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      Angels had their own necessary language, one as subtle as it was sonorous, aharmonic yet breezy—abrading humans’ skin, tickling the nerves, simmering the blood—all its aspects collecting into a promise to boil the stew of thoughts cooling in the brain.

      The message wasn’t lost on Lourdes, though maybe so on her fellow winged flitzels. They were the anti-angels. They didn’t inspire fear for the purpose of dispensing revelations. Quite the opposite—so long as they maintained their grace and didn’t fall from their perches.

      With her slender hands balled into fists and pressed close together, hovering near her chin, Lourdes slowly rolled her bare shoulders backward in a continuous motion as the unhurried notes continued to sail forth from her glossy lips, gliding over the heads of the relatively composed partygoers below her narrow stage. After a full rotation, she kept her shoulders still while gradually raising her elbows, letting them jut out to her sides at right angles before lowering them just as slowly, all while she continued to breathe out a song that was more constrained emotion than words.

      Not that anyone at this soiree cared a whit about what she had to say. She briefly considered one could say that she, an avant-garde performer famous in her younger years, had come full circle. She wouldn’t be that one.

      She wasn’t allowed to say anything straight to the murmuring cocktail sippers as they mingled on the floor below her and on the roundabout walkways above. She was only permitted to sing obliquely at the treasured guests while performing the sequence of upper body movements that flexed her varicolored wings.

      Her somnolent song didn’t travel too far.

      The former office building’s cavernous atrium, holding the mass of attendees and equally sedate entertainers, stretched all five floors upward to a pale ceiling perforated by solar tubes. Even the business-casual men buzzing in the immediate radius of her pocket-size rectangle of a stage had no fear of having their clipped conversations drowned out by her voice.

      She wished, however, she could’ve pushed her sound louder, maybe even transmuting it into water to drown the crude men standing directly under her transparent platform as they pitched salacious remarks to one another, leering up at her nearly nude, butterfly-winged body.

      But she was stuck—a drying fly whining on a card . . . A forty-year-old woman garbed in nothing but a sheer bikini, her moist skin lightly sprinkled with silver glitter and translucent wings stapled into her flesh, limited to singing in a childlike voice, dancing as if in a trance.

      Her primary role this Saturday, from afternoon until early evening, was to simply be alluring, all while remaining just out of these would-be demigods’ reach.

      The building might as well have been a bowl for heavenly rays as natural light filtered through the ceiling’s tubes, lending a sheen to the gray-streaked marble floors, bouncing off the white columns, and passing through the copious glass walls to fill every office within her elevated perspective’s range of vision.

      She was one of nine winged singers, all of them equally spaced from one another on the tarot card–shaped platforms that jutted out from the second floor into the atrium’s free space.

      When Lourdes managed to keep her chin up, the other eight were the only ones in her line of sight. Spread out panoramically, each of them vied (as best as the injected chemicals would permit) to lend their unique vocal variations to the atrium’s minimal piped-in music that may as well have been synonymous with oxygen, all in order to be heard, to matter just a little over the ringing cell phones, the muted laughter and gritting chatter of those scattered about the lobby, on the floor behind them, and on the floors above as the infusing sunlight both filtered through the singers’ translucent wings and reflected off the wings’ veins, prettifying the entertainers while also overshadowing their true selves, their real talents.

      Lourdes wondered if there had been a plan B if Saturday’s forecast had called for rain. It was the season for it. But plan A—whatever its full intent might be—seemed in full effect.

      The sun’s rays combined with the drone music pervading the atrium to give the illicit get-together an ethereal atmosphere—but as suffused with chemicals she might’ve been, Lourdes was lucid enough to discern this was no gathering of beings from Heaven.

      Her surroundings weren’t exactly hot as Hell, either.

      Though slicked up and slightly dusted with glitter, Lourdes’s skin felt comfortable enough as she continuously, repetitiously, went about her slo-mo wing-fluttering routine, all while swaying two steps this way, two steps that way, a few steps another, like a butterfly drunk on fermented nectar.

      She didn’t think about it, couldn’t think about it, preferred instead to think about the decorous floral arrangements tastefully placed about the atrium that occasionally met her view, their vibrant appearance and faint, naturally sweet fragrances giving the impression of bringing the outdoors indoors.

      But the ubiquitous clinking glasses and rumbling laughter gave her the impression of this interior place as a postmodern Eden, crawling with Adams who well knew their business and how to keep all the soft-spoken Eves in their places, weaving about the cocktail tables in their tight, black dresses, their high heels clacking on the floors as they paraded hors d’oeuvres and other goods while politely asking for the men’s orders rather than giving any demands of their own. The men seemed to offer an additional layer of rebellion to their paradisiacal surroundings with the odors of their expensive colognes, their inevitable sweat, and the noxious weed-puffers one out of every two dozen of them seemed to enjoy.

      None of it was strong enough to overpower the potent medicated ointments that had been used to soothe Lourdes’s fresh surgical wounds. Even the skin-hued makeups smoothing over the stitches didn’t mask the smells of her patched flesh that seemed on the verge of rotting.

      Maybe it was just her. Cacosmia wasn’t beyond her cosmos of personal problems.

      Either way, the men—these new Adams—didn’t seem to give a damn. In their expensive jeans, animal-skin sports jackets, and soft-stepping loafers, the men pretending to be weekend-casual snoozers milled around like wealthy gossipers trading sordid tips, coming together as chips in a kaleidoscope, forming patterns in small clusters before dispersing as some great unseen tube (perhaps the building itself) turned and each of them went on to form new clusters where they chattered in code words and hushed tones about the sort of deals usually relegated to highly secure conference rooms or corners of the dark web.

      Lourdes would’ve laughed till she coughed, if the muscles in her jaws would only cooperate, if the painkillers and other unknown drugs churging through her system weren’t reining her, limiting what she could do with her voice. She was yet still aware enough to appreciate the delightful ash joke of black marketeers throwing a glorified office party in relative plain sight—in a building of mostly crystal-clear glass, no less. This wasn’t just bringing the outdoors in, but vaulting the underworld above grass.

      She and the other flitzels—mezzo-sopranos every one of them—had initially been promised an entertainment gig that would enhance their own natural talents while giving their bodies and souls a workout, something akin to a combination of meditation, yoga, and herbal therapy.

      It was only after the flattering introductions, sweet talk about what the performances might entail, and the cutesy tossing around of the flitzel label over doctored mimosas that it sunk in for those who weren’t too lightheaded—primarily Lourdes herself—that flitzel was shorthand for flirting, titillating, pretzel-twisting dancers. With wings.

      The nine ladies had been confined for several days, going through the motions with fake wings while their bodies slowly adjusted to a battery of drugs, before finally getting the actual devices surgically attached late on a Friday and walking through one last practice session on Saturday morning before the party.

      The women were never told who the office party guests were or exactly what the party was for. They were never introduced to the host nor allowed to know his name, let alone see what he looked like. The women only dealt with so-called event planners, and they weren’t permitted to ask questions about anything except their own bodies—and even then they weren’t guaranteed a cogent response.

      Lourdes was no dummy.

      When the chief planner deigned to explain how the wings worked as the performers were getting their meds, the chauvinist thought he was talking to a bunch of dumb girls willing to do anything for a buck. But Lourdes had a higher tolerance for the drugs they were pumping into her system, and a good filter for aural bullshit.

      She’d gotten the gist.

      “Got this great schizo from sect Sterl Three.”

      “Sterling’s nothing. Arl Six is where it’s at.”

      “Arlington?”

      “Yeah. Rich uni girls. Fifteen percent in the mix.”

      “What mix? The dulls? White horse?”

      “No. The simpaticos. Jelly raps.”

      Lourdes didn’t fully understand the slangy bits of language the men batted among themselves, but her body took it all in. It had been modified to do just that.

      Like microphones, the colorful wings received the men’s deep voices, and their complicated network of veins funneled the sounds into the devices’ artificial ears, which filtered the vibrations, triggering electrical signals in the women’s nervous systems that not only pushed their not-so-voluntary fan dances but also forced them to lend their sonorous voices to the atmosphere’s trancelike jazz.

      Lourdes couldn’t stop. She couldn’t rest. Not unless she wanted to feel pain. Not unless she wanted to scream. Not if she wanted to get paid.

      She and the other eight were just instruments. The wheeling-dealing men were the real artists, and they undoubtedly felt like it.

      Her muscles tightened. She shivered, feeling as if the bundled nerves around her shoulder blades were shriveling. She had to be imagining it. The drugs didn’t take to her like they did the other singers. This was most likely just a reaction.

      If only she could be sure. If only she could look at herself, check herself over in a mirror with her own eyes. The women were allowed breaks to use the restroom, but only at appointed times. The next time couldn’t come soon enough.

      In her shoulders, Lourdes felt the stitching dissolving, in the areas between the blades and her spine, giving the impression of miniscule bubbles popping in formation along complicated lines in her skin as the sutures woven into her upper arms and back slowly suffered defeat at the machinations of her immune system. The staples in her skin were loosening as well.

      Her gaze traveled from these imaginings outward, toward the partygoers, hoping that the mild but rising panic she felt wasn’t showing on her face.

      She was drawing a crowd now, of two dozen, maybe more. Oh God. Did they sense something was wrong? Was she singing differently? Dancing differently?

      She didn’t need the attention. Not now. But as she searched the faces of the crescent of partygoers before her, she found something curious.

      Three were women. They weren’t servers. They were attendees. They weren’t dressed or acting in any way to show deference to the men who stood with them. They weren’t assistants or subordinates. They were equals.

      Lourdes tried to keep her chin up while going about her routine, her eyes focused on her fellow singers in the distance, on the floral arrangements.

      But her chin was weak.

      It fell every so often, her eyes magnetized by the face of one of the women in particular. An oval of warm ivory that seemed to subtly glow. The woman was Latina. It wasn’t immediately apparent, but Lourdes heard her speaking Spanish with a natural fluency. Garbed in a long, black décolletage V-neck dress, the raven-haired woman had piercing violet eyes—a gaze that met Lourdes’s. Lourdes couldn’t break the link. Yet something was breaking.

      She felt her wings beginning to tilt, flesh unzipping. She felt the broken notes of a scream congregating deep within her, conspiring to combine and spill from her mouth at the highest pitch.

      This separation wasn’t supposed to happen. Not yet. Not until she was back in the dressing room, deep under, with the event managers using their instruments to remove the wings and other foreign objects from the surface of the flitzels’ bodies before performing another stitch job to quickly and safely close up the inevitable wounds. Having the wings’ supporting attachments fail and, owing to the weight, rip from her body would leave her with something worse than pain and scars and embarrassment. It would ruin her potential for future high-paying gigs.

      Suppress any thought of suffering—or death. Control the breath.

      As she went on with her routine, she tried to take greater control of her movements, choreographing so as to not aggravate the partial implants. It seemed to work—but she was producing false notes.

      In pairs and singly, pieces of her crowd peeled away. But her sense of panic increased.

      Of those who remained was the expressionless, raven-haired woman, maintaining her intense gaze.

      Who the hell was she? What was it about Lourdes that engaged her so? The woman wasn’t smiling. She certainly wasn’t turned on. She didn’t seem appreciative of Lourdes in any way. Was she embarrassed? Lourdes wasn’t the only Latina butterfly—but perhaps she was performing so poorly, this woman took it as a double insult.

      The woman’s blank face eased from impassivity. Her lips moved. Lourdes heard her—or someone’s—silvery voice, an unfamiliar song—delicate and beautiful—evoking hints of an ethereal realm just beyond a veil, beyond the veil of partygoers . . .

      Judging from the nonreaction of others, it was a song only Lourdes heard, a song that made her feel a writhing under her skin, not far from her heart—fine hairs squirming, organizing into a crosshatch pattern, massaging the sub-dermis.

      . . . seize-and-relax, seize-and-relax . . .

      A weaving sensation spread throughout her flesh from the center of the chest outward, threading toward the back, only to begin again in the solar plexus region, getting deeper into the flesh with each successive wave.

      Lourdes had no idea if she herself was still singing—beneath the woman’s song, her ears only picked up a faint popping—but she must have been making some type of noises with her mouth. She only hoped it was melodious and relatively subdued as the weaving sensation continued to pulse through her body.

      Suppress any thought of suffering—or death. Control the breath.

      The violet-eyed woman below her seemed rooted as she gazed on, her lips moving subtly, the corners of her mouth curving upward slightly. The smile became more apparent as Lourdes realized the stiches on her shoulders and arms no longer felt loose, but tighter—stronger even, as if they had disintegrated and re-formed, becoming enmeshed with her actual skin’s network of nerves and other components, establishing new blended patterns so that the wings no longer felt like artificial extensions but natural outgrowths of a mature body that had experienced a second puberty.

      The pulsing throughout Lourdes’ body ceased when the violet-eyed woman stopped singing. The tight-lipped woman’s smile dissolved before she turned a shoulder and slinked away, weaving between the cocktail tables and chatterers before blending into the crowd completely, becoming indistinguishable.

      There’d been no insult, Lourdes thought. Just assistance. Somehow.

      Then again, it could’ve all been in her mind.

      She’d know for sure in a few hours when she would go under the knife and the cut-rate doctors would do what they could to remove the wings.
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      It seemed like Hell had frozen over when Lourdes was finally pulled away from her sequence of lucid dreams. Her skin tingled all over as her ears picked up the ubiquitous murmur of female voices, embellished by coughing, the occasional sneeze, and some odd, nervous laughter. The antiseptic smell that filled her nostrils also filled her with dread. Was she still in the operating room? On the table?

      She opened her eyes with a gasp, immediately struck by her acute nearsightedness, her ability to only make out the flaxen, slender pillow that cradled her right cheek.

      On her side, crooked halfway toward a fetal position, she lay under a thin, coarse covering that was more of a large rag than a blanket or sheet.

      As her senses gradually sharpened, the enveloping noises became both louder and more discernable. The phony laughter she’d thought she’d heard now emerged from the surrounding cacophony as the hurried talk and frightened squeals of a woman trying to fend off a would-be violator. Too late for that now, Lourdes thought.

      That woman was somewhere behind her, perhaps off in a far corner of the broad room bathed in the static, dim provisions of fluorescent lighting. As her sight’s range expanded, Lourdes focused on her nearest neighbor—a brunette woman splayed on a gurney, under no sheet. Presently, her head was turned away from Lourdes, but the square, wrinkled face of the lanky woman towering over her was in full view.

      The old woman wore a nurse’s uniform: an off-white frock with pale-blue fringes and a white cap with salmon-pink markings. The cap’s central symbol wasn’t a cross, but something more elaborate, something even Lourdes’s clear vision couldn’t decipher.

      The withered nurse alternately shouted two-word commands at the recumbent woman while jabbing her in the midsection with what appeared to be a silver antenna—long, shiny, and possibly sharp. “Wake up! Snap out! Get up! Hurry up!” The moaning girl flinched and writhed like an unearthed worm and seemed just as incapable of standing.

      Another woman in a patient’s dressing gown constellated with faded floral prints stumbled into her view, jerkily wandering about like a sleepwalker with failing knees. Lourdes shifted her head, watching the young woman with bated breath, as it seemed she was on course to stumble over a janitorial mop bucket and wringer someone had left near a load-bearing column. Reaching neither obstacle, the woman’s knees buckled—but a nurse rushed forward and grabbed her by the elbow, prompting a surprised shriek from the rescued woman. The nurse jerked her upright, prompting another shriek, this one more clearly an expression of pain. The frocked woman dragged her out of view as the shrieking continued at a faster pace.

      It was as good an alarm clock as any. With a grunting effort, Lourdes sat up, swinging her legs over the side of her slab. She, too, was in a patient’s gown and had been lying on what appeared to be a bargain-basement gurney serving as a cot. Fitting, as the scene around her had the feel of a basement that had been temporarily converted into the recovery section of a field hospital. At least they were surrounded by bricks and columns rather than canvas—but it was only a faint nod toward any true sense of safety.

      Full-length mirrors were scattered about, along with mops and brooms, folding chairs, and portable tables bearing cleaning supplies, maybe even some medical supplies. Amid all this were other gurney-cots, probably nine in all, one for each flitzel.

      The sidebars of each gurney had been removed, as if it no longer mattered whether any of the women fell onto the floor and injured themselves. Such a tumble might be viewed as a necessary first step in getting the help off the premises now that they’d fulfilled their promises and were no longer of any use.

      At least half of the other performers-cum-patients were already ambulatory; all were wingless. Only two women seemed to be having adverse post-surgery reactions. Others appeared like Lourdes felt—as if forcibly rousing themselves after having been knocked unconscious in a hit-and-run.

      Her surgery had probably gone well enough. Her wings had been plucked, and she was neither screaming in agony nor crying at the loss. Despite her most recent memory, the devices weren’t fused to her being; they hadn’t become one with her natural body. At the end of the day, they’d remained artificial attachments, no matter how much a part of her they’d felt after the violet-eyed woman had sung at her.

      There were at least twice as many nurses in the room as patients.

      Some of the nurses darted this way and that, occasionally barking at the shuffling women while ostensibly helping them move about, getting good circulation in their legs and clearing their heads. Other nurses stood with crossed arms or folded hands, glaring at the nuisances.

      A rapid snapping of sandals sounded behind Lourdes, getting louder. Someone was approaching. Fearing it might be a nurse, she took a breath and squirmed, preparing to lower herself onto her feet, but only wincing and releasing the breath with a groan as she irritated the tenderness of her backside. Panting until the pain subsided, she realized the nurses all wore soft-soled shoes and moved around like ghosts.

      Whoever was fast approaching was not a caregiver.

      “Been meaning to ask you,” said a grating voice behind her. “Why are you here?”

      Rounding the gurney, the woman—garbed in a gray hooded sweatshirt and black track pants—stopped in front of Lourdes and assumed a wide stance as she placed her hands on her hips, her elbows jutting like shark fins.

      Lourdes shook her head dumbly as she studied the woman’s perturbed, diamond-shaped face framed by messy waves with dark-blue highlights. Glynis, Lourdes thought her name was.

      “I mean, how old are you?” Glynis asked as if it were the same question as before.

      Still confused, Lourdes again shook her head but managed to push a word over her numb tongue. “¿Qué?”

      Glynis’s eyes narrowed. “Speak American.” She clicked her tongue against the roof of her mouth. “You’re obviously older than the rest of us. By at least ten years. And you’re alright-looking, but you’re really not all that pretty. So what are you doing here?”

      The fog was beginning to lift in her head. “Same as you . . . prob’ly.” She kept her voice low. “My agent set up an audition. The event planners liked what they saw.”

      “Agent?” Glynis wrinkled her nose as if unfamiliar with the term.

      The droplets of fog in Lourdes’s skull seemed to transmute to glitter. She attempted a sneer. “Maybe you call yours a pimp.”

      The woman’s nostrils flared as she removed her hands from her hips. She made no attempt to raise them, let alone lunge forward. Bold as Glynis sounded, she looked to Lourdes as if she knew better than to start a fight in here—a physical one, anyway. Instead, she raised her chin. “I better not see you at any other project I’m in. Your kind tarnishes the whole enterprise. The hag who’s past her prime, out of her element, dragging the rest of us down.”

      The more she tore on, the more the chemicals in Lourdes’s brain seemed to unbalance, pooling someplace underneath. That voice—it was like a barbed wire of sound dragging through one ear canal, shredding bits of her skull and brain, and leaving the deposits in the chemical soup before exiting from the opposite ear. Lourdes tasted something metallic. Blood.

      “I swear,” Glynis continued, jabbing a finger toward Lourdes’s nose, “I see you again, I’m going to be looking into you. I’ll have you blackballed from the circuit. Now what do you think about that?”

      Lourdes furrowed her brow and met her eyes without blinking. “I think you’d better stay in your lane, or I’ll have someone give you and your daddy a spanking.”

      Glynis was taken aback, but not as much as Lourdes—who hoped she didn’t show it. The taste of blood had subsided, as had the nasty burst of adrenaline. The fog crept back into her head and fatigue settled as Glynis sniffed, turned, and stalked away without another word, only to be replaced a moment later by another tall, young woman, this one wearing striped leggings and a cable-knit turtleneck. She stood a little to Lourdes’s left, swaying like a reed amid gentle, conflicting breezes.

      Tanja. A teal-streaked blonde. She’d been the first to introduce herself to Lourdes. She’d also claimed to be a professional dancer. And despite refusing to divulge further details about her résumé, she’d been one of the more talkative among the women when they’d all first gathered, before the event planners had enforced the you-speak-only-when-we-speak-to-you rule.

      “Don’t worry about Glyn,” Tanja said drowsily. “She’s messin’ with everybody. Came at me first. Told me I was too thin.”

      Unsubtly looking her up and down, Lourdes thought that Glynis maybe had a point with that one. Glynis maybe even had a good point with Lourdes. But it was odd. Edging to be top cat after everything was over? This hadn’t even been a competition. They were essentially all just party decorations, each of them getting paid to do the same thing. She considered maybe that Glynis’s confrontations were her unique reaction to the post-operative pain relievers that had been pumped into all of them. And yet . . . Old. How much longer could Lourdes keep these party tricks up?

      “Saw what you were doin’ out there yes’day,” Tanja slurred. “Way you was movin’. People, the insecure . . . threatened by originality.”

      As wasted as she appeared, Lourdes had to remind herself Tanja was just like the rest of them—drugged and tired.

      “I—” Lourdes’s throat was thick with mucous. She swallowed, twice, tried again. “I saw some of the men, during the performance, calling at you.” She tried to say how she admired the fact Tanja had kept her cool, kept on performing. Her song had even been a beautiful one, original. Which may’ve been part of what had attracted the attention but not what had kept it.

      Tanja’s eyelids got heavier as she shrugged. “Yeah. I heard ’em. But they paid good money. They can do whatever they want.”

      Lourdes’s tired shoulders slumped even farther. Yeah. Just like the rest of them.

      Tanja tottered off, perhaps to console the next woman Glynis was harassing. Lourdes looked away, her eyes traveling the room, searching for the offender. She was limited by the stiffness of her neck, the soreness of her joints; but what the hell—she didn’t need to see the woman again. The voice was still with her.

      Speak American. The native language. Yeah, she knew that one, and all sorts of others, including the language of self-disregard, the language of those who viewed themselves as having a place, just one role in life—and anyone who challenged that position was a threat. Anyone living their life beyond their own perceived place, they were also a threat. Threats had to be met, challenged, and destroyed, even if the one who felt threatened lost their own lives in the struggle.

      Performing at these illicit gatherings was just another side of the American service industry, the side where mushrooms grew, a side dark and moist with the perspiration of those who worked for others, who lived for others—and nothing else. Serve until death.

      But something had happened here, something that had made Lourdes move beyond herself while being berated. That metallic taste . . . She hoped she didn’t have an infection.

      She needed a mirror. She needed to get somewhat decently dressed. It would be the first significant step to getting the hell out of here.

      A large nylon laundry sack sat next to her cot. She ruffled through it, spotting her jeans, bra, sweatshirt, and shoes. Someone had thoughtfully stuffed the sack with the clothes she’d arrived in. Her panties were missing, as she was already wearing them; her T-shirt had no such excuse. And none of what was in the sack had actually been laundered. Not that she felt fresh enough to don clean clothes anyway.

      She stood, woozily, then bent to lift the sack, using the extra weight to counter her lightheadedness and maintain a sense of balance as she made her way to the closest unattended mirror.

      Her face was a blotchy mess, but her eyes drew most of her attention. The hazel irises, with their shades of brown and green, seemed to favor more of the green than usual.

      She dropped the sack and, with effort, removed her gown. She carefully turned this way and that, examining the bandages. The ones on her back and shoulders provided a decent enough explanation as to why her caretakers had left off her bra. The areas were numb, perhaps due to a local anesthetic. Perhaps due to whatever substances they’d pumped into her pre- or post-surgery.

      She got another look at herself and sighed. She’d done what she could to keep the pounds off: exercising to accentuate her few curves; foregoing meals; ingesting dietary aids advised by certain trusted sources on the net and those her agent even more forcefully recommended. Whatever it took to help maintain the illusion of being ten years younger that she actually was.

      In reflective glass, her own eyes were never fooled. But she kept getting work. She must’ve been doing something right.

      Today, however, there were signs of her body stretching in the wrong direction. She felt bloated, as if she were carrying something more than flesh and blood—something she half-expected to begin seeping out of her scars in liquid or vapor form, out of the old scars that were no longer hidden by the body makeup. Seemed like it would be easy to rip the skin, even that which had been supposedly made tougher by covering up old wounds.

      But there’d be new wounds, just as there would be new medical bills incurred by her preteen. The inevitable injuries to come . . .

      The violations.

      Did she, did any of these extreme artists really appreciate the meaning and consequences of the v-word anymore? Could they even recognize them all?

      Some infringements, though, were quite clear, and clearly reprehensible. In the mirror’s reflection, distantly behind her, a man shaped like a bowling pin had oozed into the room. He wore a smoking jacket and what appeared to be pajama pants and slippers. His upper and lower garments were both zanily patterned, yet—due to their different colors—wildly clashing.

      Fritz. The chief event planner and front man for the party’s mysterious host. Yet another leering goon
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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
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OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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