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About This Book


Detective Kate Morgan is tasked with determining if a recently discovered body floating in the harbor is the result of a crime and, if not, to move on to one of the team’s many other pending cases on their desks. However, nothing is ever simple in her world. So, when she finds several similar cases in the surrounding police districts, … the scope of her hunt expands proportionally.

However, getting to the bottom of this one crosses into Simon’s penchant for revitalizing old buildings in downtown Vancouver—or, in some cases, just giving those structures a whole lot of love.

As Simon warns her several times, he sees both himself and Kate participating in the final fight. Yet it’s so much uglier than either of them can imagine.

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


Chapter 1
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First Week of the New Year …

Kate walked back into the office.

Rodney looked up at her and smiled. “You look better. Nothing like taking a week away to help reset your system.”

“Yeah, it was a pretty rough for a bit.”

“Ken really shot up your apartment, huh?”

She nodded. “Yeah, he didn’t care. He waited until I got close to opening the door and started blasting. Simon tackled me from behind. As I was headed for the door, he had some vision about my body being riddled with bullets, and, the next thing I know, I’m flat on the ground, and my apartment is being razed with gunfire.”

“Jesus,” Rodney muttered, his eyes wide in shock. “I guess your stepfather figured that, as long as he was going down, he might as well have something to go down over.”

“Maybe,” she conceded, staring at him. “It still makes no sense to me. Anyway, I very much want things to get back to normal, whatever normal is.”

“Around here, normal can be all kinds of things, but it’s never what we expect it to be,” he said, with a smile. “I’m more than happy to have you and Lilliana back.”

“Did she take off for the holidays too?”

“She was dragging by the time we got Peter’s case dealt with, so she took some days to regroup.”

Kate nodded. “Hopefully it’ll be calm for a bit.”

Rodney smiled. “I could go for calm. Calm for more than a bit would be nice.”

“I agree, although evidence to blow my brother’s case wide open would be nice.”

“Sorry. Everything on Timmy’s case was a false trail, which we figured, coming from Ken,” Rodney noted.

She nodded. “How about calm for a long time?”

“I could get behind that,” Rodney agreed. “Yet we’ve got this case …”

Just then Kate’s phone rang. “Morning, Simon. What’s up?”

There was an odd tone to his voice as he asked, “Do you guys ever have cases … where fighting is going on?”

“Fighting?” she repeated. “What do you mean by fighting? As in husband and wife, domestic kind of violence stuff?”

“No, no, as in an arena for boxers only, … more like underground street fighting.”

“I’m sure underground street fighting is going on all the time, especially with people betting on it, but it’s rarely something that comes to us. Why?”

“Because I just had one of those really unpleasant visions, with me in the ring, and everybody around was screaming, Fight, fight, fight.”

“Uh-oh,” she muttered, “often your visions don’t mean anything even close to what we think they mean.”

“I know,” he said, “but I still got the feeling that something really ugly was going on, and it has to do with some fighting. The thing is, Kate, I don’t think that any of the people in that ring were there because they wanted to be there. I think they were there because they had no choice. The other weird thing is that it seemed that the fight, fight, fight screaming was a recording.”

She looked over at Rodney, who was frowning as he listened in on the conversation. “But …”

Simon replied, “I know. You have nothing to go on, and I don’t know that this has anything to do with you guys either.”

“In a way, I do though,” Rodney interrupted. “I was just gonna tell Kate about one of the cases that came in. A body washed up downtown right off the pier where the aquabus lands,” he shared. “The body was pummeled pretty good. We haven’t got an autopsy on it yet, but one of the guys who pulled the body out of the river said the dead guy had been beaten from head to toe.”

“What do we know about the victim?” Kate asked.

“No ID was on the body, and we still haven’t figured out who he is, but the coroner did call this morning and said that he had a tentative ID. We’re waiting for the dental records because there might be teeth left,” Rodney added. “The body’s that bad. It could be a man that the family reported missing approximately three days ago. Apparently he’s a nice normal businessman, who goes to work every day, comes home to his kids, and all that good stuff. Then one day he just didn’t come home, and nobody knew why, but now, if it’s the same man, he’s washed up in this condition, and we have no clues. However, maybe thanks to Simon’s latest vision, we have an idea at least.”

“Yeah, maybe,” Kate muttered, staring at Rodney in shock. “Simon, you take care of yourself. Just because it was you in that ring—and often we think it isn’t you—that doesn’t mean that it can’t be you.”

“Same for you,” Simon declared, “because, I swear to God, somehow I heard your voice in the middle of it.” And, with that, he hung up.


Chapter 2
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Detective Kate Morgan walked into the morgue and stopped. It took a minute to adjust to the smell of death. It was always strong, yet at the same time overlaid with the scent of chemicals and cleanser. As she stood here, her name was called from the side. She looked to the left, and there was Dr. Smidge, busy at one of the autopsy tables. She walked closer, and he frowned at her. She frowned right back. She had learned that this was the only way to really handle him. Plus, it also suited her because she was no friendlier than he was.

He watched as she approached and then pointed to the body on his table. “I presume this is the one you’re after.”

She shrugged. “Possibly, if this is the one that came in from the harbor.”

“It is,” he confirmed.

“A floater?”

“He was found floating,” Smidge corrected. “Yet no way in hell this was a floater.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning, he was beaten to death,” he stated, followed by a shrug. “He didn’t go easily into the night, but I don’t think he was equipped to handle what was coming at him.”

“They never are, are they?” she replied with a sigh, mentally reminding herself to get her sorry ass back down to the dojo for more regular workouts. If things like this were going on around her, she not only needed to know more about this but she needed to be well and truly in better shape than she was in right now.

It’s not that she had slacked off, but living the easier life with Simon had made it seem as if she had. It was a good life, and so many extras made some things a whole lot easier. Yet this poor guy in the morgue had seen the opposite side of life. Staring down at the pounds of hamburger on the coroner’s table in front of her, she was again reminded that sometimes shit happened. When it did, it brought all kinds of wrong into her world.

She shook her head, still focused on the body. “That’s well beyond beaten to death,” she declared, staring at it. The bruises, the cuts, the bloating was too much. “This is like rage.”

“I think it’s more than that,” Dr. Smidge countered, with a nod, “but you’re right. Whoever he pissed off didn’t hold back. I found a few lighter-colored bruises, as if some attempt had been made to dissuade him from whatever he was trying to get into. Still, at the end of the day, he took a beating bad enough to kill him.”

“Christ.”

“And I’m quite happy to put down something a whole lot more definitive than blunt force trauma as the final cause of death. However, in this case, I’ll just tell you flat-out that this guy was beaten to death. So, … murder.”

“Great, which is why I’m here.”

“Of course it is,” he stated, with a bright smile. “And you won’t send me more, will you?”

“Wouldn’t that be nice,” she muttered. When he turned and glared at her, she nodded. “It will cease,” she replied, raising a hand in a stiff and formal pose.

“It might take me a day or two to put all that in writing,” he shared.

She stood here, hands on her hips, as she studied the body. The body had truly been beaten, focused mostly on the head, chest, and some on the groin. Thighs too, she noted. “It doesn’t look like … Obviously we wouldn’t be looking at a professional fighter for something like this, but it does appear this dead guy was in one hell of a fight. His knuckles are bloody and bruised.”

“I’m not even sure if it was a single fight or if there was more to it,” Smidge suggested. “However, this man didn’t survive the last blows to his head.” He pointed to the severe damage around the occipital bone. “There’s another equally rough one, which I would have said was from a hard kick to the back of the head,” he shared, again showing her. “Ultimately these were the killing blows.”

She nodded. “And it wouldn’t take all that long at that point for death to occur.”

“No, a shattered bone went straight into the brain,” Smidge added.

She sighed. “Shit,” she muttered. “We do have an ID on him, by the way.”

“Good.” Smidge snorted. “He didn’t come in with anything.”

“Any idea how long he’s been dead?”

“Three days max,” he stated, with a curt nod. “He wasn’t in the water very long and had just started to swell. Not a whole lot else was going on there though. The fish weren’t even nibbling yet.”

She winced at that. “He was reported missing three days ago.”

He looked up at her and nodded. “Yep, that sounds about right. If he was held captive, or God-only-knows what, maybe he got into a fight and holed up somewhere, then decided to go back and retaliate.”

“Maybe,” she murmured. She didn’t see why or how that would appeal to anybody. If you got your ass kicked once, why would you return to get it kicked again? But she didn’t understand a lot of people, so that thought wasn’t a surprise.

Smidge looked over at her. “Just confirm you don’t bring any more like it.”

She looked at him, startled. “Like it?”

“Yeah, like it,” Smidge repeated, his tone grim. “I’ve seen bruises like this before.”

Her eyebrows shot up. “Do tell.”

He shook his head. “I used to box … a lot,” he noted, with an eye roll. “And this just has that feeling to it.”

“Boxing injuries?” She frowned at him and then back down at the body with interest.

“No, not so much boxing injuries but fights. This is a little more like … street fighting,” he pointed out. “That tends to be an environment where something hot, rash, and immediate happens. It has a different feel to it than traditional boxing.”

“Point taken,” she said, as she thought about it. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

“Maybe you should ask that boyfriend of yours,” Smidge added, with half a snort, chewing on the word boyfriend.

Kate nodded. Being a man of science, Smidge was wary of Simon’s gift and his ability to come through with such bizarre leads. Smidge didn’t know the extent of it all, but he had some idea. She glanced at him and tried to keep her tone mild. “You and I both know how that will go over.”

“Maybe,” he replied, squinting at her. “As much as I hate to even consider it, there are times I do wonder …”

“Wonder what?” she asked, eyeing him closely.

“If there’s something … more to him.”

“Oh, I know something is more to him,” she declared, her tone calm. The last thing she needed was the morgue to be gossiping about Simon and his strange abilities.

“Sure, but you don’t talk about his abilities either,” he countered, pointing a finger at her.

“Yeah, because I’m usually not sure if they are abilities or liabilities,” she stated in a hard tone.

Smidge gave a crack of laughter. “Honest to God, if it were me, they would definitely be liabilities. I’m black-and-white. I thought Simon was too, until he started walking into the gray area.”

“I don’t think he’s terribly comfortable with those walks either,” she admitted. “It’s also why he doesn’t give us a ton of information. He can’t get everything.”

“Yeah, I think that goes for all psychics though,” he muttered. “It’s weird shit, if you ask me.”

“Yeah, well, I won’t ask you,” she muttered, “because it’s the same damn question I have to figure out myself. It’s just weird shit all the way around.”

He chuckled and nodded. “But Simon himself? He’s a good guy.”

She smiled. “I agree with you on that as well.”

“You better,” he said, with a smile. “You’ve got a good thing going.”

“No, not necessarily,” she replied, staring at him. “I don’t think anything is a good thing when it comes to relationships.”

“Maybe not, but, at least in this case, he seems to have an eye for keeping you safe.”

She winced at that. “I’ll never live down that my stepfather almost shot me to death, will I?”

“No, you sure won’t,” he agreed cheerfully. Then he frowned at her and added, “And now you’re stopping me from my work, so time for you to leave.”

She gave a snort of laughter. “Yeah, I hear you. You nag me so damn much I can’t ever get anything done.”

He rolled his eyes in mock insult, then waved her off. “Get lost.”

With that, she turned and walked out, calling back to him, “I need that report.”

“You’ll get it when you get it,” he snapped.

And, both of them happy with that snarky exchange, she headed back out to the car and joined Rodney, who was leaning against the vehicle, waiting for her.

He took one look at her smiling face and groaned. “How the hell can the two of you get along so well?” he asked. “You do know something is wrong with that man, right?”

“You mean, the fact that he works around dead bodies all day?”

“That for a start,” Rodney muttered. “Yeah.”

She laughed. “So, what is there to bitch about? He does a very valuable job, and we need him.”

“That doesn’t mean I have to like it,” he muttered. “And I hate that place. It gives me the creeps.”

“I know you do,” she noted, smiling at him. “Which is why I took pity on you and went in myself.”

He rolled his eyes at that. “You like it in there.”

“Oh, I definitely find a certain amount of … I guess this will sound odd, but I find it quite … peaceful.” He just turned and stared. She shrugged. “Peaceful in that they’re all dead. It’s not like anybody there can argue with me.”

Rodney gave a snort of laughter at that. “Which is probably why Smidge likes it too. Nobody talks back to him.”

“Maybe,” she conceded cheerfully. She looked around at the hospital complex, where the morgue was located, remembering other cases and other people.

As if he read her mind, Rodney joined her, hooking his arm through hers. “Someday, hopefully a long time from now, we’ll find out that everybody in this field is a serial killer. Like that TV show?”

She turned to him, startled.

“You think I didn’t see what you were thinking?” Rodney quipped.

She shrugged. “It’s just so weird, you know? You go to all these places, deal with all these people, and they seem so normal. Then you find out their secrets, and it’s just … shocking, even to us,” she muttered.

“And we’ll likely see it again, but that’s not our issue now,” he stated, with a wave of his arm. “Let’s just keep focused on what we have to do.”

“Of course,” she muttered.

“Off to the family next, I suppose?”

Kate nodded and got behind the wheel. “That’s what I was thinking.” It didn’t take very long to reach the deceased’s address in Point Grey. As she pulled up, she noted a really nice stately house. She looked around and whistled.

Rodney agreed. “I know, right? This is pretty amazing.”

“It is pretty amazing. I’ll give you that. But why would somebody from here end up getting involved in something that seems to be street fighting?”

“We don’t know that he was involved,” Rodney pointed out. “It may not have been voluntary. Remember what Simon told us, and yet it could be something completely different.”

“I suspect it was something completely different,” she replied. “It’s still strange to think that somebody who lives in this world, this neighborhood, ends up in the morgue, beaten to death.”

“Maybe,” Rodney conceded, “but we still have to investigate it regardless.”

Kate walked up the front steps and rang the doorbell. Almost immediately a middle-aged woman opened the door. It was obvious she had been crying. The woman stared at the two people on her front steps. Kate smiled, pulled out her badge, and identified herself. The woman started sobbing in earnest. Kate winced and glanced at Rodney. “I’m sorry for your loss,” she told the woman, “but we do need to ask you some questions.”

The woman nodded, tried to get control of herself, and whispered, “Please, please, come in.” And then she started to cry again.

“I know it’s hard,” Kate added, “but I don’t have any way to make this any easier on you.” The woman just sobbed, stepping back so they could enter. As Kate went inside, the house was an expensive, expansive, very beautiful home, and it looked to be very well cared for. “Mrs. Forbes …”

“Call me Kendra, please.”

“Kendra, we know that your husband has just passed away,” Kate began, “and that is why we’re here.”

“Of course,” Kendra noted, trying to regain control. “I don’t know what I’m supposed to tell you. He went to work on Thursday, and he didn’t come home that night. I called his cell phone and got no answer, but a lot of times he just stayed late for work.”

Kendra took a moment and then sighed before continuing. “Sometimes his work can get crazy, and he doesn’t check in, and that’s what I assumed had happened this time.” Kendra led them into a small sitting area and motioned at the couch. She collapsed into the easy chair nearby, using a handkerchief to dry her face.

When she was finally calm enough, she added, “I never heard from him again.”

“And when he left that morning,” Kate asked, “did he appear to be upset? Did anything seem to bother him? Was there anything at all along those lines that you can pinpoint?”

Kendra shook her head. “No, I would have thought everything was totally fine.”

“Is everything okay at work? Was there any reason to suspect a problem at the office?”

Again Kendra shook her head. “Outside of the fact that he works constantly, no. Other than that, I would have said that Dennison was totally fine.” She sniffled into a tissue.

Kate studied her. “You do understand the way that he died?”

“No, I don’t understand any of that,” she wailed. “When they mentioned floater, I thought they meant that he had committed suicide, and that was tough enough, but now I understand that wasn’t the case at all.” She frowned. “I don’t understand, Detectives. What could it be then? Did he have a heart attack? Was the bruising on his body from being bounced around in the waves?” At that, she started to cry again.

Kate hesitated, sharing a look with Rodney. Then she got up, walked over to Kendra, crouched in front of her, and added, “There’s no easy way to tell you this, but your husband, Dennison, was beaten to death.”

Kendra stared at her in shock. “What do you mean, beaten?” she whispered. “Dennison wouldn’t hurt a fly.”

“That’s what we have been told, so why don’t you tell me about him?”

“You don’t understand, Detective. … My husband was a typical businessman, his nose in the books, always thinking about how to improve the bottom line.” She shook her head frantically. “Sometimes that alone was really frustrating because we wanted his attention at home, but he was always more focused on work. So he definitely wasn’t the kind to get beaten up and certainly would never fight back. If he got mugged, he would have just handed over his wallet, then figured out how to address the financial damage later. I just don’t understand,” she whispered, staring at Kate.

Kate nodded. “I do realize this is all a huge challenge for you,” she replied, “and at this point we have no way of knowing who may have done this. Obviously we’re running tests and collecting data. As always, we’re hoping for DNA of some kind to turn up somewhere, but even that is still only valuable if we have DNA to match it to.”

Kendra blinked several times, as Kate went through her explanation. Then Kenda shrugged. “It still doesn’t make any sense because he would never have hurt anyone. The idea that somebody would hurt him is just mind-boggling.”

“Was he a fighter at all? Even to stay in shape? Was he somebody who worked out?”

“No, no, no,” she stated, raising her hands in protest. “He didn’t like any of that. He wasn’t into being hot and sweaty. He wasn’t into getting punched. He didn’t like sports or anything physical,” she said, with half a smile. “He was really very …” She sighed. “I know it sounds silly, but he was really just all about business. Nothing else.”

“Was it his own company?”

“No, not just his, but he was a shareholder, and he took his job very seriously,” she explained. “Did you talk to them yet?”

“That’s next on my list,” Kate said. “We’ll find out when he left, where he may have gone, and see if they have any cameras.”

“Yes, cameras would be good,” Kendra agreed eagerly. “Honestly, I haven’t seen him since Thursday morning, and I’ve just been beside myself. I was surprised when I heard he was found in the water. Are you sure you’re not mistaken?”

“I don’t believe so,” Kate stated, her tone apologetic. “I’ve just come from the morgue.”

At that, Kendra’s eyes filled with tears. “Right,” she whispered. And then she stiffened her back and looked at Kate. “When can I have my husband back?”

“Not yet,” Kate told her firmly. “It’ll be a little bit yet.”

“I need to bury him,” Kendra muttered. “I don’t even know how one does these things. I’ve never had anything like that to deal with.”

“What about your children?” Kate asked.

“Yes, we have two, but they’re adults now. They’ve both been asking for answers, but I don’t have any answers to give them,” she whispered.

Kate winced at that because not having answers was always one of the hardest things, as she knew very well. She had long been waiting for answers regarding her missing brother for almost two decades now, answers that likely would never come.

She looked over at Rodney, who then had some questions to ask Kendra.

“Do you know whether he had any enemies? Or issues, like investments that went wrong? Any problem that somebody might have blamed him for?”

“I guess we’re wondering if this is personal,” Kate added, as she patted Kendra’s hand.

“It can’t be personal,” Kendra declared. “You don’t understand. He’s literally all about business. There is no personal in his life.”

“What about friends? What about family?”

“Sure, we had friends, and we do have family,” she admitted, “but we’re not close to any of them, other than our children, and we don’t entertain. We live very quietly,” Kendra noted.

“What do you for a living?”

“I’m an artist. I tend to spend most of my time in my studio,” she murmured, once again looking as if she would cry.

Kate frowned, then continued with questions. “So, going back to Thursday. What time would you have expected him home?”

She blinked several times. “He was usually home by six, depending on the traffic—which, as you know, is getting worse and worse all the time in Vancouver,” she muttered.

Kate nodded, then asked, “And what about the people he worked with? Did he ever talk about them?”

“Only in the sense that some of them did their jobs. The others? … Well, they weren’t very good at their jobs or didn’t put in the effort, and that always really bothered Dennison. He felt somebody should have been fired, and the fact that they kept him on really riled him.” Kendra smiled briefly at the thought. “He did get riled over injustice.”

Kate nodded as she listened, forming an idea of who this man was. “And his age?” she asked.

“Fifty-four,” Kendra replied, tears welling up in her eyes again.

“Fifty-four. Right.”

Knowing there wasn’t an easy way to end the conversation from here, Kate stood up. “Again, we are very sorry for your loss, and we may need to contact you again.”

“That’s fine.” Kendra waved her hand about. “Yet I don’t think I can tell you anything more. Seriously, … he was just all about the business.”

“Maybe so,” Kate acknowledged, “but somebody apparently hated him enough to beat him to death.”

Kendra gasped, a fist going to her mouth, as she stared at Kate. “Wouldn’t that have been random? You know, somebody on the street, like a mugger or a junkie?” Kendra asked, again sounding completely bewildered.

“That is certainly possible,” Kate replied, “but we have to look at all the options, all the possibilities.” She pointed around. “While we’re here, could we have a quick look at his home office, please? We need to see if he left behind anything that would indicate why this happened.”

“Yes, of course you do,” Kendra muttered, reaching up a tired hand to wipe her eyes. “God, I just want this to be over with.” But she stood up and walked them to a small and extremely neat office. She even walked over and turned on the desktop, logging in for them. “I can tell you that he wasn’t the kind to be involved in anything dubious. He was all about following the book.” Kendra stepped out of the way and watched as they searched the office, filing cabinet, even his emails.

When Kate stood, Kendra stepped out of the doorway so they could pass.

“Thank you,” Kate noted, with a smile to Kendra.

“I’m happy to help. I just want this to go away.”

Kate nodded. “That’s understandable, but the investigation is likely to take us a little bit of time yet.”

“Of course, of course,” Kendra replied, then rubbed at her tears once more. “Can you at least let me know when I’ll be able to, … you know, have the body back?” she asked, stumbling over the phrase.

“As soon as we can, of course.” Kate patted Kendra’s shoulder. “We’ll let you know.”

“Yes, yes, … of course.” Kendra stared at Kate. “It’s just so hard to believe that anybody could possibly have hit him that much. You really don’t understand. He was so very mild-mannered, easy to get along with, truly one of the good guys,” she shared, tears filling her eyes instantly. “Definitely one of the good guys.” And, with that, she started to cry in earnest.

“We’ll let ourselves out,” Kate murmured and headed to the door.

Just as she got to the door, it opened right in front of them, revealing a young woman walking in, looking distressed and in a hurry. She stopped when she saw Kate. “Who are you?” she snapped. “And what are you doing in my house?”

“I presume you are Sharlene. Is this your house?” Kate asked her.

With a wave of her hand, she completely nullified the question. “Fine, … my mother’s house, my father’s house,” she clarified, tripping over that. “I guess it’s my mother’s right now. I don’t know.” Kate pulled out her badge, and the woman started to tear up. “God,” she whispered. “Where is my mother? How is she?”

“We’ve just finished talking to her, so your return is very good timing.”

“I don’t live here,” she clarified. “I live over on the island, but I had to come and help her,” she whispered. “This is so awful.”

“When did you last see your father?”

“Oh, goodness,” Sharlene said, tucking back some stray hair. “Months ago. Maybe last September even. I don’t think we’ve seen him since.”

“So, you weren’t that close?”

“We came over for a few days every month or so to spend time with Mom and Dad, but Dad, … of course, was very busy,” she stated, with an eye roll. “He was always busy, always had work to do, and was nearly always off doing work. I suppose, in his own way, it made him happy, but he certainly circumvented all the traditional family requirements by working all the time as he did,” she pointed out, staring at Kate.

Sharlene grimaced. “By the expression on your face, I know what you’ll ask me next. Do I hate him for it? … God no. I loved him. I loved him dearly, and he will be sorely missed. But he was like—and don’t take this the wrong way—a family joke because he was so conscientious and so focused on doing the right thing for the company. Yet the company didn’t give a crap about him. Even now I’m sure they’ll just hire somebody else to do his job without a thought, if they haven’t already.”

“That seems to be the way of the world,” Rodney noted patiently.

“And I think in a way, Dad knew that. I think he understood that he was just another cog in the wheel, but, to him, he was an important cog, and that alone kept him going.”

“Did you ever hear any indication of discontent at his job with anyone?”

“No, and I don’t believe he would ever talk about it if there were,” she stated, with a wave of her hand. “But then again, I never imagined he would be so despondent that he would take his own life.”

Kate frowned at Rodney, then faced Sharlene again. “Your father didn’t take his own life,” she explained. “Unfortunately he was murdered.”
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Simon stared intently at his longtime banker in front of him and asked, “What did you just say to me?”

David harrumphed and muttered, “I was just thinking that maybe you shouldn’t be quite so anxious to buy more properties, when you’re already heavily invested in the ones that you have.”

Simon slowly raised his gaze to study the man in front of him. “Are you telling me that I’m broke?”

“No, no, of course not. It’s just that some of these buildings”—he waved his hand all around—“they’re hardly prime material.”

“That’s why I buy them,” Simon replied, trying to mask his anger. “And I’ve never had an issue with this bank before. Are you telling me that I’m having an issue now?”

“No, no, of course not.” David rubbed his temples. “I was just thinking that maybe you would do something a little less … touchy.”

“I have no intention of doing that,” Simon declared, with just the hint of a smile. “But if you’ll have a problem with me and how I run my business, I can take my money elsewhere.”

“That’s not what I’m trying to do,” he replied, glaring at Simon. “We’ve worked together a long time.”

“Yes, but this is the first time you’ve questioned what I’m doing in my own business and the expenditures that I’m choosing to make. That’s not your place.”

“Yeah, well, … maybe there’s a reason for that,” he admitted, hunching over the papers in front of him. “The real estate market is down, and everything has just gone to shit in the world right now.”

Simon smirked. “Maybe your own personal viewpoint is taking a tumble. Maybe your personal world has gone to shit. I don’t happen to think everything is shit out there, and, by the way, I haven’t lost money on a single building that I own. So I’m not changing my focus now, no matter what you think or say. And overstepping boundaries by giving me advice isn’t appreciated,” Simon pointed out, staring at his longtime bank advisor. David was a sharp, cunning, techy graduate from Harvard, and Simon liked him enough, at least until he opened his mouth today.

“No, of course not,” David conceded, with a sigh, “but it’s just not the same world out there today.”

“No, it’s not. Absolutely, it’s not, but I won’t sit here and get depressed because of it. Maybe the profit margin has shrunk …”

“Hate to point out the obvious, but it’s not only shrunk”—David put down the sheet of paper in front of him—“in some cases, it’s barely a margin at all.”

Simon acknowledged that. “That’s true, but, if I need to produce more money, I can do that.”

David frowned at him. “I don’t even know how the hell you could consistently do that all the time,” he muttered. “I just want you to truly understand what you are getting yourself into.”

“I’ve been buying and rehabbing real estate successfully for years, longer than I’ve known you, in fact. It’s never been an issue—up until now,” Simon declared in frustration. “So, I’m a little concerned over this meeting. I don’t get the intrusion, and it’s not a meeting I called. So, tell me straight. What is this all about?”

David sank back in his chair. “Maybe I’m just having a bad day,” he muttered, as he tried to backtrack.

“Maybe,” Simon agreed, studying him carefully. “Problems in the banking world?”

“No, no, no.” He rubbed his forehead. “Never mind. Just forget I said anything.”

“Wouldn’t that be nice?” He stared at David. “When you say that stuff, it does make people wonder.”

“It’s fine,” he snapped. “I shouldn’t have brought it up.”

“That’s definitely true,” Simon muttered to himself.

They quickly finished their business, Simon signing some paperwork, then heading down to City Hall to address some issues with planning permits. One of his foremen was supposed to be down here dealing with some of them, but the city had given him quite the runaround, so Simon was about to go raise some hell and see if he couldn’t get things processed faster.

As he went through the downtown area, heading toward City Hall, his mind was consumed with the boxing vision he’d seen earlier. He hadn’t heard from Kate, so he didn’t know whether anything was connected or she would even tell him. That was one of the challenges of having her around. Sometimes he got information from her, and sometimes he didn’t.

He had no right to the official information, and he knew that all too well. The biggest challenge was always letting go of some of the things he got glimpses of, but generally, as long as he kept his psychic information flowing, the detectives kept their forensic information flowing in return. Yet Simon understood on a personal level if some people didn’t want him to know anything. He was stuck in this weird loophole.

And yet, with Kate, he knew that reciprocal give-and-take was always available if her team needed help. It’s just that Simon didn’t always have something to help them with their cases. Getting that most recent vision, involving both Kate and him in that boxing scenario, was enough to terrify him, and he didn’t like anything about it. The fact that it was somehow so strong made him wonder whether he was connecting with a person, a group, or something else. He didn’t know what that something else could be. And yet the idea crossed his mind that maybe, because of the work he did, he was connecting to a building.

He snorted at that.

“If I wasn’t loony enough to scare off people before, this would finally do it,” he muttered. Still, he couldn’t help but wonder if it was even possible. Was it even a thing? Did people connect to buildings?

As he looked around, he realized that he didn’t even need to ask that question because that’s how he determined which buildings he would be willing to take on. No matter the physical state of any property, whether the building’s inherent heart and soul were left, made a project interesting for him. Did the will to stand and to still be something viable still exist, or was it a lost cause and just a crumbling construct? If the latter, he had much less interest in it.

He much preferred to have something out there just for him, that only he could fix, if he had that option. It wasn’t always there with each property he reviewed, but, every once in a while, things did go his way, and he could see his potential rehab in a much better light. And the buildings that he did look after were ones that spoke to him in some way or another.

Speaking of which, that local persistent Realtor who continually stalked him was calling him—again. He shook his head. She wasn’t his personal chosen Realtor, but that never stopped her. He let the call go to voice mail and focused on getting his business done at City Hall.

Once he was outside again and free to talk, he returned her call. He walked toward a little food stand, where he could pick up a coffee and a snack to keep him going for the day. “What’s up?” he asked, when Ariel answered.

“I’ll thank you again, for the umpteenth time,” Ariel said.

“And I am telling you, for the umpteenth time, it’s fine.”

“I know that’s what you say each time, but I’m not sure what you did or how you did it, but the fact of the matter is, Peter was found, and, for that, I owe you.”

He winced. “You don’t owe me anything.”

“I get that too,” she noted, with a playful tone. “You don’t owe anybody or like being owed, and neither do I. So, I will do my best to discharge that as fast as I can.”

He snorted. “I don’t know how you plan on doing that.”

“I can think of one thing. You know that one building we’ve been talking about? The one down on Georgia Street?”

“Yeah, what about it?” he asked, as he picked up his order and walked toward his next stop.

“They contacted me to say that they want to get rid of it, and soon, so I’m telling you first. If you want it, give me a price, and I’ll take it back to them.”

His eyebrows shot up at that. “That’s a pretty unusual way to do business.”

“That’s true, and the call certainly caught me by surprise because that has not been their usual position,” she shared. “Apparently some family issues are involved, and I think they just want to call it quits and to get it done.”

“Maybe,” Simon replied, “but I’d need a little bit of time to consider that.”

“I know that, and I did tell them that I had a buyer, a potential buyer,” she corrected. “And that I would let you know.”

“So, now you’re telling me to just put in an offer for what I think it’s worth?”

“Yes,” Ariel admitted. “I can’t guarantee that they’ll take it because, knowing you, it won’t be very high. However, I can tell you that they would at least look at it and potentially counter.”

“They would have done that without your suggestion,” Simon pointed out shrewdly. “So what’s changed?”

“The wife has just had a cancer diagnosis,” she shared. “So, I think they’re gearing up for a whole different fight, and this really isn’t the hill they want to die on.”

“Right,” Simon noted. “That makes sense.”

“If it does, good luck to you,” she added, “because some of this stuff never makes any sense.”

He snorted. “I understand that too,” he muttered. “I’ll get back to you.”

“Don’t wait too long,” she added, a warning in her tone. “I can’t stall them for long.”

“I’ll see what I can do,” he said. With that, he ended the call, knowing she was hoping for a whole lot more. She wouldn’t get it, so that’s just the way the cookie crumbled today. Some things were good, and some things would just be a pain in the butt. So his mind was focused on everything else but his work today. Still, he was a man with more discipline than that, so pulling his attention back to the task at hand, he headed to one of his rehab projects to check on the progress.

After a fruitful meeting with his foreman at that site, and his customary rounds connecting with the workers there, Simon planned on heading home and just crashing, but something nudged him in a particular direction. So, feeling amiable, he kept going. As he got to one of the seedier warehouse areas, he stopped and looked around. A whisper in the back of his head spoke to him about one specific warehouse. He turned to it, frowned, and shook his head.

“I don’t know who or what you are, but ain’t no way I’m walking down there alone,” he muttered. Sure enough, if you wanted to choose the epitome of a place to be mugged, this was the area. Dark alleys were all around, and this one particular warehouse had broken windows and showed numerous signs of abandonment—like some others nearby too. The poor warehouse in question gave off a feeling of abdication, a sense of giving up the ghost. That made sense here as Simon potentially had a ghost contacting him already. In his gut he knew something really ugly seemed to come with this warehouse.

He didn’t know what was going on here, or had gone on here before, but he couldn’t shake the feeling that his latest psychic nudge was definitely tied to this warehouse. He shook his head and resolutely tried to walk on by, but his feet couldn’t walk past this one warehouse at all. He was stuck here, standing in one place.

He tried to shake off the feeling, but, for a minute, nothing gave. To say he was pissed would be an understatement. “That is not funny,” he muttered, as he looked around to confirm nobody was nearby. But this ghost, or whatever, wouldn’t let him move on.

He shook his head. “I don’t have time for games right now,” he called out. “Either speak up or let me be.”

And then came the whisper in his head, Make time.

Simon looked around again and pointed out, “People have definitely died in this building.”

The whisper came back, stronger this time. Yes, and I am one of them.


Chapter 3


[image: ___]

After talking to Kendra and Sharlene Forbes, the wife and the daughter, Kate and Rodney headed to the workplace of the deceased, Dennison Forbes. As they approached the main office, they heard voices yelling back and forth, the hustle and bustle of a busy workplace in full swing. When they walked in, silence fell over the room, as they all turned to look at the newcomers.

Kate nodded and took out her badge. “We’re here about your colleague, Dennison Forbes.” Lots of people winced, and several of the women now wore somber faces.

One of the men came toward Kate at a quick pace. “We can talk in my office. I’m the managing director.”

She and Rodney followed his lead toward his office, and, when he closed the door behind them, he introduced himself. “Alexander Foster. Sorry about the whole lot of them out there. Everybody is pretty upset.”

“They didn’t look upset,” she shared shrewdly. “That seemed to be a celebration, if I’m being honest.”

He winced. “The hard thing about a death,” he explained, “is that, for everybody else, life goes on.” He shook his head and continued. “For poor Kendra, her world has changed forever. I know Sharlene and Landon are devastated and are looking for answers, but, for everybody else, it’s just another day. And I don’t mean that to sound so terrible, but that’s the truth of it. I had to make the decision as to who got Dennison’s position and promoted someone this morning. What you heard as you walked in was the announcement.”

“So, who got the promotion?” she asked curiously. “And why?”

He looked at her and flushed. “Rodger worked very closely with Dennison, being his right-hand man, so he was the best choice, the most knowledgeable to take over the workload,” Alexander stated, with a pensive face. “He is also very dedicated to the company, so it was a no-brainer, and I had no problem giving him the promotion.”

Rodney asked, “And would you have had any problem handing out that promotion if you thought that Dennison might have been murdered?”

He frowned at Rodney and stammered, “Murder? God, no.” He took a moment, then shook his head. “Jesus frigging Christ, Rodger wouldn’t have had anything to do with it. Rodger is not … Dennison wasn’t murdered. Kendra told me that he was found in the water, so, … nope.” He got up and then sat back down. “Didn’t he commit suicide?” he asked. “I’ve been wondering if we just pushed him too hard, but he was always the first one here and always the last to leave. I have to admit, at times, we wondered if his home life was just so sad that he needed to fill his time with work. In the beginning I thought work was his getaway. Yet, the more time he spent here, I realized he was just a man who really enjoyed his job.”

He made it sound as if enjoying his job to that degree was not normal. She looked over at him. “And the person who replaced him?”

“Yeah, Rodger,” he repeated. “I would have absolutely no issues or concerns if you did say Dennison had been murdered. But, thank God, that wasn’t the case.”

“Actually, it was the case,” Rodney declared.

Kate studied Alexander and his reaction closely. The color drained from his face.

“Oh God, no,” he whispered. “Suicide was bad enough, and I …” He winced. “I know that all sounds terrible, and I don’t mean it to, but what the hell? What do you mean, murdered? How? You mean, they drowned him?”

“No, he was beaten up first,” Kate explained, still watching him closely. “He was beaten to a pulp and then thrown in the water.”

“Not alive though, right?”

She turned to Rodney, and her partner shrugged. A curious question on Alexander’s part, she thought, but she answered it readily enough. “No, not alive.”

“Thank God for that,” he said, then flushed. “I’ll have nightmares enough as it is, but I lost a friend in college to drowning, and, ever since, … drowning has always triggered me in a much bigger way.”

Having worked a pretty-ugly case involving several drownings a while back, she could understand. “No, he wasn’t alive when he hit the water. The autopsy found he died from blunt force trauma to the head.”

Hearing that, Alexander sucked back his breath. “Dear God, just hearing you say it that way …”

She nodded. “And yet there is no other way to say it.”

“No, I understand,” he muttered. “I’m sorry. I’ve never been in this situation before. If there’s something I’m supposed to say, or some way I’m supposed to say it, I apologize. I’m probably coming off as completely nuts.”

“Not at all,” Rodney stated. “You’re coming across as authentically shocked.”

“And I am,” Alexander agreed. “I am shocked. Dennison and I weren’t the best of friends in a personal sense, but we weren’t enemies in any way either,” he shared. “He was one hell of a worker and a good man. Given this office’s scenario, that’s one of the highest tributes I can give anyone.” He stared around in the direction of the main room outside his office. “It does make it feel even uglier.”

“But does it though?” Rodney asked, with a smile.

“What does that mean?” Alexander retorted, glaring at him.

Kate interjected, “To think that Dennison committed suicide and you promoted his underling right away, now that is ugly. I don’t know what the protocol is here,” she stated in a calm tone, as she focused on him. “However, it just seems a little quick to me. Particularly if the man was overworking himself to the point that even you felt suicide was the only answer.”

“I just now realize how that’ll look to outsiders,” he admitted. “Damn, I’ve never really been in this situation, so I didn’t have a protocol to follow.”

She didn’t say anything to that, just nodded.

“What can I help you with?” he asked, as he finally seemed to collect his thoughts and looked at the two of them. “Did you want to look at his desk or something?”

“Yes, thank you,” Kate replied. “His desk, his space, his office, his locker. Anything and everything. And we’ll need to talk to a few of his coworkers.”

“Yes, yes, of course,” he agreed, as he got awkwardly to his feet. “I’ll make an announcement. Then you can do what you need to do.”

As he stepped out into the larger main room, he called for everyone’s attention. “I’ve just gotten word that Dennison’s passing … wasn’t a suicide. Dennison was murdered.”

Immediately shocked gasps came from various cubicles around the room.

Kate watched their expressions change from shock to horror, as they realized how the unexpected death of their coworker had come about.

Alexander continued. “The police are here, and I’ll give them access to Dennison’s desk.” He turned to a tall youngish man with curly hair. “Rodger, don’t move anything yet.”

Kate stepped forward and clarified, “Leave his office alone for a few days, please.”

“Yes, of course,” Rodger replied. “Do you know how or—?”

She looked at him and stated, “None of the details are being released at this time.”

He just nodded and sank back into his chair. “God,” he muttered. “That’s awful.”

“I gather you knew him very well.”

He looked at her, startled.

Immediately Alexander stepped up. “Look. You can have my office for interviews, if you like. At least that would give you some privacy.”

Kate nodded and motioned for the young man to come to the designated office with her. She entered first, and they stepped up to the desk. She asked him several questions about what he was doing for Dennison, when he’d last seen the victim, projects they were working on, but nothing felt out of place. She interviewed everybody else currently in the office, individually in the manager’s office. Kate quickly realized that, chances were, nothing would be here. Still, Kate needed to go through the process anyway.

When she pulled in the woman continually drying her eyes, Kate eyed her intently. “You’re the only one I’ve seen crying so far.”

She nodded. “It’s not that he was hard to work with,” she began, “but he was demanding, and I’ve worked with him for a long time. So, we had found a rhythm in the work,” she muttered. “Now I have to get used to somebody else.”

“And yet that somebody else has already been working with you and Dennison for a long time as well, right? Hasn’t Rodger worked here a while? That’s what Alexander implied.”

“Yes, yes, … he has,” she confirmed, “and I shouldn’t have any problem with that. It’s just change,” she muttered. “Change is hard.”

“It is, indeed,” Rodney interjected, as he leaned into the office and gave Kate a headshake, meaning that he hadn’t seen anything suspect in the office.
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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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