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        Duty defined Jing Althus' life.

        Duty to Nthanda, his cousin. To the Ceelen who expected him to lead if Nthanda fell.

        Someone had targeted the Ceelen for destruction.

        Only one person could help Jing discover them: Iman Hogarth, conman, genius and the most beautiful man Jing had ever met.

        If Iman would help.

        Jing's only hope was to convince Iman that he was worth risking Iman's life.
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      Amahle bit xyr lip as xe peered over the edge of the balcony. The station managers had put in new lights just a few days ago but Dana had used her slingshot to put them out again. No way could they survive if the lights were good in here. The hunting would be terrible if their prey could see them coming. Not that most of their prey ever looked up.

      Idiot ground-pounders that they were.

      Still, this group was different enough that Amahle didn't give the signal as they walked underneath xyr post. Big, really big; the one that stalked in the front was easily twice as tall as Amahle and xe was the biggest out of xyr pack of kids. Xe thought that one in front was the leader, all muscle and claws and shiny iridescent scales but he was scanning the area more like a scout. Behind him were two that looked female, heavy boobs and wide hips like they'd just had kids. Except they had muscle like the first in their arms and legs and they carried big guns.

      Really big damned guns, like heavy enough that Amahle would leave them lie after an ambush. Too heavy to carry and too specialized in ammo to sell: worthless.

      Xe bit xyr lip as Dana's head peeked out of the airshaft at the far end of the corridor. Just for a moment but it was long enough for the one in the middle-back, the one who was small and light and dressed all in black armored synth-leather that'd feed the whole pack for a year, to raise a hand.

      "Ah, it's a trap," Synth-Leather said. Xyr voice purred with threat. "A smart trap but still. This is a kill zone Unathi."

      "Coulda told you that," Scales and Claws in the front. "You want I should kill them all, Taonga?"

      "Oh no, they're not that much of a threat," Taonga said. Xyr voice did a weird little thrill that made dust rattle next to Amahle. "Very small. They're smaller than me. Children, I suspect."

      Amahle's heart lurched and then xe was up and running as fast as xe could along the balcony. Not towards xyr pack. Couldn't betray them that way. No, xe ran the other way, towards the crowded parts of the station where ground-pounders looked at kids and saw harmless instead of predator.

      The whine of the women's weapons screamed in Amahle's ears despite the desperate pounding of her feet against the creaky metal of the balcony. Xe reached the part that bridged from this section of wall across a corridor to another, more secure area. Bare metal grates instead of properly solid flooring so Amahle leaped and rolled in the hopes that xe could make it across before they fired through the grate and killed xem.

      Blue electricity arced all around Amahle, jolting xyr body and clenching xyr muscles even as xe struggled to keep on rolling towards safety. A second bolt hit and there was nothing but blue and white and then black.
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      The kid was tiny. Unathi frowned as he strapped xem into a chair and then added about sixteen times more restraints than he'd normally use. Tiny or not, the kid had taken two stunner blasts and still been fighting. Not really consciously but fighting none the less. Xe'd tried to take a bite out of Taonga and had managed to leave score marks on Temple's arm and Chinweike's cheek before Unathi took over handling xem.

      Tough little brat. Explained why their team had been hired to clean the area out. But he wasn't at all happy about the job now that he saw what they were up again.

      Station manager had been all bright smiles and oily words. Francis Voigt, the station manager, had waved his plump little hands as he ever so politely asked them to help them deal with the 'imported animals' that were 'infesting' the sector.

      "It really isn't something that we want to advertise," Voigt had said, fat face pursing as he tried to look sad. His scent was only annoyed and greedy. "We've sent I don't know how many teams in to clear the area so that we can repair the lights, the air supply, especially the water and sewer systems. It's an old station, nearly a thousand years. We knew when we bought it that there would be issues but we truly didn't expect to have an infestation like this."

      Infestation.

      Yeah, right. Voigt could claim that the station had been uninhabited and abandoned when he bought it but Unathi was getting more and more certain that these kids were the real owners. They'd been here all along, born here, grew up here, just trying to defend their homes, that sort of here. Not an infestation at all.

      "Gensyn?" Taonga asked.

      "Oh yeah," Unathi agreed. "Not old enough to reproduce but Gensyn. Didn't see any shifting but I can smell the genetics and no one else has nanites that shake off damage like that. Xe was almost up and running again by the time I got there. Just a few seconds and already fighting. If I hadn't hit xem with my venom xe'd still be fighting."

      "This job is a lie," Chinweike snarled. "We didn't hire on to kill kids, Boss. I got no problem killing rats of any variety but I'll be damned if I'll hunt down and kill runaway kids."

      "Not runaway," Unathi said.

      He straightened up as all three of his partners stared at him. The kid lay lax and unconscious in the restraints. There'd be others coming to rescue xem. He'd smelled the others watching, smelled the wariness and worry. No matter what xyr age, the kid was a scout and a bruiser, a lot like him.

      "This is their home, Taonga," Unathi said. "Voigt lied. The station wasn't abandoned. Might not have had many adults but it has people. Xe's one of them. Scout like me. Xe was scoping us out to see if we were prey. That means--"

      "That xyr pack is on the way," Taonga agreed in that whispery purr that promised violence.
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      Amahle woke to too many straps and the sense that xe was being watched. Closely. Real closely. Xe didn't bother trying to pretend that xe was still asleep. Xe'd jerked against the restraints. Whoever the hunters were, they'd have caught the wake up. Just like they caught Amahle.

      Xe lifted xyr head and jerked again to find Claws and Scales staring right at xem. "What you want?"





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/pod-joining-of-lines-ebook-cover-04---750-x-1200-size.jpg
eyarl.’
cFarland

Author'o‘l lah fo

"] ommg

o OL lneS






OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



OEBPS/images/pod-the-mother-of-ransom-ebook-cover-03.jpg
eyari
cfarland

Author of Cradle of tihe Day *
" ] o . 4 . A s

A Dratﬁ

of
Roms om






