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      Nerves jangling and filled with equal parts anticipation and dread, Rashida bint Tariq bin Feroze al-Nazari took the elevator to the third floor where the more popular restaurants were located. These dining establishments were also in a much higher price bracket than the ones on the lower floor, and they had more privacy in screened seating at their tables.

      Memories of her brother slipped through her mind, even though she strove to be aloof. She needed a clear head. Her present course hadn’t been directed by a Mr. Johnson, but—despite the colorful lights around her—she was in the shadows now.

      The last time she’d seen Qasim, he’d been five years old. She’d believed he was dead, killed alongside their father for no reason she or her mother could think of.

      That had been fourteen years ago.

      Only a few weeks ago, while carrying out a run that had promised her vengeance against the men who had killed her family, Rashida had discovered Qasim might still yet live.

      The possibility her brother was still alive was too much to hope for, but she stubbornly clung to that slim chance. If tonight went well, she hoped to discover the truth of that, and learn where Qasim was now.

      She still didn’t know the name of the Johnson who had pointed her like a weapon at Raqmu Enterprises in Dubai weeks ago. She’d only uncovered his puppet, and that man had led nowhere. Emmett Sterling, the CEO of Raqmu Enterprises—which had turned out to be an intelligence gathering operation in Arabia—had told her that shortly before he’d fallen down an elevator shaft.

      His death had come during Rashida’s smash-and-grab assault on the corp where the files she and her team had been hired to retrieve were kept. They had stolen the Anaximander Project data, but Rashida hadn’t gotten the answers she’d most wanted.

      Did Qasim yet live? If so, where was he? He would no longer be that five-year-old boy she remembered.

      She had traveled here, to the Kinshasa-Brazzaville sprawl in the Congo, to confront Arnold Brevermann. His was the only name Khadija, the team’s decker, had managed to ferret out of the files they’d copied before handing them off to the false Johnson. Only a few other names were in the file, and none of those people still lived or could be found. Brevermann had been at Raqmu Enterprises. He had been part of the Anaximander Project for a time.

      Tonight he thought he was here to meet Mary Watson, a corp headhunter looking for a new chief of security, but instead he was going to answer Rashida’s questions.

      Scorpion, the totem spirit Rashida had bonded with shortly after the deaths of her father and brother, stirred restlessly in the back of her mind, where she kept him at bay. The anticipation of violence always stimulated him.

      No shaman in their right mind took an insect spirit as a mentor because they lived only to conquer their hosts and bring more insect spirits into the world. They would settle for nothing less than global dominion.

      Such an infestation had caused Chicago to become quarantined in 2055.

      But those years ago, Rashida had wanted power, and only Scorpion had been there to answer her plea.

      “I am ready,” the spirit hissed in the back of her mind.

      Power flowed along Rashida’s body, and she had to wall it away because it would chip away at her mental defenses holding Scorpion back. She walked sedately along the promenade to the restaurant where she’d set up the meeting. She constantly checked the reflections in the store windows on either side of the thoroughfare to make sure no one paid her any undo interest.

      Her image showed a tall, slim woman, her dark hair wrapped in a hijab, her lower face covered by a niqab. Elegant eyewear covered her amber eyes, which held flecks of topaz. The elegant, dark green backless dress Khadija had picked out accentuated her slender figure. The split up the leg wasn’t her style, but it would allow her more movement, and the skirt would tear away in a moment if she needed to remove it to run.

      The walking stick she held in her left hand looked stylish, but it also held surprises.

      Brevermann was greedy, as most mid-level corp execs were. She was using the man’s avarice against him, but she was happy to move onto stronger, more lethal means if he wasn’t materialistic enough. She also hadn’t wanted to walk into the meeting empty-handed. Brevermann was looking for his next step up the ladder to more money and greater power.

      That didn’t mean he was stupid. She intended to use his greed as a opening weapon. She was prepared to escalate from there.

      “You are my weapon,” Scorpion said.

      “No,” Rashida replied. “You are mine.”

      Scorpion coiled in sullen distaste.

      “Whipstrike,” Khadija called over the heavily encrypted commlink in Rashida’s hijab.

      “Yes,” Rashida replied.

      Whipstrike was Rashida’s street name in the shadows. Khadija called herself Optivor on a run. Holed up in her base in Morocco, she was operating the link through an out-of-the-way jackpoint in Yaoundé, in the Kingdoms of Nigeria.

      Although dedicated to the team they’d put together, Khadija liked making profits. She always worked two or three side hustles. Tonight’s jackpoint usage came through one of those, which would further complicate any tracing that might later be done. Even though no one knew who she was, her decker skills were always in demand—no matter what handle she used.

      “Your blood pressure is spiking,” Khadija said.

      Embarrassed at her lack of professionalism, Rashida took a controlled breath and calmed herself. “Only for a moment. It was the stairs.”

      “It’s not the stairs. There are no stairs in an elevator.”

      “I’m fine. Don’t clutter my head.”

      “I still don’t like you going in there by yourself.”

      Rashida smiled politely at a passerby. “Do you wish you were here?”

      “Oh, hell no. I’m tech support all the way.”

      Rashida worked to sound calm and collected even though Khadija would see through most of it. “I’ve got this, omae. Everything is fine.”

      She took another calming breath and pushed that small tingle of apprehension to the back of her mind. That would give Scorpion something to deal with.

      “Can you confirm Brevermann’s presence in the restaurant?” Rashida asked.

      “He’s there. I hacked the promenade sec cams easily enough. Well, easily enough for me. I’m still working on the cams inside.”

      Rashida masked the sudden swell of irritation that swirled within her. “I thought you’d have them by now.”

      “She is weak!” Scorpion roared. “She will get this body killed! Let me do this!”

      Rashida ignored the insect spirit. Scorpion was a blunt instrument most of the time, and rarely subtle.

      “I normally would have had them hacked,” Khadija said, “but that place is running some high-powered firewalls. I’ll get it.”

      “Worry about you, then,” Rashida said. “I’ll take care of me.” She hoped that was true.

      Along the promenade that fronted the row of restaurants, the lights were softer and more atmospheric. Small drones floated by and advertised the restaurants; a news drone hovered past and flashed headlines.

      
        
        SIOUX NATION: LATEST EFFORT TO RECLAIM FLATWILLOW FROM SHEDIM FAILS.

      

        

      
        BASANKUSU: INVESTIGATION INTO DISAPPEARANCES STALLED AGAIN. INVESTIGATORS DO NOT KNOW WHAT HAPPENED TO DOZENS OF MISSING CHILDREN. A CITY MOURNS.

      

        

      
        KINSHASA-BRASSAVILLE: STREET VIOLENCE IN RESULTS IN 3 DEAD. TAXI DRIVER ASSAULTED.

      

      

      The drone holo for La Plat Aventure, where she was meeting Arnold Brevermann, showed a red lobster wearing a chef’s hat and an apron with tiny starfish decorating it. The lobster stood on the edge of a boiling pot and rapidly snipped scallions, cloves of garlic, and hot peppers with its claws into the bubbling water. When the lobster was finished, it sighed in relief, wiped its sweaty brow, and stepped back, then slipped on the pot’s rim. It flailed its claws and upper legs to try and stay balanced, but it fell into the pot with a comically prolonged splash. A lid closed over it. Rainbow bubble letters that read “Savoureux,” floated from the pot like balloons, expanded, and popped a few seconds later.

      Still self-conscious about the walking stick, but grateful to have the weapons, Rashida approached La Plat Aventure and took in her surroundings with a practiced eye.

      The restaurant presented holos of seascape around the entrance and gave the walls a three-dimensional appearance. Sea creatures glided through the ocean depths in vibrant explosions of red, yellow, blue, orange, and emerald.

      “That’s impressive,” Khadija said. She was connected through the glasses Rashida wore and saw what Rashida saw.

      Several couples and groups waited at the maître d’s desk. The ork was tall, stood ramrod straight, and wore an excellent black suit with a red cummerbund. Rashida was surprised to note three of the women seated in the waiting area held walking sticks.

      One of the younger women gazed covetously at Rashida’s walking stick, raised a cocked brow, and nodded. “Love it. Very classic.”

      “Thank you,” Rashida said.

      “Told you walking sticks were in style,” Khadija said.

      “I’ll never doubt you again,” Rashida subvocalized.

      “Yes, you will. When it comes to fashion, you always doubt me.”

      Truthfully, Rashida did doubt her friend many times about fashion, but that was because Khadija wasn’t always right. On a run, though, there was never a question about her decker abilities.

      “Focus,” Scorpion hissed. “I am walking into the lair of an enemy. You are not allowed to lose this vessel I have invested in.”

      “I’m walking in,” Rashida told the totem spirit. He always regarded her as his vessel. “You’re just a backseat driver, and can bail if I get lost.”

      “Then let me be the front seat driver. I’ll clear the way of these fools.”

      Rashida ignored Scorpion and gazed at the people who were waiting to be seated. “I don’t see Brevermann.”

      “Let me look.”

      The fact that Arnold Brevermann had been able to get a table at this time of the evening at a popular restaurant told her the man had considerable influence in the sprawl. Maybe La Plat Aventure got their catfish from Tsuni Foods, Inc.

      “Good evening,” the maître d’ said in French.

      “Good evening,” Rashida responded in French in the flat Midwestern accent she was adopting, then switched to English because she wanted to hit his personal radar as a tourist, someone instantly forgettable. “You’ll have to excuse me. My French isn’t so good. I’m supposed to meet someone here.” She looked around. “I don’t see him.”

      “Of course. I’m happy to assist you.” The maître d’ smiled and only looked a little less menacing. His tusks remained prominent. “What is the name of your party?”

      “Arnold Brevermann.”

      “He’s already checked in,” Khadija said. “He has an open tab at the bar.”

      The maître d’ checked his list and glanced back up. “Ah, yes. Mr. Brevermann frequents this establishment. Always a welcome guest. He is already at his table.”

      “And he’s two drinks in,” Khadija added.

      “You are Ms. Watson?” the maître d’ asked.

      “Yes.” Rashida made a show of checking her watch. It was two minutes till 1900. Definitely on time. “I don’t think I’m late.”

      “You’re not late,” the maître d’ assured her. “Mr. Brevermann arrived early and asked to be seated at once.”

      “He thinks he’s giving himself the power by having you come to him instead of politely waiting on you,” Khadija said. “Nervous and power-hungry. And probably a lot paranoid. This guy is going to be easy for you to play. I can smell the greed from here, and I’m five thousand kilometers away.”

      “He has no power,” Scorpion said. “I will take his power.”

      The maître d’ snapped his fingers, and a young human server nearby jumped into action. “Donald, please show Ms. Watson to Mr. Brevermann’s table.”

      Rashida thanked the maître d’ and followed the server into a spacious dining hall. Privacy screens ran from floor to ceiling and showed moving images of seascapes. They looked fabulous, but Rashida was willing to bet that veneer covered armor plating capable of stopping a high-velocity round. The long bar on the main floor gleamed, and was serviced by elegantly clad bartenders.

      A second floor was an open oval above the first that held more tables, guests, and a bar. The tables weren’t enclosed in barriers, but they were still strategically placed for maximum privacy. At the other end of the building, a spotlight fell over a male elf backed by a ten-piece band that included strings, percussion, horns, and a piano. The elf’s clear, captivating voice laid out a sad song. A few dancers leaned on each other on the small dance floor.

      The evening’s patrons ran the gamut of metahumans, and the dress code was evidently loose, because some guests wore expensive suits while others wore casual wear. The way all of it hung told Rashida they had armor underweave and excellent tailors. Several armed bodyguards at the bar didn’t drink, and appeared preoccupied with listening to commlinks.

      Rashida hated the showy expense of the restaurant. Her Bedouin tribe had money, but they didn’t flaunt it. Despite their wealth, they chose instead to live in their admittedly well-furnished and semi-automated tents in relative comfort in the Al Marmoom Desert.

      “The tables have white-noise generators,” Khadija said. “I’m not picking up anything from the ones you’ve passed, and I really don’t want to try invading the Matrix software over this place. They got a surprising amount of IC. No wonder the waiting list is so brutal. This place is wizzed out with fortifications.” She sighed unhappily. “If we get desperate, I’ll see about brute forcing the systems. For the moment, I can only see what you see and hear what you hear, and that might not hold up if those tables are as secure as I think they are.”

      The server stopped in front of an empaneled booth. He pressed a keycard to a reader and a green light came on. He leaned down and said, “Mr. Brevermann?”

      A male voice came through the micro speaker on the partition. “Yes?”

      “Your guest has arrived, Mr. Brevermann,” the server said.

      “Bring her in.”

      A section of the partition recessed out of the way.

      Arnold Brevermann sat at a mahogany table and leaned back in one of the two opulent chairs carved from peltogyne, also known as purpleheart because of its deep violet color. The chairs could have passed for thrones. The corp man looked totally relaxed.

      When Rashida entered the dining area, Brevermann stood, buttoned his jacket, and smiled. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Ms. Watson. Please,” he waved to the other chair, “sit.”

      Khadija snorted. “Like he’s the one paying for this.”

      “Thank you.” Rashida sat, and Brevermann resumed his seat on the other side of the table. Dolphins carved of dark wood and accented with gold filigree occupied space on either side of Brevermann.

      “He’s going for that whole lord-of-the-seas look,” Khadija said.

      Built-in shelves in the walls around the private dining area featured animated holo art that bounced neon-colored light shapes from one side of the frame to the other. They were shifting masses of colors that took on indistinct shapes designed to engage a viewer’s memory, then quickly changed volume and intensity to something else.

      “Would you like something to drink?” the server asked.

      “I’ll have another of these.” Brevermann held up his empty glass. “Make it a double. I’m celebrating my good fortune.”

      “Water, please,” Rashida said.

      The server nodded and vanished back through the panel.

      “Water?” Brevermann scoffed. “They have a number of good wines here, and whiskeys.”

      “For those keeping count,” Khadija said, “Brevermann is drinking aged Jameson. Expensive. He also plans to stick you with the bill—since he’s here at your invitation. That open tab at the bar has Mary Watson’s name on it.”

      “Water is fine,” Rashida said. “When I’m conducting an interview, I like to keep a clear head.”

      Brevermann laughed, and it sounded a little edgy. “An interview? From your emails I’d assumed this was a done deal.” He sipped his drink. “You people need me, or you wouldn’t have come all this way to have this conversation.”

      The man’s ego offended Rashida. Under other circumstances, if this were anywhere in Arabia, she would have gotten up and left. Instead, she smiled the way her mother smiled at men when they were being foolish.

      “Of course,” she said. “This is just a formality. But my departmental head believes this is an interview. I’ve already sold you for the position.”

      “Good.” Brevermann drained the last of his drink. “We’ll talk and have a nice dinner—real steak, and then we’ll discuss what you want me to do.” He grinned. “The night’s young. Maybe we’ll find something else we can do to get to know each other better.”

      Rashida quelled the immediate anger that lashed throughout her. Scorpion scuttled in pursuit and tried to take advantage of her reaction. Her normal control over the totem spirit was thinner than normal tonight.

      “I’m going to puke,” Khadija moaned. “And I have no one to hold my hair.” She added theatrical gagging noises that would have made a trid actor jealous.

      “Focus!” Scorpion commanded. “You do not know that he came alone.”

      Brevermann appeared relaxed in his chair, but tension showed in his shoulders and the stiff way he moved his neck. A casual observer wouldn’t have noticed. Rashida did, and Scorpion’s energy, so close to the surface now because she tapped the spirit’s power a little, writhed within her and sharpened her senses.

      “We could always have dinner at my hotel room,” Brevermann suggested. “La Plat Aventure is quite capable of packing a meal to take, and my room is quite nice. Of course, you would know, since you arranged it.”

      “Ewww!” Khadija groaned.

      “He offends me!” Scorpion roared. “Kill him!”

      Rashida throttled back on the sudden violent impulse that whipped through her. When their emotions were in sync, Scorpion was always stronger. That was why she tried to never give in to her anger.

      She sipped her breath, centered herself, and kept her hands clasped below the table. “Before we get to dinner,” she stated in a neutral voice, “let’s talk about something else for a moment.”

      Brevermann shrugged. “I think you’d enjoy talking more in my room. I have a suite of indulgences, some sensies you probably haven’t experienced that I guarantee will—”

      “Tell me about the Anaximander Project,” Rashida said, and watched him carefully.

      “Bold move,” Khadija whispered. “The hand grenade, not the monofilament blade. I wasn’t prepared for that.”

      Rashida hoped Brevermann wasn’t either.
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      Lomana Nkufo sat at his table on La Plat Aventure’s second floor and played with the variables currently running through his mind. His fingers silently drummed the table and followed the band’s music.

      The woman who had joined Brevermann was both a threat and an answer to a question that had been raised.

      He didn’t know how far he could allow her meeting to go. If he moved too quickly, before she had a chance to lay out what she wanted from Brevermann, Nkufo wouldn’t know who had sent her to contact the man or why.

      If he moved too late...well, Nkufo simply wasn’t going to entertain that possibility. Ms. Watson, or whoever she was, would not escape the trap he had laid. He had some of his best stealth operators on hand to close that threat.

      A tall, athletic man in his early forties, Nkufo had dark skin and golden eyes, a feature of the Evo replacements for his originals, which had been lost in the Seven King War for the oil pipeline in the Niger Delta. A study in culture and elegance, he was pristine in his black suit and black turtleneck. A gold necklace hung at his throat and a gold bracelet adorned his left wrist. Wraparound glasses covered his gold eyes. His head was shaved smooth, but he wore an anchor beard.

      An Onotari Arms Violator was holstered under his left arm. Its twin was holstered at his back. His jacket was cut to conceal both weapons.

      He still didn’t know how the Anaximander Project had been compromised in Dubai, and he still didn’t know who the shadowrunners were that had stolen part of the program from Raqmu. Neither of those things had been his problem until now. He strongly suspected one of those shadowrunners was now conferring with Brevermann.

      He tapped his flat, low-profile Shiawase Cyber-6 cyberdeck on the table at his elbow. The image of a young, intense dwarf hunched over his deck in a low-lit room filled the right lens of his glasses. A shock of straw-colored hair spilled over the decker’s broad shoulders.

      “Greely,” Nkufo said in a voice that was naturally pleasant and deep, only now he spoke subvocally.

      The dwarf blinked and focused on the cam-equipped commlink. “Director Nkufo.”

      “Why am I still waiting on your report?”

      The dwarf decker looked embarrassed, and a little fearful. The latter sent a sense of pride through Nkufo. Fear was a powerful tool. His own boss, Yuejiao Fei, knew that, and Nkufo coveted the power she wielded with impunity.

      “There are nine Watsons in the hotels inside The Whirlpool,” Greely said. “There are six more in the Emerald Casbah across the street to the west, and five more registered with Hotel Platinum to the north.”

      “Were I a betting man, I would have wagered Watson was not a name you saw much in this sprawl.”

      Greely blinked again. “Actually, I’d have to write a program to find out how often the name—”

      “No.” Nkufo ground his teeth. “I have other things for you to do.”

      “Yes, sir. I understand that, sir. But a quick search through the Watsons I have found has revealed anomalies.”

      “What anomalies?” Nkufo asked the question before he could stop himself. Greely could be maddeningly obtuse in his researching, but the decker was incredibly thorough.

      “Three of those Watsons won free vacations to Kinshasa-Brazzaville that were granted through a media channel in their respective sprawls. Four of them received free passes here in return for reviews they will write about their experiences.”

      Nkufo considered that. “None of the Watsons are here by choice?”

      “All of them are here by choice,” Greely pointed out. “I believe there could have been more—some Watsons who didn’t believe the offers, or they weren’t able to arrange their schedules so they could come. But there was a definite influence to get them here during a five-day overlap that includes tonight.”

      “All of the Watsons are here through contest winnings or review offers?” Nkufo asked.

      Greely hesitated. “So far, I’ve only accounted for seven of the twenty Watsons. When you contacted me, I was digging into the other thirteen. I can’t yet say how they’re here, but finding out would take time.”

      “Can you find out more about the contests and the reviewing opportunities?”

      “I’ve already written programs to do that. They’re running now. I should have an answer soon.”

      “Let me know how that goes.”

      “I will.”

      Nkufo broke the connection and glared at the private booth where Brevermann entertained the woman. When the group of shadowrunners had broken into the operation at Raqmu Enterprises a few weeks ago and nearly killed Emmett Sterling, Nkufo’s employer had released information that Sterling had died, so there would be no investigation into the man.

      However, the shadowrunners took files that had touched on the Anaximander Project. No one yet knew how they had known about them. No one had come out with an attack or an attempt at blackmail.

      Still, Yuejiao Fei had given strict orders to shut that operation down.

      Only a couple days ago, because he was thorough, Greely had discovered Brevermann was a loose thread from the Anaximander Project. The man had worked on the recruitment of subjects for the project until he’d been replaced a month ago.

      Once Brevermann’s name had turned up as a potential threat to the Anaximander Project, Nkufo had wanted to kill him. Instead, Yuejiao Fei had discovered someone else was hunting the man, and had chosen to let him be bait for those who had wanted the stolen files.

      Tonight, and this place, was a trap.

      The Watson at La Plat Aventure was here for a reason, and Nkufo believed that reason was the Anaximander Project.

      Still, she could still have another reason. If her presence here wasn’t connected to the attack on Raqmu, she was unknowingly flirting with her own demise.

      The cyberdeck vibrated a little to call Nkufo’s attention. He tapped it, and an image of an elf filled his lens. Her black hair contrasted sharply with her alabaster skin and turquoise eyes. Her lips held only the barest hint of color. Her sleeveless dress showed smooth, bare arms, and a circuitry tattoo balanced on a chimera on her right forearm. Nkufo had never gotten the history of that tattoo, nor had he found its image anywhere in the Matrix.

      “Director Nkufo,” the woman greeted. Her voice was cold. “I have shown the image of the woman to Sterling.”

      Emmett Sterling was recovering from grievous wounds sustained in that confrontation with the shadowrunners who had taken the Anaximander Project files. He had fallen in an elevator shaft and landed on a descending elevator five stories down. His body had been shattered. Currently, Sterling was hidden in an off-book medical ward owned by the Bahamut Corporation, an enterprise that fished the Gulf of Guinea.

      “What does Sterling say?” Nkufo asked.

      “He believes this is the woman who tried to kill him.”

      “Does he know her name?”

      “No, but he is sure this is the same woman,” the elf replied. “He is also certain this was about Tabasur.”

      Tabasur was the linchpin for the Anaximander Project, and a product of the remote and secret labs in Basankusu. The mention of the child’s name sent a chill through Nkufo. Tabasur was one of the most protected riddles of that program. Even Nkufo didn’t know much about Tabasur, but security of the op in Basankusu was one of his tasks.

      That information gave impetus to his present situation. The woman talking with Brevermann was a danger. On top of that, Greely’s investigation into her had revealed that someone had gone to great lengths to inveigle other, legitimate Watsons to be in the sprawl at the same time to provide cover for her.

      The time for waiting and watching was over. It was time for action, and he was much better at action.

      “Do you think Sterling has any more information for us?” Nkufo asked.

      “I don’t know. Perhaps, given time, more of his memory about that night will return.”

      Nkufo had grown weary of waiting for Sterling to heal. The man had had time, and he might still yet know things outsiders might want. He couldn’t be trusted.

      “End Sterling,” Nkufo told the elf. “He’s no longer necessary.”

      “I will attend to that now. Just send me a thumbprint for my files that allows me to carry out this termination on your behalf.”

      A small panel on the deck on Nkufo’s table slid open. He pressed his thumb against it.

      “Thank you,” the elf said. “I’ll—”

      Nkufo broke the cyberdeck connection and clicked to another channel on his commlink. “Mr. Chiurai.”

      “Director.” Barthelemy Chiurai’s voice was calm and cool. He was the head of the extraction team Nkufo had brought in for the meeting. He sat at the bar with two of his agents and blended into the restaurant crowd in a casual suit that marked him as a mid-level exec. Nothing about him stood out. The same could be said of the man and woman with him. All three were heavily cybered. In total, Chiurai had six agents besides himself ready for the extraction.

      “Stand ready,” Nkufo said. “We’ll be making our move in a moment.”

      “We’re waiting for your go, Director.”

      “Understood. As I said, I prefer to take the woman alive. She won’t give us as much information if she’s dead, but she is not to leave this restaurant under her own power.”

      “We’ll handle her with kid gloves if we can,” Chiurai said. “There’s nothing that says anyone will recover her body.”

      That was true, and Nkufo hated that he knew so little about the woman. His boss knew more, but she habitually withheld information from him till he absolutely needed it.

      “What about Brevermann?” Chiurai asked.

      “Kill him.” Nkufo finished his drink, paid his tab through the cyberdeck, and walked to the railing overlooking the first floor.

      Chiurai and the two agents from the bar closed on the private dining room that held Watson and Brevermann. The other four agents were somewhere around the room. Chiurai had given Nkufo a tactical brief on the operation, but he had barely glanced at it.

      He had utmost confidence in Chiurai.

      The woman had walked into a kill box.
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      Across from Rashida, Brevermann froze for a moment, then took a healthy drink from his glass. “I’ve never heard of that.”

      “Lies!” Scorpion roared. “Seize his throat! Choke the truth out of him!”

      Rashida kept her anger and fear masked. Brevermann was here because of his greed. She had to work with that.

      “Then our meeting is over.” She stood. “That’s too bad.”

      He let her make it to the door before... “Wait!” Brevermann lifted his hands to keep her in the room. “Hold on a minute. Let me think.”

      “He is only thinking of more lies!” Scorpion exulted. “Tear out his throat!”

      “There’s no time to think,” Rashida said. “Either I get some answers, or I go through that door and the new job goes with me.”

      Some of the desperation in Brevermann’s gaze disappeared, replaced by fear. “How did you hear about that project?”

      “You don’t have time for chit-chat,” Khadija said.

      As the decker spoke, Rashida realized she’d double-hooked Brevermann. He had come because he was interested in the job, but now he was terrified about how much he was implicated in the security breach in Dubai.

      “Your security isn’t as tight as you think it is,” she told him.

      Brevermann scowled, but the effort was sheer bravado and looked painful. “Security over that project isn’t mine. I’d have been more careful.”

      “Your name came up in an investigation into the Anaximander Project. Whether you worked on it or not, your name is tied to it.”

      “Who are you?” Brevermann squinted at her. “What are you? You’re not law enforcement. I can read those people a thousand meters away. You’re not from Tsuni Foods, or whoever ultimately owns them. You’re something else. A corp headhunter? So, there is a job?”

      Rashida chose not to take that hope from him. He needed to hope for something, but she wanted to keep him paranoid. She took a step back toward him, and knew that would allow him to be more hopeful.

      “Tell me about the Anaximander Project,” Rashida said. “That’s the only play you have here.”

      Brevermann finished his drink. “I don’t know anything about it.”

      Rashida turned to the door.

      “Wait!” Brevermann said, “I know…something.”

      Without turning, Rashida said, “Convince me.”

      “A few days ago, I got sucked into a containment op that has ties to the Anaximander Project,” Brevermann said. “Something dirty that Tsuni Foods, or whoever owns them, didn’t want seen. They needed me. I helped cover it up.”

      “If you work for a dirty corp, there are plenty of containment ops.”

      “All corps are dirty,” Khadija said. “That’s why we’re in the biz we’re in.”

      “Not like this one,” Brevermann said. “This one had to do with kids recruited for the Anaximander Project. I know because I recruited some of them.”

      Wrath surged within Rashida, and Scorpion almost got free. She held herself in place, but her hands quivered. She breathed slowly, as naturally as she could.

      “Set me FREE!” Scorpion howled.

      “What about kids?” she asked. Her voice sounded cold as ice to her own ears.

      “Tsuni wasn’t involved,” Brevermann said, “but whoever owns them was. This was way above their paygrade. Security at the site was blown. It was a bloodbath. All the sec guards on duty and in the barracks onsite were killed. I was called in with my team to help sort things out because they wanted it covered up quickly.”

      “Easy,” Khadija cautioned. “That doesn’t mean your brother was killed.”

      “DESTROY HIM!” Scorpion roared.

      Barely able to hold the insect spirit at bay, Rashida took a moment to think. She walked to the door.

      “I’m telling you the truth,” Brevermann whined.

      “Tell me about the kids.” Rashida flicked the door status announcement to DO NOT DISTURB and turned to face the man.

      Brevermann smiled a little more confidently, but the effort wavered, showing weakness. “You surprised me. I thought this was about a real job. I should have known better.”

      “He thinks he has power over you!” Scorpion railed. “Break his legs! Pluck an eye from his head!”

      “Tell me about the kids,” Rashida said. She remained standing by the door.

      “I don’t know much about them either,” Brevermann said. “But I know they were in Busankusu.”

      “‘Were’?”

      “The sec teams rounded them up, the ones that survived. A lot…didn’t. I don’t know for certain, but I think whoever was in that lab euthanized a lot of them. That’s what it looked like to me. I’ve seen those kinds of cleaning operations before. This one looked like one of those.”

      “What were they doing with the kids?” Rashida asked.

      Scorpion beat at the barriers in her mind, and thrashing to get out, wailing and hissing and clicking furiously.

      “I don’t know.”

      “He’s lying!” Scorpion yelled. “I will get the truth!”

      Rashida waved the back of her hand at the man and focused her energy. Scorpion gave her his power willingly.

      A wind gust caught Brevermann and slammed him against the heavy chair. The thud of the impact didn’t carry past the soundproofed walls. Suit jacket blowing, thinning hair ruffling, Brevermann hung there for a moment. A large-caliber pistol showed on his left hip, butt forward.

      Then he dropped onto his haunches and cried out in pain. He clawed for the weapon at his hip.

      Rashida lunged, struck his wrist with her walking stick, and smacked his hand aside. Before he could reach again, she placed the walking stick’s tip against his Adam’s apple hard enough to claim his full attention. He sputtered and choked, grabbed for the walking stick, but another quick thrust let him know the futility of that action.

      “He is vulnerable!” Scorpion railed. “Impale him!”

      Holding back against Scorpion’s control was difficult; she so badly wanted to hurt Brevermann. He was close to the people who had killed her father and taken her brother. Her hand trembled, and Scorpion’s screams filled her head.

      “Rashida,” Khadija called softly. “Are you okay?”

      “I’m fine,” Rashida grated.

      She stared into Brevermann’s frightened eyes.

      “I swear,” Brevermann said. He swallowed and his Adam’s apple glided under the walking stick’s tip. “I don’t know what they were doing, but it looked like the king of cyber enhancement. Some of the dead kids had devices wired into their heads. Their scalps and faces were burned. Some had been shot. It looked like the kids were fighting back, maybe they’d even started it, but they just didn’t have a chance against whoever they were up against.” He swallowed again. “That’s all I know. That’s all—”

      “Whipstrike!” Khadija bellowed. “You’ve got bogies closing in on you!”

      A brief image cycled in from one of the outside cams filled the left lens of Rashida’s glasses. Three well-dressed men strode purposefully through the restaurant.

      “Call off your bodyguards!” Rashida ordered. “Call them off or I’ll kill you!”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Brevermann said. His raised hands shook. “I didn’t come here with—”

      “Get out of there!” Khadija yelled.

      Rashida gazed around the space. The walls ran from the floor to close to the ceiling, leaving a small gap at the top.

      “Get—”

      The door burst off its reinforced hinges, thudded into the table, and propelled the table at Rashida. Instinctively, she borrowed strength from Scorpion. She dropped the walking stick and caught the table’s edge in that hand, then grabbed the big Ultimax 70 from Brevermann’s holster with the other.

      She flicked the pistol’s safety off and aimed at the man coming through the door. As he scanned the private dining room, his eyes took on a ruby cast.

      “He’s cybered!” Khadija warned. “Get out of there!”

      Screams from the other guests on the main floor echoed inside the dining room.

      Rashida took aim and pulled the trigger. The Ultimax was set on full-auto and sprayed through its fifteen-round magazine in less than a second. The bullets slammed into the invader’s chest and momentarily rocked him back. Rips in his suit showed where he’d been hit, but there was no blood over his heart or lungs, though he bled from a wound in his side.

      “He’s wearing a dermal sheath or a carapace,” Khadija warned. “Those bullets aren’t going to do anything.”

      The invader focused on her and reached with both hands. His forearms grew a full meter longer and his hands shot toward her. His fingers became spikes.

      Rashida dropped the empty pistol and gathered her energy again.

      “Kill him!” Scorpion ordered.

      Dodging to avoid the elongated arms, Rashida threw her hand out. Shimmering waves covered the distance between her hand and her attacker. Heat and flames enveloped the man’s body, and he caught on fire.

      He screamed in pain and kept coming.

      Fire alarms rang. The top meter of the private dining room recessed into the walls with a swift hum and gobs of white flame-retardant foam jetted down from the ceiling and the other dining areas.

      Using more energy that Scorpion gladly gave, Rashida flung the burning sec man at the door, where a woman armed with two pistols was halfway inside the room. She fired quick bursts from both pistols before being knocked back by the man’s weight. Both fell to the floor outside the room.

      Rashida turned to Brevermann. The sec chief lay back against the wall and tried to hold himself together. Large craters showed where the other sec guard’s rounds had struck the wall. At least two of the explosive bullets had hit Brevermann in the stomach and groin.

      Light flickered in his eyes and his face calmed. “Basankusu,” he whispered. He spoke again, and it took more effort to get the word out. “Basankusu…”

      Rashida didn’t know if that was a name, a place, or a deity. She didn’t have time to ask, before Brevermann’s last breath escaped him. The lights in his eyes died as his pupils dilated and filled his irises. She bent quickly and dropped a tracker into the dead man’s mouth, then shoved it down his throat with her first two fingers. She hated the task, but it was necessary.

      And she’d done worse.

      Someone would claim the man’s body. A trail would be laid. She needed information.

      “C’mon, Whipstrike!” Khadija cajoled. “Spectators are the second round of casualties in an all-out attack!”

      Quickly, Rashida removed the cube from the top of the walking stick and tossed it toward the door where another man was already taking a position. He aimed a large-bore pistol Rashida couldn’t identify. With a quick wrench, she separated the tongkats that made up the walking stick and released the twin batons’ pistol grips.

      The flash-bomb cube detonated. The aud filters Rashida wore blunted most of the noise, otherwise her sense of balance would have been affected by the changes in pressure and the sonic wave trapped between the walls.

      She flipped the tongkats to grip the long ends of the weapons, then jumped for the top of the wall. When the tongkat handles caught the foam-covered edge, she swung herself up, unhooked her right baton, and took a fresh grip farther to the side to pendulum in that direction.

      With the momentum, she caught the top of the wall with her foot, pulled her body up, and rolled over the side. Bullets chased her up the wall, but didn’t penetrate the bulletproof barrier. She dropped lithely to the floor and crouched to take cover behind nearby tables.

      A large troll packing a PPSK-4 collapsible machine pistol in one hand shoved a young blond man toward the entrance. The troll’s curled horns banged against one of the hanging light fixtures and sent it flying through a holo projection of a tree. The fire-retardant foam created an artificial blizzard, and played havoc with the projections.

      Rashida ducked away and offered no threat. The troll was obviously someone’s bodyguard and intent only on removing his principal from the firefight.

      He sprayed at least half of the weapon’s thirty-round extended magazine into a man Rashida was certain was gunning for her. The man dropped, a bloody mask covering his features and rolling down his neck.

      “Yes!” Scorpion shouted. “Someone has recognized my greatness and is protecting this vessel! Release me! I will teach them to fear me!”

      Still crouched, Rashida pressed the buttons on her heels and transformed them to flats. Her stance immediately became more stable. Two other combatants, a man and a woman, fired at the troll and the rounds flattened against body armor. He fled into The Whirlpool’s promenade.

      A third man joined them and peered at the retreated troll.

      “Hold your fire!” the new arrival growled. Evidently there was so much noise his commlink wasn’t working. “They are not our target!”

      “That guy killed Mercer!” one of the men yelled.

      Still rounding the restaurant floor amid the blizzard of foam, tucked up against a wall, Rashida realized only then that she hadn’t heard from Khadija.

      “Optivor,” Rashida called.

      “I am here,” Scorpion said. “I am all that is needed.”

      That was as much a promise of trouble as of help. Rashida stayed in motion, but she eyed an escape route through the maze of private dining rooms and tables. The fire-retardant foam had created a winter landscape.

      “Where’s the woman?”” someone behind Rashida yelled.

      She glanced back the way she’d come and caught glimpses of her pursuit as she continued away from them. The new arrival looked like an exec, right down to his shined shoes and suit, but kept his head on a swivel and swapped out magazines like a professional.

      “I haven’t seen her since she went over the wall,” the woman replied.

      “What about Brevermann?” the leader asked.

      “Dead,” the man said. “I made certain.”

      “Fan out.” The leader waved a hand beside his head. “Quickly. We’ll have Whirlpool sec down on us any second now. We need to get her and get clear.”

      Rashida drew more energy from Scorpion. So far, her barrier against the insect spirit’s influence was holding, but she was leery of using too much of the power Scorpion gave so freely. There was always price for the spirit’s generosity.

      Measured footsteps on the second floor above Rashida warned her that someone was up there. The person wasn’t running for their life, and that caught her attention immediately. She glanced up and spotted the man there—shaved head and beard and pistols in each hand—an instant before he spotted her.

      He pointed both pistols at Rashida. “Surrender!” he ordered. “I won’t kill you unless I have to!”
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      Rashida flung out a hand and a jagged bolt of lightning whipsawed from her outstretched fingers toward the gunman on the second floor. The man staggered back, and static electricity popped and crackled over his body. He fell out of sight behind the railing.

      One of the ground crew stopped four meters away, raised his pistol in a two-handed combat stance, and fired. The bullet struck Rashida’s stomach with punishing force and would have knocked the air out of her, but Scorpion protected her with a quick shield that came unbidden.

      The fact that the insect spirit defended her without her knowledge until after the fact scared her. That show of independence and strength demonstrated how thin the barrier separating them was. Scorpion had done it before, and she’d hated it just as much then as she did now. Her body and her power were hers—not to be shared, not to be taken from her. Not by the thing she had bonded with to avenge her father and brother.

      Before the gunman could squeeze off another shot, Rashida flung herself toward him, dropping onto her side in a deliberate slide across the slick floor. Bullets ripped through the foam that continued to drop from the ceiling in fluffy blobs.

      Rashida caught the man’s ankle with the pistol grip of one tongkat, used that as an anchor to swing behind him, and got to her feet. When he turned toward her, she twirled the tongkat and slammed it down onto his weapon wrist. He kept hold of his pistol and grinned at her.

      Holding the other tongkat along the outside of her forearm, she drew more of Scorpion’s strength into her and smashed the baton’s end into the man’s throat three times in rapid succession. He stumbled back. Maybe his reinforced throat could withstand a lot of normal damage, but with Scorpion’s strength along with her own adrenaline, she was stronger than a troll—if only for a short time.

      The man coughed and gagged, his ruined throat swelling.

      “Behind you!” Scorpion warned.

      Rashida slipped behind the sec guard whose throat she had partially collapsed. Handling his faltering body easily, she used him as a barrier against the other oncoming sec guard.

      “Get down!” The woman fired her weapon and bullets smashed against the man Rashida took shelter behind.

      Rashida didn’t know if the rounds had pierced the man’s armor. She didn’t care. She gathered her energy again and flung a shimmering wave at the woman. But even with Scorpion aiding her, she was quickly draining her energy and already felt slightly sluggish.

      The woman screamed, dropped her weapon, and clawed at her clothing. Fueled by the illusion Rashida had cast, dozens of imaginary scorpions covered her, climbed through her clothing, and slid into her ears, nose, and open mouth. The effect wouldn’t last long.

      Rashida took a moment to check the man’s belt and found an extra magazine for his pistol. Quickly, she bent and searched through the foam for the dropped pistol. When her fingers grazed metal, she scooped up the weapon, dumped the partially spent magazine, and fed in the fresh one.

      Covered in patches of foam, the man on the second floor had recovered and leaned over the edge. This time there was no warning, no attempt to parley. He opened fire and muzzle flashes jumped from his pistols. Rashida fired back and bullets chipped the railing near him. The man drew back, and Rashida ran toward the back of the restaurant.

      “NO!” Scorpion screamed in frustration. “Do not run! I have them where I want them!”

      Rashida pushed the insect spirit back—barely.

      “She’s getting away!” the man on the second floor yelled.

      Getting out onto the promenade wouldn’t work. Rashida would be apprehended—or killed—almost immediately.

      She crashed through the double stainless-steel doors to the kitchen and leveled the stolen pistol before her.

      No one was in the kitchen. Stainless steel appliances gleamed, and flames jumped under open cooking grids. Where the foam was absent, meat was turning into charcoal.

      “—hear me?” Khadija’s question was mostly garbled, and it crackled and broke. “Whipstrike! Do you—”

      “I hear you,” Rashida said. Relief flooded through her, and she could almost take a full breath, but it was filled with the foam’s chemical stink. She wasn’t alone. She had a lead on Qasim. All she had to do now was escape.

      She strode quickly through the kitchen. Despite Scorpion’s protection against the bullet that had struck her, pain stitched her side.

      “I’ve got your GPS for the moment, but it’s flickering,” Khadija said. “That stupid foam has electronic suppressants in it. I’ve figured out a workaround for the moment. Go south.”

      A compass holo popped into existence on Rashida’s glasses lens and an arrow to the south glowed. She was surprised the eyewear had remained on her face in the scuffle.

      She followed the arrow and raced past stoves, ovens, and prep tables.

      “There’s a door coming up on your right,” Khadija said.

      Rashida swept that end of the room with her gaze. Wire racks held stainless steel bowls and utensils. “I see it.”

      The metal door was set into the wall and had NOT AN EXIT IN CASE OF FIRE written on a plaque in French.

      Rashida ran through the door and a strident alarm squealed at her heels. She hurtled out into a narrow tunnel that ran straight for at least fifty meters. Doors lined the hallway walls on either side of her. Red lights flashed at the end of the hallway and behind her. The strident scream of the fire alarm echoed inside her skull and riled Scorpion.

      “The noise must stop!” the insect spirit growled. “End it!”

      “I wish,” Rashida said, but she couldn’t hear herself.

      “This is one of the access tunnels that run throughout the building,” Khadija said. “They’re set up like an ant farm in there. I’ve mapped an exit for you. Run south. There’s a stairwell forty-two point eight meters ahead on your left. Take that. It will get you down to the ground floor.”

      A map overlay filled the left lens of the glasses. A soft blue dot pulsed, and a yellow arrow blinked ahead of it.

      Following the arrow, Rashida ran, her feet slapping against the plascrete. The noise she made was drowned by the alarm. She paused at the designated door and secured the tongkats to her thigh.

      Whoever had killed Brevermann and flooded La Plat Aventure with hired muscle would be smart enough to get word out to the local weapons dealers. She wouldn’t risk getting more arms from anyone she and Khadija hadn’t done business with before.

      In Kinshasa-Brazzaville, that was everyone.

      “What are you doing?” Khadija asked. “Go!”

      Half-expecting the door to be locked, Rashida grabbed the handle and pulled. The door opened easily, and she glanced at the flights of stairs leading down.

      No one else was in the stairwell, but the warning lights flashed, and the sirens screamed.

      She peered over the railing to the bottom floor and saw no one. She raced down the stairs and stopped at the designated door.

      “Does this let out into the first-floor promenade?” Rashida asked.

      “No. I’m keeping you away from potentially high traffic areas.” Khadija’s breathing was accelerated, a sure sign she was concerned. “That door will get you into a small hallway off the main promenade. Public bathrooms, private communications kiosks, quick-charge stations, and a security office.”

      “The security office doesn’t make me happy.”

      “Me neither, but I’m betting that crew who killed Brevermann and almost got you will stay away from the security offices.”

      “Unless they own them.”

      “Let’s try to think more pleasant thoughts, shall we?”

      Rashida posted up at the door, took a breath, and readied herself.

      “I’ve got no access to the public cams,” Khadija said. “Everything got sucked under a blanket shutdown by the building’s security. If I had a few more minutes—”

      “We don’t.” Rashida unfastened her weighted sash and left it hanging over her shoulder so she could get to it easily.

      She pressed against the door and went out into the empty hallway. Neon signs advertised the bathrooms, communications kiosks, and charge stations, just as Khadija said. All empty.

      She felt exposed and vulnerable.

      “I am never vulnerable!” Scorpion insisted.

      Rashida walked toward the double doors twenty meters away. A uniformed sec guard stood just outside the sec office. Wall-mounted sec cams swiveled on pintles in her direction.

      “Null sheen on the cams, omae,” Khadija said calmly. “They aren’t a worry for the moment. I can’t shut them down, but I can affect their acuity. For the next forty-three seconds, everything in that hallway is going to be a blur.”

      “I am fearless!” Scorpion announced.

      Rashida tried to summon an illusion that would change her appearance, but she was drained from all the magic she’d used to fight and escape. The illusion knitted around her and flickered, but she couldn’t close it up to secure it.

      She cursed.

      “Allow me to protect this vessel!” Scorpion demanded.

      Rashida shook her head. She wasn’t going to do that unless she was sure there was no other way. Not while she was this weak.

      The sec guard was large and beefy. If he wasn’t cybered, he was ’roided to the max. His wide face showed no emotion, but his quick eyes took Rashida in. For a moment she believed his attention was simply passing interest, then his gaze flickered for a moment, and he gazed more directly at her. She guessed he’d compared her to an image he’d received over his commlink.

      “Hey,” the guard challenged. “Come here.”

      With the exit so close and the street on the other side of the doors, Rashida considered running—

      “I do not run,” Scorpion declared. “I fight!”

      —but she could never outrun a bullet.

      Rashida had no choice.

      She stopped and looked at him. She tried to look helpless and scared, but that was difficult behind the niqab. “There’s a fire. I’m sure you’ve heard. I’m just trying to get out of the building.”

      “I’m going to need to scan your SIN.”

      “I haven’t done anything wrong.” That possibility was terrifying. She was SINless, and that would mark her immediately.

      The guard kept coming. “With all the confusion tonight, scanning SINs is just a formality. Won’t take but a tick.”

      Instead of his SIN scanner, he pulled his pistol.

      Moving quickly, Rashida whipped off the weighted sash, gripped an end in each hand, and darted beneath his pistol hand as he fired a round into the marble tiles that ricocheted in the hallway.

      Looping one end of the sash around the guard’s gun wrist, she stood tall and wrapped the other end over his head and around his neck. She yanked on the sash and dropped her weight to add to her strength.

      His arm shot up and his hand slammed into his face, but he stubbornly managed to hang onto the pistol. A trickle of blood spilled from a split lip.

      Still in motion and now behind her opponent, Rashida spun the guard into the sec office wall.

      “Kill him!” Scorpion exulted.

      Rather than obey the spirit, Rashida kicked the side of his knee as hard as she could. Bone shattered and the leg gave out beneath him. The massive amount of muscle he carried worked against him in that moment. As he yowled in pain and fell toward the floor, she released the sash and wrapped her hand over his face to add to the speed his head traveled at.

      The back of his head thumped heavily against the marble tiles and cracked two of them. His eyes blinked rapidly, then rolled up into his head so only the whites showed. He sucked in a long breath and kept breathing.

      She kicked the gun away and draped the sash once more around herself, rolling the material so it covered the bullet holes in the dress and made her somewhat presentable. No one leaving The Whirlpool would be expected to be entirely put together.

      Out on the street, the noise of the neon advertisements that repeatedly scaled the surrounding buildings that towered over her filled her ears once more. Helicabs soared through the air and cars whizzed along the street and filled the intersections.

      Nausea, incited by the adrenaline flooding her system, swirled in Rashida’s stomach. She dry-heaved and got control of herself. Fighting Scorpion while in combat drained her. when they were aligned, in sync, they were better.

      She wiped her mouth with a hand and discovered the niqab was damp. She glanced over her shoulder and knew she couldn’t run. She was depleted.

      “I’ve got a ride coming for you…now,” Khadija said.
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      An Okapi taxi wove through the sluggish traffic and glided to the curb in front of Rashida. The passenger side window rolled down and a frizzy-haired woman with purple half-glasses and a designer t-shirt leaned toward her.

      “Ms. Daisy?” the driver asked.

      “That’s you,” Khadija said. “It’s a joke from an old trid. I don’t have time to explain. Get in, please.”

      “I am Ms. Daisy,” Rashida told the taxi driver.

      The rear door unlocked. Rashida opened the door and slid into the seat.

      “Where to?” the driver asked.

      “You’re going to a club called the Inappropriate Bonobo,” Khadija said. “It’s the first of many stops and ride exchanges I’ve got set up to make sure no one is following you.”

      Rashida named her destination and buckled up.

      “Wiz club,” the driver said. “You’ll enjoy yourself.” She pulled into traffic as slickly as oil spreading across water, but came to a full stop because traffic was gridlocked in front of the hotel.

      Rashida glanced back at The Whirlpool entrance she’d just come through. The man in the black suit rushed out of the building with his pistols in his fists. Traces of fire-retardant foam gleamed on his clothing. Two men, also armed and slimed by the foam, followed him.

      A tan and green Congo Freedom Force helicopter descended from the dark night sky and hovered over the street. The bright beam of a spotlight fell over the men.

      Rashida’s stomach knotted

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Chapter 40
      


      		
        Chapter 41
      


      		
        Chapter 42
      


      		
        Chapter 43
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Looking for More Shadowrun Fiction?
      


      		
        Shadowrun Legends Ad
      


      		
        Copyright
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Looking for More Shadowrun Fiction?


      		Copyright


    


  



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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/shadowrun-sigil-for-scene-breakblack.jpg





OEBPS/images/cgl-logo-neon-v1.jpg





OEBPS/images/scorpions_bane_epub_cover_1-29a.jpg






