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Chapter One


[image: ___]

Nearly Twenty Years Earlier. August 22.

“Clear the table, Theresa Jane.”

Theresa Jane sighed resignedly. Since her sister, Ellie, had left home two months earlier, it was always her turn to clear the dishes. Her mother sent her a pointed look when she didn’t move fast enough and she hurriedly got to her feet and started scraping plates.

“What time did your father say he’d be home?” Her mom directed the question to Walt, one of Theresa Jane’s two older brothers.

Walt was seventeen and had his own truck.

Theresa Jane didn’t like Walt very much. Her other brother, Eddie, was a year older than Walt. He’d gone into town with her daddy that afternoon to pick up some supplies.

She didn’t like Eddie much either.

“Don’t rightly know.” Walt wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and pushed his plate away.

Her mother’s lips tightened and Theresa Jane ducked her gaze. An angry Francis Hines tended to lash out at the first thing that caught her attention. Theresa Jane had learned not to be that thing.

She moved around the table scraping plates and collecting cutlery, trying to be as invisible as possible. She worked her way around her mother, Walt, her mother’s cousin, Jacob, and his girlfriend, Lisa.

Her daddy had a girlfriend, too, but she wasn’t supposed to know.

Theresa Jane tapped her five-month-old baby brother’s snub nose as he smushed mashed potatoes on the tray of his highchair. Bobby gurgled at her and she grinned back. He was the happiest baby in the world though no one ever paid him no mind.

Her arms trembled from the weight of the dishes, but she knew she’d get the belt if she dropped them.

A sharp screech of chair legs against hardwood floors shattered the silence as Kenny Travers climbed to his feet. Kenny had moved into the compound six months ago after getting into a fight with his boss. Her daddy liked Kenny because he was good with the horses. Her momma thought he was up to something. He took the heavy stack of plates from her grasp and put them on the table, adding his own to the pile before scooping them up. She sent him a shy smile and he winked. Kenny might be a “no-good cowboy” according to her momma, but he was the only person in Kodiak who was ever nice to her.

Walt had been nice to her last week—for about five-seconds. He’d offered to help collect eggs from the chicken coop. Should have known it was a trick. Soon as they’d gotten to the barn he’d trapped her in the horse stall and grabbed one of her hands, placing it against the front of his pants. Her stomach lurched from the memory and she glared at him as he sat at the table belching.

He was disgusting.

Boys were disgusting.

She was so glad she was a girl.

Thankfully, a rooster had flown up onto the side of the stall that day in the barn, startling Walt. That rooster had given her the chance to pull her hand away and escape. She’d run smack bang into Kenny outside and he’d caught her by the arm. Her expression must have told him something bad had happened even though she hadn’t made a sound. Theresa Jane did most of her screaming on the inside.

Then Walt had walked outside adjusting his zipper and Kenny’s eyes had gotten all glittery and mean. His voice had turned real quiet when he’d told her to go back to the cabin and that he’d fetch the eggs along shortly. Then he’d dragged Walt back into the barn by the scruff of his neck, and barred the door.

At dinner later that same night, Walt had shown up with a busted lip. He’d avoided looking at her and told everyone he’d walked into a door. He hadn’t bothered her since then, but she still didn’t trust him.

Kenny Travers was her Guardian Angel.

She collected the drinking glasses, avoiding Walt’s foot when he tried to trip her. She followed Kenny into the kitchen where he dumped the stack of dishes on the draining board.

“Thanks.” She craned her neck to look at him where he towered over her. She barely reached his waist.

“You’re welcome, missy.” He started running hot water into the bowl.

“I’ll do it.” She dragged over a chair so she could look out the window as she did her chores.

One side of his mouth curled up and his blue-green eyes twinkled as he studied her. “I don’t mind helping, sweetheart.”

They were nearly eye level when she clambered up onto the chair. Her heart fairly burst from looking at him. Maybe when she was thirteen she could marry him, instead of one of Daddy’s other friends.

She glanced over her shoulder into the dining room where her family was starting on one of their nightly rants about the cost of fuel and government taxes and the president and colored people. She’d never seen a black man, but from what her family said, black people would kill her as soon as look at her. It didn’t make sense, but she was smart enough to be scared.

Most things didn’t make sense even though she was ten now—like the fact they’d tattooed the number fourteen onto her left arm. She liked math, but she didn’t like the number fourteen any more than she liked any other number. The skin was red and raised and itched like poison oak. She rubbed at the scab. Kenny’s mouth tightened until his lips disappeared.

“Sorry.” She cast her eyes downward.

“You’ve got nothing to be sorry for, Theresa Jane.” His voice was low and funny sounding. Rough. Deep. Like her dog Sampson’s warning growl.

She sighed as she squirted washing up liquid into the bowl along with the hot water, knowing she was gonna get told off for making too many bubbles, but doing it anyway. “Momma says if I paid more attention to my lessons I wouldn’t be so darn stupid.”

He swallowed so loud she thought he’d gotten something stuck in his gullet. “You all right?”

He nodded and cleared his throat. “You sure you don’t want a hand with these dishes, missy?”

She let out a gusty sigh. “They’ll just get mad with me and call me lazy if I don’t do it all. An’ I don’t like being called names.”

Kenny’s brow quirked and he leaned in close to murmur, “How can someone sitting on their butt doing nothin’ call you lazy when you’re the one doing all the work?”

Theresa Jane giggled because Kenny always said the things she was thinking. “Don’t make no sense to me, either, but that’s what they do.”

Kenny shook his head and said in a low voice, “You’re a good kid, Theresa Jane. Don’t ever change.” Then he hesitated, moved closer and whispered in her ear. “If there’s ever trouble, will you promise me something?”

Her eyes locked on his as she nodded.

“Hide in your closet or under your bed. Don’t come out for anything or anyone.”

Theresa Jane stuck out her bottom lip and raised her own brows. “What kinda trouble?”

Kenny glanced into the dining room and his gaze darkened. “Any kind. And lock your door at night. Promise?”

“Okay. I promise.” She nodded curiously, then his lips compressed and his expression closed down and he took a step back. He turned and walked out the back door.

Footsteps approached from behind her as she tested the temperature of the water with her fingertips.

“You used too much soap again, stupid girl.”

Theresa Jane kept her eyes averted. “Sorry, Momma.”

“What was he saying to you?”

“Nothin’, Momma.”

Francis Hines walked up to stand next to her at the sink. “He say where he was going?”

Theresa Jane tucked in her chin. “Nope. He just left.”

Francis twitched the net curtain and they both watched Kenny climb into his truck and drive down the winding dirt road, kicking up dust behind it before turning left on the main highway into town.

“Maybe he’s going to find Daddy?” Theresa Jane suggested, hoping that would make her momma happy.

“Ha. Your daddy isn’t lost, Theresa Jane. He’s either drunk or…” Her mother trailed off when they heard the honk of a horn and saw her father’s truck pull into the long driveway and start rumbling along the road.

Theresa Jane risked a glance at her mother’s face. “He’s home,” she said brightly.

“So he is. So he is.” Francis’s lips pinched. Then she turned and got Daddy’s and Eddie’s dinners out of the oven.

Theresa Jane braced herself as her father came in. He frowned when he saw her standing on a chair over a sink full of white foam, but didn’t yell at her. Eddie came in behind him and pushed past her to help himself to a glass of water from the tap.

“Hey!” She almost lost her balance and had to grab onto his arm to steady herself. He pried her fingers off him as if she had cooties. She grabbed onto the sink instead. “Watch it!”

God, he was annoying.

He leaned down until she went cross-eyed meeting his gaze. “Shut up, brat. Else I’ll teach you some manners.”

The pungent scent of beer hit her in the face and her stomach churned. A shiver of repulsion moved through her. He laughed, then walked away with a cocky swagger that made him look like he’d pooped his pants.

She stuck out her tongue at his retreating back.

Ever since her older sister, Ellie, had married Harlan Trimble in June her brothers had started treating her different. Meaner.

She didn’t like it.

She scrubbed the scourer over the first plate and placed it on the drainer. Bubbles drizzled over the stainless steel and into the sink.

“Get a move on, Theresa Jane. Sun will have gone down by the time you’re done lollygagging,” her mother berated her. “And make sure you rinse off those suds.”

Theresa Jane scrubbed faster and wished she could have driven away into the sunset with no-good cowboy Kenny Travers.

*     *     *

Six hours later, a hand clamped over Theresa Jane’s mouth as she lay asleep in bed and a voice hissed in her ear. “Get up. The Feds are coming!”

The words shot terror into her heart as she lurched into consciousness. Her mother let go and ripped back the bedclothes. Despite it being summer, an icy draft pierced her thin nightclothes and made goosebumps dance over her skin.

“Get dressed,” her mother commanded.

Theresa Jane dragged on yesterday’s clothes that lay in a heap beside the bed.

“Why are they here? What are they going to do with us?” She’d grown up hearing about the evilness of the federal government, how the government wanted to control what they thought and did. Destroy their way of life. The Feds wanted to steal her daddy’s hard-earned money, tax their land and take away their guns. Guns were the only way they could protect themselves from the bad people.

Theresa Jane wasn’t exactly sure who the bad people were but they were everywhere according to her folks. And now the Feds were coming for them.

“We’re not going to let them do a damned thing,” her mother snapped.

Theresa Jane’s heart pounded. Tears gathered in her eyes. “I’m scared, Momma.”

Her mother’s expression softened for the briefest of instants. “I won’t let them hurt you. I’ll shoot you myself before I let them take any of my babies.”

Theresa Jane flinched.

“Keep down.” Her mother pressed a heavy pistol into her grip. Then she ran, hunched over, into the hall. Theresa Jane followed, using both hands to carry the weapon. She knew how to handle a gun. She’d been having weekly shooting lessons since she was five years old, and regularly beat her brothers at target practice. But the idea of pointing this at a real person and pulling the trigger made her want to weep.

She ran awkwardly after her mother. A gunshot made her scream so loud her ears hurt.

“Shut the fuck up with that screeching,” Eddie snarled at her. He was hunkered behind the refrigerator, a dark shadow despite the bright moonlight that shone through the open drapes. Walt was in the living room staring out of the north-facing window.

“They’re not taking us alive,” her mother stated, sending a sliver of dread coiling through Theresa Jane’s gut.

Cries filled the darkness. Through the window Theresa Jane saw an orange glow lighting up the sky. The acrid smell of smoke drifted on the warm night air, coating the back of her throat.

“They’re trying to burn us out.” Her daddy walked into the kitchen from the back of the house.

Oh, God.

Her daddy exchanged a long look with his wife. “They’ve taken the compound and surrounded the cabin. Stan told me on the radio Kenny’s dead. Saw him shot out near the barn.”

A sharp pain stabbed Theresa Jane’s chest. Kenny couldn’t be dead. Not her Kenny.

“I hate them.” Fury burned inside her chest even as her heart withered. “I hate them all.”

Her father studied her and for the first time in her life she saw a small measure of respect reflected back in his eyes. “Go cover the window in your bedroom. Shoot anyone you don’t recognize.”

Theresa Jane nodded, scurrying back to her room. A baby’s wail made her pause outside the door. Everyone had forgotten about baby Bobby who was sleeping in his crib beside her parents’ bed.

She heard more gunshots from the direction of the kitchen but didn’t know who fired. Bobby’s cries were getting louder so she rushed and picked him up out of the crib and ran back into her room. The baby was warm against her body, but his diaper was saturated. Her dog Sampson followed her, whining unhappily.

She stripped the sodden sleep suit and diaper from Bobby’s body and tossed them on the floor. Then she laid the baby on the bed and wrapped him in a towel that hung on the back of her door.

The gunshots were getting more frequent now and glass shattered. Kenny’s words from earlier that evening came back to her in a rush.

“If there’s ever trouble, promise me something? Hide in your closet or under your bed. Don’t come out for anything or anyone.”

How’d he known?

She had no idea, but somehow, she was sure he had.

She stared at the gun she’d laid on the bed, and then back at the baby smiling up at her, torn as to what to do.

Kenny was dead and she needed to avenge him, but she didn’t want to get shot or die. Bobby gurgled and her heart twisted. She didn’t want Bobby to die either.

She didn’t allow herself to worry about the rest of her family. They never listened to her anyhow.

She ran to the bedroom door and closed it, turning the key quietly in case one of them heard and came running. Then she wedged a wooden chair under the handle. Next, she picked up the baby and cradled him against her chest. She grabbed the handgun, climbed inside her closet, shoving aside old shoes and toys, urging Sampson to join them. She pulled the door closed, lying on the cramped floor beside the infant. She put the gun behind her so Bobby wouldn’t be able to reach it.

Gunshots sounded louder now and she shivered as the baby cried out in alarm. Vibrations of bullets slamming into her home reverberated through the wood and along her bones. She curled over the baby and hugged the dog, protecting them both as best she could.

The shooting seemed to go on for hours. Eventually, she heard her mother’s voice, faint between the two closed wooden doors.

“Theresa Jane?” Her bedroom door rattled. “Theresa Jane, you in there? Open the door. Theresa Jane! Open the damned door!”

Theresa Jane’s hand started to inch toward the closet door and then stopped. Her mother sounded angry enough to carry out her earlier threat. Theresa Jane was smart enough to be more terrified of Francis than of the bullets flying around.

“Theresa Jane, I’m warning you—” Her mother’s threat was cut off by a scream of pain and a sob.

Theresa Jane sat up.

Oh, God. Had her mother been shot?

“Help. Help.” Her mother’s voice grew fainter.

Theresa Jane’s heart twisted. Her mother was hurt. She started to go to her, then froze when her mother started yelling. “You always were a contrary little bitch. I should have drowned you at birth.”

Hot tears filled Theresa Jane’s eyes. The tightness in her throat made it impossible to breathe. Bobby started fussing and she gathered him closer as Sampson stuck his nose between them and whimpered. “It’s okay, Bobby. I’m gonna take good care of you. I love you, baby.” She kissed Sampson’s wet nose. “I’m gonna protect you both, forever and ever.”


Chapter Two
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The time had come. All the years of planning, plotting, pretending, had finally come to an end.

Now was the time to act.

The targets had been carefully chosen. Each one would send a message until it was time for the ultimate demonstration of power. Let the government scurry madly in mindless fear. Let them mobilize their resources and throw a thousand imbecilic drones at the issue, trying to hunt them down. They’d fail. It was already too late. They moved too slowly. She was too clever. The plan was in motion.

Now was the time for vengeance.

The morning was still dark. The late February air crisp and dry. She pulled her hat lower, the wool black scarf wrapped high around her neck, the heavy black winter coat done up to her chin against the chill, concealing her build, her shape, her femininity. She hunched her nose into her scarf and avoided meeting the gaze of a man wearing a business suit and woolen overcoat.

If she hoped to complete her mission, she couldn’t afford for anyone to remember her face.

Her grip tightened on the pistol she concealed in her deep coat pocket. It was a generic gun, holding unexceptional bullets. They carried a clear message.

North Cleveland Park was one of the few areas of the city not covered with cameras. If people knew how much the government spied on their every move they’d have more members in their ranks. But theirs was a small and exclusive club. Restricted to those they could trust, those committed to doing something about their problems, rather than just mouthing off. She kept her head down as she turned right and walked up the hill, passing beautiful, century-old homes with leafy driveways, and gardens that were a dark, lush green, even in the dead of winter.

Three more houses.

She didn’t glance around, or draw attention to herself as she turned into the driveway of number forty-four. She slipped around the side of the house to the back door, drew out her pistol. With her gloved left hand she rapped sharply using the small iron knocker. She looked around. The rear of the house was concealed by a tall privet hedge and a dense band of trees on either side, a heavily wooded ridge behind. She heard the tread of footsteps from inside, a voice calling out and another one muttering in response. The man opened the door, his bushy gray eyebrows rising up his wrinkled forehead. He opened his mouth to say something—probably some biting comment meant to put her in her place.

She didn’t give him the chance.

She pulled the trigger twice. The suppressor made the gun heavier than normal but her aim was true. Then she stepped over the dead man and walked into the warmth of his home. A woman stood slack-mouthed beside the open refrigerator. She pulled the trigger again and the woman crumpled to the hardwood floor. Determinedly, the woman tried to drag herself forward. The messenger stepped closer and put a bullet between terrified black eyes.

No witnesses.

She picked up the shell casings.

No evidence.

She stepped over the man’s body, avoiding the dark pooling blood.

No remorse.

She walked away.


Chapter Three
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It was Assistant Special Agent in Charge Steve McKenzie’s first day in his new position and he was early.

He’d just wrapped up being team leader of a Joint Terrorism Task Force investigating the November attack on a shopping mall in Minnesota. The carnage still gave him nightmares but that was the cost of the job. Stopping terrorists from hurting others made it worthwhile.

Prior to Minnesota, he’d spent two years at the Crisis Management Unit in Quantico. Now he was bringing those skills to do a stint at HQ—a necessary evil if you wanted to get promoted within the FBI. The only drawback was somehow the heart of FBI operations felt a whole hell of a lot like the sidelines, and he did his best work neck-deep in shit-storms.

But this was a plum job that utilized all his skills and messing it up wasn’t on the agenda. His plan was to make Special Agent in Charge (SAC) and be put in charge of his own field office by the time he was forty. At the ripe old age of thirty-nine he was cutting it fine.

He got off the elevator on the fifth floor. A tall, burly man approached from an office on the left. Mac headed that way, passing a small, wooden desk, cordoned off with protective rope, a framed photograph of J. Edgar Hoover sitting pride of place on its shiny, mahogany surface.

“ASAC McKenzie?” the man approaching asked.

“Yes, sir.” Mac nodded as he held out his hand. “Most people call me Mac.”

“I’ve heard great things about you, Mac.”

“All lies,” Mac said straight-faced. “ASC Gerald, I presume?”

The man nodded. “Let me give you a quick tour of SIOC and help you get settled.”

Gerald swiped his badge over an electronic panel and opened the door. SIOC—or the Strategic Information and Operations Center—in the depths of FBI headquarters was over forty-two thousand square feet of state-of-the-art facilities that looked like it had been ripped right out of a Jason Bourne movie.

They entered a large room filled with a big conference table and TV monitors mounted on the wall. Off to the side there was another smaller Executive Suite with coffee making equipment and en suite facilities.

“That’s where the director and the attorney general meet every morning to talk through the most pressing issues of the day.” The ASC checked a wristwatch that looked capable of launching rockets. He nodded to a woman setting up refreshments. “They’ll be here any minute. The suite has everything except a Jacuzzi.” Gerald laughed at his own joke and walked through to another larger conference room, swinging his arms out in an arc to encompass all the screens and clocks on the wall showing local times around the globe. “We have six crisis action team rooms, five large-scale operations areas, executive briefing areas and conference rooms. We operate around the clock, 365 days of the year, 24/7, with three watch units and one critical incident unit.”

Mac’s job was to act as liaison officer between the Crisis Management Unit here and the one in Quantico.

Gerald stopped in one of the Executive Operations rooms and stood with his hands on his hips looking around, the sense of pride obvious from the smile on his face and the confident angle of his chin. “This is where we manage special missions like the Somali pirates’ operation.”

“You ran that from here?” Mac was impressed.

The ASC’s deep brown eyes glowed with satisfaction. “Every second of it.”

Those were the sorts of cases Mac wanted to be involved with—a fix for his inner adrenaline junkie and a way of gaining valuable insight into the full capabilities of the Bureau. But he’d been working for the FBI long enough to understand it was ninety-five percent paperwork, five percent high-octane action. That proportion only increased the higher you climbed up the food chain.

Each FBI Field Office had their own Operation Centers, but SIOC made most of them look like high school media rooms. From this place, they could monitor the position of every aircraft in US airspace, access all street cameras in five states, and know the deployment of all national assets from bomb squads to surveillance units. This was important information to have on hand and CMU needed access to it. Excitement snaked up Mac’s spine as he took everything in. This was where he was meant to be.

A commotion broke out and several agents came hurrying out of a media operations room across the hallway. One of them, a young woman with straight brown hair, searched around until her eyes found Gerald. She walked briskly toward them carrying a piece of paper. Clearly something big had happened.

“What have you got, Hernandez?” Gerald held out his hand.

“Just got word a federal judge has been found murdered in his DC home.”

Gerald took the paper. “What do we know?”

“Judge Raine Thomas of the United States Court of Appeals for the Federal Circuit. Shot dead in North Cleveland Park this morning before he left for work. Wife was also shot dead.”

“They catch anyone?”

The woman shook her head. “Local cops were first on the scene. But as soon as they discovered the identity of the victim, they called in the Feds. Washington Field Office has agents en route.”

“ASAC Steve McKenzie.” He indicated Mac with his right hand. “I want you to meet Libby Hernandez, a top analyst at SIOC. Mac just joined us from the Crisis Management Unit at Quantico.”

Mac shook hands with the analyst and didn’t bother to correct Gerald. It was close enough. “WFO has the lead on this?”

They were heading toward Gerald’s office, the men’s long strides forcing the woman to almost jog to keep up. Mac slowed down and indicated she go ahead of him.

“Correct.” She nodded and smiled gratefully.

They walked into Gerald’s office and the man went behind his desk to pick up the phone. “I need to update my boss.”

“I’d like to visit the crime scene and talk to the case officer. See if they’re going to need our services,” Mac said.

Strictly speaking, the Assistant Section Chief wasn’t his boss—that was still the head of the Critical Incident Response Group, but Gerald was one in a long line of superiors within the Law Enforcement Services division.

Gerald appeared amused and tapped his fingers on the phone’s handset. “You understand that’s why we have all these monitors and computers here, right? Remote access.”

“But there’s nothing like being at the actual scene to get a feel for what happened and how it went down. That’s how agents figured out there was a female terrorist involved in the Minnesota mall attack.” Mac held Gerald’s gaze. They all knew that same female terrorist had tried to assassinate the President of the United States. It wasn’t something that could be overstated. He didn’t know how long Gerald had been in administration or whether he still got that buzz from being in the field, but Mac did. That was the one thing he was going to miss as SAC. “With such a high-profile murder occurring on our doorstep, I think it’s worth a quick field trip.”

“Makes sense.” Gerald conceded. “Let me find out who’s on it from WFO and I’ll tell them you’re on your way.” He covered the mouthpiece with his palm. “You have transportation?”

“I’ll grab a cab.”

Five minutes later, Mac was back on the streets of downtown DC, trying to hail a cab. Only a few top FBI officials were assigned parking spots beneath HQ and he wasn’t on that list. It was a stark reminder that while he might think he was hot shit, around here, he was simply another cog in the wheel.

*     *     *

Tess Fallon let herself into her brother’s house and dumped her laptop case on top of the kitchen table.

“Cole?” She shouted. “You here?”

Silence met her greeting and her breath rushed out in frustration. She checked her wristwatch. They were supposed to meet at nine to go over his tax returns, but to say her brother had other priorities was an understatement.

“Zane, Andy, Dave?” She paused. “Joseph? Anyone?”

Cole had bought this house using money he’d inherited from their mother last year. He rented rooms to three of his friends, other members of the university soccer team, and his best friend, Joseph, spent more time here than in his own dorm.

No one answered her.

“Damn.” She eased out of her coat and hung it over the back of a kitchen chair. She gave Cole’s cell a try and cursed when it went straight to voicemail.

He’d obviously forgotten she’d arranged to come over this morning. She had a client meeting at ten-thirty, with an influential civil liberties group—her specialty—and she knew more-or-less where Cole kept his files. She could wait around, wasting her time, or she could get on with the job.

She headed through the messy living room with its polished hardwood floor, rumpled couch, and massive flat-screen TV. Two empty breakfast bowls sat on the coffee table, along with two half-full mugs of coffee which suggested someone had eaten a quick breakfast here this morning—or they hadn’t cleaned up lately.

She headed to the den, which served as Cole’s office. This was strictly his space and pretty much the only rule he had in the house was that the guys did not mess around in here. Two PCs and an iMac lined one wall and another flat-screen TV decorated the bare space above it. Her brother’s paperwork was stacked haphazardly on his desk next to his laptop docking station.

She eyed the papers. She had him automatically copy her on electronic receipts every time he made a work purchase or got paid. Even so, this was a mess.

Cole had enrolled at American University on a soccer scholarship but had busted his knee at the end of the first season. During his recuperation, he’d started writing software apps. It turned out he was phenomenal at it.

Tess didn’t have the first clue about writing code, but she did understand that if he didn’t pay taxes, he’d go to jail. On a positive note, he now earned more than she did, which was a little demoralizing when she thought about all the years she’d put in to her CPA training, but at least she didn’t need to worry about supporting him through college or paying off his student loans.

“So where d’you put the household bills, genius?” She leafed through the stack of papers on the desk, slowly grinding her teeth. Didn’t matter how many times she’d asked him to pull those numbers he always forgot—and yet here she was, enabling him.

She glanced at the filing drawer where he kept most of his personal information. He didn’t like people going through his stuff. He never had. She didn’t like snooping, but she had a living to make and she was the one doing her brother a favor. The least he could do was allow her to enable him at her own convenience.

She opened the drawer and made short work of locating the files she needed: Internet, phone, heating, insurance, mortgage. She was just about to close the drawer when a shiny black folder caught her eye.

Her fingers plucked at it before she could stop herself. Apparently, she was compulsively nosey, but if her brother had turned up like he was supposed to she wouldn’t have been forced to go digging through his belongings. Inside the folder was a printed photo of a man she didn’t recognize, along with some personal details like his name, home address and phone number. There were pages on other people, too. Her eyebrows scrunched together as she quickly flicked through the pages. Weird. A bright purple data stick was also tucked inside the file.

Maybe they were professors, or people who’d hired Cole to create software for them. Or maybe they were potential investors. Cole had talked about opening his own company, but she’d insisted he get his degree first. It didn’t mean he’d listened to her.

With a grumble, she slipped the file back into the drawer. He was twenty years old next month. An adult capable of making his own decisions. It wasn’t her business.

Grabbing the bills, she headed into the kitchen where there was more space to spread out. She pushed the junk mail and cereal boxes to one side. Cole had probably gone to the library. Or maybe he hadn’t come home at all…

Summer after he graduated high school he’d replaced glasses with contacts and started working out. By the time he’d left for college he’d turned from the slightly overweight, nerdy kid with bad skin into a lean, ripped hottie. The fact she’d always thought he was beautiful was irrelevant. Nowadays he had no problem getting dates and she kind of wished the girls who’d ignored him back in high school could see him now. But the thought of her baby brother having sex made her queasy so she pushed the idea out of her mind.

Irritably, she stabbed her finger at her calculator. She may as well be eighty considering her dating life. Most eighty-year-olds got out more than she did. Between getting dumped for her best friend and starting her own business, her love life had become more fiction than reality. Her lips compressed and she pushed away her self-pity. Tax season was just around the corner. This was her busiest time of year and she didn’t have time to even think about a relationship.

So stop thinking about it.

She made herself a coffee and turned on the radio for background noise. Ed Sheeran was playing. No more tall, dark and handsome taekwondo instructors, she decided. What she needed was an adorable redhead who played guitar.

She’d barely sat down with her cup of coffee when the hourly news came on. A federal judge and his wife had been shot dead that morning only a few miles from here. An icy wave of horror stole over her as the announcer mentioned the judge’s name. Raine Thomas—an unusual name. She’d just seen it in a file in her brother’s desk.

Why did Cole have personal information on a judge? A judge who’d been killed? Her hands jerked, spilling the coffee, burning her fingers, making her curse.

She stood and sat back down again.

No way would Cole be involved in something as despicable as murder. There had to be a reasonable explanation. Should she ask him about it? And say what exactly? Hey Cole, where were you this morning? Out committing double homicide?

What if he lied? Worse—what if he told her he was involved? Then what would she do?

Dread took a tight hold of her innards and gave them a slow, painful twist.

She pressed her hand hard against her stomach. Could it be, despite all her efforts, he’d turned out like their father after all?

No. She refused to believe it. Cole was the one person in the world whom she believed in and she wasn’t going to sacrifice that trust on the basis of a piece of paper.

There was no way Cole was capable of murder. Maybe the file belonged to one of his buddies?

Should she talk to the cops?

Hell, no. That was not an option. That would involve answering a lot of questions she didn’t want to deal with.

One thing she did know. Her brother couldn’t know she’d snooped through his stuff. She gathered up his paperwork, rushed back to the office, opened the filing drawer and slid each piece of paper back into its respective folder. With shaking hands, she pulled out the black file and debated whether or not she should take it with her.

And what? Become an accessory? That realization had fiery panic licking along her nerves. The last thing she needed was anyone connecting that file to her. She wiped the cover and the pages she’d touched with her sweater and eased it gingerly back into place using the sleeve of her cardigan.

Everything appeared like it had before. She shut the drawer and ran back into the kitchen and stood there, trying to catch her breath. Then she crammed her belongings into her laptop case, washed up her cup, dried it, put it away in the cupboard. Rearranged the kitchen table into its familiar mess. She stuffed her arms into her coat sleeves, searched around to make sure no trace of her visit remained.

She took a breath. It looked precisely like it had when she’d let herself in thirty minutes ago.

She left, locking the door behind her, and sat in her car for a moment, trembling, her heart racing as her carefully constructed world fell to pieces.

Then she remembered whom she was dealing with. Her brother, whom she’d watched take his first steps, whom she’d walked to kindergarten, whom she’d taught to stand up to bullies. Her brother, whom she knew and loved with every molecule of her being. Not some violent asshole who liked guns or fighting, but a registered Democrat who bought her flowers on Valentine’s Day when she was single and called himself a feminist. For his birthday this year, he’d asked her to adopt an endangered species from the World Wildlife Fund in his name. No way would Cole commit murder, but she needed to know what was going on and how he was involved.

Blind trust was for the gullible and foolish. She’d rather put her faith in facts and empirical data. Unlike people, numbers never lied.


Chapter Four
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Mac pushed through the throngs of gawkers gathered on the sidewalk and held up his gold shield before ducking under the yellow crime scene tape.

The victims’ house was in North Cleveland Park a few miles northwest of the National Zoo. It was a beautiful older building, worth easily upward of a million bucks in today’s market. Someone might kill for that alone.

There was a uniform from the Capitol Police at the corner of the house, taking names and handing out gloves and booties. Mac signed the log book and covered his shoes.

“You seen Agent Ross?” he asked the guy.

The uniform gave a sharp shake of his head. He was solidly built with gray at the temples. His mouth compressed, eyes pained.

“You first on scene?”

“Yeah,” he acknowledged gruffly. “Knew the judge. He was a fine man. Didn’t deserve this.”

Mac didn’t ask more questions. It shouldn’t make a difference, but the mood shifted when someone had a relationship with the vic. Dark humor, used so often as a way for law enforcement and medical professionals to dissociate themselves from the daily grimness of their jobs, was shelved. The victims became more human. More deserving of respect. It was wrong, but it was natural.

“They’re around the back.” The uniform indicated with a jerk of his head. Mac headed that way. A black BMW sat gleaming in the garage. A tarp had been strung up over the entrance to shield the scene from prying eyes. Mac ducked behind the material and his stomach lurched.

Now he understood why the patrol officer looked like shit.

A man lay on the threshold. Gray suit, blood red tie falling in a wave over the stoop. No overcoat. No shoes. Mac moved closer and studied the body.

Two shots. One to the chest. One in the head. Point blank range.

An agent stepped into view. Late twenties. Average height. One seventy. Eager rather than weary, which was a promising sign. It was easy to let the job consume you.

“Agent Ross?” Mac asked.

“No, sir. Agent Atherton. You must be ASAC McKenzie?”

Mac nodded. At least they’d been informed he was coming. “Medical Examiner here yet?”

Atherton finished scribbling in his notebook and said distractedly, “On her way.”

“What do you have?”

“Two victims.” Atherton motioned for Mac to follow him inside.

Mac edged around the victim before stepping into a clean, well-kept home. The acrid scent of burnt coffee filled the air, along with the metallic taint of blood.

“Judge Raine Thomas and his wife of over thirty years, Kate,” Atherton said. “Murder-suicide looks unlikely because both victims were shot twice, and no sign of a weapon, unless someone removed it before we got here. ME should be able to tell us for certain.”

In Mac’s experience when men killed themselves they didn’t start with one to the chest and a second to the head. They stuck the gun in their mouth and blew out their brains.

Mac stepped into a high-ceilinged kitchen that belonged in a magazine except for the dark slick of blood pooled beside the body of a dead woman. She hadn’t died quickly or painlessly. Now he wished he’d skipped breakfast.

She lay on her side. The chest wound was indicative of the bullet being fired from farther away, presumably the doorway. Powder burns on the victim’s skin suggested the second shot had been taken at point-blank range. Part of her skull was obliterated. Blood streaks on the floor indicated at some point she’d tried to crawl toward her dead husband.

Gold and diamonds glittered on her ring finger.

“Signs of forced entry?” asked Mac.

“Nope.”

“Security?”

“A basic alarm that was turned off. Bullet trajectory on the judge suggests the shooter was standing outside firing into the doorway. No signs of a struggle. No nine-one-one call. Neighbors didn’t hear a thing.”

“They used a suppressor?”

Atherton shrugged. “Looks that way.”

Mac scanned the floor. No evidence markers for shell casings. “Shooter picked up their brass?”

“Yup.” Atherton blew out a long breath. “Whoever did this didn’t leave anything obvious behind except two bullets lodged in each victim. No signs of robbery, either. The UNSUB didn’t take jewelry, laptops, wallets, phones or cash all of which are lying in plain sight. No obvious signs of sexual assault.”

“Jesus.” Mac expelled a breath. A full pot of coffee sat on the counter, two pieces of toast in the toaster, two plates beside it. An open butter dish and jar of marmalade sat nearby. These people had been going through the motions of a normal workday morning when someone had walked in and shot them dead.

It looked like a hit.

“Any idea as to motive?” asked Mac.

“Not yet.”

“Could be personal? Or some sort of revenge attack? What do you know about the judge or his cases?”

Atherton seemed pained, as if Mac was slowing him down. He probably was.

“Federal Circuit Judge. Dealt mainly with patent cases and veterans’ affairs.”

Hardly the hotbed of passion or vengeance, although veterans knew guns and patents could be worth millions.

“Thomas ever receive death threats?”

“I’m in the process of checking it out.” The man sighed and the eagerness dimmed a little. “It’s early days.”

Mac glanced around. “Who stands to gain from the couple’s death?”

Atherton checked his notes. “There are two grown children. We have agents talking to them both. They heard the news on TV.”

Christ. Mac didn’t want to imagine how much that had sucked.

Atherton continued. “We haven’t found a will yet, but there’s a safe. We also need to find out the name of their lawyer.”

Mac asked the obvious question. “Could this be a hate crime?”

The judge and his wife were both black.

“It’s a little early to say.” This comment came from a new voice.

Mac glanced up. The guy who stood in the doorway had dark hair longer than generally considered acceptable in the FBI, and sharp eyes that were the norm. “You’re ASAC McKenzie? I’m Mark Ross. What can we do for you?”

Mac inclined his head as they shook hands. This guy did not like a superior being on his turf. “I started working in SIOC and wanted to see this crime scene for myself.”

“I haven’t seen you around. How long you been at HQ?” Ross questioned, watching him closely.

Mac checked his watch. “Two hours.”

The other agents laughed, but then they all glanced uncomfortably at the dead woman lying on her kitchen floor.

“That’s about as long as I’d last, too,” Ross told him.

Mac put his hands on his hips. It wasn’t that, but why blow a reason to bond? “I’m the new liaison for the Crisis Management Unit at SIOC. I wanted to offer any assistance we can provide.”

“Appreciate it, but I don’t think we need SIOC at this stage.” The tone was just south of condescending. “If that changes, we’ll let you know.”

Dismissed.

Mac held Ross’s gaze but their silent pissing contest was interrupted by voices outside.

“That’s the ME,” Atherton volunteered like a puppy trying to keep both owners happy. “Better watch where you step because she’s fussy about her blood spatter and scares the crap out of me. I’ll walk you out.”

The last time Mac had felt this unwanted he’d been having an animated discussion about jurisdiction with a member of the US Marshals Service. But how would he feel if some bigwig from headquarters tried to insert himself into his investigation?

Like a dog guarding his bone.

“Don’t worry. I’ll show myself out.”

Atherton and Ross nodded absently. They obviously didn’t give a crap as long as he left them alone to get on with their job. He walked through the beautiful home, with its warm colors and plush furniture, paused near the front door and studied a portrait of the judge in his robes. Another photo hung beside it, more informal with the judge kissing his wife.

They appeared beyond content—they looked in love. Not a condition Mac ever wanted to suffer from again.

He pressed his lips together. The murder of a black federal judge would be celebrated in certain circles. Bigotry and antigovernment sentiment was alive and well despite the fact they lived in the twenty-first century.

Unfortunately, it wasn’t a crime to hate people because of their job or the color of their skin. It was a crime to act on it. He pushed aside the old anger and disgust and let the agents do their job. There was more than enough crime to go around.


Chapter Five
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“Great show today, Sonja.”

The security guard in her radio station’s downtown DC studio offered her a high-five as she strode toward the back door of the building.

“Thanks, Tommy.” She smiled at him and slipped outside into the frigid February chill. He was a young, good-looking guy and she knew he’d had trouble accepting her when she’d first started working here. But she’d won him over.

She smiled smugly.

Her goal was to win everyone over, one scared, ignorant, uninformed fool at a time. She paused to button up her pea-green, boiled wool jacket. It was a lot warmer than it had been at four a.m. when she’d arrived for work that morning but, even after six years in the US, she still wasn’t used to the cold. Delhi’s heat was akin to being put on a spit and roasted alive. Her parents still got excited every time she told them it snowed.

Her smile dimmed. They wanted to visit, but she kept putting them off.

Although hers was primarily a music show, she’d made a name for herself by being very public about the fact she’d been born into the wrong body. It was no more complicated or perplexing than that. She’d always known she was female, but somehow the genes had gotten mixed up and she’d ended up with dangly bits. It had been confusing as hell as a kid but at some point, she’d read a magazine article about transgender people and transitioning. That article had saved her life. It had suddenly been clear what she needed to do.

Ironically, the main reason her parents were glad she lived in the US was because LGBT rights were more advanced here than in India. But if they ever found out the number of rape and death threats she got on a daily basis, they’d kidnap her and bring her back home.

Sonja didn’t want them to worry.

She was used to the anonymous hatred and bigotry of the internet. It was the all-encompassing love that she cherished. When someone reached out and said her story had helped them figure out what was wrong with their lives—that made everything worthwhile.

She descended the steps, taking a quiet shortcut between two buildings to head to the nearest metro station. A late-night gig meant she’d had zero sleep. Still, it paid the rent.

This morning’s show had been a lively one. She probably shouldn’t have called the senator from North Carolina a douchebag with the intelligence of an amoeba live on air, but when he’d insisted on calling her by her birth name, not her legal one, she’d lost her temper.

Unprofessional, true. But her fans loved it. Haters were always gonna hate.

She hitched her Michael Kors handbag higher up her shoulder and passed a woman wrapped up like they were in the middle of an Arctic vortex.

“Morning,” Sonja said sweetly. Her grandmother always said it cost nothing to be nice.

The person’s expression didn’t alter but her eyes flickered as they passed one another.

Sonja shivered. Those were the coldest eyes she’d ever seen.

A second later a bolt of fire burned through her back and Sonja stumbled to her knees. For a second she thought she’d been Tasered. Then she saw the blood blooming on the front of her new coat—the crimson turning the pretty green to an ugly black—and the pain started.

She couldn’t breathe. She put her hand on the wound and tried to draw in air but nothing happened. Her lung had collapsed.

Footsteps crunched toward her, the sound ridiculously loud in the quiet of the morning. Pain made everything sharper. She bent her head back as the woman came around to stand in front of her, a large pistol in her grip. It looked like a gun out of the movie, fitted with one of those badass silencers.

“Why?” Sonja wheezed. Hot liquid bubbled up her throat. Blood. Not a good sign. Her attacker raised the gun and pointed it at her face. Sonja wanted to scream but no sound emerged. She was about to die, she realized. She tilted her chin. If the bitch was going to kill her, she wouldn’t die cowering.

“Why?” she rasped.

But the woman didn’t answer. Cold malice shone brightly in her eyes as she pulled the trigger.


Chapter Six
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There was one big downside to his new job. Mac was meeting her for lunch.

He exited the J. Edgar Hoover building and turned north along Tenth, walking past the hulking concrete monolith that housed headquarters. The building covered an entire city block and although he’d only worked there for a day and a half, he’d been lost three times. Not because of his crappy sense of direction. Whoever had built the place inexplicably placed brick walls, seemingly at random, right in the path of where he needed to go.

The building was Hoover’s baby but the father of the FBI had died before construction finished. It took up two and a half million square feet and housed over seven and a half thousand staff. They even had their own Starbucks on the ground floor.

He crossed E. Street and walked up to the window of Lincoln’s Waffle Shop opposite Ford’s Theatre.

The place was packed but his wife was easy to pick out of the crowd.

Ex.

Ex-wife.

It had been two years and he still had trouble getting the terminology right. That was the problem with saying what you meant and meaning what you said.

What the hell was he doing here?

Heather Surrey was a short, bubbly blonde who had the sort of curves that made a man’s palms itch. Not him though. Not anymore. She wore a bright crimson coat and matching hat. The color reminded him of how much she’d made him bleed during the divorce proceedings.

Looking at her now, he hardened his jaw along with his heart. He’d been curious as to why she wanted to talk to him, but now he didn’t want to know. He was about to turn and run when she spotted him, stood, and waved.

Damn.

Reluctantly he went inside. The waiter, a squat, harried little man, asked him where he wanted to sit.

“Unfortunately, I’m meeting someone.” Mac pointed to a smiling Heather who held out a chair for him—as if they hadn’t parted bitter enemies.

He so did not want to be here.

Mac wound his way through the tourists and locals, all happily stuffing their faces in the cramped setting. It was noisy and overcrowded, and popular enough for there to be a line out the door during the breakfast rush.

This wasn’t Heather’s usual kind of haunt. She liked high-end, waiter service and linen napkins. He’d picked it for that exact reason. Plus, it was close to work.

She went to kiss his cheek but he avoided her by sliding into his seat. As hot as she undoubtedly was, Mac found it hard to believe the two of them had ever been a couple, let alone a married couple. He must have been temporarily insane.

“You made it,” she said with a wide smile like they were old friends. Technically speaking, he supposed they were.

Ex.

Ex-friends.

Maybe he wasn’t the only one who hadn’t fully come to terms with the altered status of their relationship.

The look in her eyes suggested she hadn’t thought he’d come and was relieved he hadn’t stood her up. Unlike some people, he always kept his promises.

“What do you want, Heather?” he asked without preamble.

Her expression tightened at his less than friendly tone. She drew in a breath and watched him through her lashes. “I wanted to touch base now you’re in DC.”

Geography hadn’t been the problem. Her touching other people’s bases had.

He leaned back in his chair, his long legs stuck out to the side of the small table to avoid any accidental contact with hers. “And how’d Lyle feel about that?”

She swallowed tightly and turned her attention to the flyers on the wall. “Lyle isn’t in the picture anymore. I left him.”

And everything became crystal clear. He should stand and walk out, but his inner sadist was obviously working overtime.

Before Quantico he’d been based in Philly, which was where Heather met Lyle when she’d taken a job as the asshole’s PA. Lyle was a hotshot partner in a law firm with offices all over the country. After the divorce, she and Lyle had gotten hitched and settled in DC, which had suited Mac fine, until yesterday.

Mac said nothing. Anything he did say would be used against him.

The waiter came over. “What would you like to order?” the man demanded brusquely.

Mac picked up the menu, staring at it blindly before realizing he’d lost his appetite. “Coffee with milk, please.”

“French toast for me.” Heather gave the guy a bright smile as fake as her new breasts.

Mac frowned. What did she want from him? Money? He didn’t have any. Blood? She’d already sucked him dry.

She filled his silence. “I thought that maybe…” Her fingers reached over the table, edging toward his. Whoa! He withdrew his hands into his lap as if she was a cobra about to strike.

No fucking way.

This was not happening.

Not when everything was going so well.

The only kind of woman he wanted in his personal life right now was the type who wanted to use his body for a few hours of sexual gratification, and only on the condition it didn’t interfere with work. Names were optional. Numbers were off the table. No one was getting between him and his goals.

His coffee arrived, thank God. Mac added one sugar, stirred, took a sip and then put his cup back down on the table, hoping it would be enough of a barrier between him and whatever fucked up drama was about to come out of his ex-wife’s mouth.

Heather plowed on and he must be a callous bastard because rather than shutting her down, he let her spell it out. “I thought that maybe we could, you know, give our relationship another chance?” She was looking at him with big blue eyes and another man’s diamonds on her fingers.

“Are you insane?” He leaned forward so he didn’t have to raise his voice. “You dragged me through the courts, accused me of being abusive, attacked my reputation. Hell, you even took the fucking cat, and you don’t even like cats. Now you want to get back together?”

Heather’s lips pinched at his use of bad language but he was done pretending to be something he wasn’t. He cursed. A lot. And he goddamned liked it.

“I loved that cat,” she argued.

Loved? Past tense. So the cat was dead and she’d never bothered to tell him. The woman was a piece of work.

She reached out and finally placed her hand on the back of his. He forced himself not to flinch.

“I was hurt and lashing out. I said things I didn’t mean.”

“Heather.” He slowly withdrew his hand, relieved there was no trace of the lustful insanity that had gotten him into trouble in the first place. “I found out that taking dictation in your boss’s office involved you naked on his desk. What the hell did you think I’d do when I found out, join in for a threesome?”

Mac realized he was speaking too loudly when the woman at the table beside them glanced over with interest lighting her gaze.

“Lyle was a mistake,” Heather said determinedly. “He used his position to seduce—”

“Heather,” he growled.

Her eyes narrowed. “What?”

He didn’t look away or back down. She’d gotten away with shit her whole life because she was a spoiled brat who knew her way around men’s egos the way a Russian spy knew his way around a hidden camera. “Don’t bullshit me. You liked the fact he was loaded—”

“I liked the fact he was there!” she raised her voice and then glanced around in consternation.

“Well, that hasn’t changed, darlin’,” he drawled and on cue his phone rang and he checked his messages. He smiled sharply. “Like the ladies, my job always comes first.”

With a patience that was new, she gathered her temper rather than lash out at him the way she probably wanted to. She must be desperate.

“Look, Mac, honey, I still love you. I want to try again.” Her fingers played with the sugar packet in front of her. “You have to admit we had something special. We were married for two years.”

“During which I was faithful and you were not,” he said coolly. “That’s not what I consider a real marriage.”

Heather glared at the woman beside them who was now openly eavesdropping. Mac winked at their spectator. She was easily sixty, possibly much older and appeared to be enjoying herself. At least someone was having fun.

“I made a mistake. It’s you I love. You I want to be with.”

He resisted rolling his eyes at the dramatic emphasis. After the way she’d hurt him he’d thought he’d enjoy seeing her crawl, but it turned out to be just as unsatisfying as the rest of their relationship. The real problem with their marriage was demonstrated by the fact she’d hurt his pride, not his heart. They’d never really been in love, just in lust and too stupid to appreciate the difference.

He finished his coffee, took a deep breath and said gently, “It’s over, Heather. We are never gonna happen.”

“Why not? We can make it good again—”

She was giving him a headache. He gritted his teeth. “Because I can’t forget you went behind my back, fucked that asshole, and then flat-out lied about it.”

Heather hissed back at him, “I made a mistake! Isn’t that one of your mantras about criminals? ‘Sometimes people make mistakes and poor choices, it doesn’t mean they’re bad people?’”

“Doesn’t mean I want to be married to any of them.” He was breathing heavily now. Trust Heather to use his empathy as a weapon against him.

He leaned farther across the table as more customers began to stare. All he wanted was to do his job and she was getting in his way. Time to make his position crystal clear. “You betrayed our marriage. You broke solemn vows. And then you dragged me through the courts, called me a bad husband, took my fucking cat, and you think I’d ever want to get back together with you?” And then he got it. “Lyle’s the one who had an affair, isn’t he?” He laughed though he shouldn’t. This was karma. “Is he fucking his new PA? Maybe he thinks it’s part of the job description?” He chuckled, knowing he was being an asshole now, but wanting to end this charade.

Heather picked up her bag and stood. “I should have known you’d never be able to forgive one little mistake.”

“It wasn’t ‘one little mistake,’ darlin’. It was a great, big, gigantic ‘fuck you’ to our marriage. And I got the message. Loud and clear. I may be a dumb cowboy, but I never make the same mistake twice.”

Heather slapped him and his eyes popped. Fuck.

“This was your last chance, and you blew it,” she spat.

Cheering would be wrong, right?

She headed to the door even though she hadn’t paid a bill.

Classic Heather. Just like old times. He rolled his eyes, threw down a twenty and followed her outside into the bleak winter chill. DC was having a cold snap but having grown up in Montana he’d experienced far worse.

It was too much to hope the woman had actually left. Where was the drama in that? She waited for him on the sidewalk, not yet satisfied with her pound of flesh.

“You think you’re so
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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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