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About This Book


Detective Kate Morgan is stumped, trying to decide when a case is really a case and when it belongs on her desk or someone else’s. She’s homicide and this?… This is something else, right? Following up the leads doesn’t help, only confuses the issue—until someone slips up or slips away literally.

Simon wakes, choking on water, drowning in the darkness of his night, struggling to understand what madness he is connecting to now. As usual, he has few answers, and the ones he does find make no sense. Add in a young man in desperate need of assistance—yet hiding something—has Simon caught up trying to help someone, who maybe doesn’t want help in the first place.

As Kate works her way through the details of multiple cases—or not cases—the realization is worse than anyone had realized.

Sign up to be notified of all Dale’s releases here!


Chapter 1
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Two Weeks Later, Second Week of November

Detective Kate Morgan walked into the station, a bright smile on her face. She looked around at her team, who had gotten up on their feet to clap and to cheer. “What was it this time? Three days and three cases closed? We’re on a roll,” she crowed.

Immediately came high fives all around her. “Right, and we needed it. Damn, we needed it,” Lilliana stated.

“Oh, we needed some quick successes, all right,” Kate agreed. “Just so many open cases and more new ones happening all the time that it’s almost impossible to feel anything but depressed.”

“I know,” Rodney agreed, coming up behind her, walking with the help of a cane.

She looked at him critically. “Are you back? How are you doing?”

“Oh, I’ll survive,” he replied, with a casual shrug, “and I’ll probably walk with a limp for quite some time. That SOB got me good, and, thanks to that asshole, I’ll suffer some for a time,” he muttered. “Yet I’m damn glad to be alive.”

It had been weeks since Kate had shot Peter while he was attacking Rodney, intent on adding yet another cop to his list of victims. That snapshot of Rodney’s near-death encounter with their perp had given Kate a whole new perspective on Rodney, as he struggled to recover from the debilitating physical attack. She told him, “I’m just glad that you’re doing better and that you’re back. Doing without you and Andy was tough.”

“I am back and better and thankful,” he declared, with a smile in her direction, “and know who to thank for it.”

“Oh, no, don’t even go there,” she said, with an eye roll. “That’s the last thing I need.”

“Yeah, what she said,” Owen pitched in from the nearby desk, with a grin.

Rodney grinned at the joke and looked back at her, holding up a baggie. “Does that mean, if my girlfriend baked you some cookies, you’ll turn them down?”

“I’ll never turn down cookies,” she stated, staring at him. “What do you think I am? A psycho?” And, with that, she snatched the bag from his hand and eyed it with a greedy expression on her face. Then it came to her. “These were for your lunch, weren’t they?”

He burst out laughing. “Damn, I’m so busted.”

She groaned and handed them back. “You can keep them.” She smiled. “Besides, you’re the injured person, not me.”

“Ah, I’m not injured though,” he added. “I just got released to return to duty.”

“Sure, but you still have to go to physical therapy, right?”

He glared at her and nodded. “Why did you have to go there and ruin my day? Do you know how painful PT is?”

“Oh, I do,” she noted, with a satisfied nod. “Trust me. I absolutely do, which is why you’re not getting out of it.” He just continued to glare at her, and she chuckled. “Not happening.” She pointed at his miserable face. “You need to get that leg back.” Kate turned to ask her team, “Anybody have an update on Andy returning to work?”

Just then Sergeant Colby walked in. “So…” he began.

Something about his tone of voice made Kate cringe. “What?” she asked cautiously.

He nodded at her. “We have the potential of something ugly coming up on the board—reports of a drowning up at Cultus Lake.”

“That’ll be up to the local law enforcement, right?” Kate asked.

“Yes, it’s from a while ago, but yes.”

“What do you mean, a while ago?”

“We have that case, and we have a couple other cases. Those others concern us because they probably link to that older one.”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” Kate said. “You’re not making sense.”

“I will, unfortunately,” he replied, raising his hand to stop her onslaught. “Okay, listen up. I’ll fill you all in from the top. We’ve had a drowning at Wreck Beach.”

At that, Rodney whistled. “It certainly isn’t from the weight of the bathing suits down at that new beach,” he noted, with a smile.

“Maybe, but it happened early in the morning, off one of the rocks,” Colby noted, with a sigh. “According to a witness, somebody out there apparently tried to help, supposedly tried to help, but the victim drowned and was carried along the shore, before being dragged to shore by the guy who had been trying to help. However, in hindsight, now our witness is not so sure.”

Kate frowned at him in confusion. “I don’t get it.”

Lilliana snorted. “Thank you. I’m so glad you said that, though I never thought I would hear those words coming out of your mouth in one million years. And, Sarge, for the record, I sure as hell don’t get it either.”

“According to the eyewitness, this person trying to save our victim may have instead drowned our victim.”

“So it could have been one or the other? That’s hardly a solid witness account or a conclusive statement,” Lilliana pointed out.

“Exactly, which is why it has ended up in our purview.”

“So,” Kate asked, “we don’t have a body, or do we?”

Colby faced her. “As of twenty minutes ago, we have a body.”

She groaned. “Okay, so we have a drowning victim. I’m still confused how that has anything to do with us.”

At that moment, their analyst Reese walked in, with several files in her hand. “Because,” she interjected, as she passed out copies to everyone, “we have three other victims with eyewitness accounts, making it sound as if somebody watched them drown and didn’t do anything to help them—or possibly tried to help them but failed.”

Kate winced, then asked cautiously. “Watched them drown or actively helped them drown and then stepped back?”

“That’s what you get to find out,” Colby stated, with a nod in her direction. “We’re taking it in the worst way possible—that they put this person in a position to drown and then stepped back and watched them drown. Now, if that’s the case”—he gave them all a stare—“it’s murder, and, therefore, it’s ours.”

“And if that’s not the case?” Kate asked cautiously.

He shrugged. “Then it has nothing to do with us.” She glared at him, and he smiled. “All I can tell you is that this case has crossed our desk, so it’s up to us to take a look.”

“Okay then,” Kate confirmed, “but it does sound…” Then she frowned and shrugged. “It sounds a little off.”

“Which means it should be a perfect case for you then,” Lilliana noted, with an eye roll. “Nobody does a little off like Kate.”

“Regardless of who does it well,” Colby butted in, “this is a serious case, and, as Reese pointed out, three other cases have similarities. No conclusive link but similar in the manner of death and in the eyewitness accounts.”

“Why the hell would you drown anybody with eyewitnesses around in the first place?” Kate wondered out loud.

Colby turned, looked at her, and nodded. “Exactly, so see what you can come up with and get back to me as soon as you can.”

She groaned. “Will do.” She turned to the others. “I suppose you all have cases to work?”

“Yep, you’re the one who took time off,” Owen pointed out. “So guess what? You’re it.”

“Seems that I’m always it somehow,” she mumbled to herself, as she walked over to her desk with the folders, wondering how the hell she would even start on this. Eyewitness accounts were notoriously unreliable, not to mention the fact that a lot of the time these convenient witnesses had ulterior motives.

As she looked down at the files in front of her, she had to wonder just what motive anybody would have for this.


Chapter 2
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Kate stood at the edge of the water, watching as the sea reached for her boots with every roll of the tide. She was far enough back that she should be safe from getting her feet wet. It was a cloudy and dismal mid-November day, yet not as cold as it could have been. Although a very balmy fall season by anyone’s standards here in Canada, the water would still be cold for swimming. Or drowning.

With various rocks along the water’s edge, and logs that were obviously a favorite of many of the beachgoers, the scene looked worn and a bit worse for wear, but still it was a beauty in its own right. Wreck Beach was a local nudist beach and, for the most part, kept itself pretty much self-regulated.

As she looked around, the beach itself was empty. She smiled as the breeze washed through and lifted the hair off her face and, in a surprisingly odd twist, gave her a sense of renewal, a sense of peace and calm. Something was generously healing about Mother Nature, particularly in a beach setting, like this.

That might seem odd, considering what she was here for, but death was the other half of the constant cycle of life. It would just be nice if people would leave each other to die on their own terms. So, when they didn’t, that’s when Kate ended up involved. She stood here, enjoying the solitary peace of the wondrous space and the fairly isolated beach, looking out to the Vancouver harbor, which had grown to be quite famous.

Several tankers were out there in front of her, plus lots of sailboats and pleasure craft of all kinds. It was hard to imagine, but it was a day like none other in the sense that everybody knew that this season was slowly coming to an end. Fall was well into its cycle, and winter would not be far behind. Winter in Vancouver meant more rain than anything, but that was typical of coastal towns and cities all over the world.

Still, it would be a change, but she really loved living here and experiencing four distinct seasons. She couldn’t imagine living someplace in the world where it was 74 degrees all year round and never changed. She absolutely loved the contrasts that each season brought in Vancouver. There was such a sense of renewal in spring, yet a special rebirth coming after a hibernation period, and fall was special with a sense of closure. A period to go inside and then return to the world, with a renewed sense of enjoyment and peace in the spring.

She knew a lot of people didn’t feel that way, and unfortunately, for her, crime never ceased, no matter what the season.

She returned her attention to the terrain. Not a whole lot of rocks could be seen, as they were underwater, but a few buoys were out there. A few visible rocks were at the end of the beach around the bend. She had already spent an hour wandering back and forth on the sand, getting a feel for the location. She had a good idea where the body had been pulled from, which was farther down, and a good idea of where the eyewitness saw the woman drowning.

Shitty people were all over the world, but that still didn’t mean it was murder. Yet not making an effort to assist or to contact people to render aid was also a crime, though not necessarily one easy to prosecute.

Of course, if the body had zero signs of struggle but just evidence of a simple drowning, then that made her job still harder, at least to enforce any kind of criminal activity involved. However, if the cops had several other cases, as Colby and their analyst had pointed out, then that was a different story. Was somebody deliberately doing harm, or was it a series of ugly accidents?

She didn’t believe in coincidence, never had. Too many times what seemed like coincidences just raised her instincts to delve in further, or sometimes those coincidental events were—and she hated herself for even thinking this—fate intervening. She really didn’t know what she believed anymore. Simon’s psychic visions interacting with her black-and-white attitude had completely changed her worldview to allow for a lot of gray, getting grayer every day.

It wasn’t easy to admit, but her other team members often questioned her to see if she had any contribution from Simon, her boyfriend and reluctant psychic, regarding any of the various cases that crossed their desks. Thankfully for the last little while, he’d been calm, quiet, and sleeping peaceably. So no nightmares to warn them of something coming soon.

Everybody was happy for his sake, but, for some of these cases, that still had them bothered. Most of her team much preferred that Simon wake up screaming the name of a murderer or giving them exact locations of bodies and weapons. Of course nothing in his world worked that way.

So, for him, silence was golden.

Kate looked out at the harbor, noting several pleasure craft heading toward the marinas. The day was slowly ending, and most of the daytime boaters were heading back to their safe harbors for the night. It was only 5:30 p.m., but in mid-November, an overcast day heading toward dusk had a dark gloominess to it.

She suspected boating would be right up Simon’s alley, or sailing as the rich called it. He wasn’t much for beachgoing out in the hot sunshine for very long though, but he would be out on a day like today, thoroughly enjoying the weather and the change in temperature. She glanced down at her watch and nodded. She would be here specifically on site around the time of the most recent drowning, as identified in the police report.

Not the time that the body had been discovered but the time when the female witness had supposedly seen somebody refusing to help the drowning victim or had tried to help them and had failed. Had this witness herself called it in? She supposedly had, but Kate hadn’t seen a copy of the transcript yet to read exactly what she’d told the cops or how her phone call may have set all this in motion.

Stepping back, Kate got a broader, wider-angled view of the beach itself and the cliffs rising behind her. A few people walked around, all dressed, mostly because of the weather. Just because it was a nude beach, people didn’t have to be nude all the time or at any time. People came with all different levels of comfort, depending on how modest they were in regard to their own bodies. For some people, nudity would never be okay because of religious or cultural upbringing, and that was okay too. This beach was relatively hidden, safe from the public eye, except for those who came to enjoy the same pastime, whether partaking in the nudity or coming to ogle it. Still, predators were possible too.

Those were the ones who Kate would prefer just stay away, but it was almost impossible to have any say in that.

She wandered back and forth for a bit at the specified time of the drowning. Not long afterward, she headed to her vehicle. Still, she stopped several times, looked down at the view, nodding, as she saw various people on the beach and what any onlooker might have seen or what they couldn’t have seen.

Yet, at this time of day, it was quite possible that nobody had even been around. The body had also been found fully dressed, so not out for a swim, and that’s the part that concerned Kate. If the body had been in a bathing suit, potentially with evidence of having gone for a swim and gotten caught in a tide, well that was a different story.

Accidental drownings happened, far too many to make anybody happy. Outside of posting lifeguards here twenty-four hours a day, it was almost impossible to regulate. British Columbia was known for hundreds of miles of beaches up and down its coast. So common sense must be used when swimming, and, if common sense were lacking, not a whole lot anybody could do about it. But still, Kate was always sad for the families, and, in this particular case, she sighed because the victim was a young woman, only twenty-three years old.

Patty was her name.

Kate had her last name, but, for some reason, only the victim’s first name stuck with Kate. As she continued up to her vehicle, stopping yet again to peruse the shoreline, she saw a large boat, maybe a yacht—she wasn’t even sure; she didn’t do boats. That was a Simon thing. It was a boat of some sort out in the distance that looked pretty interesting.

She stared at it for a long moment, picked up her phone, and took a picture of it, wondering what it would cost to have something like that and what it would take to keep something like that maintained and on the water. Would anybody have been close enough to have seen what had happened to her drowning victim? Or, with the rocks nearby in the water, were they parked so far out that nobody could have seen the shoreline?

The one boat came in, closer and closer to the shore, and she stood here watching, wondering how shallow it was out there and how they knew about that. It stopped about one hundred yards off the beach. It could get deep around here, and the harbor itself was well-known for quite easily handling the large ships that came and went, but wouldn’t boats beach easily at this location?

As she stood here, her phone rang. She looked down to see it was Simon. “Hey. Where are you?”

“I was going to ask you the same thing.”

Frowning at the odd note in his voice, she replied, “I’m at Wreck Beach.”

A half snort came at that. “You went without me?”

She smiled into the phone, knowing he couldn’t see it, but appreciating the comment anyway. “We can always come back another time,” she teased. “It’s pretty-damn cold for swimming, and I, for one, am not baring my butt out here for that, not until summertime.”

He chuckled. “I think I see you.”

She froze. “Are you on that boat, right across from the harbor?”

“I’m right across from Wreck Beach,” he clarified, “hardly a harbor.” She frowned and Simon chuckled. “I know. I know. I’m not supposed to tease you about your lack of marine knowledge.”

“It does feel like something I need to brush up on,” she muttered.

“Lots of things you feel the need to brush up on,” he noted. “I don’t think you need to make this another one.”

She groaned. “And somehow, just like that, you make me seem neurotic or even anal about my lack of information.”

“I don’t mean that at all,” he stated. “I’m out for a test ride on a yacht that a friend of mine is selling.”

She tried to read the name on the side of it. “I see a boat somewhat close to the shore. I don’t know that it’s you though, and I can’t see the name on the boat.”

He added, “Take another look.”

And suddenly the person on the nearby boat stood up and waved both arms. She laughed into the phone. “I guess that’s you.”

“Yep, it sure is,” he confirmed. “What do you think of it?”

“As if I can really tell. I’m on land. You’re on the water,” she said, then waved. “I don’t know why you need a boat though.”

“I don’t need a boat,” he replied, “but I’ve always wanted one, and I really, really love the days when I can come out here and just float. Besides this isn’t just a boat it’s a yacht.” And he laughed in delight.

“Would you come out and just float?” she asked seriously. “The Simon who I know rarely takes time off.”

“Which may be one of the reasons I should consider this,” he pointed out, a note of humor in his voice. “Not to mention, you could use the same thing.”

“Maybe,” she muttered, looking into the distance. “It looks pretty nice, not that I know anything about it.”

“Good point, but you’re right. It is pretty nice.” His tone changed, and he said, “Listen. I’m taking it back to the marina. Are you coming home?”

“I’m going home,” she replied, with an inflection in her voice. “You’ll be at least an hour anyway, so I might go shower and get some basics like laundry done.”

“Okay. You want me to stop by?”

“No, it’s fine. Enjoy your time out on the water, with your test run. I’ve got some notes on a new case to consider. So I’ll just work from home for a bit.”

He suggested, “Or you can come over to my place and spend time there.”

“Your place isn’t really set up for me to plan or take notes or set up a whiteboard.… I guess I could sit and work at your dining room table, but that’s not exactly conducive to the way I work.”

“Do you need more than that right now for a new case?” he asked, surprise in his voice. “Sounds like a big case. Did I miss something on the news? I hadn’t really heard of any murders.”

“No, it just crossed my desk today,” she shared, with a sigh. “It’s kind of a strange case and was given to me because… it’s a strange case.”

A note of surprise came over the phone, and then he laughed. “You have become quite good at these odd cases.”

“It’s not that I’m good at them,” she argued. “They just seem to be ones you also connect to.”

“Ah, so you’re thinking that I’m the one who’s solving them?”

“Nope, good old-fashioned police work is solving them,” she declared, “and thank God for that. I would hate to think the entire department could only run with the input of Simon the psychic.”

“No, that’s definitely not the way this works,” he said, with a chuckle. “Anyway I’ll bring this yacht safely back into harbor. How about I pick up dinner and bring it over?” When she hesitated, he added, “Or will that not work out either?”

There was a point where he would back off, and he’d been trying very hard not to pressure her, mostly because about two weeks ago he’d pressured her to consider moving in. She’d been so flabbergasted that he’d backed off. Yet it had been put on the table, and, once on the table, it was kind of hard to ignore.

“You could do that,” she agreed quite happily, “particularly if I get a chance to go home and to get a shower and to get some work done first.”

“Head home by all means,” he said, obviously pleased with her decision. “I’ll pick up dinner and bring it by.”

“You’re sure you’ll be okay to get that thing back in on your own?”

“Absolutely. It might take me a little longer than an hour but probably not much.”

“In that case,” she told him, “I’m heading home now.” Then she quickly ended the call and got in her vehicle.
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Simon St. Laurant looked over at his friend Baxter. “It’s a hell of a nice boat.”

Baxter rolled his eyes. “You could call it a lot of things, but… a nice yacht isn’t one of them.”

Simon flashed a grin. “Depends on what you’ll take for it. If I call it a yacht, you’ll raise the price, won’t you?”

Baxter laughed uproariously. “I should raise it anyway.”

“You wouldn’t be selling it at all unless either you need the money or you don’t need the expense.”

Baxter looked at him in appreciation. “It’s not exactly either of those, but it’s definitely both.”

Simon nodded. “At some point it’s time to decrease the expenses and all the headaches in our lives and the things that we have to look after,” he stated, his tone serious. Baxter was maybe sixty. “Your kids all graduated from college and moved out yet?”

“Last one just left about two months ago, so the wife and I are talking about doing some traveling.”

“But not on the water?”

Baxter rolled his eyes. “She wants to go on one of those big cruises.” He groaned. “Why do I want to get on a ship with six thousand other people, when I could be out here on my own yacht, enjoying life?”

“But that’s not what she wants, I presume?”

“Nope, she wants the evening shows and no cooking. She doesn’t want to catch a fish and then prepare it to eat, and she doesn’t want to make a bed. She wants clean bedding, hot showers, and all that fancy prepared food.” He just sighed. “We’ve had this yacht for a couple decades, and we’ve run it quite a bit. The kids have enjoyed it, but they aren’t interested in going out anymore. None of them got licenses or learned how to sail beyond the family trips,” he shared, with a shrug, yet disappointment filled his expression. “So, it’s like that RV that you took the kids traveling in forever. Suddenly the kids want to be with their friends, and they don’t even want to go camping anymore.”

“I get it.”

“I’m sure you do. It’s all part of life. Times change. Things change. People change.”

“I can imagine.” Simon nodded.

“You got kids yet?” Baxter asked, looking at him. “I thought I heard you had a family.”

“Nope, not me.” Simon shook his head, as he stepped back on the dock to look at the lovely little sloop he had taken out for the afternoon. “It might be in my future. I’m not so sure,” he said, with a smile. “For the longest time I thought, hell no, I wasn’t ever doing that, but lately…”

“Ha, that can only mean you have a woman in your life,” Baxter noted, “and that would be good. One woman versus twenty is much better.”

Simon’s lips quirked. “If you say so.”

“You and I both know there’s nothing quite like coming home to somebody who understands who you are and what makes you tick and what your needs are. That sense of both of you ripening at the same time, staying equal, both of you heading to the proverbial rocking chairs on the front porch, holding each other’s hands. Honest to God, she’s the other half of me, so I understand what she says about the cruise and the maintenance and the work and living at a slightly different level. We’ll try it for a while, and, after all that, if we want to come back and if I want to get back out on the water, I’ll either buy myself a small sailboat and come out alone or maybe we’ll go buy something that’s big enough to travel around Europe and maybe stay over there for a while. At least the water’s warmer.”

Simon laughed. “It is, indeed. Canada’s not bad, but…”

“Oh, Canada is darn cold sometimes,” he interrupted. “It’s not as if we’re living off the Mexican coastline.”

“And yet you could,” Simon pointed out. “This is certainly big enough to do ocean-bearing waters.”

“It is. It is.” Baxter eyed his yacht with a sense of nostalgia. “You’ll have to change her name of course.”

“I don’t know. I kind of like the wistfulness of it.”

“I called it Running Mate because of my wife.”

“I like that. I might just have a different running mate in mind.”

“And that’s the way it should be,” Baxter replied, with a smile on his face. “My Kate’s been around a long time, but, like a good wine, she’s aged well over the years.”

After more small talk, Simon told Baxter that he’d think about it, and he headed back to his car, checked his watch, and realized that the dinner he ordered should be ready to pick up. It was a new Indian restaurant, located about halfway between his place and Kate’s. As he drove to it, he considered the fact that he and Baxter both had partners named Kate, and that the Running Mate had been named after one.

It was almost fitting that Simon would consider buying her, and he doubted that he would even change the name. Running Mate sounded pretty good to him. He got to the restaurant, quickly picked up and paid for the order, and stepped back out. He could use a hot shower himself. His face was a bit sun-dried, and his hair was stiff from being out in the wind all day. Yet he felt an exhilaration he hadn’t experienced in a very long time.

He sensed a certain joy from being out on the waves, just letting the world pass on by, without any immediate need to deal with problems, phone calls, emails, or any of the other stuff that came with running your own business and with having multiple million-dollar projects underway all the time.

Simon was still dealing with Bartlett’s company too, but a good share of that had eased up, at least slightly. Eleana Mayfield Morris, Bartlett’s wife, had confessed to the attempted murder of Simon, which was a good thing because it saved them all a trial on her guilt or innocence. She had been caught red-handed with the gun at the time of the shooting, and, with multiple witnesses, it would be hard for anybody to find her not guilty.

Still, she had sentencing before a court of law. When all was said and done, the judge and jury had gone relatively easy on her, after understanding her husband had committed suicide and that their businesses were all failing, but she still got eight years in jail. Simon figured, with the legal system the way it was, chances were, she’d get out in about five years. Yet those five years would make a big difference to somebody rich and spoiled and pampered like her.

She wouldn’t get her $15,000 Gucci suits or anything else in prison, but she also wouldn’t suffer, compared to a lot of others in prison, simply because she did have access to money. Simon couldn’t be bothered to spend his energy worrying about her, not when he still had Bartlett’s company to save, and that was a whole different story. Still, the process was well underway, and Simon had much less to deal with daily now on that company.

Driving to Kate’s, Simon found the traffic was intense. He wasn’t exactly sure what was going on, whether impacted by an accident or some parade or protest or some traffic light malfunction or whatever, but he was a little frazzled by the time he got to Kate’s place. He’d barely escaped two rear-ends when he had to swerve rapidly to avoid a head-on collision, getting out of the way before another vehicle hit a median.

Walking up to Kate’s apartment, swearing because she didn’t have an elevator, he stopped at her door, realizing that he couldn’t just go barging in there with his own frustration spilling out everywhere.

She wouldn’t take kindly to that and would probably close the door on him. Laughing at that image and appreciating how even the thought of something like that happening could make him laugh, he knocked on the door, then used his key to open it.

She looked up from her kitchen table and smiled when she saw him. “Hey.” Then she frowned, as if seeing his angst under all the facade. “You don’t look so good.”

He chuckled. “And here I thought I was doing just fine.”

With a raised brow, she added, “Maybe to other people, but not to me. What happened?”

He told her about the traffic and that he’d almost been rear-ended and still barely escaped a head-on collision.

She groaned. “It’s getting worse over here, I swear to God.”

“It’s as if something’s not quite right out there today.”

Looking up from her pile of papers, she shrugged. “It is a full moon.”

He slowly turned to face her.

She smiled and went back to the work before her.

“I presume that you’re just trying to get my goat with that comment.”

“Hey, lots of people swear by movements of the moon or Mercury in retrograde, all that good stuff,” she added, now chuckling.

“Maybe,” he acknowledged, “but I can’t say that any of it makes me feel better.”

“I didn’t say it to make you feel better,” she clarified, batting her eyelashes at him, as she got up, walked over, and gave him a hug.

He smiled down at her in the circle of his arms and muttered, “If nothing else, it’s always nice to get a welcome.”

“Absolutely,” she agreed, “particularly when you’re bringing food.” She leaned back slightly to smile up at him. “And it smells delicious.”

Laughing, he stepped back and unpacked the bag he’d brought. The smell of a wonderful Indian curry filled the room.

“Oh, wow, that smells absolutely divine.”

“It’s a new restaurant, kind of in-between our two places, so I figured it was worth a try.”

“It’s always worth a try,” she declared, as she picked up one container and took off the lid. “I don’t know what kind of a curry this is, but it looks fascinating.”

He grinned. “I can’t even pronounce the names of the dishes. I tried, but I failed.” He smiled at her in delight. “I just told them to give me something that’s really good and to give me enough for four people.”

She frowned at him and repeated, “Four?”

“Sometimes you eat enough for two, and I definitely feel like I could eat for two tonight,” he admitted, rubbing his stomach. “If nothing else, we can always have curry for breakfast.” She winced at that, and he laughed. “Don’t tell me that you haven’t had curry for breakfast when you haven’t had time to eat.”

“Most of the time I just don’t eat, if that’s the case,” she stated, frowning at him. “I’m not sure how my stomach would handle it.”

He added, “You might get a chance to find out tomorrow, or you might not because I could eat it all tonight,” he said, as he sniffed the food. “God, that smells really good.”

“It does,” she said, as she grabbed a couple plates. “Let’s eat.”

And that’s precisely what they did. Finally she sat back and pushed away her empty plate. “Wow. I didn’t think I was that hungry.”

“Of course you were,” he replied. “Chances are you haven’t eaten all day.”

She glared at him, but he raised an eyebrow, and, after a moment, she shrugged. “I had a granola bar.”

He groaned. “You need to stop doing that.”

“It’s not a case of stopping. I’m not doing anything.”

“Precisely,” he declared, with an eyeroll. “You need to start doing something, and it’s called eating properly.” She just stared at him, and he sighed because he knew she wouldn’t change her work habits, which impinged on her eating. This was Kate, after all. “Ignore me then. That’s what you usually do.”

“Ignore you?” she repeated, with a laugh. “The last thing I can do is ignore you, and, besides,… you won’t tolerate it.”

“Why would I?” he murmured, as he continued to eat, but a grin was on his face. He assessed the weariness in her gaze and the fatigue on her forehead. “Tough day?”

“I don’t know,” she replied, with a shrug. “Not tough so much as long, put it that way. I had lots of reports to file, lots of cases to catch up on.”

“Of course,” he noted. “Taking a holiday can often be worse than staying on the job, can’t it?”

“It’s just that everybody needs something, and they all need it now,” she explained. “Sometimes that gets to be a little much.”

He didn’t say anything, just finished eating. Then he added, “So, tell me why you were at Wreck Beach.”

She shook her head. “I’m sure you would rather talk about other things, besides my latest case.”

“Actually I suspect your latest case is probably pretty interesting,” he replied, looking at her curiously, “particularly if you’re hanging out at a nudist beach all of a sudden.”

He kind of sang the nudist beach part, and that made her smile. “It’s not so much about a nudist beach. However, somebody drowned there.”

He nodded. “That much I heard on the news, but that doesn’t usually concern your department. What’s going on here?”

“Usually, no, it wouldn’t concern us, unless…”

His eyebrows shot up. “Unless?”

She shrugged. “Unless there are suspicious circumstances or something like that. It’s kind of an odd case really.”

“So, tell me,” he said, his curiosity piqued, because he did find the blend of her work and his abilities fascinating. It was something he had gradually become accustomed to, something that still needed a lot of work on his part. Still, he also felt a divine sense of accomplishing something—especially when the two of them managed to solve a case and to find closure for the families. As he had already discovered, the value in her work was almost incalculable, something he hadn’t really seen or understood until he had met Kate.

She had become a ground for him, not that he would use that term out loud to her because it would probably freak her out. However, something was very special about her that kept him on the straight and narrow when it came to his abilities. If anything got scary or out of control, he could refocus on who she was, who they were, and it brought him back. An awful lot could be said for that.

He listened, as she began to explain about this new case.

“Seriously?” he asked. “So, Colby thinks, or at least your analyst seems to think, that you have multiple cases like this drowning on purpose?” He shook his head. “It’s not as if Wreck Beach has the privacy to kill someone without witnesses, even by drowning, particularly since it’s open to the public. Even in November, just look at what you had for a view today. Plus, the fact that it’s a nudist beach should bring in all kinds of looky-loos.”

She nodded. “I know, and I went there to get the lay of the land. With such a unique location, somebody must have seen what happened. We have an eyewitness, but I need more than that. Her report was already vague.”

“Isn’t that the whole point of why you were given the case because somebody did see?”

“Absolutely,” she confirmed, “and I’m meeting with our witness tomorrow morning.”

“And yet you don’t seem terribly happy about it.”

“It’s not that I’m unhappy,” she clarified, “but, as I start to get a reputation for these things, that can be daunting.”

“Ah, so you’re afraid that you might not get anything on this case, yet everybody expects you to figure it out?”

“I don’t know what anybody’s expecting, but Colby more or less gave it to me because it’s one of those cases.” She rolled her eyes, and, even if she hadn’t, Simon knew that was the intent behind assigning it to Kate.

He smiled. “Of course, and you don’t really want to acknowledge that you’re damn good at those cases.”

“It’s not that I don’t want to acknowledge it,” she countered, with a half laugh, “but sometimes I suspect that it’s more because of you than of me.”

At that, he sat back and looked at her. “What?”


Chapter 3
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Kate studied Simon’s surprised expression, and, seeing his genuine confusion, she added, “Surely you understand that.”

“No, I don’t understand anything,” he admitted. “Very little of what I ever have to offer is helpful, and too damn much of it, if helpful at all, comes in way too late.”

“I’ll give you that,” she said, with a smirk. He glared at her, and she chuckled. “But, when you do have something, sometimes it is helpful,” she stated, with a nod. “I’m not sitting here and going over all that woo-woo stuff with you because you already know how much trouble I have with it.”

He nodded. “That I do know.”

She smiled. “So, with that in mind, I feel like everybody else thinks that, if I do have a woo-woo case, I can always just ask you to tap into the woo-woo-ness, and you will potentially find the answers for me.” He sat back, frowning. “You have no clue, do you?” she asked, staring at him intently.

“No clue about what?” he asked, clearly bewildered.

“They really do appreciate whatever information you can provide.”

“That’s great. Yet again,… lots of times I don’t get anything, or anything useable, plus you know how much I struggle with whatever I do get.”

She nodded. “That’s probably a good thing because they understand you can’t always bring in information, but when you do?… They usually jump right on it. Sometimes I feel that they’re a little too quick to believe it all.”

He looked at her and then started to laugh. “Is that what bothers you?” he asked, an odd look on his face. “Do you think you’re not being given these cases because of your ability to solve them but because you’re connected to me?”

She frowned. “I know it sounds stupid, but is it really that stupid if you think about it?”

“It’s absolutely stupid on their part, if that’s the reason,” he declared, “because I can’t guarantee anything that I might come up with. I can’t even make a bit of sense of it half the time. So I sure as hell can’t guarantee anything on a regular basis. I love helping you close cases and helping the families find closure, but these cases are few and far between. Besides, you’ve done lots of cases since the last one that have had absolutely nothing to do with me.”

“True,” she noted, “and I’m kind of happy about that too.”

“Of course you are, as you are so competitive, even with yourself,” he noted, rolling his eyes. “I suggest you either have a talk with them or just let it go because that would be foolishness on everybody’s part. And, if it bothers you that much, you probably should take it to Colby.”

She smiled. “If only it were that easy.”

He glared at her and replied, “It’s a whole lot easier than you’re thinking.”

“Maybe,” she muttered. “Anyway, I’ll go meet the eyewitness tomorrow and see what she has to say, and then I’ll bring up everything we’ve got on the other cases and start taking a closer look.” She frowned. “It just seems so nebulous because there’s a difference between drowning somebody—as in holding them under or putting cement boots on them and dropping them into the ocean—versus standing there and not rendering aid. It’s still a crime, yet…”

He nodded. “Yet very different in a sense, isn’t it?”

“People can’t render aid for all kinds of reasons,” she noted. “One of the biggest is the fact that people often freeze and panic, not knowing quite what to do, or they’re absolutely petrified of water and can’t swim and, therefore, can’t go in and help them. In many cases, the person who jumps in and tries to help ends up drowning, even if they do know how to swim, and a lot of people know about that. So, I can’t really hold it against anybody.”

“But that’s not the same thing as what this is,” Simon pointed out. “At least what it sounds like so far.”

“No, and that’s why it’s such a confusing thing for me because it’s a very nebulous accusation.”

“It is a fascinating thought though.”

“Not for me,” she said, scrunching up her nose. “I think it’s sad, upsetting, scary even, but something like this could play out in so many different ways that I just have to keep an open mind and then go back to the team with what I find.”

He grinned at that. “You’re a little more worried about that, aren’t you?”

She shrugged. “I really don’t want my solid police work to be obscured by the shiny glamour of your contributions.” As he sat back, she caught the wince on his face. Reaching out, she added, “I’m sorry. Look. I don’t mean to say that I don’t appreciate all the help. It’s just—”

“No,” he interrupted. “Believe me. I understand. I get it. It’s much more about your own abilities, and, for you, it’s a huge part of who you are. So for somebody to discount all your hard work, of course that would sting.”

She sat back, frowning and nodding. “And that just makes me feel even shittier.”

He burst out laughing. “You need to get over it, and fast.” He held her hand, but, for sure, wouldn’t bring up his latest weird dreams. Not good timing. Besides, he couldn’t make heads or tails of them. No true visions. No words. Just feelings. Just an alert. Just some early warning system or a nudge or whatever. When the message was clearer, he would share it with her.

He sighed. “Besides, with your being so competitive, I really think it boils down to the shiny comment. I know you are not a believer, yet, after seeing a lot of this from my viewpoint, are you upset that you can begin to see the validity of this woo-woo stuff? No matter what, just forget about that part. You are a hell of a good investigator, and, if you don’t want any help, then that’s fine too,” he pointed out. “I’ll definitely try to avoid giving you my help.” He chuckled, and she giggled too. “Although I must admit, it hadn’t occurred to me that you needed me to keep any information I get to myself. Am I correct in thinking that?”

“Yeah, you’re right. I really don’t want you to hold back. That would be foolish because the overall goal is to solve these murders. It’s not about my ego. It’s not about recognition for the job I’m doing. Those are secondary, if that,” she explained. “It’s about the victims, and that’s all it needs to be. As we’ve seen, solving these cases isn’t just about justice for the victim but closure for the family and, all too often, can prevent future victims. Thus I need to embrace any information I can get, no matter how unfortunate the source.”

When he broke up in delighted laughter at the terminology, she couldn’t help but join in.


Chapter 4
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Bright and early the next morning, Kate and Rodney stood outside the office door of Rebecca Harrison, the witness who had called in about the drowning she had seen. As they stepped through the doorway, both flashing their badges, a woman looked up, frowned, then hastily looked away. “If you’re looking for Rebecca, she’s not here.”

“She wasn’t at home either,” Kate replied. “Do you have any idea where she would be?”

The other woman looked at her, suddenly forgetting the papers in her hand she had been seemingly so engrossed in. “She should be home. She called in sick again today.”

“I’m pretty sure she is sick,” Kate clarified. “It just might be more emotional than physical.” When the other woman frowned, Kate went on. “It’s not really for me to say, but she saw something fairly distressing yesterday, and she called it in to the police. So we need to ask her more questions about the incident.”

Obviously confused but concerned, the other woman nodded. “If you’ve already been to her house, then I don’t know what to say. Her mother’s place, I guess. If Rebecca’s upset, maybe she would go there.”

“Do you have any contact information for her?” When the woman hesitated, Kate added, “Obviously this is something that we’re concerned about, and we also want to ensure that Rebecca is okay.”

“Yes, yes, of course,” she replied apologetically. She wrote down an address on her yellow sticky note. “This is all I have. It’s her emergency contact, and I hope you can figure it out from there.”

“Good enough,” Kate said, with a smile.

As they stepped back out again, Kate noted they weren’t very far away from the address for Rebecca’s mother’s house. “It’s about a ten-minute drive from here,” she told Rodney.

Rodney nodded. “Good thing I’m driving. Even injured, I’m the best one for the job today.”

“Why?” she asked, glaring at him.

“Because we’ll get there in ten minutes, maybe even fifteen, but we’ll arrive alive.”

“I am not a bad driver,” she declared, still glaring at him.

He held up both hands. “I absolutely did not say that. However, when it comes to traffic, you have a tendency to get a little road rage.”

She snorted at that. “Most people on the road are idiots and should be banned from driving.”

“I won’t argue that either,” he added, with a chuckle, “particularly when you could be one of them on the road.”

She shook her head and then laughed. “Hey, I’ve gotten much better.”

“Glad to hear it,” he stated, but his expression screamed that he didn’t believe it. “Still, I’ll do the driving.”

She snorted. “You’re just making a big deal out of nothing.”

He laughed. “It’s absurdly easy to bug you. Had you grown up with even one sibling, you could handle a little teasing a whole lot easier.”

“Thanks for that,” she said, with a smile that didn’t reach her eyes.

He looked over at her and winced. “Oh, crap, Kate. I’m sorry. I keep forgetting about your brother.”

“Which is why his cold case file sits on my desk,… so I don’t forget,” she explained. “Because it’s just too damn easy for the days to roll from one to the next and to still have absolutely no idea what happened to him. It’s just one of those things where I never get any answers. So, I keep it there, keep it fresh in my mind, and hope that maybe one day I will come up with something that makes sense.”

“You will,” Rodney replied. “I’m sure of it. However, in the meantime, just make sure that whenever that happens, you let us help. Whatever it is, we’re there to support you and to assist you however we can.”

She stared at him. “A few months back I never would have thought that would be on the agenda.”

“A few months back,” he noted, with a small smile, “it probably wouldn’t have been.” He glanced at her. “It’s taken us a while, but we got there eventually.”

She nodded. “We still have one more team member in theory allocated for us, don’t we?”

“We do,” he agreed. “At least if it’s still in the budget, and I’m never quite sure about that. So, for now, we’re all functioning without Andy, but it’s a lot of extra work.”

“Maybe another analyst might help.”

“Maybe,” Rodney replied. “I won’t argue with that concept, but, if we had someone to pick up more of that research and gathering work, that would take a load off too.”

“Which is what our analyst does.”

“Yeah, but she’s completely run off her feet too, so—”

“Oh, wow, what a novel idea,” she muttered, as Rodney drove too slowly to their witness. “Just think. We could have people who aren’t run off their feet, who maybe come in fresh with, you know, brain cells that function, instead of being completely exhausted because of the work they’ve done overnight.”

He burst out laughing. “You’re welcome to take that up with the higher-ups anytime you want.”

“Always the charmer, and my talking to the bosses won’t help,” she noted, with an eyeroll.

“Glad you know that,” he said, “but it would be a whole lot easier on all of us if you do it.”

She shrugged. “I’m not sure I’m ready to have anybody else come on the team anyway.”

“That could very well be why we haven’t gotten Andy back. I’m not sure if he’s even coming back. His leave just keeps getting extended. Does he not want to come back or is he looking to shift to something else right now?”

“Lilliana told me how Andy’s divorce sent him into his hump-and-dump phase, but now he has a serious girlfriend, right? Or at least last I heard. Maybe he is looking for changes in his work life as well. I guess that’s always an option for people, isn’t it?”

“It can be,” Rodney pointed out. “He can always ask for a transfer to another department. Not everybody wants to be in our division, although there is a certain amount of prestige in being a detective,” he shared. “However, we also have a high burnout rate.”

“Of course, what with our crazy long hours,” she pointed out, “and mostly I would think that lack of support,… emotional support, when it comes to facing murder every day. That alone has got to be a factor.”

“Ah, you’ve been talking to the shrink again, haven’t you?” She glared at him, and he just laughed. “You’ll have to talk to him again eventually.”

“I talk to him about work.”

“You’re supposed to talk to him about your cases, your mental state, and how you’re handling all these depressing situations around here.”

“Yeah, well, supposed to and doing it is a whole different story.” He frowned at her, and she frowned right back. “Don’t even go there.” She raised a finger to warn him. “I’m not too interested in having anybody get into my brain. Particularly after his predecessor…”

“You’re really going to hold that against him?”

“Nope, I’m not. I’m holding it against the entire damn profession.”

He burst out laughing at that and said, “With an attitude like that, you may almost get away with it.”

She grinned at him. When he gave her a side-eye glance, she knew what was coming, as he put it in words.

“I’m pretty sure the department has rules and regulations, so eventually… it will come back and hit you in the throat.”

“Jeez, did Colby put you up to this? Wait. Don’t answer that.”

Thankfully they arrived at their destination just then, shifting the conversation.

She walked up to the small front door and gave it a hard knock. When the door opened to reveal a late fifties or more like a sixty-year-old woman, Kate smiled, held up her badge, and introduced herself. “Hello, we’re looking for your daughter and are hoping she’s here. We need to ask her a few questions.”

The older woman looked at her and then turned and called out, “Becky, the police are here to talk to you.”

As soon as she called out, an exhausted and stressed-out woman, clutching at her robe, appeared at the door. “How did you find us?”

“We’re the police. It’s what we do,” Kate replied.

Becky flushed and nodded. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it quite that way. I’m just really surprised to see you here.”

“You made a police report, and we must confirm that we
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Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership with others.
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
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EULA ( the End User License Agreement )

This document is a legal agreement between you the end user, and Dharma Type.  
By using or installing Dharma Type font(s), you agree to be bound by the terms of this Agreement. 

1. You may use this font for both commercial and non-commercial works at no charge.
2. You may use this font to create images on the website or printed matter on papre, logomark.....up to you.
3. You may not sell this font without permission.
4. You may not redistribute this font without permission.
5. You may not modify, adapt, translate, reverse engineer, decompile, disassemble, or create derivative works based on this font.
6. This font are Copyrighted by Ryoichi Tsunekawa. All rights reserved. You may not claim copyrgiht rights for this font.
7. DISCLAIMER 
This font is provided to you free of charge.
Dharma Type give no warranty in relation to this font, and you use this at your own risk.
Dharma Type will not be liable for any damage to your system, any loss or corruption of any data or software,
or any other loss or damage that you may suffer as a result of downloading or using this font, whether it results from our negligence or in any other way.

Here is a list of things you could do, Only if you want to:
* Link http://dharmatype.com/ or credit "Dharma Type"
* Tell me what did you use this font for.


FAQ

Q_ Can I use this for a commercial product?
A_ Yes, You can!

Q_ Can I use this on a web page via css @font-face?
A_ Yes, You can!

Q_ Can I donate $ to you?
A_ Yes, You can! ( Paypal: info@flat-it.com )
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