possible.

      “I need a break.”

      The week away from it all would do him good and give him a rest from the injections. Maybe his system could do its version of detoxing while he was enjoying his much-needed vacation.

      Tipping his head back, Jesse let the water wash over his face, stealing away his worries about the serum and its ill effects on his system. The only thing the water couldn’t wash away was the sting of Samuel being right. Damn. He really hated that the man knew more about Jesse’s shifter side and how to calm it than Jesse did.

      “He’s also a dick,” he muttered into the stream of water as if it were a friendly ear he was bending to listen to him whine.

      Faint laughter found its way to him, and he paused, unsure he’d heard it right. It sounded too young to be from anyone who worked there. He rubbed his face, a little concerned he’d somehow fallen asleep standing up and was dreaming.

      Nope.

      He was awake.

      He cocked his head to the side and listened deeply for sounds of laughter. None came. His beast stirred, as if it were thinking of causing him problems once more. Fucking Samuel had also been correct when he’d pointed out Jesse’s issues with controlling his temper.

      It did make him weak.

      He’d never been great at caging his cat side, but he’d been better about it—before the fucking injections. Now, it was all Jesse could do to keep from lashing out at everyone around him.

      "Fuck," Jesse whispered as he tilted his head back, letting the water wash away his stress and worry. His muscles trembled with barely contained tension, the urge to shift growing stronger by the second. The cat wanted out, wanted to run, to hunt, to find... something. Someone? The pull was getting harder to ignore.

      Thankfully, Jesse was alone for his mini-freakout session. Nick had gotten called away, so his plans to babysit Jesse in the locker room were foiled. The last thing Jesse needed was witnesses to whatever the hell was happening to him. The Corporation monitored everything and watched everyone. One sign of weakness, one slip that he wasn't handling the serum well, and he'd end up in one of those restricted labs he wasn't supposed to know about.

      Finishing up, Jesse shut off the water and grabbed his towel from the hook on the wall. He dried off quickly, movements sharp and agitated as the serum continued working through his system. His hands trembled slightly as he wrapped the towel around his waist before heading from the shower room to the locker room area. The cold air hit his damp skin, raising goosebumps despite his naturally elevated body temperature.

      His locker was undone and standing wide open.

      He paused, sure he'd shut it after undressing and grabbing a towel. Yet there it was, standing wide open, his lock set aside on the wooden bench where he always placed it. A chill ran down his spine that had nothing to do with the air temperature. Something felt off. Wrong. His cat side bristled, sensing an intrusion into its territory.

      "I really need a solid night's sleep," he muttered, trying to rationalize the unsettling feeling as he grabbed his bag and pulled out a change of clothing. He could smell traces of everyone who'd passed through recently—the sharp chemical tang of the serum lingering on other shifters who'd had their injections, the stale coffee on the breath of the security staff, the nervous sweat of the medical personnel.

      And something else. Something that didn't belong.

      Jesse tensed, sniffing the air more carefully. There was another scent here, one he couldn't quite place. It was faint, almost completely masked by the overwhelming smell of industrial cleaners, but it tugged at something deep in his mind. His cat side surged forward, suddenly alert and interested in a way that made no sense.

      Jesse gripped his open locker door to the point the metal began to bend. He released it quickly and managed to regain control of his cat side. Whatever they’d done to the serum this week was doing a number on him. If he didn’t get his ass in gear and get out of the facility soon, he’d lose control and end up in mountain lion form.

      That would set off more than one alarm.

      Jesse dressed quickly. He wore a pair of jeans, his biker boots, a dark T-shirt, and his motorcycle jacket. Jesse glanced at the top shelf of his locker and froze. While nothing appeared to be out of order or missing, he could smell the scent of another. Someone had been in his locker.

      Not just anyone—Peters.

      Jesse's lip curled as he caught the guard's distinctive odor near his locker. His cat side pushed harder, claws threatening to emerge as rage and territorial instinct surged through him. The serum in his system made it harder to control the shift, his vision sharpening painfully as his pupils began to change. There was no good reason Peters would have been in Jesse’s locker. Whatever he’d been doing there could only lead to trouble.

      "Son of a bitch."

      His skin felt too tight, the injection site burning as his agitation grew. That strange scent from before seemed to be pulling him, urging him to follow. It led toward the restricted areas—the ones he wasn't supposed to know about, wasn't supposed to go near.

      "Fuck," he murmured, the calming effect the shower gave him completely gone. Something primal and urgent told him he needed to follow that scent. Needed to understand what was happening in this facility before it was too late.

      Jesse headed out of the locker room and caught faint notes of Samuel and Benat in the air. Why was their scent mixing with Peters’?

      The mysterious scent grew stronger, winding through the hallways like an invisible thread. His cat side pushed to the surface rapidly, guiding him as he tracked it. The serum heightened everything—the sterile glare of the lights, the hum of machinery behind the walls, the sharp chemical undertones that permeated everything. His head throbbed, but something deeper than conscious thought drove him forward.

      Before realizing it, he was down the main hall and headed toward the security office. The restricted wing loomed ahead, its heavy doors and biometric scanners a constant reminder of the secrets The Corporation kept. Jesse had spent months avoiding this area, fighting the strange pull it seemed to have on him. Now that same pull twisted through him, urgent and impossible to ignore.

      Turning the corner, one of the directors of the facility ran right into him. The impact sent a jolt through Jesse's hypersensitive skin, his cat side instantly alert and defensive.

      Reaching out, Jesse caught the man, steadying him. "Sorry."

      The man wore black tactical fatigues. The kind typically reserved for field ops, not upper-level brass. The material was too crisp, too clean, as if it hadn’t seen real use. His name patch had S. Murlick stitched on it.

      "Culbertson, good," the man said, his tone carrying an edge that set Jesse's instincts screaming.

      Jesse didn't know this department head very well. The man had only been at the facility a few short weeks. While the man's expression and tone of voice said he wasn't upset with their collision, Jesse's cat-shifter side detected something else. A predator. One that wasn't as settled as it appeared to be. The man wasn't human, yet Jesse couldn't place what type of supernatural he was.

      He smelled off.

      Like a mix of more than one supernatural and roadkill.

      The smell left Jesse struggling to keep from sneezing and backing away. His cat side wanted nothing to do with the abomination before him. The strange scent he'd been following seemed to grow stronger, weaving around them both like invisible smoke.

      "You're off-duty?" the man asked, his gaze raking over Jesse slowly, assessing him with an intensity that felt wrong.

      "I am. I'm headed out on vacation." Jesse fought to keep his voice steady as another wave of dizziness hit him. The injection site burned fiercely, as if responding to the department head's presence.

      "Right. Well, consider yourself back on duty and your vacation canceled," Murlick stated, his authority absolute despite the wrongness Jesse sensed in him.

      "Sir?" The word came out rougher than intended as Jesse's throat tightened. That
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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
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.
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