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About This Book


After helping out Vince, Johan hadn’t planned on staying at Levi and Ice’s compound for long. However, Johan realizes how much plans can change when Galen comes over from Africa to join Johan, and the two are sent into town on a job that’s close and up-front personal to another member of Legendary Security.

Joyce, otherwise called Joy, sought a career position but accepted something out of her normal skill set in order to pay the rent. But when her inventory lists show missing drugs, she knows something ugly is going on. With no one at the company willing to listen, she turns to her old friend Kai for advice.

Johan wasn’t the answer Joy was looking for, but, when she finds out the previous employee to hold her position is in the morgue, she’s damn happy to have him.

Her job might be safe … but her life? Well, that’s on the line …

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


Chapter 1
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Johan Kotton walked through the compound’s huge kitchen area, snagged a cinnamon bun, and poured himself a cup of coffee, then wandered into the adjoining room, where a large group sat around the dining room table, talking. As he took the last seat, Kai looked over at him, grinned, and said, “You’ll get fat here if you keep eating like that.”

Johan nodded sagely. “You could be right,” he said, “but I’ll worry about it later. These are too damn good to miss out on.”

“Those are Bailey’s cinnamon buns,” Kai said. “They’re to die for.”

He munched his way through it, thoroughly enjoying the different tastes of everything over here. He had traveled for years in his work, decades even, but he had spent the last five years with Bullard over in Africa, until Johan had been sent off the Galápagos Islands to help rescue a science team. He’d come back, along with Galen Alrick, to Ice and Levi’s compound in the outskirts of Houston for a week or two. He was hoping to do a mission or two here and see just how different it was.

He was originally from the US, but his parents had been missionaries and had traveled all over the world. He’d gone to school in England and in Michigan. School hadn’t really stuck, and he’d gone on to working in various trades in Germany and then in Switzerland. It was hard, as he looked back through his vagabond lifestyle, to place any area as home.

As he pondered the cinnamon bun in this strange path his world had taken, he heard Kai say, “I know, but it’s Joy, and she’s not one much for raising the alarm.”

“You know Joy. We don’t,” Harrison said. “And she might not be one to raise alarms, but that doesn’t mean she’s not making this a bigger deal than it is.”

Kai shrugged, sank back in her chair and said, “I think you’re wrong.”

“What did I miss out on?” Johan asked, as he took another bite of his cinnamon bun.

Kai turned toward him. “A friend of mine, Joy—well, it’s actually Joyce, but we’ve always called her Joy,” Kai said. “She’s working at the corporate office for a medical research center and says a mess of drugs are missing from her inventory.”

“Drugs are always missing,” Johan said. “I swear it goes along with every medical center I’ve ever seen.”

“I agree,” she said, “but, in this case, it’s knockout drugs.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Are those a hot commodity on the black market here?”

“Yes,” Harrison said. “Unfortunately. And, in this case, the drug is ketamine, which is what they use to knock out horses.”

“Or men,” Johan said quietly. “We’ve had serial killers using that same drug before.”

“I never thought about a serial killer,” Kai said, her eyes round as she stared at him. “And I definitely won’t mention it to Joy.”

He chuckled. “No need to really put the panic into her. Besides, if it’s just one or two bottles, is that something everybody’s worried about, or is it a much bigger issue?”

“She’s new there,” Kai said. “She was hired by Westgroup as the inventory clerk, working in their corporate offices, which includes their oversight of a large research center. The two buildings are near each other on the same block, I believe. They don’t do any animal testing, but they’re doing a lot of work on various animals, so they knock them out to do surgeries.”

“Sounds like animal testing to me,” Johan said, as the last bite of the cinnamon bun went into his mouth.

“I hope not,” Kai said darkly. “It would make Joy very unhappy.”

“What’s the difference between animal testing and experimental surgery?” he asked curiously.

“Motivation, I think,” Harrison said, with a laugh.

“Either way,” Kai said, “the corporate office is near the medical research facility which is run alongside a large vet clinic, and, per Joy’s inventory records, a lot of ketamine went missing.”

“Nobody should stock a lot of ketamine,” Johan said. “It’s a very strong drug, and you don’t need very much of it. So, unless they’re dealing with a huge population of bovine, horses, or, say, elephants,” he said with a snort, “I can’t see anybody having a large stock of it.”

“True enough, but they did get a large amount in, and now it’s gone.”

Johan stared at her, his fingers tapping away on his knees. His mind raced as he thought about all the uses for ketamine. “If it was a serial killer, he won’t need a lot of ketamine anyway.”

“But, like you said, it’s worth money on the black market,” Kai said. And then she turned to Harrison and frowned. “Wait. You said that.”

“That was me,” Harrison said with a nod. “But it doesn’t matter. Drugs that go missing are an issue. Have they contacted the cops?”

“No. See? That’s a funny thing. Joy said that she brought it up with her boss, and he just laughed at her, said she must have miscounted, so she should go back and do it again.”

“Did she?” Johan asked, interested in the way the system worked over here. Africa was a whole lot more lax in some ways because you could be staring down the barrel of a rifle pretty damn fast. So Africa had less of a certain type of crime because the on-the-spot punishment would be so much more severe. But Johan had done many jobs in Europe, and even in the US too, and he knew that things were on a much different scale here.

“She did, indeed, and, when she went back to him, he said it must have been an inventory error.”

“Did she go to their accountant over it?”

Kai looked at Harrison and nodded. “The accountant wasn’t happy and commented that the stuff was expensive but didn’t confirm whether he had entered an invoice for a case of ketamine or not.”

“Sounds like she’s trying to do the right thing and to track it down, but nobody else seems to care.”

“I think that’s a problem for a lot of large companies,” she said. “Because somebody else will end up taking the blame, if it did go missing.”

“And is that our problem, or is this just a thought exercise that we’re all talking about?” Johan asked.

“I dumped it in Ice’s lap,” Kai confessed. “So I’m not sure what she’ll do with it. Considering the type of drugs we’re talking about, I imagine she’ll bring in the cops.”

The steady clip-clip sound of footsteps coming down the hallway said they were about to find out. As Ice walked in, her hair in a long braid down her back, wearing a simple white flowing shirt over jeans and sandals, she looked as cool, calm, and collected as ever.

Johan had heard that she was pregnant, but she wasn’t showing much, if at all, if that was the case.

Ice had on reading glasses and pulled them down her nose so she could see over them. “I spoke to Joy,” she said. “She’s really worried, but her section boss is apparently brushing it off.”

“Yes, that’s what she told me,” Kai said.

Ice nodded. “However, I went several rungs higher on the ladder to somebody I know on the board.”

“Of course you know somebody on the board,” Kai said in a drawling voice. “Is there anybody here in Houston that you don’t know?”

Ice flashed her bright grin. “It helps to know a lot of people, not only the local ones,” she said. “I just had a private conversation with him, and he’s not impressed. He said, whether it was a clerical error or a theft, it’s not a drug they want to have floating around, particularly as the lot numbers would lead back to his company’s research lab.”

“Never thought of that,” Kai said. “That gives more weight to getting this solved.”

“Well, it should have been resolved right off the bat,” Johan said.

Ice looked at him with interest. “You wanted to do a job, right?”

He nodded immediately.

“Good,” she said. “Then you and Galen can go.”

At that, a silence hung around the place. Johan looked around and said, “And why is everybody all of a sudden staring at me that way?”

“You’re not one of our regular guys, don’t know the lay of the land here,” Harrison said easily. He looked at Ice and said, “Don’t you want one of us to go too?”

“You mean, besides Galen, who is also one of Bullard’s men?”

Harrison gave a one-armed shrug. “Yeah. Like which streets to avoid and who to call at the police department. And which restaurants to avoid.” He chuckled at his own joke.

She pondered it and said, “Well, I do have a job in the same area. I could send two of you over there, and, if these guys needed help, you could step up to aid them, and vice versa.”

Harrison frowned but said, “I’m game. It’s in Houston, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” she said. “And so is the other job.”

“We don’t get many jobs close together like that,” he said. “What’s the second job?”

“A large art theft,” she said.

He stared at her in shock.

She shrugged. “What can I say? Apparently we’re broadening our horizons.”

“Please tell me it’s something exotic, like involving an international jewel thief or something like that,” he joked. “Sounds mundane to think of a local museum getting broken into.”

“African sculptures,” she said.

“So then we should do the Westgroup job and their stolen drugs,” Harrison said, “and Galen and Johan should do the African sculpture job.”

“Like I know anything about African sculptures,” Johan joked.

Just then Galen walked into the area. He lifted a hand, walked over, and gave Ice a gentle hug, then tossed his bag on the floor, and dropped into a squatting position beside Johan. He grinned at his old friend. “Sounds like she’s got a job for us.”

“Oh, yeah. She’s just trying to keep us together and away from her pretty boys,” he said. “Everybody knows they can’t handle the heat.”

Galen burst into laughter. “Well, if they can’t,” he said, “I’m not sure anybody can.” He stood and stretched. “Glad I’m here, though, man, that’s a long set of flights to get here.”

“It is, indeed,” Ice said, staring at him. “We just got word that our men arrived there too.”

“Yeah, Bullard’s gnashing his teeth already,” he said. “They’ve taken over some interesting security stuff. I wouldn’t mind hearing what they’re up to.”

“Well, you can learn while you’re here,” she said. “In the meantime, Bullard wanted you to get some North American experience.”

“So it’s interesting that you’re putting the two of us together,” Galen said.

“Well, only because a job is right next door with a museum that had another kind of a theft. African art statues.”

Galen rolled his eyes. “Art’s not really my thing,” he said, “unless shooting them up and leaving a room devastated is an art form.”

“We have more than enough of that art form ourselves,” she said in a mocking tone. “So, you two go to the ketamine theft, and I’ll assign the art theft to another two guys.”

“You know what? If the museum had only hired us in the first place as security,” Harrison said, “they wouldn’t have had an issue.”

“Unfortunately,” Ice said, “they are just now realizing that.”

“So how major is this art theft?” Harrison asked.

“Well, it’ll definitely be an issue between the two countries. The display was on loan from Nairobi,” she said, “and they’re very unhappy to know that four pieces have gone missing.”

“Right,” Harrison said, standing up and reaching over to shake Galen’s hand in greeting. “So, me and who else?”

“Good question,” she said, looking at her sheet. “I’ve got nine jobs in progress right now.”

Harrison looked around. “I thought the place was pretty damn empty.”

“Yeah, but I’ve got Tyson here. So maybe you and Tyson.”

Harrison crossed his arms over his chest and nodded. “Pretty boy Tyson. He’ll do just fine in a museum, but me, not so much.”

“You’ll do fine too,” she said cheerfully, “because that’s the job.”
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Joyce Baxter, or Joy as she preferred to be called, stopped in her tracks, sighed deeply, and faced the mammoth building before her. It may look like one building, but it seemed to be two buildings sharing one common wall, in her mind. She worked in the corporate section, basically the front of the building on all the aboveground floors, even on some of the basement levels, like where her office was.

In the corporate world, the peons were given the windowless offices, reserving the window-filled penthouse offices for the CEOs, the owners, the board members. Those in-between positions got the offices on the in-between floors.

Regardless, she could enter the main entrance without setting off alarms. Supposedly the back of the building housed a portion of the research department and had its own entrance at the rear as well.

Even the elevators were segregated. One set in the front of the building was strictly designated for the office workers, with the other set for the researchers not even visible or reachable from any floor on the front side of the building.

Joy shook her head. She knew, per employee records, some 240 people were employed by the company. Yet Joy saw only a handful of those, all dressed in suits, in her section. Most of the employees seemed to work for the lab itself, which was in a separate building on the same block. Yet still a research department was in her building, but she had never seen evidence of it in her weeks of working here. She envisioned the researchers all wearing white lab coats, but what did she really know about this place? Maybe those researchers were more the evidence-gathering types, searching the web, wearing jeans and T-shirts. That would place the lab-coat guys at the actual lab itself down the road. Possibly.

She sighed again and walked into the building on one more Monday morning, already feeling the cramping tension going up her spine to the back of her neck. She’d been so happy to get this job, but now all she could think about was the fact that everybody was hiding something, and she hated it. She was very much a straightforward, up-front, easy-to-get-along-with kind of gal, but don’t screw her around either. Now she felt like something was not quite right with her job, and nobody would talk to her about it.

How was she supposed to do her job if that was the case? It was frustrating, and she wasn’t sure what the answer was. If there even was an answer. Half of her realized that this was all a big mess, and, having moved to town three months ago, she should have another job in her pocket already; yet it had taken her six weeks to find this one. Her sigh came out as a moan this time.

Using her security code to enter her floor, she walked in and headed to her back office in the dungeon level, grateful to find it empty. She normally shared it with two other women, who should arrive shortly. Joy dropped her sweater over the back of her chair, slipped her purse in her bottom drawer, sat down, and logged on to her computer. Except that, as soon as she brought up her screen, the log-in screen wasn’t there, suggesting she was still logged in. As if she hadn’t logged out on Friday.

She sank back in her chair, staring at the computer screen in horror. It was possible she hadn’t logged out, but it certainly wasn’t her normal procedure. Because that was against the security policy of the company. And the last thing she wanted to do was get fired, and, right now, this screen was not what she wanted to see.

She wasn’t terribly techie oriented, but she figured there had to be a way to see if anybody had been on her computer over the weekend. But, when she tried to bring up documents, it seemed like only her own documents surfaced, just as she had last seen them. She brought up a web browser, but a lot of the pages were blocked normally anyway. She checked the browser history, but nothing seemed to be any different. Feeling relieved, but, at the same time, a little worried, she checked her email, but nothing terribly important was coming in either.

Still, it left her with an odd feeling. Like someone was checking up on her. She rose and headed to the break room to grab some coffee, hoping that some was made, because there wasn’t always, and she ended up putting on a pot 90 percent of the time. But, of course, this early in the day on a Monday, there wasn’t any made yet. As she stood here and looked out the small windows placed high in the wall—like a basement window in a house—she could see several other vehicles coming in. A couple hundred people worked at the company in various locations. They were developing drugs, and, although they supposedly weren’t doing any tests on animals, it wasn’t odd for Joy to travel to and from her parking spot and see a steady stream of animals coming through the main lab building, just down the block, getting treatments—special cases where owners were willing to test a new drug in order to save their furry family member. And, if Joy had been in that situation, then she’d try anything too.

Even if she were a human cancer patient, with some rare form of the disease, and somebody had a medical trial running, she would do everything she could to get that last chance too. It was hard to blame anybody who wanted to get their pets and other animals, much less their family, in on a special deal. How strange to think about that here, in the context of her new job in a new state. When she first took this job, she had hoped to never deal with death in any way.

She was technically an ER nurse but had burned-out almost eighteen months ago now. After some of her friends had come in after a car crash one night, she had done everything she could to save them, but they both had passed away within twenty-four hours. She realized that all her nights of overtime and covering shifts on her days off had gradually resulted in her frequently working seven days a week, with long and highly stressful shifts. She had walked away and gone to jobs that didn’t have the same emotional devastation.

The hospital had tried to get her to stay, but it had been almost impossible for her to even talk to her boss about the inciting event. When he realized she was too traumatized, he’d set her up with a therapist and had explained that he was completely okay with her doing whatever she needed to do to deal with this. She had thanked him and had attended the therapy sessions, initially doubting what they could do.

Yet, one of the best things she had done for her own soul and sanity was pick up a paintbrush through her art therapy appointments. It had taken her a long time to get out of the darker colors, and her therapist had been quite delighted with her progress, explaining that the dark colors were just evidence of the depression, dealing with the death that she had witnessed over and over and over again.

The words of her therapist rang in her ears. Remember. Not everybody deals with death on a daily basis. As an ER nurse, you certainly did. You dealt with it more than most people do. Those sessions had gone a long way to getting Joy back on her feet. She finally had to admit that, sometimes, death wins—even when Joy had done all she possibly could.

Her medical knowledge had given her a step up into this position in the pharmaceutical world. And here she was, after a year off, after finally landing this job, finding herself sitting here, looking down the barrel of a position that wasn’t what she thought it would be.

If she hadn’t discovered a missing case of ketamine in her paperwork, it wouldn’t have been any big deal. She’d found other drugs unaccounted for as well, but it was like a bottle here or a syringe there. And stuff like that went missing from hospitals all the time. The administrators tried not to have missing inventory to explain, but it was almost impossible to keep track of every little thing, especially in the hectic ER environment. Saving the patient was paramount. Doing the paperwork? Not important on many levels.

But a whole case of ketamine? That bothered her. When the coffee was done, she poured herself a cup and slowly made her way back to her office. A few people had arrived, but not everybody all at once, and she was surprised at that. James, her boss, appeared at the front door to her office, just as she was passing through.

“Did you have a good weekend?” he asked with a smile.

“Excellent, thank you,” she said in a cheerful voice.

He looked around as he took off his jacket and threw it over his shoulder. “Hardly anybody’s here yet. What’s up with that?”

“I know a lot of heavy traffic is downtown,” she said, “so, depending on what route they’re traveling, this one could be bad for anybody getting in on time.”

His expression clearly said he doubted that suggestion, but he nodded. “That could be it. Otherwise it’s lazy Monday attendees, and we’ve gone a long way to stop that from happening.” With a frown, he turned and left.

She rushed to her desk, grateful that he didn’t know she had walked in a couple minutes behind schedule too. She didn’t want to make a bad impression because this could turn out to be a great job. And maybe the problem was her. After all that time off getting her shit together, it didn’t seem like she was together, and this job was looking to be more onerous than she had thought. She was looking for something stress-free, where she could show up and put in her hours, get a paycheck, and go home with none of this on her mind.

Just as Joy sat down, one of the other women came rushing in, as if she were late.

Doris looked at the clock on the wall across the room. “No matter how hard I try,” she said, “I’m always five minutes late.”

Joy looked back at the clock to see it was 8:05 a.m. “Sorry,” she said.

“And you’re always early,” the woman replied.

“I thought I was a couple minutes late this morning,” she said. “At least I thought the other clock said so.”

“They do that on purpose,” Doris snapped. “The one in the main hall is set forward a little bit to keep everybody racing, as if they’re behind.”

“Well, we’re definitely behind on some things in here,” Joy said, “but that is a dirty trick with the clock.” She’d have to remember that.

She brought up her email again and found a couple things she needed to deal with. With those done, she returned to the project she had been working on last Friday and dove back in. She wondered if her conversation with Kai would bear any fruit because that missing case of ketamine definitely bothered Joy. But, if Kai gets in trouble over it, then Joy didn’t want Kai to deal with it either. Joy hadn’t been working for more than fifteen minutes when her phone buzzed. She picked it up and answered. Her section boss, James, ordered her to his office. He hung up before she had a chance to even respond.

Slowly she put down the receiver, grabbing paper and pen. She stood, wondering if she should grab her purse and her sweater too, and headed to her boss’s office.

As she walked into James’s office, he frowned at her. “I don’t know what your connection is, and it would have been nice if you had told me in the first place,” he snapped. “We don’t like employees keeping stuff secret from the bosses.”

She frowned at him. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

He motioned behind her at two men she didn’t recognize. One reached out his hand and introduced himself as Johan and said the other one was Galen. Just then a third guy walked in, happy and bustling.

“Good, good, good. Everybody arrived.”

Her boss immediately stood to attention. “Sir?”

“These men are here at my request,” he said.

Confusion crossed her boss’s face. “I don’t understand.”

James looked at her, and she shrugged. “Don’t look at me.”

“Not at all,” the new arrival said, as he reached out a hand. “I’m Edward Thornton.” He introduced himself to Joy, as she shook his hand. “I’m on the board and have decided to open up an investigation into our inventory issues,” he said with a warm smile.

She was dumbfounded. She didn’t know if this was a result of her questions to Kai and wondered if she could even make something like this happen so fast. Joy didn’t understand.

Edward motioned her to the chair. “Sit down, sit down.”

She dropped in place, rather than sitting ladylike.

Johan and Galen stood off to the side, their arms crossed over their chests. They looked more like private security than investigators, but maybe it was the same thing; she didn’t know.

Edward turned to her section boss, almost wringing his hands in delight. “One of the issues we’ve always had is the comptroller’s concerns regarding the accounting of the inventory,” he said. “So I want these two guys, who are specialists in this field,” he said, with an expansive arm thrown toward the two men, “to go through our inventory processing and to look at our inventory database to see if everything is up to snuff.”

Her section boss struggled to keep his jaw closed as he muttered, “I didn’t think there were any problems with the inventory,” he said.

“No, but I’m certain you are aware that new regulations are coming out on how medications are stored and accounted for,” he said. “I want to start now because, as soon as that directive comes through, we’re meant to be in compliance within thirty days.”

“Normally we get months and months, if not years, for compliance,” her boss muttered, frowning.

“Usually that’s true,” Edward said. “In this case, it’s not. So I want to get a jump on it now.”

Her boss sat back and frowned.

Edward nodded. “You don’t like the fact that I’ve done this?” he asked. “You should be happy I involved you in the process.”

Her boss’s face immediately cleared, but she could see the effort it required of him. “I just, well, if I’m not doing a good job,” he said, “it would be nice to know.”

“Oh my,” Edward said. “Where would you get that idea? This is all about compliance and making sure that our processes are okay. I could have brought in a process engineer, but I thought maybe we wanted to do something much more low-key.”

She slid a glance at the two men, who looked like perfect candidates to be bouncers at a bar, and wondered just what the hell low-key was—because these men were anything but.


Chapter 2
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As soon as Edward finished giving his orders, she was asked to take the men back to her office and to show them exactly what they were doing. She frowned at that and said, “I don’t have an office to myself, and the addition of two more people will undoubtedly disturb the other two women.”

Edward looked at her in surprise, then to her boss.

James frowned and shuffled papers awkwardly on his desk and said, “Other offices are on that level, so I guess we could move you two investigators to one of those for the duration of this process.” He looked from the two men to Edward. “How long is this likely to take?”

“No clue,” Edward said.

The first man, Johan, spoke up. “With any luck, just one week.”

Her boss nodded, seemingly a little more relaxed at that. “Well, a week would not be too bad then,” he said. “We obviously want to keep the disruption down to as little as possible.”

“Whatever that means,” Galen, the other man, murmured. But his gaze was intense and watchful, almost as if he were recording everything going on around him.

She wasn’t sure what to think of them. Both men had very fair blond hair, heartily tanned skin, and prominent cheekbones with strong noses. There was just something about them. They weren’t fools, but she highly doubted they were inventory process investigators though. They looked a whole lot more like thugs, the presentable kind. Then she laughed at her own musings. As soon as her laughter crept out, she immediately gulped it back, realizing how inappropriate it was.

Smiling, she got to her feet and said, “Well, we could either move the other two women out to have the men in my office, or you can put me and the investigators in another separate area. Or, you could give these guys an office near mine, and I can work there with them as needed,” she said, speaking gently.

Edward nodded. “You know what? I like that last bit best because the investigators will need privacy too,” he said. He looked at her boss and said, “Make it happen, James.” And, with that, the same gale-force wind that blew him in now blew him right back out again.

The two men stood at the doorway and eyed James, never giving him a chance to back down from the orders that had been given him.

James shook his head and said, “In that case, I guess we’ll set you up in an office.” He rose, looked at Joy, and asked, “What about the office beside yours? Is that one empty?”

“I don’t know,” she said. To say yes would imply that she’d gone in and checked it out, which wasn’t in the scope of anybody who had just started a new job. Sure, she’d been there for maybe six weeks now, but it was hardly appropriate for her to search for empty rooms.

He sighed and said, “Come on then. I’ll have to get IT to give you computers.”

“We have our own laptops,” Johan said, his tone calm, yet brusque.

James frowned at that. “We do have heavy security here.”

“Obviously,” Galen said, as if James had no clue how much security they had or what and how much these men knew about it.

It was an odd conversation, but James was obviously the loser every time he opened his mouth. She didn’t want to be happy about it, but she kind of was because he hadn’t taken anything she’d said seriously, and that really bothered her. How could he be so dismissive when a case of missing ketamine could be all kinds of major bad news? But now she had to fall in line as they all left James’s office. She studied her boss’s rigid back as he strode down the hallway. Whatever was going on was something he hadn’t expected, and he was obviously not impressed by having something pulled over on him.

As far as Edward went, Joy liked him. He had made things happen, and that was good.

James took them all down the elevator to her floor, and then they walked to her corner of the building, passing many closed doors, basically a series of small rooms, one after the other.

After opening several doors, James nodded and said, “This one’s got a double desk. No windows though,” he said, with an airy wave of his hand, as if to say they didn’t need one anyway.

“That’ll be fine,” Johan said.

James nodded. “Good then.” He stopped, looked at the two men, and said, “You need anything else?”

“I’m sure we can get what we need from Joy,” Johan said with a nod in her direction.

She raised an eyebrow but didn’t say anything.

Her boss snorted. “Good. That’s perfect,” he said. “The least interference in the rest of this department is best.” He stopped, turned, and said, “I don’t have to reiterate how private all this information is, do I?”

“Not at all,” Galen said calmly. “This is what we do.”

Her boss didn’t look very sure about that answer, but he nodded, turned, and walked away.

The three of them stood in the hallway and watched until James turned the corner. Then the men looked at her. This time she saw real smiles.

Johan said, “Kai says hi.”

Immediately she felt relief wash through her. She rushed into the small room, waiting until the men closed the door. As she went to open her mouth, one of them held up a hand, pulled something from his pocket, and proceeded to check the room for something. It took her a few minutes to realize he was looking for listening devices.

“Seriously?” she asked.

When Galen had searched the room and found nothing, he nodded and stowed away the small box in his pocket. “Absolutely.”

She sagged and sat down at one of the desks. “Kai really thought this was serious?”

“Didn’t you?” Johan asked.

“I did,” she said. “I just didn’t know how bad it potentially was.”

“Exactly,” Johan said. “So do you want to fill us in on what’s going on?”

She snorted. “I was about to ask you that same question.”

“Too bad,” Galen said, “we got it in first.”

She glared at him, but he just responded with a grin. She shook her head. “First, before I forget, when I signed in this morning, my computer didn’t go to a log-in screen. As if I didn’t sign out on Friday evening.”

The guys exchanged knowing looks but didn’t say anything.

Frustrated at their silence, she asked, “Do you have laptops? Are you doing anything here?”

“Oh, we’ll do something,” Johan said. “Kai went to Ice, and Ice went to Bruce who then included Edward.”

She knew about Ice because Kai had been full of admiration for her. In fact, she’d raved constantly about Ice. Kai obviously really liked the woman. It took a lot for Kai to respect anybody. “And Ice just picked up the phone and called Bruce?” Joy asked.

“That’s Ice, for you,” Johan said with a big cheerful rumble. “Bruce was horrified and brought Edward in to handle this, and both, by the way, were horrified.”

She sagged in place and closed her eyes briefly. “Well, I’m glad to hear that,” she said. “Is there any regulation coming down the pipeline that we must be in compliance with?”

“No clue,” Galen said cheerfully. “We’re not concerned about what’s coming down the pipeline. We are more concerned about what may have gone out of here through that pipeline.”

She frowned at that, thinking about it, and then realized he meant other medications, drugs, and anything else that may have left the building. “I hadn’t considered that,” she said. “I was just so stunned at my boss—James, whom you just met—considering it to be some clerical error.”

“Is it possible?” Johan asked.

“Well, I guess,” she said, “but I’m not sure. When you think about it, I suppose it’s possible.”

“Not only possible,” he said, “it’s very probable. And is this just the tip of the iceberg? Or else, somebody has just gotten started.”

“Or it’s a clerical error,” she said drily.

He looked at her, and even Galen stared at her steadily.

She raised both hands in frustration, wondering what those shared looks meant. “Or not,” she said. “I presume you guys will find out one way or the other.”

They beamed. “We certainly will,” Johan said. “Now, we’ll need the password to get into the network, or I guess we can just hack our way in.”

She gasped. “Don’t do that,” she said, turning to leave. “I’ll get IT to come and give you a hand.”

When they looked at her, she froze.

“Isn’t it better if you do it legally, at least initially?” she asked, her voice rising. The two looked at each other, shrugged, then nodded. “Good,” she said. “I’ll go to my desk and give him a call. I’ll have him come down as soon as he can.”

“And then we’ll go over your databases,” Johan said.

“Fine. I’ll be back in a few minutes.” And, with that, she turned and left.

[image: *]*

“Almost looks like she’s running away. What are you thinking?” Johan asked his partner.

Galen laughed. “Definitely running away. Of course she’d have to take her eyes off you first to run very fast.”

Johan snorted. “Seriously? I think she just decided both of us were enough to scare her.”

“Not sure scare is the right word, but she’s definitely afraid she got into something that’s bigger than what she initially thought.”

“Good instincts,” he said. “Particularly after Ice found out through one of her cop friends that they had suspicions of some drugs being moved here. So she added some suspicions of her own. She suspects the cops will tell us to back off on the ketamine investigation.”

“Yeah, but why would they pin it on this place?”

“Because somebody else contacted the cops a few months ago about missing drugs. From this very building.”

“Wow,” Galen said. “You didn’t tell me that part.”

“It just came by email as we walked in.”

“So, what happened to that person?”

“Her name’s Chelsea. I don’t know yet. We’re looking into it,” Johan said in a solemn voice.

“Maybe Joy is on to something then,” Galen said. “I had wondered if Ice had assigned us this project as busywork to keep us around town.”

“I figured we’d check this out, and, if nothing was here, we’d go make ourselves useful helping the others on the African art thefts.”
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Typodermic Fonts Inc. End User License Agreement (02-2014)
THIS IS A LEGAL CONTRACT. Please read it before installing the Fonts. If you don’t
accept this agreement, don’t install the Fonts. This End User License Agreement
(hereinafter “Agreement”) is a legal agreement between you, or, if you represent a legal
entity, that legal entity (hereinafter “You”) and Typodermic Fonts Inc. (hereinafter
“Typodermic”). By installing the fonts, you accept this agreement. “Fonts” means the fonts
(i.e. font software) specified in your invoice or included with this agreement. THIS
AGREEMENT COVERS FREE FONTS AS WELL AS FONTS FOR SALE.
1. Installation
1.1: Your invoice indicates the number of workstations on which you may install the Fonts.
The basic license is for 1-5 workstations. If you need to use the Fonts on more workstations
than your invoice states, you must purchase an upgrade. Any number of printers or output
devices may be used. The licensed workstations need not be at the same business location.
1.2: Apart from the workstations licensed, you may also install the Fonts on a network
server. The number of workstations licensed means each and every workstation where the
Fonts will be used, not just the maximum number on a network that might possibly use it at
any one time.
1.3: For every workstation for which you are licensed, you may also install the Fonts on a
portable (laptop) computer, phone, tablet and/or a home computer, provided the Fonts are
not used on the secondary computer(s) at the same time. At home, you may not install the
Fonts on the computers of other family members.
1.4: If the Fonts are free, you may distribute the Fonts within the same company or
household, provided this license agreement is included.
2. Copyright
2.1: You have not bought the Fonts: you are licensed to use them, by the terms and
conditions of this agreement. Typodermic Fonts Inc. retains title and all copyrights to the
Fonts, and all copies and adaptations thereof in whatever media. The Fonts are intellectual
property, containing proprietary information and valuable trade secrets, and as such they are
protected by the copyright laws of many nations, and by international treaties. You may not
copy the Fonts, except as specified in this agreement.
2.2: Archival copies of the Fonts may be made.
2.3: You may provide a copy of the Fonts to your service bureau or commercial printer, with
the job files for output, but only if you are assured that the Fonts will be used only for
outputting your files and will be deleted subsequently.
2.4: Embedding of the Fonts in documents (e.g. PDF files) is permitted for viewing and
printing, but not for editing. If someone at a remote location wants to edit a document
which contains embedded Fonts, they must purchase their own license. Internal corporate
documents with embedded Fonts may of course be edited on licensed workstations.
2.5: You may not rent, lease, sub-license, distribute, disseminate, give away or lend the
Fonts. You may permanently transfer the Fonts provided the recipient accepts the terms of
this agreement, and if you delete all your copies of the Fonts.
2.6: You may modify typesetting produced by the Fonts in any way you see fit. You may
also modify the Fonts for your own personal or internal business use, but you may not
distribute, or transfer your adaptations; for instance, (a) you may not make customized
versions of the Fonts for use by your clients, (b) you may not adapt, or merge the Fonts to
create hybrid Fonts for resale. Each workstation where a modified Font is installed shall be
counted as one of your permitted number of users.
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2.7: Use by Employees and Freelancers. It is your responsibility to inform employees,
freelancers and any others who have access to the Fonts at your premises, of the terms and
conditions of this agreement, and to ensure that they abide by these terms and conditions.
3. Warranty & Liabilities
3.1: Typodermic warrants the Fonts to be free from defects in materials and workmanship
under normal use for a period of twenty one (21) days from the date of delivery as shown
on your receipt. Typodermic’s entire liability and your exclusive remedy as to defective
Fonts shall be, at Typodermic’s option, either return of purchase price or replacement of any
such product that is returned to Typodermic with a copy of the invoice or send a new
version of the Fonts. Typodermic shall have no responsibility to replace the Fonts or refund
the purchase price if failure results from accident, abuse or misapplication, or if any Fonts
are lost or damaged due to theft, fire, or negligence. Any replacement product will be
warranted for twenty one (21) days. This warranty gives you specific legal rights. You may
have other rights, which vary from state to state. EXCEPT AS EXPRESSLY PROVIDED
ABOVE, THE PRODUCT, IS PROVIDED “AS IS”. NEITHER TYPODERMIC NOR
THE DISTRIBUTOR MAKES ANY WARRANTY OF ANY KIND, EITHER
EXPRESSED OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING, BUT NOT LIMITED TO THE IMPLIED
WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY AND FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR
PURPOSE.
3.2: The entire risk as to the quality and performance of the Fonts rests upon you. Neither
Typodermic nor the distributor warrants that the functions contained in the Fonts will meet
your requirements or that the operation of the Fonts will be uninterrupted or error free.
NEITHER TYPODERMIC NOR THE DISTRIBUTOR SHALL BE LIABLE FOR ANY
DIRECT, INDIRECT, CONSEQUENTIAL, OR INCIDENTAL DAMAGES (INCLUDING
DAMAGES FROM LOSS OF BUSINESS PROFITS, BUSINESS INTERRUPTION,
LOSS OF BUSINESS INFORMATION, AND THE LIKE) ARISING OUT OF THE USE
OF OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONTS EVEN IF THE DISTRIBUTOR OR
TYPODERMIC HAS BEEN ADVISED OF THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH DAMAGES.
3.3: Because some states do not allow the exclusion or limitation of liability for
consequential or incidental damages, the above limitation may not apply to you.
4. Termination
This agreement terminates automatically without notice from Typodermic should you fail to
comply with any of its provisions.
5. Custom Agreement
If your requirements are beyond what is covered by this agreement, you may be able to
purchase a custom license through a font vendor. This includes but is not limited to web
fonts, eBooks, applications and OEM. Visit typodermicfonts.com/custom for details.
6. Governing Law
This agreement is governed by the laws of Canada and the province of British Columbia.
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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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