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      Night settled over the ruins of Las Vegas, enfolding the buildings that had once been home to luxury hotels and casinos in inky darkness. The night had swallowed the haze of smoke from the final battle between Whiteback’s sharpteeth and Gray’s hybrids, but the choking stench remained: burned bodies, desperately deployed chemicals. Now, buzzing echoed in the skyscraper canyons. It was a sound Reggie dreaded—Snake’s drones. Reggie scratched at the thick, black hair covering his scalp, a scalp damp with sweat and tender from too much scratching. He pointed toward a familiar, hulking structure and squinted his dark eyes as he struggled for some semblance of certainty about what he was seeing. The location seemed about right, and broken windows along one wall rang true, but could he really be sure?

      To his right, Jo’s powerful form turned. The way she moved rattled the chains of her leather jacket. Those chains connected the piece covering her thick torso to the sleeves covering her muscular arms. She blew a few strands of light brown hair from thin lips and said, “What? This place special to you or something?” It sounded like she was grinding her teeth.

      Reggie felt like a dwarf next to her. Even at the height of his FlashFit days—an eternity ago—he’d never been big, not like her. Ripped, sure. In his own way. But she was imposing like he never would be. He glanced back at the shadowy forms of the last survivors of Test Bunker 1, then said, “I think this is the place we stayed. Last night. With Neo.”

      Just a day ago. It seemed so much longer.

      Jo’s head tilted back. Her blue eyes were no doubt scanning the sky for the drones. “I guess it’ll do. They’re getting closer.”

      Reggie jogged after her, already regretting the short delay that had killed their momentum. His body ached in too many places to count—the sting of sunburn on the back of his neck, cuts and bruises from the battle with Whiteback’s warriors, the stiffness and soreness from fleeing the Lost Boys.

      He needed rest. They all did.

      A side door on the eastern wall was open, just as he remembered. It led into a hallway, dark and full of menacing shapes summoned from his overactive imagination. Something popped beneath his sneakers.

      Clay chips, remember? Casino?

      The others must have. Barb chuckled and tugged at his coveralls. “I bet we would’ve been millionaires finding these chips back in the day. Worthless now, huh?”

      “Yeah.” Like so much else.

      He replayed the way Neo had led them, finally finding the steel door that opened onto a cramped stairwell. The door wouldn’t open all the way, banging loudly against something on the other side.

      Vending machines. The last vestiges of humanity.

      Malik joined Reggie at the door, spear set against the wall nearby. The former bodyguard was a welcome presence. Reggie could imagine the man’s ready smile, which always reached brown eyes that never showed panic. Malik’s dark-stained coveralls would be stretched tight over his athletic frame. But his power came from a peace inside. Together, they moved the door that Reggie hadn’t been able to.

      I’m not alone.

      Metal scraped and banged as they opened the door wide enough for the others. Their sneakers squeaked on the concrete floor, then on the steps that led up to the hotel levels.

      Reggie stopped on the floor where they’d stayed before, then continued on. They had found some good resources searching that floor, and they’d fouled it with their waste. There were other floors that offered more potential bounty and cleaner rooms. By the time they found another door they could get through, the others were complaining.

      Blurry light filtered in through grimy windows, painting the hallway a dull, mottled gray.

      Reggie rapped lightly on one of the locked doors. “We could search for more potential goods after we find rooms.”

      Denise rolled her eyes. “I just want to get some sleep.”

      Barb punched him playfully. “Good luck treasure hunting. I’m out.”

      Sean slumped against the wall. “Unless you think you might find a time travel device, I don’t see any value in it.”

      Jo and Yigua didn’t seem any more enthused than the others.

      Malik chuckled. “Hey, man. Let’s get everyone settled in. We can check a few rooms while they get ready.”

      It would have to do.

      They cleared three rooms that could hold the others and spent a little while checking one wing while Jo took watch in the hallway. Reggie came away with a bottle of whiskey, a switchblade, several packaged toothbrushes, and some protein paste that was long past its expiration date.

      Reggie held the whiskey bottle up. “Not quite the haul I’d hoped for.”

      Malik took the bottle. “Better than nothing. You’ve got to see the world for what it is, man. We’re alive when most everyone else isn’t. We’ve got a place to stay for the night. And we’ve got a bottle of alcohol. Pretty sweet stuff.”

      “I guess.”

      Malik cocked his head, as if listening in the darkness. “Sounds like your ladies are sleeping already. I think I’ll introduce Yigua to a little party time.”

      “Just keep it down.”

      “I’ll do what I can, but she likes having fun, y’know?”

      “Yeah.” He’d heard them before.

      Jo was leaning against the wall connecting the three rooms, but she stood when they approached. She sneered as Malik bopped into Yigua’s room, spinning the whiskey bottle like a baton. “Am I going to need to move down the hall?”

      Reggie sighed and rubbed his tender neck. “Not because of me, but it might—”

      She waved him to silence. “Yeah, yeah.” She lumbered down the hallway, head shaking.

      He didn’t know how she could still be on her feet after all they’d been through, but he was grateful. Inside the room, he listened to Barb and Denise’s breathing: steady, deep, peaceful. Would they ever know the peace they deserved? It didn’t seem likely for anyone.

      The two women were on opposite ends of a king-size mattress laid on the floor not far from the door. Barb slept on her side on the left end, curled slightly and facing outward. Her hair was sprawled out, as if she’d fidgeted to find comfort. She seemed so much smaller than Denise, who was on her belly. Her long, graceful arms were spread out like wings.

      Reggie settled between them, gravitating closer to Barb because there was more room. He felt foul, and he knew he must reek after all the running and smoke. And the killing. So much blood had soaked into his coveralls, they looked like they had a camouflage pattern.

      He closed his eyes and tried to imagine running for the Nellis settlement in the predawn gloom. It wouldn’t be so bad: quiet, cool, no sharpteeth to hunt them.

      But his thoughts drifted back to Barb and Denise, so close and yet untouchable.

      Sean’s snoring rattled through the walls, and Reggie found himself staring at the ceiling, wondering how such a skinny man could snore so loudly. He’d always considered that something for bigger people, like when his father’s alcoholism had led to a potbelly.

      Allergies. Smoke inhalation. The flu-like symptoms from the Snake’s biological drone attack. Those were the cause.

      There was an almost soothing rhythm to the noise, if Reggie just listened…

      Yigua moaned.

      Softly at first. Deep. Barely noticeable. Almost a pleasant sound. Then louder.

      Reggie found himself back in Test Bunker 1, finally alone with Denise, struggling just to keep up—

      He sat up. Sleep was out of the question.

      He crept to the door, silent, cautious, then let himself out.

      Jo turned from where she’d been sitting earlier, eyes wide, as if she’d been caught doing something wrong.

      Reggie waved. “Um, I’m going to just…go for a walk.”

      She stood and wiped her hands over her pants. “Distracting, huh?”

      “Yeah.”

      Jo followed him down the hall. “It’s none of my business, but are you and them hooked up?”

      He glanced back toward the closed door. “Barb and Denise?”

      “Yeah. I get that the black guy and the Cro-Magnon girl—”

      “Malik. And her name’s Yigua. And she’s part human.” That sounded terrible. “I mean her mother was human.”

      “Sure. I get that they’re connected. He’s a good-looking guy, I guess. And the other black guy is—”

      “Sean. And if you’re going to say he’s gay, yes, he is.”

      Jo shrugged. “But those two? They’re hot. Why would they hook up with you?”

      Reggie winced. “Thanks.”

      “No, don’t do it like that. It’s just that you’re not like Malik.”

      “Well, I don’t think we’re actually ‘hooked up.’ And Denise is always going to look for the best candidate.”

      “Best candidate? What’s that mean?”

      Reggie tried a door he hadn’t opened before, pressing his smaller frame against the heavy material and pushing with strained thighs. “Someone like Chris, I guess. Big, handsome, lots of social status.”

      “Oh.” She sounded disappointed.

      He moved on to the next door; she followed. When he leaned against it, she put her beefier shoulder next to his. When she grunted, her breath was sour, probably little better than his.

      She rolled her shoulders. “Any idea if either of them tried anything else?”

      “Besides men?” Reggie recoiled at the memory of his first meeting with Barb—loud-mouthed, bitchy, hostile. He’d just assumed she was a lesbian. His guts twisted in shame. “You’re probably best off talking to them. I don’t know them anywhere near as well as I should, so I’m not going to speak for them.”

      Jo smiled. “You’re not so bad, Reggie.”

      “Bad enough. I’ve, uh, made some mistakes.”

      He moved on to another door, wishing he could be alone to think, but she followed.

      She readied to push against the door with him. “There just aren’t all that many women around. Most want to hook up with guys, even after seeing what they’re capable of.”

      He twisted his mouth and cocked an eyebrow. “I’m a guy, you know.”

      “Sure, but you don’t seem like most.”

      “Like most?”

      “Oh, come on.” She shrugged. “Like the ones who created those hybrids.”

      “Sharpteeth?” He set his shoulder against the door and shoved. “You’re saying men are like sharpteeth?”

      She shoved with him, and the door gave slightly. “Most.”

      “That’s a pretty offensive viewpoint, isn’t it?”

      They shoved again, and something snapped in the door jamb. The door opened, revealing a room stuffed with unzipped bags. There were no drapes, so the moonlight revealed the room more fully.

      Reggie squatted next to the closest bags and began rummaging through them. Useless clothing quickly piled up.

      “But it’s true,” Jo said as she searched through a larger piece of luggage off to his left.

      Had things really become so bad in five decades, or was Jo seeing everyone through some sort of filter after the horrible thing that had happened to her? He didn’t really want to get into an argument, but he had to know if things had changed so dramatically. “I never knew a single rapist in my—”

      A line of green light tracked across the far wall, highlighting the dust suspended in the air, the piled bags…

      Reggie launched into Jo and shouted, “Down!”

      He immediately regretted it. His shoulder felt like fire where he crashed into hers, and she punched him in the ribs and face. Even though he was on top of her and she had no leverage, her blows felt like hammers.

      “You bastard,” she screamed. “You’re just like—”

      “Drone!” His voice was weak, and he felt nearly as frightened as when he’d engaged Whiteback. “Laser! Stop, please.”

      The green light traced across the bags, projecting shadows onto the wall behind them.

      Human-looking shadows, Reggie thought.

      The laser swept back toward them, and Jo froze.

      Reggie thought he could make out the shape of one of the smaller drones beyond the window, hovering, tracking. Its rotor hum hardly registered over their breathing.

      Finally, the laser winked out and the drone continued on.

      Moving toward the other end. Toward our rooms!

      Reggie staggered to his feet. Were there more drones? “We’ve got to warn them!”

      Jo sat up. “You think it knows we’re here?”

      “It’s searching.” He leaned on the walls for support as he headed for his room, wondering if Jo had reinjured his damaged rib. It seemed unlikely, but he was aching as bad as when he’d nearly blacked out from Red Fur’s attack.

      Who was he kidding? Everything ached!

      He banged into the room he was supposed to be sharing with Barb and Denise and shouted, “Drones!”

      They sat up, both of them rolling off the mattress and starting to pull their sneakers on.

      Barb groaned. “Shit! My legs feel like one huge fucking bruise.”

      Reggie squatted at the window the drone would reach first. It was moving slowly, so he had time to sneak a peek. He parted the drapes and gasped at the sight of drones hovering in the streets below and in the sky above. There had to be a dozen, maybe twenty, and that was just what he could see. Shadowy forms flitted through the streets far below, and drones peeled off from somewhere out of sight.

      Denise squatted next to him. Not close but not far away. She brushed back her frizzy hair with long, elegant fingers. The moonlight lit her in profile—broad forehead, full lips, a strong nose that made her beauty seem regal. “What is it?”

      “Something’s moving around down there. And there are a lot of drones. A lot.”

      A hand settled on his shoulder. Barb. She whispered, “Can’t we just hide here for the night?”

      “I’d like to, but they’re searching with lasers.” Reggie closed the drapes. “Even if we found someplace where the window was shielded or there was no window, we don’t know what they’re searching for. They may have seen Jo and me already.”

      Denise’s eyebrows arched, and Barb squeezed his shoulder, then said, “Where? Why weren’t you in here?”

      “I couldn’t sleep. My neck’s sunburned, and Malik and Yigua were…”

      Barb snorted. “I thought that was my imagination when I woke up. Can’t even have a good fantasy, I guess.” She rubbed the back of her neck. “Good to know I’m not the only one who got burned.”

      Someone knocked at the door. Reggie turned in time to see Sean drop into a squat-walk, then a crawl. The technician had his coveralls open to the waist and its arms tied around his narrow hips. Wiry muscles bunched up on his gangly arms as he came closer.

      Sean stopped a foot shy and untied the coverall arms, then slipped them on. In the relative dark, his thick afro made his head seem huge. “According to our Amazon warrior guardian, there’s a drone invasion taking place?”

      Reggie tapped the wall beneath the window. “At least twenty. They’re using lasers.”

      “Searching, it would seem. Perhaps they’re using some sort of spectroscopy. There were a lot of advancements—“

      Reggie held up a hand. “Sean, we need to get out of here. If they’re doing this spectroscopy, is there something we can do to counter it?”

      “Can you create a windstorm?” Sean rubbed his eyes. “You have to get particulate matter suspended in the air, and it needs to be enough to foul their data collection.”

      “What about a fire? Smoke and ash?”

      “Enough to fill the city? Reggie, that’s one big…”

      “Enough to cloud this area while you make a run for it. Or maybe it’ll draw them in.”

      Denise crossed her arms over her chest. “Make a run for where?”

      Reggie closed his eyes. He could feel an argument coming on. “Nellis.”

      “And by ‘you,’ you mean us?” Her voice inflected up in a challenging tone.

      There it was. They didn’t have time for a fight, but Denise was spoiling for one, and he could feel Barb tensing up as well. “I mean you. I need to set some fires, draw these things off.”

      “And play at being our rescuer? I don’t—”

      Automatic gunfire sounded outside, and they all dropped flat. It sounded somewhat distant, but there was also a strange quality to it. Maybe it wasn’t automatic after all?

      Jo burst in through the door, trailed by Malik, who was still pulling his T-shirt on. There was a panicked look on the big woman’s face. “You hear that?”

      Reggie duckwalked away from the window. “Sounded like some sort of almost automatic weapon.”

      “Yeah. I haven’t heard anything like that.” Jo shook her head. “All we’ve got is spears. I don’t think we can fight something like that.”

      That realization was settling in for the others now, too. The argument was ended. He would have to find a way for them to sneak out of the city and make a run for Nellis, or they were all dead.
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      Windows open or windows closed, Jonathan Pryor felt like he was cooking inside the rover. Lissa didn’t seem to be doing any better. Beneath her helmet, sweat plastered auburn hair to her face. Her team grumbled and fidgeted in the back seats. Their movements agitated the air, strengthening the reek of the perversions, the animal-human monstrosities birthed by scientists, that was heavy on their uniforms. Combined with human sweat, it created an unpleasant stench.

      Supplant humans, indeed.

      He lowered his window all the way and listened to the night—the slightest of breezes, their own miserable breathing, and nothing more. Sweat trickled down brown cheeks that had started to go soft on him. The demands of leadership took their toll. He rubbed red-rimmed eyes, eyes that had a vertical pupil and coloring that some found disconcerting. That brought a smile to his full lips.

      Disconcerting to the weak. Not to the strong.

      Lissa turned. Dimples creased her weak chin, and moonlight reflected off cold blue eyes that glowed like sapphires. Those eyes rarely reflected disgust at his alterations. She tapped his glossy black helmet and said, “You should keep that on.”

      He rubbed the smooth surface. The helmet served as control system and armor for his head. It also served as a heater if he left it on for too long. The night air was cooling, but it wasn’t comfortable yet, and the rover couldn’t cool its interior while powered down. “Soon. In the middle of nowhere as we are, it should be safe.”

      She snorted, then wrapped gloved hands around the steering wheel. “We should go.”

      “She has drones in the air. More than ever before. To go now risks too much.”

      “Fuck the risk. We should go.”

      He chuckled. “Ever the sophisticate. When the timer counts down, we go. Until then…” He leaned out the window.

      She adjusted the armored vest covering her modest chest. “This thing’s rubbing my tits raw. Need to get it adjusted.”

      He thought of how she had looked in their times together, then thought of Denise Cochran. Still alive, hidden somewhere in the ruins of Vegas. Lissa had always been a convenience, a bridge to the next offering. The offering he had now was good—exceptional in many ways. But Denise Cochran?

      His eyes closed, and his lips spread wide.

      “Fantasizing about killing these fuckers?” Lissa asked.

      “We’re close to the endgame. I take comfort in that, not in killing.”

      Her head tilted back, then shook. “I can’t say I ever pictured an executive type getting off on violence.”

      One of the guys from the middle seat leaned forward, wicking perspiration from a brown buzz cut with slick gloves. “There was that guy…Bateman? Patrick Bateman? Butchered all those people. Remember?” His bulbous nose wrinkled over a crooked smile. “Remember? Psycho.”

      Lissa rolled her eyes. “A fucking movie, Kenny. And he wasn’t an executive.”

      Kenny imitated a stabbing motion, flicking sweat onto Jonathan’s face and laughing obliviously. “Cut ‘em up good, right? Blood everywhere!”

      A coldness shot through Jonathan as he wiped the sweat away.

      Lissa must have caught some sign of the anger building inside him, because she straightened and said, “Get your helmet on. All of you. We need to go.”

      Jonathan’s hand dropped to the wand at his hip. “Not until the timer goes off.”

      She froze. “How much longer?” Quieter now. Less confident. “I want to get us back to the bunker, where it’s safe.” She seemed to search his eyes for an answer to an unspoken question: It is safe, right? “Kenny’s got guard duty in the morning.”

      Kenny laughed, oblivious. “That guy Bateman. Badass.” He pulled his helmet on.

      Jonathan drew the wand. He kept his voice low. “Discipline matters.”

      The dimples returned to her chin, and she shook her head slightly. Did she have feelings for Kenny? Was he the one spending nights curled up with her now that the Snake had other toys? Did she think her time with the man in charge—her boss, her ruler—was enough to spare the stupid young man from righteous punishment? The idiot was just like the entitled athletes in high school who were so sure they were destined for superstardom rather than being clueless victims of a great, voracious machine.

      Jonathan pointed the wand at Kenny and tapped the button to activate the microwave transmitter.

      The fool stopped laughing. His stupid, dark eyes bugged out, and he shivered and gasped. The men on either side of him seemed frozen between an instinctive desire to bail out of the rover and a disciplined need to hold position. It was the sort of discipline Jonathan valued more than anything else.

      Fear. Power.

      He leaned back toward the petrified security guard. “You feel it, Kenneth? You smell it? Your brain slowly cooking? Perhaps a strange taste starting up in your sinuses? Some have described it as reminiscent of beef liver sliding over your tongue.”

      The young man’s dark eyes bugged out more. Tremors ran through his cheeks. His nostrils flared.

      Jonathan increased power to the wand. “But you’re too young to know anything about cows, aren’t you? Perhaps there’s a popping in your ears, then? A pressure as the fluids build toward a boil? Hm?”

      Lissa squeezed the steering wheel with gloved hands. “Jonathan, we need him.”

      “Your security goons are dime a dozen.”

      “He’s trained. He’s reliable.” Her voice was strained but soft.

      The young man’s face seemed to darken. Capillaries bursting, no doubt.

      A ringing filled Jonathan’s ear. He flicked the wand off and turned back around. “Time to return to the bunker.” He sheathed the wand.

      She sat perfectly still for a moment, then sucked in a breath. She lowered the night-vision goggles from the top of her helmet over her eyes and pushed the rover forward. After a few minutes, the young man coughed and began gagging. The guards on either side of him sat perfectly still, neither helping nor hindering when he launched himself at the window behind Lissa’s seat. Something wet splashed against the rover’s side, then he settled back in his seat and sobbed.

      “Have him wash the rover before guard duty,” Jonathan said.

      Lissa’s helmet bobbed up and down in answer.

      Warmth settled over him. Discipline was good. Fear was better.

      Stars twinkled overhead, a sight he couldn’t recall, even from his childhood years in Compton, where light pollution from the rest of Los Angeles made his own lack of electricity irrelevant. Even when he was older, attending college—scholarships earned, not gifted from inheritance or athletics—he had never seen such a night sky. But then he’d spent most of his time studying, bettering himself.

      The rover braked and Lissa muttered, “What the fuck?”

      Ahead of them, someone decked out in the same coveralls, helmet, and armored vest marched along their course. He hardly gave off a heat signature, which probably meant he’d been roaming around in the cooler night for a while.

      Lissa brought the rover to a full stop. “Is that Hudnall?”

      The name sounded familiar to Jonathan for some reason. “Which one is that?”

      She glared at him. “Zack Hudnall? The one you had scheduled for execution. Went AWOL a couple weeks ago.”

      “Ah, yes. Sleeping on guard duty. Convenient that he managed to escape.” There was no such thing as convenience, of course. Someone had tipped this Hudnall off. “What better time to rectify this mistake than now? Let’s carry him back to the bunker, shall we?”

      She glanced into the back seat, then jerked her head toward the shadowy form. It had turned around and was trudging toward them. Resolved. They sometimes did that. Accepted their fate. It was like a final show of discipline, a vindication of the selections he made to add to his team.

      Weapons slid from racks, and the rover doors opened. Booted feet crunched against the sand. Kenny trailed the other two, apparently still suffering the aftereffects of the microwave burst.

      He’ll live. For now. Perhaps seeing Hudnall receiving his just punishment will send the necessary signal to turn him around.

      Jonathan almost snorted at that. As if any of his security team could possibly learn, could possibly understand the temporary nature of their role in the grand enterprise ahead for humanity. They were meat, enforcers, tools that would enable him to advance his destiny. Their destiny! Human salvation!

      The first of the three security guards reached Hudnall and hooked a helping hand around his right arm. Hudnall nodded. They were probably exchanging pleasantries, as the lesser people did.

      “How are you doing, Zack? Come along, please. Your struggle is over. The Snake wishes to close this sad, final chapter of your life.”

      The second security person took Hudnall’s other arm.

      Would he struggle? Collapse? Beg? He wasn’t one of the team Jonathan had put together but one of Lissa’s recruits. After she’d replaced her disappointing supervisor. Richard Olchak. Weak. Unable to see the course laid out for Jonathan, the destiny.

      Kenny turned and headed back to the rover. He didn’t even offer to help his teammates. Pathetic. Jonathan should have finished the process. One less idiot—

      Hudnall shrugged off the two security people guiding him. He punched the one on his left, then grabbed the weapon from the one on his right.

      Grabbed it easily. Moved fast. Fired faster.

      Two rounds, point blank, into the stupid fool’s face. Shattering the silence.

      The body collapsed to the sand.

      “Lissa!” Jonathan pulled the wand from its holster but lost his grip. “Kill him!”

      Hudnall brought the gun around and finished off the first guard he’d knocked to the ground.

      Two more rounds, and Jonathan was sure something came out of the top of the helmet, something black and wet in the moonlight.

      Lissa tugged at her shotgun, trying to pull it from the ceiling mount, but she moved like a drunken rhinoceros. She muttered “shit” over and over again.

      Kenny ran back toward the rover while Hudnall circled wide.

      Jonathan bent to search for his wand. “Don’t run, you fool! Kill him!”

      He straightened, wand in hand, just as Kenny came to a stop. There was panic and confusion in his eyes, but it looked like his training might have kicked in. Finally. He brought his shotgun around and aimed it at Hudnall.

      Who fired.

      Two shots again.

      The first punched through Kenny’s throat. The second tore away his jaw.

      Lissa shrieked and doubled over, and something sharp dug into Jonathan’s lips.

      I’ve been hit! Good God, I’ve been hit!

      Blood came away when he touched his tender lips, along with something soft and fleshy. It was pale in the moonlight, speckled with black blood.

      My face? He shot off part of my face?

      Shouting. From the back seat. The rest of the security team. Guns being pulled from ceiling racks. It all seemed so far away.

      Jonathan tentatively searched for where the chunk of flesh had come from. Everything felt like it was in place; it just stung.

      A piece of someone else. I’m fine!

      Gunfire—close—snapped him back.

      The wand. He was searching for the wand. Fleshy bit clutched in one hand, he dragged the other over the floor until his fingertips brushed against the wand’s rubbery, ridged grip. He plucked it up and sat straight.

      Just as gunfire roared inside the rover.

      His ears rang, something the control helmet would have prevented. Hudnall staggered back and fell out of sight. Lissa shouted something, then she opened her door and jumped out.

      Jonathan slipped out his own door just as someone else exited from the rear. They met at Lissa, who stood over Hudnall’s body. All that remained of the face was a dark mass of bone and muscle.

      Lissa dropped to a knee and shoved a thumb into the skull. The other security guard gagged and turned away.

      Jonathan leaned down to watch her. “What do you think you’re doing?”

      “Something’s wrong.” Bone popped, and she pulled away a cheek and part of an eye socket. She held the bone up. “See?”

      “I can’t say that I do, no.”

      She flicked gore from the bones and ran her finger along the edges. “You ever see bones this thin? Ever seen rivets holding bones together?” She dropped the bone at his feet. “He took a slug to the face and stayed up.”

      The jawbone glistened in the moonlight. There might or might not have been rivets in the bones, silvery white against the darker bone. There was remarkably little blood, and most of it clotted. “I used to hear absurd things about humans walking away from certain death all the time. The human—”

      “For fuck’s sake.” She stomped on Hudnall’s head where she’d pulled away the bone.

      Cracking and more popping rose from the assault. There should have been blood, much more blood.

      After a moment, she squatted and dug into the caved-in skull. She yanked something out and stood, huffing and puffing as she poked Jonathan with whatever was in her hand. “How about this? You ever hear any stories about humans with something like this?”

      He put the wand away and grabbed her wrist, then took what she held: a cracked, palm-sized circuit card.

      She pulled free and wiped her hands on her vest, leaving dark clumps that reflected the moonlight. “That wasn’t Hudnall.”

      Cold lanced through his gut. An android dressed in human flesh. She’s escalating her tactics. The drones, androids—she’s ahead of any of my expectations.

      He tossed the circuit card. “Load the dead onto the roof. And this thing, too.”

      He didn’t wait for Lissa’s pointless griping but slid into his seat. To think. To brood. To plan.

      They were running out of time.
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      It was too dark out for human eyes to pick out significant details. The hotel lobby door didn’t help, its smudged and sand-pocked glass no easier for Reggie to see through than the grimy stainless steel frame. He adjusted the backpack he’d taken from one of the hotel rooms. It was the biggest he’d found, and now it felt like an anchor, holding him in place. The backpack was stuffed with a sheaf of papers he’d found in a briefcase and linens—stale, musty, some saturated with death even five decades on, a smell strong enough to get into the back of his throat and stick. Those linens were the best material he could come up with for a fire. Linens and curtains. Not quite the right stuff for the blazing inferno he’d envisioned to blind the drones, but everything had become a compromise. Problems simply couldn’t be solved. There were too few resources.

      “When things get too big, think smaller,” his father used to say. It was his answer every time Reggie got stuck on some problem.

      Think smaller. More like break things into solvable chunks. Maybe that’s what he’d meant, and he just didn’t know how to explain it?

      Maybe. That was better than not giving his own son credit for big ambitions.

      Reggie listened for the sound of the drones, caught their rhythmic hum on the cool night air. Or morning air. Without the resources of Test Bunker 1, there was no way to keep track of time beyond day and night.

      Someone tapped him on the shoulder. Jo. Impatient. And why not? They had to move. Their situation wasn’t going to improve.

      He pushed the door open, gritted his teeth at the horrible squeal and wondered how the hell it could be so quiet in what used to be a busy city. How many had lived in the area? Hundreds of thousands for sure. But it was a ghost town now.

      After a few seconds with no response to the sound, he sprinted across the street, keeping low, head swiveling left and right, listening.

      Jo followed, apparently unburdened by her backpack.

      Once across the street, they darted to cover, moving from trees to building fronts, and then into alleys. Their objective was a smaller building, one that had suffered fire damage at some point, maybe during the Fire. What mattered was that it had burned, and that’s what they needed now: something that could burn. The skyscrapers—concrete and steel—were useless without crazy amounts of some sort of accelerant like gasoline. They had matches and lighters and some chemicals taken from a storage room, but Reggie had his doubts any of that would amount to much.

      Moving through the alleys was its own sort of terror. They stumbled over sand-covered debris that crumpled and cracked with amazing loudness. Narrow spaces funneled and magnified the echoes. Even their breathing seemed like it was being played over loudspeakers.

      Finally, they found the smaller building. It was a restaurant, designed to emulate an old southwestern rustic look. Rotted wooden posts along the front were all that remained of what had once probably looked like a fence you could tie a horse to. The wide, sloping roof was mostly gone, and what remained was black. Where cinder block remained, a charred stucco façade clung in spots. They slipped in through a side door near the rear, hissing at each other each time someone stepped on anything that cracked or popped beneath their footwear.

      A black shape—rectangular and flat, about mid-thigh height—stood out in the darkness. Reggie ran a hand over the surface. A table, metal-topped, but a few strokes of his fingers over the underside revealed wood. It was probably burned, but there was still enough to hold the table upright.

      He tapped the tabletop. “We’ve got some wood here. There has to be more, or the rest of the place would’ve collapsed by now.”

      Jo moved close enough that he could smell her over the charred ruin, then put a hand on the table and wobbled it enough to generate a groaning pop. “This enough to get a fire going, you think?”

      “It’s going to have to do.”

      Reggie set his backpack down and spread linens on the floor around the table and under it, then spread what was left in a widening circle. After a few seconds of just breathing loudly, Jo finally started doing the same, laying hers out with ear-popping shakes that kicked up even more ash.

      She snorted. “Nothing but ash. Gonna see if there’s some more wood up front.” Her form merged into the darkness as she shambled through the ash and shoved aside the squeaky service door to the front.

      “Don’t be long.”

      Reggie dug around in his backpack. His hands came away slippery and smelling like solvents. Some of the cans had leaked after he’d tried to reseal them. He wiped his fingers on the backpack and took out the most promising cans of supposedly flammable cleansers, hoping their weight indicated they had good seals. He pried the lids open again with the screwdriver he’d found with them, then poured the noxious, gooey contents over the cloth beneath the table. It didn’t seem likely something volatile could keep its chemical composition over decades, but some things probably held together better than others. Maybe he’d gotten lucky and found one of those.

      Something cracked from the front of the restaurant. Jo’s voice floated in the black. “Found part of a table. I see a couple more.”

      “Great.” Actually, it was great. Anything that could sustain the burn was helpful. But he wanted to get the fire lit and go. The others were watching for flames or smoke—their signal to run. And every second increased the odds that their hiding place would be discovered.

      He spilled the lighters out of the backpack pocket and tried them one by one. He got sparks, but only one produced a flame, and that was modest and died quickly.

      Scraping caught his ear—Jo moving around in the front.

      Matches were next. He pulled a pack from his coveralls. It was half used and he quickly figured out the matches were water damaged.

      The scraping came again. Louder. Closer. From the door they’d entered through.

      Reggie’s back stiffened. “Jo?”

      A dark form filled the doorway. Human. Head twisting and turning. Searching.

      Louder banging came from the front, then the squeaky service door groaned. “Yeah? Hey, I got wood.” She laughed as she moved closer. “That’s funny, right? Get it?”

      The silhouetted thing in the outer doorway stepped into the kitchen.

      Shit. Reggie grabbed another pack of matches and struck one. The tip flared orange, then fizzled out.

      The thing froze.

      Jo scraped to a stop. “What the fuck?”

      Reggie caught what sounded like fabric sliding over fabric. A long, narrow shape extended from the silhouette.

      Rifle!

      “Jo, get down!” Reggie slid forward so that the table would be between him and the form, then struck another match. This one flared, then caught.

      A gun thundered. Jo screamed, then crashed to the floor.

      Is she hit?

      Metal clacked against metal—a round being chambered. What was that? Bolt action? Another crack of thunder, and something thudded into the tabletop.

      The fire blossomed abruptly, lighting the room in an eerie, almost white glow. Jo lay on the floor beside him, her head poked up just enough to where she could possibly see over the table. Her pale eyes flared wide.

      “Barry?” she whispered.

      In that white light, the man with the rifle looked like a villain from a cheap horror film—pale skin, a scraggly red neckbeard beneath a beak nose, and a dull light in his eyes. He wore what looked like a tattered flannel shirt and handmade jeans.

      Chik-chak!

      Barry chambered another round and fired again.

      Reggie snapped the backpack up and hurled it at the rifleman, then ran for the service door, smiling at the meaty whack of the solvent cans impacting. Jo followed close behind. Figuring out who Barry was would come later, if they survived.

      “We need an exit,” Reggie said over his shoulder.

      “Front door. I’ll get it.” She shot past, apparently fine with the moonlight coming through smoke-grimed windows. Her steps created a clatter of breaking glass and snapping plastic.

      And then he saw her, a pale gray form in a faint circle of moonlight ahead of him, hooking hard to the right in what must have been the entry foyer. She plowed into the door with a roar and a crack of splintering wood just as something burst through the service door behind him. Reggie ducked as the explosion of a shot echoed in the dining area. He stumbled into what must have been a semi-intact booth and bounced off, then fell to the floor.

      He scrambled to his feet, now fully covered in ash, coughing and sneezing, and momentarily disoriented.

      “Reggie!” Jo’s forearm waved him to the moonlight.

      He sprinted past the hosting station and out the swinging, ruined entry doors. His sneakers barely managed any purchase on all the debris, so his flight was closer to hydroplaning than running. Jo caught him with a powerful hand once he was outside.

      “That’s Barry Lavalle,” she screamed as she helped him regain his balance.

      The sand-covered street was a gray blur.

      He bit back his instinctive “old boyfriend” joke. Jo didn’t seem to have much appreciation for humor. “From Nellis?”

      “One of Chris’s guys.”

      Chris. Denise’s target if they survived. If he pulled through after whatever took him down at the H+ complex. “Can you tell him to knock it off? We’re on his side.”

      “I don’t think so.”

      Another shot cracked in the night, and the bullet ricocheted off something ahead of them.

      Reggie scanned the street for cover, but the only thing he could see nearby was the black bulk of a burned-out bus, and Jo wasn’t heading toward it.

      “There?” He pointed toward the long shape, dark and promising.

      Jo slowed, as if she were considering the option but kept moving forward.

      “Why’s he shooting at us, Jo?”

      “I don’t know, okay? He shouldn’t be shooting at all.”

      “Why’s that? Seems pretty good with that rifle.”

      She glanced back, then pulled him to the left, away from the bus. “Because he’s dead. Died a month ago, hunting a Blood Fang. Least we thought he did.”

      Dead? Reggie shivered. What other madness did this new world hold?
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      Ash clung to Reggie’s tongue, clogged his throat and sinuses. It was a bitter taste, but it couldn’t keep his mind off feeling exposed and powerless as he ran in the moonlight. That light drained the color from everything, leaving a world of gray and black. Shadows that promised possible cover from Barry the Rifleman were too far away to realistically reach. Only the bus seemed a likely objective.

      Jo slapped Reggie’s shoulder and changed her angle; she now ran for the burned-out husk. If she had been thinking about returning to the casino hotel where the others were hidden, she must have realized that was out of the question.

      They sprinted, half-stumbling, sucking in the cool, smoke-tinged air, their breath thankfully louder than the hum of the drones.

      That meant they were still distant. A good thing.

      No sooner were they behind the charred metal front than another shot rang out. Glass rained down on Reggie from the window above.

      He shook the pieces from his hair. “This guy was a good shot?”

      “No, just a macho hothead.” She pulled her gun from its holster. “What’re we gonna do? I’m out of ammo.”

      “We need cover.” Reggie glanced across the parking lot to the towering building behind them. It had to be close to a hundred feet to the front. “Can we make that—”

      Small, shadowy forms darted through the parking lot, moving from stripped-down car frames to trees, then disappearing.

      Reggie’s heart skipped a beat. “Crap!”

      “What? Cramp?”

      “No. There’s something in the parking lot. Small. I think it’s the Lost Boys.”

      Chik-chak!

      Barry chambered another round. He was getting close.

      Jo squatted, then said, “I’ll take my chances.” She ran for the parking lot.

      Reggie was a statue. The rifle fired, and he swore he could hear the deep thump of the bullet burying in asphalt. Jo didn’t stop.

      He ran after her. The odds of a stone disc killing him were lower than what sounded like a high-powered rifle. Regardless of Jo’s claim that Barry was a bad shot, he was coming awfully close for someone firing by weak moonlight.

      Chik-chak!

      Reggie hunched lower as he ran and readied himself for the inevitable impact.

      One of the little shadows popped up ahead of him. It skipped wide, arms almost horizontal to the ground, corkscrewed its torso, planted its front foot, then hurled.

      A black disc whistled past, and the form scampered back to cover.

      The rifle fired, but there was no agonizing tearing, no sound of glass shattering or metal twisting.

      Reggie skidded to a stop and glanced back.

      Barry was down!

      The rifle! He’d dropped his rifle!

      The shadowy forms scurried from cover and yipped. They hopped and bumped into each other’s chests, now laughing, then yipping again.

      Reggie jogged toward Barry, unsure why the Lost Boys had chosen to kill one human instead of two. Had Barry been hunting Lost Boys in the month since his disappearance? Was he just more fun to kill?

      One of the Lost Boys dashed past Reggie, giggling.

      Running for the disc. To kill me?

      As the Lost Boy scooped up his disc, Reggie slowed. He didn’t want to appear threatening. The little guy couldn’t have been older than twelve. He wore shredded, short pants and a small shirt made from mixed pieces of cloth that had been put together by crude, uneven stitches. It was the sort of outfit that would have received ridicule, possibly even expulsion in Reggie’s middle school. In this new world, the Lost Boy seemed happy despite the outrageous attire. He had a human face with no visible sign of fur. His eyes and skin seemed lighter than Gray’s had been, and his teeth seemed small, human.

      Jo shouted from somewhere in the distance, “Reggie?”

      He raised his hands far over his head. “They got him! The Lost Boys hit—”

      Barry sat up. Flesh dangled from his scalp where the disc had hit him.

      Impossible. He should be dead from a wound like that. Concussed at least.

      The other Lost Boys laughed. “Throw like a girlie! Kill him!”

      The Lost Boy spat and rushed in, swinging the stone like a knife.

      Barry caught the boy’s wrist and snapped it. The disc fell to the sand.

      The Lost Boy squealed in pain and surprise.

      Reggie ran in and kicked Barry’s arm, then kicked his ribs. They were solid kicks, the sort of thing Malik would’ve been proud of given their limited training time.

      Barry didn’t even grunt. He stank from the solvents that had spattered all over him, but there was something else there. Something worse. Like rotting flesh.

      He let the Lost Boy go, then reached for the rifle.

      Zombie? Holy shit! Zombies?

      Reggie skipped around and kicked the rifle away, then shouted, “Get out of here, kid.” Then even louder, over his shoulder, he shouted, “Run!”

      And then he did exactly that himself.

      The Lost Boy staggered ahead of him, cradling his wounded arm. Reggie thought about scooping the boy up, but that would probably just create a fight, and he doubted he could move any faster carrying so much weight.

      Chik-chak!

      Reggie waved at a nearby car frame. “Get behind that!”

      The Lost Boy looked up, eyes wide in pain, then glanced around the lot. “Jacob!”

      And then the rifle boomed, and the boy stumbled and fell onto his snapped arm. No scream, eyes still open, a dark hole in the middle of his back.

      So much for Barry being a bad shot.

      Reggie sprinted for the hotel. The Lost Boys were shadows darting ahead of him.

      Something whistled past his ear, then he felt a stinging sensation at the base of his neck, something a million times worse than the sunburn. He’d been hit!

      You’re alive, he told himself. He sucked up the pain.

      Ahead, Jo held a door open for him. He didn’t need bright light to see the fury on her face. “You brought those animals with you?”

      “They’re people, Jo.”

      She slammed the door behind them. It was easy for him to see the little guys as humans. They’d saved him and the others from Whiteback’s sharpteeth. To Jo, they probably represented the result of the rape she’d endured.

      They were in the lobby of a commercial building. It looked like every other commercial building he’d ever seen: a plate glass storefront on the right that still seemed intact and closed off, then another storefront that didn’t seem so intact, and beyond that elevators and a door that closed with a clap: stairwell.

      He headed for the door, hand pressed against his neck. It stung, but there wasn’t much blood. “Your friend Barry’s a better shot than he used to be. And he’s tough.”

      “Barry was always tough. And stupid as hell.” Jo pushed the door open. The stairwell was dark. It would be even darker when the door closed.

      “He had a big piece of his scalp hanging off the side of his head. I was barely grazed by one of those throwing discs and it gave me a concussion. He should be dead.”

      Jo snorted. “If they hit him in the head, they missed his vitals.”

      They edged up the steps cautiously, his hand resting on her back for guidance. They both froze at the sound of a door slamming.

      “Closing,” she muttered, then continued on.

      “He’ll be inside soon enough. You think he could be a zombie?”

      She stopped. “What? Like in the stories Tasha told to scare the shit out of us?”

      “I guess. I mean, he smelled dead. In the movies—um, stories—they were dead people who came back and were hard to kill again.”

      She snorted. “Yeah, those are bedtime stories. For kids.” But there wasn’t as much confidence in her voice as there was normally.

      “Well, we don’t have any ammo, and the guys have the spears and switchblade, so unless you want to punch him to death, we need to come up with a plan on how to kill him.”

      Metal rattled as she tested an exit but didn’t say anything.

      Reggie shook his head. No one else ever had a plan. “How tall is this building?”

      “We’ve already gone up four flights.”

      “That’s, what, fifty feet? Pretty lethal distance.”

      “You want to shove him out a window?”

      He considered for a moment. “We’d have to find a broken one. I don’t think we could break it ourselves. Can we get to the roof?”

      His hand slid up her back as she stopped.

      She moved forward and away. They were on a landing. A narrow set of steps rose to what looked like a dead end. “I don’t think we have much choice.” Flesh whispered across a smooth surface, then something rattled. “This is the last door, and it’s locked.”

      Reggie jumped at the boom of the door far below. “Well, we’re committed. Either the Lost Boys found an exit we missed, or…”

      He looked up the steps and spotted the faintest sliver of moonlight. A door. Reggie climbed up and pushed. Light came in through the opening.

      “Shit. Is it lighter out?” Reggie gulped. “Let me go first.”

      “They’re your friends.”

      That brought a wry smile to his face, as the words of his father came to him.

      “The world is nothing but enemies, so you must learn to see which ones want to destroy you.” His father’s voice was usually slurred from alcohol when he gave this little speech. “The others, maybe they are jealous or resentful. Fine, fine. You call them friends. Treat them good. Let them be the ones destroyed by your enemies.”

      Reggie climbed the steps, one hand on the guide wire, the other raised over his head. “Guys! I’m coming up! I’m not the guy who killed your—”

      One of the Lost Boys sprinted to the edge of the opening, arm cocked back for a throw.

      “Wait!” Reggie threw up his other hand, palm outward. “We’re running from that guy, too.”

      The Lost Boy hesitated.

      “And the drones,” Reggie said. “The things in the air. They were hunting you, right? They were shooting at you?” He made a shooting noise.

      That seemed to relax the little guy.

      Reggie looked back down the steps. “Well, the guy who killed your friend is coming. And I want to kill him. Push him off the roof.”

      “Push him off?” The Lost Boy smirked. “He’s strong.”

      “Strong!” High-pitched voices echoed from somewhere above, out of sight. They sounded like teenage boys inching into puberty.

      Reggie nodded. “Yeah. Strong. Maybe we can work together, though. I’ve got a friend. She’s strong.”

      Jo hissed, “Gee, thanks, Reggie. Way to volunteer me.”

      The Lost Boy smiled and waved Reggie up. “We try together.”

      Reggie climbed out and nodded toward Jo when she came up. “My name’s Reggie. This is Jo. We’re from—”

      “My father’s prisoners. I rescued you.” The Lost Boy cocked his head and sniffed at the air, one hand resting on the hilt of one of the little pirate-sword weapons, the other on a hip. There was enough light to make out a fine layer of pale gray fur, a slightly more pronounced set of canines, and darker eyes than Gray. A dark scab stood out on the little guy’s neck. “He’s coming. I’m Jacob. I run the pack since Snake killed my father.”

      “Jacob.” Reggie held a hand out, then pulled it back when Jacob stared at it. “Um, okay. That’s a gesture of friendship, but it can wait. So, here’s what I was thinking. We hide behind…well, like you guys are already doing: air conditioner parts and stuff. When he gets up here, someone lures him over to the edge and someone else runs up behind and pushes him.”

      Jacob blinked, then laughed. “That sounds fun!”

      Jo groaned. “A ringing endorsement from preteen hybrids. Way to go, Reggie.”

      Reggie cautiously edged toward the nearest wall and glanced down. He fought back vertigo, then caught the glow of fire off to his left and immediately got his bearings. He backed away from the edge, trying not to let on how badly his legs were shaking. “Restaurant’s on fire. I guess the others have made a run for it now.”

      “That’s something,” Jo muttered.

      Jacob backed away from the opening. “He’s near. When here, I distract, you push.”

      Reggie poked his head over the opening, caught the scent of rotted flesh and chemicals. “Yeah…” He backed away, searched around for the best cover—a low unit with ducts running from it—and pointed to it. “I guess—”

      Jo was already scurrying toward the cover.

      Reggie squatted next to her. “Is this hopeless?”

      She turned her blue eyes on him. “You scared of heights? The way you move, it’s like you’re afraid you’re going to get blown off.”

      “I can handle it.”

      The tip of a rifle barrel rose from the opening, followed by the man’s shoulders. When the head came into sight, Reggie could make out the dangling piece of scalp.

      Zombie. That’s all he could think.

      And then Barry was on the rooftop, head turning. Searching.

      Jacob popped up from behind an air conditioning unit and laughed, then ran for another unit closer to the wall nearest Barry. The zombie brought the rifle up and shifted.

      Reggie charged from cover, but his legs were rubber, and chills stole his strength. When he reached Barry, it was at little more than a jog, and the rifle was between them.

      More laughter came from nearby, and a stone disc rocked Barry’s head back.

      The rifle point twisted away and slipped from Barry’s grip. He fell to the roof with a thud, and Reggie swore he saw a flash of green light in the hollows of the man’s dark eyes.

      Reggie dropped over the fallen form, now more sure than ever it was a zombie laying there. It stank, and there were more injuries than just the head wounds. Gashes and holes were visible in the homespun shirt and rough-stitched jeans that covered even more rough-stitched flesh. The stone disc had landed nearby, so Reggie yanked it up and smashed it against Barry’s skull. With each blow, the eyelids opened on the dull eyes.

      And again, Reggie swore he saw a green glow.

      He got up and dragged the body toward the edge of the roof. Its limbs twitched, but it didn’t seem to have fine motor control anymore. Or yet.

      At the edge, Reggie pulled out another packet of matches. After a few tries, he had a good flame. He touched it to Barry’s clothes where the chemicals had stained them. Flames leapt up—not like in the movies where some stuntman staggered around in a wildly burning fireproof suit but decently.

      Reggie pushed the corpse over the edge, but it flailed an arm around. Its fingers latched onto Reggie’s sneaker. He kicked at the hand but to no effect. The sneaker sole skidded across the roof and over the raised lip, then over air. He screamed as he fell onto his back and shot toward the edge.

      His butt scraped across the surface, and he twisted around, searching for something—anything—to grab onto.

      Jo ran toward him, but there was no way she could cover the distance in time.

      He went over the edge, managing at the last second to grab onto the raised lip.

      Barry was a ton, two tons, an infinite weight pulling his victim to certain doom.

      Reggie kicked. His body seized up in terror. Fifty feet. Certain death. He kicked and kicked.

      And Barry lost his grip.

      Reggie stupidly looked down.

      Barry was a horrific fireball. Plummeting. Trailing black smoke.

      So far down.

      Weakness shot through Reggie’s limbs at the sight of the ground so far below.

      He lost his grip and fell.
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      The rover felt like it was driving over melted marshmallow instead of sand. Jonathan found himself fidgeting with his command helmet, then his wand, then the rover’s console. A jagged scarp rose off to the east, lit now by the false sunrise caused by heavy cloud cover. He’d seen it before, but it had never left him so anxious for the real thing.

      He set the helmet on his lap and cleared his throat.

      Lissa snapped, “Uh-uh. Don’t even start. I told you, the batteries are low. We’ll be lucky to make it back cruising at this speed.” She didn’t even look at him when she spoke, just stared straight ahead, eyes hidden by NVGs.

      His blood boiled. At another time, he would have backhanded her for such disrespect, the way his stepfather had backhanded his mother. Not now. Lissa was needed.

      So he sat back in his seat, shifted the belt over his shoulder, and listened to the desert silence, the crunch of the balloon tires gliding over sand, his own controlled breathing, and the occasional groan of the wounded security man in the rear. The fresh air flowing through the open windows did well enough keeping the stench of gore and vomit manageable, and it kept him cooled when he thought the armor must surely be cooking him alive.

      But there was no taking the armor off. Not after Hudnall’s attack. Not after she had shown what she was capable of.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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