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      He should have known better.

      That’s what Harrison Hart would tell himself several times over the coming days. He should have freaking known better. But when the woman shrieked, and Harrison turned toward the sound, and he saw the guy with the spiky hair and torn up jeans yank the brown leather handbag out of the woman’s grasp, what the hell else could he do but run after the jerk?

      Harrison was on his way to the Java Hutt on Nine Mile Road in Ferndale when he witnessed the purse snatching. He had just dropped his brother off at his therapy appointment and had an hour to kill. He had planned on using that hour to caffeinate his way through his typical afternoon slump. The August humidity put the heat index at over ninety degrees. Nothing unusual for Michigan, but Harrison was used to hiding out in places with air conditioning during weather like this. He sure as hell tried his best not to run around in it.

      Too late, though. His instincts to chase the purse snatcher had kicked in, and now he barreled down the sidewalk in the heart of Ferndale’s trendy downtown area, working up a sweat his Speedstick didn’t stand a chance against.

      The guy only had about a five yard head start. He carried the purse under one arm like an oversized football. He must have heard Harrison’s running footsteps behind him. He glanced over his shoulder, spotted Harrison coming, and poured on the speed.

      Harrison might have been in his early forties, but he kept himself in prime shape, even after leaving the FBI a year ago. He easily matched the purse snatcher’s pace. He also had the advantage of not carrying anything to slow him down. Judging from the snatcher’s frantic gait, he probably didn’t run very often. Definitely not for regular exercise. If Harrison didn’t catch up on speed alone, he would inevitably outlast the snatcher’s endurance.

      This chase was essentially over before it had begun.

      The snatcher didn’t realize that yet. He cut left into an alley, stealing another glance at his pursuer before disappearing around the corner.

      Harrison smirked to himself. He knew the alley would take the snatcher over to Troy Street, right across from one of Harrison’s favorite restaurants, One-Eyed Betty’s—which had the most glorious list of craft beers on tap and a shrimp po’boy to die for. It was a long alley. The snatcher would never reach the end of it before Harrison got to him.

      He took the corner as fast as he could without careening out of control.

      Once again, the snatcher looked behind him. A foolish move. Only slowed him down. His eyes went wide when he noticed Harrison gaining on him.

      An amateur might have wasted breath shouting for the thief to stop. Not Harrison. He put all his energy into sprinting. The snatcher only made it a quarter of the way down the alley before Harrison got close enough to reach out and grab the guy’s shirt collar. He heaved back and put on the breaks at the same time.

      The plain white t-shirt ripped, the sound reverberating between the alley walls, but the collar held together and caught the snatcher around the throat. An abrupt gak popped from his mouth as if he were about to hurl. Momentum carried his lower body forward, but the collar kept his upper body from going any further. His legs shot out from under him, and he slammed to the concrete on his back.

      Harrison let go of his shirt and made a grab for the handbag.

      The snatcher rolled away and curled his body around the bag, blocking Harrison’s grip.

      Not in the mood to fight fair, Harrison kicked him while he was down. “Let go of it. You’re done.”

      But the guy didn’t know when to quit. He rolled again, out of range of another kick, and scampered to his feet. He breathed hard through his clenched teeth, lips peeled back, spraying spittle with each quick exhale. A flap of shirt that had torn from the seam of his collar waved like a white flag. Too bad the idiot wasn’t actually surrendering.

      Harrison closed the distance between them and grasped the purse’s leather strap. “Just let go. Don’t make me hurt you.”

      The trademark snick of a switchblade releasing drew Harrison’s attention to the snatcher’s free hand. He caught the sunlight glinting off the blade only a second before the snatcher swung it at his face.

      Harrison released the purse and arched his back to avoid the blade’s arc. He felt the breeze of it passing by on the tip of his nose.

      Thankfully, the snatcher didn’t take a second swing. He used the opportunity to spin and keep running down the alley.

      “Hey,” someone shouted from behind Harrison.

      He turned toward the voice. The purse’s owner stood in the mouth of the alley, her fists clenched, a deep scowl carved into her fake-tanned face.

      “That’s my purse.” Her tone had an accusatory edge, as if she thought Harrison had helped take the purse instead of trying to catch the actual douche responsible.

      “I know,” Harrison said and turned back to the task of recovering it for her.

      The delay gave the snatcher a good lead. He had reached the end of the alley and took a right, sprinting out of view. He still ran like he was made of nothing but flailing limbs, but with his fresh head start and the knife in his hand, retrieving the handbag had gotten a little more complicated.

      When this was over, Harrison decided he would skip the coffee and go straight to One-Eyed Betty’s for a beer instead. Something with lots of hops and refreshing citrus notes…and a high alcohol content. Dylan could drive them home when he got out of his appointment.

      He took off after the snatcher once again.

      Mid-afternoon on a weekday, there wasn’t a lot of foot traffic on the sidewalks, even for a hotspot like downtown Ferndale. That made running easier for both Harrison and the snatcher. But it also made it easier for Harrison to keep the snatcher in his sights. He finally caught up with the thief two blocks over, in a residential area. This time, to avoid a slash from the switchblade, he kicked the snatcher’s legs out from under him instead of grabbing him.

      The snatcher somersaulted onto a neatly manicured front lawn that probably never went longer than a week without a mow and meticulous edging. The purse slipped out from under his arm and landed a couple yards from where he finally stopped rolling. He kept his hold on the switchblade, though, and managed not to cut himself with it during his tumble.

      Bummer.

      The humid air felt thick and hot in Harrison’s lungs as he worked to catch his breath. He pointed at the snatcher. “Stay down.”

      The idiot must have been hard of hearing. He got to his feet, panting, sweat making his spiky hair glisten as if he’d applied a fresh glop of gel at some point during the chase. His gaze flicked to the purse, then back to Harrison. He wagged his blade in front of him. “What’s your problem, man? This ain’t your business.”

      Harrison held his hands out to his sides. “What can I say? I have a hard time seeing a bad deed go unpunished.”

      “You’re going to get yourself killed, dumbass.”

      “Try me.”

      He jerked as if to come at Harrison, but dashed toward the purse instead.

      “Oh, no you don’t.”

      Harrison went for the purse, too.

      Both of them grabbed the strap at the same time. For a couple seconds, they played tug-of-war. Until the snatcher remembered he had a knife. He swiped the blade at Harrison’s forearm, forcing him to let go.

      The snatcher was still yanking on the purse strap when Harrison released. The sudden lack of a counter weight sent the snatcher flailing backward. The purse swung wildly, the force popping the snap that had held it closed. A hairbrush, lipstick, compact, keys, a wallet, a flurry of crumpled receipts, and a half-dozen other random items came flying out like shrapnel from an explosion.

      Harrison dodged back to avoid the spray.

      The snatcher staggered, but kept his feet. He looked from the emptied purse dangling from the strap still clutched in his hand to the assortment of things now scattered across the lawn. His gazed stopped on something in the grass. His eyes narrowed.

      Harrison sighed. “It’s over, dude. I’d run if you don’t want to get your ass kicked.”

      The snatcher looked at him. He held up his switchblade like someone in a commercial holding up the product they were advertising. “I still have this.”

      “You’ll need more than that,” Harrison said. “Trust me.”

      The snatcher’s next move took Harrison completely off guard. He threw the freaking knife.

      It was a pretty good throw, too. The switchblade tumbled end over end right at Harrison’s face. He twisted away and ducked. The blade sailed overhead and landed with a clatter onto the sidewalk. Whether or not the snatcher believed he could hit Harrison with that toss didn’t matter. It was a perfect distraction, and Harrison braced himself for a follow-up attack as he straightened and turned back.

      To Harrison’s surprise, the snatcher made his second smart move that afternoon. He ran for it. He was already headed up the driveway of the neighboring house when Harrison spotted him. He had left the empty purse behind on the grass.

      The guy deserved an ass-kicking, but since he had finally given up on his attempted theft, Harrison let him go. He’d had his fill of running through the boiling humid soup that passed as air anyway.

      The ex-purse snatcher disappeared into the neighbor’s back yard. A handful of seconds later, Harrison heard the rattle of chainlink as the failed thief hopped a fence.

      Harrison let loose a long sigh and tugged the front of his sweat-soaked shirt to unstick it from his chest. Then he got to work hunting through the lawn for the stuff to put back into the purse. Once he was sure he got it all, he headed back to find the woman it belonged to, pausing on the way to pick up the snatcher’s switchblade off the sidewalk. Not something he wanted to leave for some kid to run over with his bike.
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      Harrison found her right where he’d left her—at the mouth of the alley by the Java Hutt. When she saw him strolling down the alley with her purse in hand, she stomped toward him, fists clenched at her sides, wide shoulders swaying, looking a lot like a bull in a flowered sundress and leather sandals. She had a flat, over-tanned face, and deep-set eyes. Her black hair was cut in a pixie style, which showed off her flashy gold hoop earrings.

      “You better not have taken anything from it.”

      Harrison stopped short. “I just ran two blocks in ninety-degree heat and almost got my nose sliced open.”

      She kept coming at him. Her nostrils flared. The hem of her dress swished around her thick knees as she marched. She didn’t say anything until she reached him and held out her hand. “Give.”

      Her abrupt manner baffled him, made him hesitate a second instead of handing the purse right over. Big mistake.

      If looks could kill, hers would have destroyed a whole planet Death Star style. “There’s no cash in it, as you probably already saw. I don’t have my checkbook either, so don’t think you’re getting a reward.”

      “I don’t want a reward.”

      “Then why haven’t you given me my damn purse already?”

      “Feeling a little underappreciated, I guess.”

      “If you want a pat on the head, you’re going to have to bend over. You’re too tall.”

      It wasn’t until she said that that Harrison realized the woman stood hardly a couple inches higher than five feet. Her mere presence had made her seem taller. He was six-two, but sure didn’t feel it right then.

      What he did feel was hot, sticky, tired, and not in the mood for this woman’s attitude.

      He shoved the purse at her as if handing over a sack of smelly trash. “Please, take it.”

      She jerked it out of his hands and immediately started going through it.

      “I didn’t take anything.”

      “Uh-huh.” At first, she searched through the bag with an irritated precision. But once she went through everything, she started over, movements more jerky, her breath quickening, the look in her eyes turning more panicked than angry.

      Harrison hated to ask, but he did anyway. “What’s wrong?”

      She ignored him, shoving the stuff inside the purse one way, then the other, pawing through it like a cat in a litter box.

      “If there’s something missing,” Harrison said, “it might have fallen out. The purse got dumped while I was fighting the guy for it.”

      Her gaze flashed up to him. “Dumped?”

      “I did a thorough search. But the grass was pretty thick, so⁠—”

      “Grass?”

      Harrison pointed in the general direction of the place he’d squared off with the snatcher. “Someone’s front lawn a couple blocks over.”

      “Did the other guy take anything?”

      Other guy. Like they were in on the whole thing together. This woman had clear trust issues. “I didn’t see him take anything. He did, however, throw this at me.” He pulled out the switchblade from his back pocket and showed it to her.

      She barely glanced at it. Apparently, she was as short on sympathy as she was gratitude. “You need to take me to where this happened.”

      Harrison put the switchblade away and took out his phone to check the time. Dylan had thirty minutes left of his appointment. As unappealing as the prospect of spending any longer in this crabby woman’s presence was, he couldn’t blow her off now. He’d committed to helping her when he nearly took a knife to the face. Might as well see it through.

      “Sure. Let’s go.”

      Despite her short legs, the woman could have competed as a professional power-walker, if there was such a thing. She set a furious pace, hampered only by Harrison’s unwillingness to match it. She made sure to express her impatience with a variety of grunts and whispered curses the whole walk over.

      When they reached the proper street, Harrison pointed out the house. “Fourth one down, with the shrubs that look like poodle tails sticking out of the ground.”

      She took off, trading in the power walk for a full jog. Harrison trailed behind her. By the time he caught up, she stood in the center of the lawn, scanning the grass as she made a slow turn. She wrung her hands together, absently tugging at one hell of a rock on her left ring finger. Harrison pitied the dude who had to suffer her wrath on a regular basis.

      “What is it you’re looking for?” he asked. “Maybe I can help.”

      She kept her gaze down on the lawn. “You sure this is the place?”

      Harrison crossed his arms and rolled his eyes. “Yep.”

      “There’s nothing here. Nothing.”

      “I told you I searched thoroughly. It’s kind of a specialty of mine.”

      She paused her search and glared at him. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “It means I’m a private detective. And I used to work for the FBI. It means I’m good at finding things.”

      “The FBI?”

      “Until relatively recently.”

      She gave the lawn another quick look—it wasn’t a particularly large square of sod—grunted, and stomped her foot. Harrison worried she might start crying for her mommy dearest any second now. Good thing it was midday and most of the neighborhood residents, including the owner of the house whose lawn they were traipsing over, appeared to be off to work or running errands or whatever. How embarrassing would it be to get caught with a grown woman in the midst of a temper tantrum?

      Thankfully, she drew herself back from the edge of a full toddler meltdown. She sucked a deep breath through her wide nose, smoothed her hands down her dress, and lifted her chin. “You better not have taken it.”

      “Look, lady, I don’t even know what it is. And I’ve got better things to do than pilfer through a purse I worked so hard to get back to you.”

      She held her hand out, palm up. “Give me your card.”

      “My card?”

      “I assume you have one if you really are a private detective.”

      Harrison got a card out of his wallet and handed it over.

      She held it close to her nose and squinted at it. “Kamille Bahar and Associates?” Her frown thinned her lips to a curved slash across her face. “You don’t look like either a Kamille or a Bahar.”

      “But I do look like an associate. Ms. Bahar owns the agency.”

      “I see.” No two words ever sounded more disdainful. She slipped the card into her purse. “You can go now, I suppose.”

      “Wow. Thanks, boss.”

      “No,” she said, impervious to Harrison’s sarcasm. “I won’t be hiring you at the moment.”

      As if I’d work for you, he thought while donning his most winning smile. “Have a nice day.”

      He turned and walked back the way they’d come, with a slight alteration in course. He had fifteen minutes before he had to get Dylan. Plenty of time to grab a beer at One-Eyed Betty’s.
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      Jen was late. She was never late. Jacob Seelenberger took this as a good sign.

      He sat at one of the tables in the nearly deserted Java Hutt, half a cup of lukewarm mocha in front of him. Only one other patron occupied the coffee shop at the moment, a teen girl with blue hair and too many piercings to count, scribbling furiously in a spiral notebook. Probably writing poems about the agony of youth or something. Total cliche, but she was the only thing interesting to watch while he waited.

      The mocha didn’t sit right in his stomach. Rumbles and gurgles sent up a sour taste to the back of his throat. Didn’t help he hadn’t eaten all day. He’d always had a nervous stomach, ever since childhood. A recent visit to the doc also revealed he suffered from irritable bowel syndrome. Jake was supposed to avoid dairy and anything spicy. Of course, he never ate anything spicy, so no worries there. But he loved a cold glass of milk in the morning. And ice cream. How the devil was he supposed to give up ice cream?

      Another ripple of discomfort rolled through his belly. He winced and put a hand on his stomach.

      Come on, Jen. I can’t stand this much longer.

      As if the thought had summoned her, the bell above the cafe’s front door jangled. Jen rushed in, her presence instantly filling the room like it always did, like it had the first time he met her and knew he had to marry her, whatever the cost. The cost, in the end, had been a ring worth ten grand, and a little loss of control over his life. Yet, while he’d never admit it to anyone, Jake did not mind one bit that Jen wore the proverbial pants in their marriage. Jen had been born to lead, and—let’s face it—Jake always did better when he had someone to follow.

      Like he had always followed his big brother’s lead, until Joshua got himself killed almost five years ago.

      Once inside the cafe, Jen honed in on Jake and beelined to his table. She was breathing heavy and had a feral look in her eyes, a look Jake had never seen on her before. Was that…fear?

      Another good sign, much as it pained Jake to see.

      But then Jake noticed what she had clutched under her arm, and his already twitchy stomach did a couple barrel rolls.

      In a flurry of motion, Jen dropped the purse on the table, nearly knocking over Jake’s mocha, and flopped into the chair across from him. She threw her hands up, fingers curled as if she meant to strangle the very air around her. “You will not believe what just happened to me.”

      The blue-haired poet glanced up from her composition at the sudden commotion.

      Jake kept his expression frozen and his mouth shut, afraid any little quirk might give him away.

      Jen gaped at him. “Well? Aren’t you going to ask me what happened?”

      “What happened?” God, did his voice crack?

      Jen’s brow wrinkled. “What’s wrong with you?”

      “Nothing. Just…” He patted his belly. “The stomach again.”

      She pointed at the cup in front of him. “Is there cream in that?”

      “It’s a mocha.”

      “There’s milk in that, Jakey. You know you’re not supposed to have dairy. And the caffeine’s bad, too.”

      “It’s a coffee shop. What was I supposed to order?”

      “A decaf soy latte would have been fine.”

      The mere thought of ingesting soy milk nauseated him, but he wouldn’t argue with her. He wouldn’t win. “Okay. I’ll get that next time.”

      Jen rolled her eyes. “You’re a terrible liar, Jakey.”

      “All right. I’m sorry.”

      He looked down at her purse. Plain brown leather, with one of those magnetic snaps to hold it closed. Not a bit of wear on it, because Jen never used a purse for longer than a few months before she found another she adored and had to buy. Today, this one was supposed to get an even earlier retirement than usual. Yet there it sat in front of him.

      He felt like a pair of hands were wringing his guts like a wet rag. “Did…did you get it?”

      “Oh,” Jen bellowed. “Oh, I got it. I got it, no problem. I told you I would. But then…” She pressed her fingers against her temples and rubbed. “Jesus Christ, it’s like a nightmare.” That unfamiliar fear filled her eyes again.

      “For crying in the night, Jen. My stomach can’t take anymore. What happened?”

      “Some guy,” she said, and the way she said guy made it sound like a curse, “tried to steal my purse.”

      He had to react. If he didn’t react, she would know something was off. If his reaction sounded fake, that might be even worse. She had said so herself, he was a terrible liar. But he had to lie now, and he had to lie good. His marriage depended on it.

      “You have got to be kidding me,” he blurted. Every word sounded stilted in his ears. This was why he had never gotten parts in the school plays, no matter how many times he’d tried out.

      All at once, the urge to use the bathroom overtook Jake. That’s all he needed was to poop himself out in public. Damned IBS.

      “I am not kidding,” Jen said, showing no signs of suspicion. Instead, her gaze seemed to have turned inward. She stared in the middle distance between them, but was seeing something else entirely, maybe reliving the experience. “This prick yanks my purse off my arm and takes off. Then, this other guy, runs after him. It happened so fast, I wasn’t sure what the hell was going on at first.”

      “Another guy? Went after him?”

      “Yeah. I thought maybe they were in on it together. I’m still not sure they weren’t. But the other guy, he’s a private detective, comes back with the purse and tells me a story about getting in a knife fight with the first guy, and…” She shook her head as if trying to rattle the pieces of her story into some kind of order that made sense.

      Which made Jake feel a little better, because it didn’t make much sense to him, either. Private detective? Knife fight?

      “But he got your purse back?”

      “Yes. Except the one thing I really cared about isn’t in it anymore.”

      Oh, no. Please, God, no. “What thing?”

      Jen huffed and rolled her eyes. She raised a hand as if to smack Jake upside the head. She didn’t, of course. She had a sharp tongue, sure, but she never physically assaulted him. “The flash drive, you idiot. I had it. I was bringing it here just like we planned. But either the guy who took my purse or the private detective guy must have taken it. That’s the only thing I can think of.”

      The swirling flame in Jake’s gut expanded. He broke into a cold sweat. “You lost the flash drive?”

      It was the wrong thing to say.

      Jen’s eyes narrowed to slits. Her upper lip curled. “I didn’t lose it, Jacob.” Her voice quivered in that way it did when she was holding back her rage. Something she only did out in public. “It was taken. And if we don’t get it back before your mother realizes it’s gone, it won’t matter that you’re her only surviving son. She will gut us both.”
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      The Bell’s Two Hearted Ale Harrison drank at One-Eyed Betty’s helped thin the adrenaline that remained in his system from his afternoon adventure, but the awkward silence he now suffered on the car ride home wrecked any lasting effects. Typically, the drive from Dylan’s shrink in Ferndale to their house in Royal Oak only took about ten minutes. Alas, it was construction season in Michigan, and Woodward had a lane closure that put their current arrival time in the Who the hell knows? range.

      Dylan hadn’t said a single word since he got in the car. He stared out the passenger-side window, arms crossed, his head in some other world Harrison would never have access to. A lock of his long dark hair hung in his face, but he didn’t seem to notice or care. Occasionally, he slipped a hand free to scratch at the stubble on his cheek, then folded his arms back up.

      He’d been like this for the past three days. Broody. Uncommunicative. Down. After a year of living with his brother’s bipolar, Harrison thought he should be used to these moments, but…not so much. He never knew what the hell to say to Dylan during one of his depressive states.

      As far as his manic states went? That was a different monster entirely.

      His brother was only three years younger than Harrison, had turned forty a few months ago, but sometimes Dylan still seemed like a teenager to Harrison. Intellectually, Harrison understood this came from a combination of Dylan’s illness and Harrison’s new caretaker role. It also didn’t help they both once again lived in the house they grew up in together. It was like a permanent flashback to their high school years, only without their parents. He knew all this, understood it fine, yet still sometimes wanted to smack Dylan upside the head and tell him to act his age, get over it, snap out of it.

      He didn’t, though. Not once.

      He hadn’t quit the FBI and moved back to Michigan to berate his little brother. He’d come to help him. He only wished he knew how. Which was the crux of it all—after a year of carting Dylan to psychiatrist and therapy appointments, keeping on top of his latest prescriptions and making sure he took them, contributing an income to Dylan’s criminally anemic disability check, nothing had changed. Dylan still struggled, and Harrison did not know what more he could do.

      The car’s air conditioning was on full blast. Harrison still felt a little squishy under his arms and in his crotch from all the sweating he’d done. He looked forward to a shower and change of clothes when they got home. If they got home.

      Dylan sighed and shifted in his seat as if uncomfortable or annoyed or…Harrison didn’t know what.

      Finally, Harrison couldn’t take the silence anymore.

      “What’s up?”
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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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