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About This Book


Vancouver Detective Kate Morgan has had bad days before, but getting a message about her long-lost brother hit her hard. She couldn’t trust some anonymous source, yet neither could she let any tip slide. What if it was the one tidbit that gave her information as to what happened to Timothy, now missing some twenty-six years and counting? She would do anything for those answers.

Simon St. Laurant, the reluctant psychic and her steadfast boyfriend, knows Kate is hurting on a level he has never seen before. He understands and would do everything possible to help her, even if it pushes him out of his comfort zone with his gift. When a little boy contacts Simon from the other side, he’s trying to be hopeful…

However, as the case unravels, it doesn’t go in the direction either of them thought—or had hoped it would.

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


Chapter 1
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Mid-December

Several days later Detective Kate Morgan walked into the office at ten o’clock in the morning.

Rodney looked up and smiled. “Wow, a late start for the day, huh?”

She groaned. “I had to stop in and see the dentist this morning.” She tapped her mouth. “When Doug tackled me in the interview room, I took a blow on this side and had some cyst form,” she muttered, as she headed straight for the coffee machine.

“That sounds disgusting.”

“Yeah, right?” She gingerly sipped her hot coffee and winced as it washed over her mouth. “Anyway, it’s all fine now.” She sat down at her desk, sighed loudly, let her eyelids drop, and just relaxed. “Besides, I needed a couple days off.”

“You sure did.” Rodney chuckled. “The good news is, we finished the rest of the open cases. Of course the bad news is that we have more new ones to take their place.”

She nodded. “There is always another case.” She sighed and asked, “Anything important?”

“They’re all important.”

“Don’t give me that,” she said. “Anything major, anything different, anything unique?”

At that, Reese walked in and put a parcel on Kate’s desk. “This just came in for you.”

Kate frowned at it, then opened it up. It seemed to be a wooden puzzle box. She shook her head. “I don’t know why I have this.”

“I don’t know either,” Reese confirmed, “but it’s obviously addressed to you.”

She frowned at the intricate box. “I hate these damn things. I hate anything that makes me feel stupid, and puzzle boxes always make me feel stupid.”

“Why?” Rodney asked, as he walked over, looking at her gift. “Who’s it from? How come nothing identifies the sender?”

She frowned, picked up the packaging, and nodded. “Good point.”

Rodney added, “We should also have some system in place where we don’t let people open parcels like these, unless we know for sure it’s safe.”

“I don’t know that it is safe,” she murmured, “but it’s, for sure, a wooden puzzle box.”

Rodney nodded, examining the gift. “I think you take out one of those pieces, and the whole thing comes apart somehow.”

“You think so?” she asked. She frowned at it and tugged on one random piece. Sure enough, it came right out, and the whole thing fell apart. Inside was a small piece of paper. She picked it up, thinking it must have been some note from Simon. As she read the words, she froze. “Uh-oh.”

“What’s the matter, Kate?” Rodney asked.

She looked over at him, the color draining from her face as she tried to speak.

He came around and snatched the note from her hand and read it. “What the hell?”

She looked at it again and frowned at Rodney.

Lilliana came over and asked, “What’s going on, you two?”

“Look at the message that was inside the puzzle box.” Rodney pointed at it.

“Read it,” Kate muttered. “Read it out loud.” Kate waited, squeezing her eyelids closed, waiting to hear the words that were now indelibly burned into her brain.

Lilliana read it out loud, as requested. “Kate, if you want to see your brother again, time to start looking. You know what happened. You just have to think. Or maybe get Simon to help.”

Kate swore, as her thoughts mixed and churned in her head. She stared up at the two of them. “Oh my God.”

“Easy, Kate,” Rodney told her. “You don’t know that your brother’s alive. You don’t know that this isn’t just some sick joke.”

She stared up at him, tears in the back of her eyes, and she nodded. “I know that.… I know all of that, and yet it doesn’t make a damn bit of difference. If there’s any chance that my brother is alive—”

“I know. We understand,” Rodney stated firmly. “We’ll get to the bottom of this, honest.”

She swallowed hard, even now as tears welled up in her eyes, and nodded. “Maybe, but who the hell would even know I was back to work today? Who the hell would know that my brother had gone missing all those years ago? Who the hell knows about Simon?”

Rodney and Lilliana shared a glance, then faced Kate. Lilliana said, with no mercy in her tone, “Those are questions we’ll have to ask you.”


Chapter 2
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Kate stood outside her department, completely numb. She stared up at the sky, blind to the world around her, until somebody took her arm. Startled, she turned to see Simon standing there, looking at her with one of the most tender expressions she ever could have imagined. She pulled herself together and asked, “Who called you?”

He shrugged. “Lilliana.”

She sighed and then nodded. “Yeah, it would be her.”

“Rodney called too,” he added, with a smile. “I half expected Owen to call as well, but I guess he’s off on Christmas holidays, albeit a bit early. That really cuts down your team, what with Andy still on medical leave.” He studied her for a long moment, obviously worried.

She groaned. “I am capable of looking after myself, you know?”

“Of course you are,” he replied, as he guided her to his vehicle.

When she saw it, she said, “My car is here.”

“No, it’s not,” he countered. “I dropped you off at the dentist, waited for you, and then drove you to work this morning.”

“Oh.” Confused, she looked around and realized that’s probably why she had been standing here, staring at the parking lot in confusion, because she couldn’t locate her car. “I completely forgot that.”

“I think you had other things on your mind.” He urged her into his car and closed the passenger door for her. He got in the driver’s seat, turned to her, and asked, “Do you want to go straight home, or do you want to get food?”

“Straight home.”

“No,” he argued, “food first.”

She glared at him. “Then why did you even ask?”

He chuckled. “I wanted to see how cognizant you were of your own needs.”

“I’m fine,” she snapped.

“Uh-huh.” He didn’t say anything else but headed for one of the places she absolutely loved.

They arrived quickly. As she stared up at the parking lot of the restaurant, she muttered, “I don’t think I can be social.”

“You don’t have to be social,” he stated. “We can pick it up and bring it home, but you will be surrounded by people who understand your need for silence today.”

“Would she allow me back though?” she asked, looking at him. “You know what she’s like. She’s a force, who races through your world, fattens you up, and then leaves again, all with a satisfied chortle.”

He burst out laughing at that description and nodded. “That’s pretty close. Yet she does it out of love.”

“Does she? I wonder sometimes,” Kate shared, as she groaned, staring up at the mom-and-pop Italian restaurant.

“You haven’t eaten, and, if I don’t force you to eat, you won’t,” he pointed out, eyeing her. “At least here, I know you’ll get a decent meal.”

“Or I’ll take it home,” she muttered.

“Either way,” he said, undoing his seat belt, “let’s go in and get a meal. Then we’ll take some home too, so we don’t have to worry about food.”

“It’s a weekend, but it’s not a weekend,” she muttered.

“I know. I’ve already put our plans on hold.”

Her shoulders sagged, as she remembered that they had planned to take the weekend to go sailing. She didn’t even know what to say. When he opened the passenger door and helped her out, she realized just how disconnected she was from the world around her.

“We’ll park sailing for the moment,” he said. “Right now we’ll go inside, we’ll eat, and then we’ll go back to my place and talk.”

“I don’t think there’s anything to talk about,” she replied, as she walked in front of him.

“Good, which would imply that you… found out who was behind this.”

“How much did Lilliana say?”

“Nothing,” he told her, facing her. “She just told me that it was rough and very personal. So, when I saw you standing there in the parking lot, looking lost, I realized that she was correct. I know you’ll get around to telling me when you feel like it.”

She groaned as he opened the double doors to the restaurant, then muttered, “You should probably find somebody who’s easier to live with.” At that, he turned her to him, and she caught the glint of anger in his expression.

“Don’t say that,” he declared in a harsh whisper. “Nobody knows the pain we have both gone through. In many ways, we are perfect for each other, because we both understand how much the other has been through.”

Mama barreled out to welcome them. She scolded Simon immediately, saying he should have called ahead.

Simon smiled and explained, “If I don’t get Kate to eat today, she won’t eat at all. So, I brought her here. Then we’ll take home some leftovers with us.”

Mama immediately nodded. “Good, good, good. It’s always best fresh, but, if you can’t always have fresh, at least you should have leftovers.”

He laughed. “Nothing quite like your leftovers, Mama.”

“No, there isn’t,” she confirmed immediately. He burst out laughing, and she grinned at him. “Come, come,” she said, as she raced him to the table farthest back, which had somehow become their table.

He seated Kate on the side where she couldn’t look out. She stared at him, and he nodded. “Maybe for just this moment, you could turn it off, or at least postpone it until we get home.”

She nodded, but, even then, her brain wasn’t fully functioning. It rolled over with all the things she had shared with her team, to all the million questions they’d asked, and to all the things she was afraid she hadn’t told them that needed to be said.

Simon immediately pulled out a small notebook and handed it to her. She looked at it, dazed. “Anything you need to write down, put it down, and try to forget it for now,” he suggested.

She stared at him. “You really do know me, don’t you?”

“Inside and out,” he stated, with the gentlest of smiles. “And that’s why I’m here right now. We can handle this. Whatever it is, we’ll get there, but we’ll talk about it when we get home. First, I want you to unwind and to get some food.”

Her lips twitched. “You and Mama Rosa.”

At that, Mama reappeared, and she had a small bottle of wine that she immediately uncorked for them.

Kate tried to say no, but even Simon pointed out, “It would help you relax.”

She sank deeper into her chair. “I’m not sure I will ever relax again.”

“You will,” he stated. “It may take a bit, but you will.”

Under his watchful gaze, she had several sips. Before she even had a chance to do much more, Mama had returned with a basket of fresh bread and a bowl of garlic butter.

Her stomach growled immediately. Simon nodded. “And that’s why we’re here.”

She didn’t say anything, just picked up some bread, dipped it in the rich garlic butter, and popped a big bite into her mouth. If nothing else, he was right about that. She needed energy. She needed fuel for what was to come, because whatever it was, it would be painful as hell. It already was. Her heart had been ripped apart by simply reading the note, and the thought that somebody was playing games over her brother was enough to torment her for a very long time.

As much as she didn’t like people as a whole, most of the time it wasn’t personal. She just thought that the world was full of assholes. Simon was helping her to rebalance some of that, but every case that got nastier and crazier only reaffirmed her belief.

When she looked up at him, she shared, “Colby wants me to see the shrink on staff.”

His eyebrows shot up. “And did you tell him where to go?”

“No,” she whispered. “In this case, I think… he might be right.” Simon sat back.

She read the surprise in his gaze and knew that he needed an explanation, but she wasn’t up for it yet.

When Mama returned a few minutes later with her little notepad, ready to take down their orders, Simon looked at Mama and smiled. “Why don’t you just give us whatever the special is?”

She beamed and nodded. “And I’ll get you something different to take home,” she offered, with a smile. Happily, she took off at the same speed she had arrived at.

She was a force to contend with when she was on the move, and, even for the size of her, she could move. She was always happy and appeared to be very healthy, regardless of the extra weight, which was not slowing her down at all. And, wherever she was in terms of fitness, her heart was the healthiest thing about her. It was always full of love, full of caring.

Ever since her husband’s nephew had drowned, they were even more interested in helping Kate out every time she showed up. Yet not a whole lot anybody could do to help her out on this one. She wasn’t even sure she had anything to offer as a break in the case of her long-lost missing brother.

She’d always known that something would pop to the surface at some point, but she hadn’t expected it right now. Yet here it was, right in her face. She munched away on bread, until a huge plate was set before her, filled with long pasta tubes stuffed with cheese and meat and all kinds of good things. It smelled like heaven itself.

She didn’t say a word, just tucked into the food. Both Simon and Mama looked on with joy. Kate stopped eating, glared at the both of them, and grumbled, “I do eat, you know?”

Mama gave a sniff, then turned and walked away, as if that revealed everything as far as she was concerned.

Kate glared at Simon, and he smiled at her. “You’re doing just fine. Keep it up.”

Because the food here was just so wonderful, she didn’t mind the order to eat. Mama’s food was just that good. As a matter of fact, it was beyond good. “It’s a great thing she opened up a restaurant. It would be a sad day for all of us if this place ever closed.”

“Right,” Simon agreed, “and thankfully they’re doing pretty well.”

“Have they ever asked you for any business advice?” He smiled over at her, and she nodded. “Of course they have. Did you bail them out?”

“Nope,” he stated cheerfully. “I showed them another way to make it all work. We had to restructure a few things, but, since then, they’re doing just fine.”

“Of course you did,” she said, with a nod. “That’s so you.” When he looked at her inquisitively, she shrugged. “Don’t mind me, Simon. I’m just in a weird mood.”

“Oh, I see it, and believe me that I can’t wait to hear what this is all about.”

At that, she winced and stared down at her plate again.

He added, “After you’ve eaten.”

Not even wanting to get into the discussion of what was to come, she immediately buried herself into eating her food, hoping that maybe it would hold off his interest for now. He was right. She did need food. She didn’t even remember if she’d eaten all day. The entire day had been a scramble the minute that puzzle box had arrived. She’d been a little late coming into work this morning, but that was nothing compared to what had happened once she’d gotten there.

When she couldn’t fit anything else into her stomach, she groaned and sat back. Looking over at him, she noted he was doing a decent job on his meal too. “I don’t know how they ever dreamed up this recipe,” she muttered, as she stared down at the huge stuffed noodles on her plate, “but they’re excellent.”

“It’s what they do,” Simon stated, “and, luckily for us, they’re very good at it.”

She couldn’t argue with that. When Mama came back again, she looked at the amount of food on her plate and frowned. Yet Kate held up a hand. “If I hadn’t eaten so much bread, I might have gotten down more pasta,” she admitted. “However, both are divine.” Instantly Mama’s face beamed, and Kate knew she’d said the right thing.

“I’ll pack this up for leftovers,” she said, and she turned and looked at Simon. “Do you still want to take more food home?”

He nodded. “Yes. If nothing else, neither one of us wants to worry about food tomorrow.”

“Or the next day,” Kate muttered.

“In that case,” Mama declared, “I’ll send you home with enough.” Then she bustled away, only to return a little later with a huge bag. “Make sure Kate eats,” was her final word, and Mama was off again.

Kate stared at the bag, then frowned at Simon. “Somehow I must not have noticed that six of us are living at your place,” she muttered. “This has got to be enough to feed my entire team.”

“And, if need be,” he suggested, “we can always bring in the team, and you can feed them too.”

“Hell no,” she argued. “That would start something that would never end. Most of them don’t eat half the time either.” Instantly Simon frowned, and she waved her hand. “It’s fine. We’re used to it.”

“Being used to it doesn’t make it right.”

She sighed. “Whatever. I’m good to go home, whenever you’re ready.”

He immediately stood up and helped her out to the vehicle. She wasn’t an invalid, yet he was treating her as if she were delicate. Not so much that she would blow up about it, not when he knew that something had hurt her so deeply that she wasn’t sure if recovery was even possible—or, if it was, how to take even the tiniest step toward it.

He drove straight home and once again helped her to the penthouse elevator, holding the big bag of leftovers and extra food in his arms. Harry saw them and raced over to help, taking the food bag.

Only then did Kate realize that Simon was half supporting her.

Simon smiled his thanks to Harry and noted, “She had a pretty rough day at work.”

Harry nodded immediately. “I can’t imagine many good days in her job,” he muttered. And, with that, he followed them up to Simon’s penthouse apartment to leave the bag and then stepped back out again.

As soon as he left, she looked over at Simon. “I don’t know why I’m so affected.”

“Yes, you do. You just expect to be stronger.”

She winced at that. “I should be stronger.”

“No,” he said, with a smile. “Being strong sometimes is normal. Being strong all the time, particularly when some personal blow is happening, is not. At times you must bend a bit to maintain resilience. Then other times you must bend before you break, and that is today.”
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Simon settled Kate on the couch, popped open another bottle of wine, and brought her a glass. She reached for the glass and took a sip without even arguing this time, as he watched from the sidelines.

When he retrieved his glass and rejoined her, he said, “Now give me the gist of it.”

Simon sat close enough to touch but not in her space, trying to give her enough room to get out whatever it was that had gone on. He’d heard a little bit of it from Lilliana, but she had also mentioned how it was best for Kate to tell him herself. The way Lilliana had prepared Simon like that suggested that Kate needed him right now, more than ever.

And finding her standing in the parking lot—staring around, completely lost, as if whatever happened had affected her on so many levels that she was incapable of functioning—meant that it was something huge. As he looked at her right now, he realized it really was true. Whatever had hit her was personal, and that could only mean something about her brother. He reached out a hand and laced his fingers with hers. “Anytime,” he urged.

She looked at him, and then tears filled her eyes.

Good, that was one of the things she needed to do. Then he just waited and waited.

Finally she took a deep breath and rubbed her face. “A parcel was delivered to my desk this morning,” she began. “A little wooden puzzle box was inside. And honestly, I hate puzzles because…”

“Because if you don’t solve it, you feel stupid,” he added.

Her gaze flashed up to his. Then she slowly nodded. “Exactly. I rarely, if ever, solve them. They’re just not my thing, and I feel completely intimidated by them.”

“Okay, so somebody delivered you a puzzle.”

“Yes, but it wasn’t hard to open. At my first try, it just fell apart in my hands. Maybe it was supposed to.… I don’t know. Forensics has it right now. A note was in it.” She repeated the message in the note, her tone almost devoid of emotion, so cold, so empty, as if to feel anything would be so heartbreakingly painful that it would cause her to shatter.

When he heard the words in the note and understood the meaning behind it, his own heart squeezed hard, and he realized what a shock this had been for her.

She took a deep breath and continued. “Then, after that, came a million questions from my team. They had to interview me for absolutely everything they possibly could think of. Questions I didn’t want to answer, questions that I’m not sure I answered correctly,” she admitted, with a wave of her hand. “How does one answer correctly after so many years? It’s been so long, yet not long at all. I keep that file on my desk as a daily reminder.”

“And do you have it at home?”

She blinked several times at him. “I have a digital copy, so I can access it anytime.”

“Good,” he replied. “You mentioned sending it to me at one point in time, but I don’t think you ever did.”

“I will now.” She scrubbed her face again. “I just hurt on levels I didn’t even know I could hurt from.”

“Tell me why you hurt,” he prompted her, eyeing her curiously. “That would help me understand just what’s going on.”

Surprised, she shook her head. “I don’t understand.”

“Are you hurt that somebody is playing games with news of your brother? Are you hurt that potentially you’ve missed something on your brother’s case? Or is it just the fact that this has brought it all back up again?”

“Any and all of the above,” she declared. “Nothing is easy about this, and I could do nothing to even prepare myself for it. What if somebody is using my brother as a game? I don’t know if that’s the biggest thing for me. I can’t help but wonder whether he really does know something, or there’s something else involved here.”

She took a moment and then sighed. “And, if he knows something, damn it all,… I want him in my interrogation room, and I want him in there now. If he doesn’t have information, what’s his purpose for doing this?”

“To hurt you,” Simon stated, “to send you off balance, to take you off your game, to stop you from looking into something else.”

That set her back in shock.

Simon nodded. “At the moment you’re still caught up in whatever this asshole wants you caught up in mentally. That is the one thing you must consider, at least in the sender’s mind. Maybe he knows nothing, and, by keeping you fully occupied on this, he’s doing something else and trying to get away with it.”

Her breath let out with a hard whoosh. “Good God.” She stared at him in shock. “I was so hung up on it being about my brother and somebody knowing something that it never even occurred to me that it could be just a diversion, a distraction.”

“So then, a distraction from what? And what kind of a diversion would be a good strategy to get you off your game? So who would know enough about what’s going on in your world, or the work that you do, to realize that this would be a good strategy?”

“Those are the questions I need answered,” she replied immediately. “Other things too, such as, does he know about Timmy being missing, and how would he have gotten that information?”

Simon shook his head. “So much is available on public files, newspapers, and missing person’s databases, it probably wouldn’t have taken very long to get it. Honestly, if they were looking for something to pin you with or to put you off balance, they found it. Whether he realizes it or not, it was the absolutely perfect thing to do to you. On the other hand, you aren’t alone, and you have people around to help you get through it.”

Her breath let out once again in a hard whoosh as she stared at him. “But what’s wrong with me that I never even considered that?” she cried out.

“Nothing is wrong with you,” he snapped, his tone hardening. “Don’t even go down that pathway. You would have thought of it eventually. I just brought it up sooner. You needed time to absorb everything. Then bringing back all the heartbreaking memories with your team asking you a million questions, of course that set you off further, sending you down the pathway that would have terrorized you. It would have terrorized anybody.”

He patted her hand, and she looked at him, misery in her expression. He asked her, “The thing is,… why he did it is part of it, but does he know anything about Timmy? Or is it literally somebody just playing games?”

“I don’t know,” she muttered, freeing her hands to rub her temples.

He could see that she was starting to get angry, but Kate being Kate, it wouldn’t be at anyone except herself. “You don’t get to trash yourself over this.” Her hands dropped, and she glared at him. “That’s bound to be your immediate response.”

“Of course it is,” she muttered. “I mean, if it’s something major going on that they want to hide, then they’re using me as a decoy.… Now that we have so much of the team’s attention on this, it makes sense in a really sad way.”

“And everybody jumped in to help you,” he noted, “so that should make you feel better.”

“Feel better?” she muttered. “I don’t know if that’s quite the right wording.”

“Another thing you also need to remember is that you’re not alone this time, and that you’re not a child anymore. You are not responsible for what happened, and you now have skills and resources behind you.”

She took a deep breath, giving him half a smile. “That is exactly what I needed to be reminded of.”

“Park that child from the past,” he suggested. “She can come out and cry whenever she needs to, but she also needs to know that she isn’t alone and that people are there for her now.”

“It also means,” she added, “that I’ll have to speak to my mother.”

He felt his own insides twisting at that one. “Or,” he offered with a smile, “you send Rodney to do that job.”

“My mother’s always been kind of a charmer with men,” Kate pointed out, “so I’m thinking that would be a bad idea.”

“Then send Lilliana,” he suggested. “She doesn’t take shit from anybody, and, if truth be told, she would see through your mother very quickly.”

“Honestly… maybe I’m doing Rodney a disservice by thinking he wouldn’t.… I’m just—”

“You’re afraid,” he said immediately. “You’re afraid of what your mother would say and how they would view you, after spouting off all her poison.”

Kate shuddered, closed her eyes, and then nodded. “God, we’re so…” But she couldn’t come up with the word, so he supplied it for her.

“We’re vulnerable,” he muttered. “That’s all. We’re vulnerable, and the people who want to hurt us will strike out to catch us at the very lowest times in our lives.” He hesitated, then added, “Like now.”


Chapter 3
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Kate woke up the next morning, feeling a little bit more like herself. Lying in bed, she did a quick evaluation. She was upset that she’d been so easily thrown, yet Simon had been correct. Anything to do with her brother, particularly in this way, would have sent anyone in her situation into a spiral.

She was back to herself now, at least she hoped she was, and needed to get back to work. She had to get to a place in her head where she understood the job that needed to be done. She also had to gear up for a fight, as she knew Colby would try to take her off the case. That wouldn’t work. She would walk. She suspected they already knew that, but it wouldn’t change anything for the moment.

She got out of the shower and quickly dressed and headed to the kitchen, Simon was already there waiting for her. He looked up, assessed her closely, and then smiled. “There she is.”

“I’m back,” she stated with a nod, only to pause to open her mouth to thank him.

Simon immediately shook his head. “No.”

“No what?” she grumbled. “Why can’t I thank you?”

“Because it’s not necessary between us,” he murmured. “I was just doing what any decent human being would do.”

She snorted at that. “Including the lovemaking afterward?”

His grin flashed in her direction. “I just thought that might help take your mind off of life.”

“Yeah, it sure did,” she muttered, with a wave of her hand. “Just make sure that’s not a remedy you’re passing out to everybody else you’re trying to help.” He burst out laughing, and she grinned. “It does feel better to be back. It was a pretty-rough night, but, waking up, I feel…” She stopped, considering the right word for how she felt. “Centered, if that makes sense.”

“Centered is good,” he agreed. “Centered is very good.”

She smiled. “I have no idea what today will bring,” she warned.

“Nope, I get it,” he noted, with a smile. “I do want you to send me a copy of the digital file you have.”

“Oh, right.” She frowned at him and asked, “Any particular reason?”

“Yeah, if I can do anything, I want to help.”

She had to think about that because it was so hard for her to let anybody in, but, if he could help, well…

“And, yes,” he added. “I know you don’t really want my help, if you don’t have to, yet…”

“Yet,” she interrupted, choking up as she walked closer, taking the chair across from him, “I would do an awful lot to get this case solved. I need this solved.”

“And I hear you,” he murmured. “Let’s just keep it to that.”

She smiled and nodded and went through her phone, then quickly emailed him a copy of her file on Timmy. “That should be all you need,” she said.

“Good, and I will stay in touch throughout the day, just to ensure that all is well.”

“You’ll have to,” she shared, standing and walking to the coffee machine, where she programmed a cup, “because I’ll probably get so busy that I won’t even think to update you.”

“I know,” he said. “And, considering that this is as tender of a topic as it is, any updating that you can do on your mental health would make me much less of a basket case, should you be thinking of ignoring me.”

Picking up her cup, she turned and stared at him.

He nodded. “Hey, it’s what happens when you start caring for people,” he noted.

Her shoulders sagged, and she nodded. “I do owe you that.”

“No,” he declared, immediately bristling at her tone. “You don’t owe me anything.”

She raised both hands in frustration. “Look. You know I suck at relationships. And now, dealing with this Timmy note, obviously everything I say will set off alarms for somebody right now,” she muttered. “So let’s just forget that I’m even talking. If I could go back to bed, I would, but obviously that won’t happen for a very long time. Thus, I would very much appreciate a little bit of… leeway.”

“Leeway works,” he agreed. “I’m not here to make your life difficult.”

“So far,” she groaned, rolling her eyes, before taking a sip of coffee, “you’ve been the one person instrumental in making my life move in ways I hadn’t thought possible. I just need you to understand that I appreciate it all.”

He nodded. “Fair enough. Do you want me to drop you off at work?”

She immediately shook her head. “No.” She sipped her coffee again before wincing, as it didn’t hit the spot. “I believe my wheels are here. I can head out on my own.”

He nodded. “They are.”

“Okay, I want them at work with me,” she replied. “I have no idea where today will take me, but I want to be prepared, just in case.” Walking over to him, she wrapped her arms around him, and they shared a quiet hug. “And thank you again.” Making sure she didn’t stay in the hug too long or put too much emphasis on the thank you part, she immediately walked into the elevator, ignoring his call for her to have breakfast. “I’ll grab something later,” she called back.

And, with that, she raced to her vehicle and headed to the office. As she walked in, most of her team was already assembled. Rodney immediately looked at her and frowned, so she frowned right back. “I am not leaving this to you guys,” she declared.

“I’m not sure you should be anywhere close to it though,” Colby replied, coming out from his office.

“Maybe not, but Simon made a very good point last night,” she noted, as she looked around at her team. “He wondered, and I think it’s valid, if this could merely be a distraction to pull away our attention from something else.”

All three of her team members looked at each other and then back at her. Their boss Colby nodded as well.

“It’s possible,” she stated, with a nod. “I don’t have any way to know that obviously, but somebody is yanking my chain. He potentially knows just enough from the public records to pull that information together, and I guess it wouldn’t have taken all that much for a phone call to be made to the department to see whether I was here or on days off, and when I would be back in,” she explained. “So, yes, this could be all about my brother, and it could be something completely different.”

“That’s an interesting concept.” Colby looked around at the team. “Thoughts?”

Rodney immediately shook his head. “No idea,” he replied, “but, if this came from Simon, I would say that would be very valid. I don’t know why anybody would try to do something like that to Kate though.”

“Other than to hurt me, then deception works,” Kate pointed out, “but it’s something we need to keep an open mind about. It is a possibility though. And, for that open mind part, we definitely need to be on the lookout for this being something completely twisted and bizarre.”

Colby shook his head and sighed. “It seems as if everything nowadays with you is twisted and bizarre.”

“And here,” she replied, with half a smile, “I thought only Simon’s cases were that way.”

“Maybe,” Colby conceded. “It’s definitely a consideration right now.”

“I’m not trying to get in anybody’s way,” she added, “but I do worry that this isn’t what we are really looking at. Yesterday I wasn’t thinking straight,” she admitted, as she looked around the room. “And I gave you as much information as I could. However, I’m quite sure I missed a bunch, so I will spend some time this morning, getting some of that down on paper. I think the bottom line right now is that we can’t rule out that something else is brewing, and, for whatever reason, either they want me off the case, or completely out of the office,” she suggested, turning to look at Colby, “or just looking elsewhere.”

Colby nodded. “I’ll take that up with the brass. Of course I had to update them this morning, and there have been calls for you to take some time off and to let us as a team go through this.”

“Of course there has, and I get that,” she said, “and, if you do that, I’ll hand in my resignation right now.”

He winced. “Somehow I figured you would say that.”

“No way this is going on around me without my being involved,” she declared, staring him down. “I get it. We have liabilities, and we have things that need to be sorted in terms of making sure the case sticks, if it goes to court. But it’s also very important that whoever is playing these games doesn’t get a free pass, just in case it is simply a diversion.”

“You won’t make it easy, will you?” Colby asked, staring at her glumly.

She gave him a brilliant smile. “You wouldn’t want me to either. That same tenaciousness I use on these cases is exactly what I’ll apply to this one. This asshole, whoever it is, doesn’t get to get away with this,” she announced. “No way, not now. This asshole is mine.”

“Yet we can really do nothing if that is what the person who delivered the puzzle box is after,” Lilliana pointed out. “It’s just something that we must keep in mind on the side.”

“Exactly,” Kate agreed. “So, did you guys get anywhere with any of the research overnight?”

Rodney smiled and spoke up. “We checked the cameras around the department, and it was delivered by a young teenager. He doesn’t seem to have anything to do with it, but we are working to track down his identity, as it was dropped off for you personally. Reese has her assistants tracking the kid on the street cams and hopefully we’ll see where he goes. Forensics has the box, and they haven’t found anything as of yet, but we have pulled all the files in regard to your brother’s case. Plus, I have a list of people to contact over Timmy’s disappearance.” When she winced at that, Rodney nodded. “It’ll be painful, but no other way to make it happen.”

“Agreed,” she muttered. “I know it’ll be painful, and, with any luck, maybe it will finally bring in some info. Living with the constant lack of closure, the constant not knowing what’s going on and who could possibly have done this, is heartbreaking,” she murmured.

“And you really have no idea who would be involved?” Lilliana asked.

Kate shook her head. “No, I really have no idea. I was seven. Timmy was five. We went to the same school that he was taken from. I’ve thought of this case for years. Who could it be? Who could have done this? Whose MO was to steal children from schoolyards? And I’ve gone through everything I could find, everything I could remember, over and over, looking for a link.”

“A complete stranger could be involved,” Rodney suggested.

“Yes, of course.”

They all nodded.

“That would be the hardest to solve,” Lilliana noted.

“Especially after all this time,” Colby added.

“Exactly,” Kate replied, “so anything that you guys can do would be absolutely wonderful, and, if it turns out some asshole is just yanking my chain for some reason, I would really like a few minutes alone with him,” she shared, her jaw firming up.

Colby snorted. “Now that you won’t get.”

“But you could let me have just two minutes,” she repeated, looking at him with a serious expression, but still a twinkle was in her eye.

He shook his head. “No, not happening, and Simon doesn’t get a few minutes either.”

“I’m kind of hoping that”—she rolled her eyes—“he can help us out.”

Rodney turned to her. “Will he try?”

“I think so,” she said, carefully watching Colby and gauging his temperature. “I know Simon was pretty upset for my sake.”

“Of course,” Rodney agreed, with a smile. “Yet we also know that he can’t always connect.”

“No, he can’t always connect, and often you don’t want him anywhere close,” Colby noted, “because the last thing we want is to disclose the fact that a psychic helped us out.”

“Yeah, especially this psychic,” Kate muttered, with half a smile, “because he really doesn’t want anything to do with that part of his world. He’s getting a little bit better at controlling it, so maybe that’s all good. Still, it’s not easy on him.”

“Of course not,” Rodney added, “but he does a hell of a job.”

“When he has information, whatever that information is,” she noted, “I have certainly come to listen to it now. I don’t like the questions about it. I don’t like being asked whether it’s valid, not valid, or anything else. All I can tell you is that, when he says, Move, well,… I tend to move.”

“Yeah, you mean like when that house blew up?”

“Right,” she agreed, “like the house that blew up.”

“There is a method to that psychic madness,” Colby confirmed, and, seeing her stare, he raised his hands. “As long as he keeps you guys alive, I’m all for it. Still, he’s not an excuse for shoddy detective work. He can give us directions. He can give us concepts and thoughts, maybe things to consider, but no way can we rely on him solely to get the job done.” He looked back at Lilliana. “You had a suggestion in terms of Timmy, her brother’s case?”

She nodded and turned to Kate. “Do you want to be part of a discussion with your mother?”

Kate winced. “I thought about that the whole way in today. We have nothing to do with each other, but whoever goes will get an earful about me.”

“Yeah, I was thinking I could go,” Rodney offered.

She stared at him and shook her head. “I understand why you would think that, but she will eat you alive. I would say Lilliana is the best person to talk to her.” Kate grimaced when she witnessed the flash of hurt in Rodney’s gaze.

“I agree,” Lilliana said. “From what I saw in the transcript,” she noted, “she’s a man-eater, isn’t she?”

“Men can do no wrong—well, some men. Yet all women can do no right. Just being female, you’ll totally piss her off,” Kate shared. “My mother would try to charm Rodney, whereas you?… You will get information, and it’s information we need.”

“Good,” Lilliana stated, with a knowing smile. Then she laughed. “I think I should take Rodney with me.”

“Do that,” Kate agreed. “I tell you, if there was ever a good cop, bad cop scenario already preordained, it’s this one.”

“Is she that bad?” Rodney asked. “She’s your mother.”

Kate groaned, as she stared at him. “See? You think every woman who gives birth is Mother Theresa. You’re a pushover. And that’s why Lilliana is going with you.” He glared at her, and she nodded. “I get it. You think that I’m just being a hard-ass and that I don’t really understand my poor mother and all the rest. So you’ll have to make your own decisions about this one. I can’t help you with that. Yet I spent my entire childhood believing that I was the absolute worst child ever for losing my baby brother and that there was absolutely no hope for me… ever.”

“She blamed you, didn’t she?” Lilliana asked, with a hard tone.

“Of course she did. There was nobody else. There wasn’t anyone we could point a finger at. So, it was all me, as far as she was concerned. I took the blame, and I think for a while there I may have even been a suspect, although that could have just been my traumatized juvenile brain on overdrive,” she muttered.

“Yet we see and hear of cases around the country,” Colby pointed out, “where all kinds of child kidnappers are loose out there, and their targets get younger and younger every day.”

Kate nodded. “And this was what? Twenty-some years ago now?” she noted, with a shake of her head. “God, it’s hard to believe it’s been that long. Anyway, I’m available for questioning, and please go talk to my mother and see how far you can get.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to come?” Lilliana asked.

“Not unless she refuses to talk to you,” Kate replied, “because any interaction between the two of us would be…” She stopped and added, “No, no, that’s not fair either.”

“What’s not fair?” Colby asked, staring at her.

She looked over at Lilliana. “I might need to go.”

“Will it make it easier for your mother to talk?” Lilliana asked.

Kate let out a long sigh. “In my mind, I can see her completely blowing up when she sees me. So, if you can’t get her to talk, having me along for the ride is likely to blow it all wide open.”

“Perfect,” Lilliana declared. “In that case you come and stay in the car. But it’s my investigation and my interview, you got it?”

“Got it,” Kate agreed.


Chapter 4
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When they pulled up in front of Kate’s mother’s address, Lilliana looked over at Kate. “Is this the house where she lives?”

“No idea,” Kate muttered. “Last I heard, she was somewhere on the east side.”

“How bad was your life back then?” Lilliana asked.

“Bad, worse.… Nothing quite like a single mom desperate to find a life again, busy off doing other things and blaming her remaining child for what happened to the other one,” Kate explained calmly. “Foster care was a relief in a way. Being an adult has helped give me a slightly different perspective than my childhood version, but not nearly enough.”

“No, of course not,” Rodney agreed. “I can’t imagine.”

“No, especially not if you had two beautiful well-adjusted parents, with the requisite two kids and white picket fence around the perfect little house. That’s something that I never even knew existed until I was an adult. And, even then, really only Simon has made me see that such a scenario really happens for some people.” When Rodney stared at her in obvious surprise, she shrugged. “I’ve spent my entire life not understanding what a family is,” she shared, “and Simon is very much about family.”

“Even though he doesn’t have any?”

“Yeah, even though he doesn’t have any,” she confirmed. “At least he has friends, only now unfortunately some aren’t friends at all.”

“Right,” Rodney whispered. “That was tough on him, wasn’t it?”

“It’s been tough for a long time for both of us,” she admitted, “but we made the best of it because that’s what we do.”

He nodded. Lilliana looked at Kate and added, “Let’s go see what the fuss is all about.”

“Do you want me to come in with you initially,” Kate asked, “or do you want me to come in later?”

Lilliana thought about it and then replied, “Stay in the car for now. We’ll go talk to her, and, if she doesn’t want anything to do with us, or if she’s not forthcoming, I’ll send you a text, asking you to come join us.”

“Will do.” Kate sank back into the car, almost with a sense of relief. As much as she wanted to solve this issue with her brother, the last thing she wanted was to get in contact with her mother. Some people needed to be avoided, and some relationships just needed to not exist. And, for Kate, this was one of them.

Rodney looked at her. “Be prepared. Now that this door is opening, she may want a relationship.”

Kate smirked. “Yeah, that’s not happening.”

He winced. Lilliana pulled his arm and said, “Come on. Let’s go see what we can find out.”

Kate watched as the two of them walked up to the front door of the big apartment building, hoping to avoid buzzing in. Just then the door opened, and somebody else walked out. They took the opportunity to step in, which was good because, if Kate’s mom was at home, they would be one step up in terms of catching her by surprise. It was hard for Kate to even remember her mother in many ways.

When they disappeared from view, Kate stared out at the neighborhood. It wasn’t bad. It was a small complex in a poor area of town, but that was okay too. Had her mom married again? That would feel very strange as well. Just the thought of her having remarried, and potentially, God help her, having more kids, was enough to put Kate immediately on the edge of her seat, somehow hoping that her mother wouldn’t even be there to answer the door.

It wasn’t long before Kate got a text from Lilliana, asking her to come up.

She groaned and muttered, “Here we go, for better or for worse, Mom. Let’s have a face-to-face meeting for the first time in…” Kate stopped to think about it and then realized she didn’t have an answer for how long it had been. Forever worked.

And, with that, she strode up to the apartment, where she found Lilliana and Rodney trying to convince somebody to open the door. Kate walked up to it, stuck her face right into the glass window where she could see inside, and yelled, “Open the fucking door, Mom.”

With that came a gasp of shock on the other side. The door suddenly opened, and a hand smacked Kate hard, right in the face.

“You bitch, what the hell are you doing back here again?” her mother yelled.

“Look at that.” Kate gave a hard smile, ignoring the sting on her cheek and the horror on Rodney’s face. “Just think. You wouldn’t open it for the police, but you’ll open it for me. Your heart is getting bigger.”

“I won’t open it for you again. What the hell are you doing, making some complaint against me?”

“No, hardly that,” she said, with a forced smile.

“I know that you aren’t with the police because no way anybody would have hired you. You’re nothing but a loser,” she snapped, glaring at her. “So, what the hell do you want from me?”

Kate turned, looked at Lilliana, and said, “Over to you.” She smiled at the shock on Rodney’s face. “Remember, Rodney, that perfect family with the white picket fence? I didn’t even know it was a thing until I became an adult.” And, with that, she announced to all of them, “I’ll wait out here.”

She turned and took a few steps to leave Lilliana and Rodney there to talk to her mother. Kate was still in the hallway, her eyes closed, as she listened to her mother screeching inside. Kate smiled, reassured that nothing had changed. Her mother was still the same, and Kate had nothing to worry about when seeing her
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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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3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as presented to the users.

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

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

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

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