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        For Carol. There are few people who are more knowledgeable about murder and mayhem. I so appreciate your insights.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Cici

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Anger and jealousy can no more bear to lose sight of their objects than love.

        ― George Eliot

      

      

      

      Death claimed more than living beings. Sometimes relationships died. And, while Cici had waffled on whether or not to engage her father more fully, she had to admit the idea of him in federal prison left her even less sure of pursuing a relationship.

      These thoughts whispered through her mind as Sam packed for his upcoming trip to Scottsdale to scope out her father’s law firm. He tucked a pair of dress socks under the same-colored dress slacks, his capable hands moving with economical, precise movements before he reached up to push back his dark hair from his forehead. His hair had grown quickly, almost too long for the federal law enforcement aesthetic.

      “Do you think Jeannette’s ready for this trip?” she asked.

      Sam’s lips flattened at the mention of his partner. He sighed as he pushed the luggage toward the end of the bed so that he could be closer to Cici.

      His gunmetal gaze held hers as she leaned back against the headboard, pillows tucked behind her back, legs drawn up and chin resting on her knees. Sam had brought the gray sheets over to her place after their whirlwind wedding two weeks ago. She glanced down at the rings on her finger, mouth drying at the sight.

      She’d married the man she’d always wanted, but the wedding had come at a steep cost, not just to Sam and her but to Jeannette and Marietta, the young girl who’d survived the brutal kidnapping days before both Jeannette and Cici had also been targeted and abducted. As delighted as she was with her current state, Cici worried over the struggles so many of those near her continued to face.

      Sam picked up her left hand, straightening her engagement ring and placing a kiss over it. His face softened as he did so, his eyes warm when he met hers.

      “No, I don’t think so, but she’s not willing to listen to me. Did you have any luck?”

      Cici turned her hand over and slid her fingers between his. “No. She refused to discuss what happened.”

      Sam’s eyes hardened. “If she doesn’t deal, she may end up worse off.”

      Cici nodded. “That’s what I told her.”

      “Let me guess—her response was even worse.”

      “You’re right. She told me to shove it and walked out. Jeannette’s stubborn.”

      “She was also married to Bresdeen. I can’t believe she kept that from me.” Sam grimaced. “I mean, we dated.”

      Cici pulled her hand back, her stomach souring. While she liked Jeannette, she didn’t like the idea of Sam sharing Jeannette’s bed. Or sharing moments like this with the woman. Jeannette and Sam were already thrown together most of the day—more time than Cici would get to spend with him over the next few weeks as Sam investigated her father.

      Her sour stomach rolled, and she balled her fists.

      “Sorry,” Sam said, the left side of his mouth twitching.

      “Why? Because you brought up your past? I know you had an intimate relationship with Jeannette.”

      He cursed under his breath. “Doesn’t mean I need to throw it in your face.”

      “No,” Cici said, amusement building under the rancid layer of jealousy. “I’d appreciate it if you’d stop.”

      “I didn’t mean to upset you,” he said.

      “Good. Because I don’t like thinking about you two together like that, especially with this weeks-long trip looming and her fragile emotional state.”

      Sam stumbled back, eyes wide. “You can’t think I’d do something with her.” His jaw tightened as he rose. His movements were jerky as he set in another pair of socks.

      “No, I don’t think you’d sleep with her again,” Cici said, her tone much calmer than she felt inside. “But it is challenging to have my new husband of less than two weeks heading off for I don’t know how long with his ex-lover while I stay here.”

      “I told you why you can’t join us⁠—”

      Cici splayed her hands on the soft sheets. “I know. You’re investigating my father, and I might do something to tip him off.” She sighed and closed her eyes. “This is an awfully big ask of my trust, Sam.”

      He paused, and the silence seemed to build around them, pushing closer, suffocating her.

      “It shouldn’t be.”

      “Oh really? So it’s not like there’s an imbalance of power in this marriage right now?”

      “Cee—”

      She rose from the bed, cursing the walking cast she still wore. She snapped at her two Great Pyrenees, who lifted their large fluffy white heads from where they lay against their paws. “Last trip outside for the night,” she told them.

      Sam didn’t bother to follow her as she let the dogs out, which made her concerns grow. She brushed her teeth and washed her face before retracing her steps to the back door. At the sight of Sam’s packed suitcase there, she leaned her head against the door and shut her eyes. Her heart fluttered in her chest, and the worry mixed with the jealousy, building and cresting in noxious waves.

      “I just let them back in…” His voice stopped when he rounded the corner into the kitchen.

      She didn’t bother to raise her head as the weight of Sam’s choice settled heavily on her.

      He came forward and rested his hands on her shoulders, the warmth of his palms seeping into her tight muscles.

      For a brief, fleeting moment before reality had returned, she’d had everything she wanted: Sam had married her in front of her congregation because he loved her, not her sister and not Jeannette. But already the edges of that commitment were being tested, and she didn’t know how to stop the jealousy or fear…or the looming dread that something much, much worse was coming.

      “I’m trying,” Sam said, his breath warm against her neck, causing her to shiver. “I’m really trying to understand how you must feel about all of this. There have been a lot of emotional blows. But…Cee…it hurts me when you question my commitment to you. I expect you to have more faith in me.”

      She pressed her forehead harder against the door, squeezing her eyes closed even tighter. “It’s an untenable position for us both. You want this job, and Bresdeen is asking you to investigate my father. But…do you have to partner with Jeannette? That’s eating at me, Sam. And it has nothing to do with my belief in you. It’s…it’s you throwing your relationship with her back in my face, flaunting it while leaving me.”

      Her breath hitched on a sob she managed to smother. He slid his hands off her shoulders, and she curled further inward, not liking how cold and small she felt.

      Next thing she knew, she was in Sam’s arms as he strode back toward the bedroom.

      “You, Cecilia Gurule Chastain, need to listen better,” he grumbled. “Because I’m telling you as plainly as I can that I love you. I made a commitment tying my life to you. No one else.”

      His heart raced under her cheek.

      “You need to stop going on assignments with your ex that implicate my family,” she shot back, eyes still closed.

      He made a sound deep in his throat that rumbled through his chest and into her ear. “I didn’t get a choice⁠—”

      “You could have said no to the position.”

      “No, I couldn’t, because getting to you in Chaco Canyon was paramount, and this…this damn trial to our relationship was part of that package.”

      He settled her back against the pillows but remained hovering over her.

      “I don’t want to go, to be part of this investigation either, Cici.” He brushed his thumb down her cheek. “That’s what I need you to hear. Just as I need you to understand I would have done anything—anything—to make sure I got you out of Chaco alive.” His gunmetal-blue eyes bore into hers. “This is my payment, my penance, for that choice. I don’t regret making it, because you’re here now. And even though I hate that you’re angry and jealous and hurt, you’re here, with me, which is so much better than the alternative.” He pressed his forehead to hers, his eyes sliding closed. “Please. Have some faith in me, in our marriage. In my love for you. It’s never faltered before⁠—”

      She ran her fingers through his hair. “We’ve never been tested like this before.”

      “Haven’t we? What about all those years I pushed you away?”

      Her lips pulled down in a pout. “I didn’t like you dating those women. Especially Jeannette.”

      “And I didn’t like you with Lyndon or the guy before, or the guy before.” He sighed, his mouth tightening. “I might have screwed up a lot of things, mainly out of fear, but I’m not going to screw this up with you now. And I won’t let you torpedo us either.”

      He must have seen the rising resentment on her face, because he pressed his lips to hers in a kiss that surprised her with its intensity. Emotions shimmered through his lips, his muscles—Sam was doing his best to express his feelings, too.

      But morning still came, all too soon.

      And Sam left her again.

      Alone.
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            Sam

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Adventure is not outside man; it is within.

        ― George Eliot

      

      

      

      Sam settled into the driver’s seat with a long, painful sigh that did little to ease the tension headache beginning at the base of his skull. He started the engine and began the drive to the Albuquerque Sunport.

      Jeannette remained quiet, her gaze set on the cars in front of them. After fifteen minutes or so, she shifted so that she faced him.

      “This is going to be hard on her,” Jeannette said. “You leaving so soon. And with me.”

      “You think?” Sam snapped.

      “I know that you totally screwed up your time with her.”

      Something in her tone caused Sam to turn to look at her. Jeannette met his gaze, hers combative, but her lips turned down at the corners, and a layer of sadness seemed to sift over her shoulders.

      “You asked for me, specifically, to join you on this case, Jeannette. That was part of the deal for me to go with you to Chaco, or have you forgotten?”

      She crossed her arms over her chest, her eyes narrowed dangerously. “Don’t make this my fault. You agreed.”

      “You used my emotions against me.”

      “Well, maybe that’ll teach you to have any.” She turned with a huff and faced forward.

      “That’s the best you’ve got? You, who had an affair with the big boss man?”

      “You know very well that I was married to Bresdeen. Cici told me that she told you.”

      “She did. But only because Bresdeen told her it was okay.”

      She snorted. “I wasn’t disparaging your glorious and perfect bride, Chastain, so calm down. I was simply pointing out that you didn’t figure it out—she did.”

      “You let me flail on that, too,” he said. He repositioned his hands on the steering wheel, trying not to grip it so hard that he lost feeling in his fingers. Getting to Albuquerque safely might prove more difficult than he’d expected.

      “So, that’s my fault, too? It’s not like you told me you held a secret flame for the pastor.”

      Sam sucked in a breath and exhaled slowly. “Is this how it’ll be, working with you?” he asked, his voice low and soft. “Because I don’t think I can cope with weeks of your hostility.”

      “I’m not hostile,” Jeannette said. She groaned, palming her face as she tilted her head back. “I’m so damn hostile. I’m just…I’m angry at everyone and everything.”

      Sam waited. This was the first time Jeannette had spoken of the attack on her last month.

      “I’m angry at you for being too slow to stop him. I’m angry at Cici for managing to save herself and me but not until…” Her voice filled with emotion, and Sam glanced over, unsurprised to see her chin quiver and her fists clench. “And I’m angry with Bresdeen for telling her about my past. I’m angry with…with…”

      As she trailed away, Sam felt sympathy well up. “I imagine those are all very normal responses.”

      “I don’t like being angry,” Jeannette said in a small voice.

      That concession, her drawing inward, was so atypical to her normal, forceful personality that Sam felt a sense of foreboding. He shifted his jaw, unsure what to say. Cici would know, but this… Jeannette was a victim, and he’d dealt with sexual violence before. But she was also his partner, someone he respected. Someone he knew intimately.

      And…cue awkwardness.

      “You’re processing. You’re dealing.”

      “Not well.”

      “Why do you think they make us see shrinks after bad cases? No one processes well. Anyone who says they do is lying. Total bullshit.”

      Jeannette sat up straighter in the car seat, thrusting her shoulders back, lifting her chin. She transformed from wounded to self-assured firebrand. Except, the transition appeared more like bravado. Sam wished Cici were there. She’d know what to say to fill the oppressive silence.

      “Forget I mentioned anything. Preferably, forget this whole conversation,” Jeannette said. She shifted, crossing her legs and settling her clasped hands in her lap. “Please.”

      “Sure.” Sam kept his tone easy. “But, hey, you’re not the only one with frustrations. I wasn’t given a choice in my next case or the opportunity to spend the time with Cici I was promised.”

      Jeannette shrugged. “Being elite comes with a high price. That’s why you get the big rewards.”

      She meant the worst criminals, but locking up the scum of the earth didn’t seem like a fair trade—definitely not one he would have made had he been given the choice. And the risk to Cici, to Jeannette, especially in this last case, had been damned high.

      “You heard Bresdeen’s briefing this morning. He wants us to have the element of secrecy.”

      Sam’s hands tightened more on the steering wheel. He kept his gaze forward, fixed on the brake lights of the car in front of him.

      “For the record, I don’t want to be on this case,” he ground out. “Also for the record, the fact that you insisted I stay on it makes me furious.”

      Jeannette shifted again. “I know.”

      They entered the long-term parking garage, and Sam tried not to let his spirits sink as he parked the vehicle.

      “Which is why I’m seriously considering resigning, effective immediately.”

      Panic flared in Jeannette’s eyes. “You can’t be serious,” she exclaimed. “I can’t do this without—” She smoothed back her hair. “I get that this is hard for you, but…” She sighed. “I need you on this one, Sam.”

      “My wife needs me, Jeannette. And you and Bresdeen seem determined to put a mighty big wedge into that relationship, which pisses me off.”

      “I don’t want to ruin anything between you and Cici. I really don’t. But Bresdeen wanted to yank me off this case. And I…” She shuddered. “I need to work, to be busy.”

      Her hands shook as she collected her briefcase. Sam exited the car. He gathered his items, waiting for Jeannette before heading into the terminal.

      Much as he wanted to leave Jeannette, he had orders. And, if he wanted to continue to work in law enforcement, he had to carry them out. That was the implicit threat Bresdeen had laid down that morning—first thing before Sam had even had a cup of coffee. He wanted Sam on the case because Sam knew Frank Gurule. Bresdeen wanted Sam to make contact with Frank—take him out to dinner or something as if he were passing through on business.

      Sam was also under strict orders to keep an eye on Jeannette. If she seemed overwhelmed, Sam was supposed to call it in—and get her out of the situation. Everything about this case left Sam uncomfortably aware he was going to hurt someone.

      He hoped like hell it wouldn’t be Cici. Even as his gut told him she was the most likely target.

      The innocent always were.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Sam

          

          Upon my word, I think the truth is the hardest missile one can be pelted with.

        

      

    

    
      
        
        ― George Eliot

      

      

      

      Sam struggled with the plan Bresdeen had cooked up for many reasons. One of the most challenging, besides the case’s impact on his relationship with Cici, was that Bresdeen expected him to spy—a task outside Sam’s wheelhouse and interest.

      Sam investigated; he found clues and put them together in a logical, methodical order. Sniffing out lies…sure, he could do that. But actively lying to people—not really something Sam was comfortable with. Especially not lying to Cici, which was the position Jeannette and Bresdeen had caged him into with this assignment. To top that off, now Sam might well have to lie to Jeannette, one of the people with whom he needed to build rapport and trust.

      Nothing about this case boded well for any of them, which was why Sam couldn’t fully wrap his mind around Bresdeen’s insistence that Sam participate.

      After passing through security, Sam hung back, letting the rest of the passengers swarm the gate agent and the plane. Once the area was mostly cleared, he gathered his items and made his way onto the plane. Jeannette was already seated.

      She watched him from the corner of her eye as he settled his items and then buckled into his seat.

      “I did what I thought best⁠—”

      “For your career,” Sam said.

      “Sam, I’m trying here.”

      He looked at her for a long moment, his face as stony as his ability to forgive. “Do us both a favor,” he said. “Don’t lie to me.”

      Before she could answer—and from the heat building in her eyes, Sam expected it to be a stinging rebuke—his phone rang.

      “Chastain.”

      “Sam. We both know Cord McGee.”

      Sam had never met the man, but the file folder detailing the UC at Frank’s law firm sat in his messenger bag. Within that file was a page of information on the undercover agent, better known as UC, who had been investigating the law firm for months.

      “All right,” Sam said. “How’d you get this number?”

      “I have connections. Better ones than you do.”

      “Good to know.”

      This communication was a breach in protocol that shouldn’t happen, and the fact that it had, as soon as he’d begun to work the case, sent shivers of dread up Sam’s spine.

      “Why me?” Sam asked.

      “For reasons. Just as you have yours for visiting with a certain someone before you left Santa Fe this morning.”

      The skin on the back of Sam’s neck tightened as the implication sank in: he and Jeannette had been followed. Probably still were. Did that mean Cici was being watched?

      He squeezed his hand into a tight fist. He couldn’t let anything happen to Cici. That was one of the reasons he’d agreed to go to Scottsdale. He’d hoped to take whatever criminal heat there was away from her.

      “Got yourself a nice setup,” the voice taunted. “Two women at your beck and call.”

      Yes, this man knew about Cici. Sam’s breath hitched. He refrained from looking around; he would later, under the guise of a bathroom break. Jeannette must have heard some strain in his voice, though, because she unbuckled her seat belt and stood, removing her blazer. Her visual sweep landed in a couple of places.

      “Head to the law offices when you arrive.”

      That’s precisely what Sam intended to do anyway, but the caller didn’t need to know that. It was enough that he evidently already knew about Cord and the law firm. “Why?”

      “Because you’ll want to see what’s happening there.”

      Sam’s stomach rolled. Those words…the threat lay heavy on the airwaves.

      “I’m not sure we can make the trip,” Sam said.

      “I’d highly suggest you do,” the man said, and then he disconnected.

      Sam immediately hit the callback button, but the phone rang and rang. None of the phones on the plane made a noise, though, and no one picked up.

      “Male or female?” Jeannette asked.

      “Male. Gruff, not baritone but deep enough. Not too young, not old.”

      She nodded. “Two options. Row ten, aisle, left, and row twenty-one, window, right.”

      Angry as Sam was at Jeannette for her erratic behavior and pulling him deeper into a world he wasn’t sure he still had the stomach to navigate, he couldn’t leave her alone, not now that they’d already stepped deep into danger. Sam shook his head, hating that they were probably being watched. Or worse, their materials were bugged.

      If he were a betting man, he’d wager both.
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        Keep true. Never be ashamed of doing right. Decide what you think is right and stick to it.

        ― George Eliot

      

      

      
      After checking into his room at the hotel, Sam hung up his suits and dress shirts. This part of the job remained strange. Maybe, over time, he’d get used to dressing up for the job, but he missed his comfortable polos and work boots. Still, for his next stop, he needed to look the part.

      He washed his face, mind still working on the call he’d received on the airplane. Jeannette should be contacting their undercover asset, something Sam worried about more after that strange phone call. Their UC’s anonymity needed to remain intact to ensure his continued well-being, but Sam and Jeannette required up-to-date briefings so they didn’t head into a situation unprepared for an outcome.

      The delicate balance appeared tilted right now—in favor of whoever had made that call. Once again, Sam’s muscles clenched. The man hadn’t made a direct threat against Cici, but the implicit one rode Sam’s nerve endings, keeping him off-balance, exactly where the caller wanted him.

      Sam patted his pockets, cataloging his phone, the rental car’s key, and his wallet. He slid back into his suit coat and shrugged it into place, covering his shoulder holster.

      He called Cici, but she didn’t answer her phone, which told him she must be meeting with congregants. He left a message but then sent her a text. He missed her voice, and he wouldn’t settle down until he heard her say she was well.

      He followed up that message with one to Evan, Cici’s almost brother-in-law, who’d been engaged to Sam’s best friend and Cici’s twin, Anna Carmen. Evan didn’t answer immediately either. Not that Sam expected him to. As a lawyer, Evan’s work schedule kept him as busy as Sam was.

      His final text was to Devon, the young policeman who attended Cici’s church. Finally, Sam received a reply: I drove by the church earlier today. All was quiet. I’ll check in on her this evening.

      Thanks, man.

      No prob. Happy to keep an eye on the rev.

      Mollified for the moment, Sam shoved his phone into his pocket. The sooner he completed this assignment, the sooner he could go home to her.

      He ensured he had his keycard and walked down the hall to Jeannette’s room. He knocked on her door. She opened it a moment later, holding up a finger for quiet, her phone pressed to her ear.

      “No, no message. I’ll try him again later. Thanks.” She hung up and pulled the door shut behind her, leading the way down the hall.

      Sam increased his stride to walk next to her. “What was that about?”

      Jeannette’s cheek twitched. “No one’s been able to reach our UC.”

      Sam cleared his throat. “When was the last check-in?”

      Her cheek twitched again. “We keep an eye on him…”

      “When, Jeannette?”

      “He missed last week’s check-in. That was on Thursday.”

      Today was Monday, which would explain why Bresdeen had informed them Friday morning they had to be here in Scottsdale this morning. He clearly had concerns about their UC bolting, flipping…or worse.

      “And why are we just hearing about it?”

      Jeannette jabbed her finger hard against the elevator button. “We’re not,” she said, confirming Sam’s suspicions. “The handler didn’t think it was a problem.”

      The elevator doors opened, and they stepped inside the car. “But Bresdeen clearly did, which is why we’re here. So why would the handler not be worried?”

      Jeannette’s whole lower jaw seemed to twitch. “Because the UC does this type of thing…often.”

      Sam turned his head to face her. “Often.”

      “He’s not…a by-the-book kind of guy.”

      Sam faced forward and stared at the door, refusing to speak again. The doors opened, and he let Jeannette step out first. They both strode across the lobby and out into the oppressive Arizona sunshine. Jeannette wilted a little as she settled into their rental.

      “I know you’re angry⁠—”

      Sam scowled. “You have no idea. I’m not sure I could be angrier with you or Bresdeen. We’ll deal with the UC after I meet with Frank Gurule, and maybe we’ll discover what that caller wanted us to see there. We’d do it in the other order, but thanks to Bresdeen’s orders this morning, Frank is already expecting me.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Frank Gurule’s law offices were opulent and swathed in dark wood and ornate lighting, like the Tiffany-style chandeliers in the waiting area. The place caused the back of Sam’s neck to itch.

      This office reminded him too much of his youth. His father had cared more about appearances and status than his family, much like Cici’s father. But Sam’s father had taken the need for wealth and control even further, abusing Sam and his mother when they didn’t meet his preconceived notions that were clear to no one but him.

      Cici’s father had cut and run away, which had hurt her and molded her in very different ways. Because Sam had been so close to Cici’s twin at the time, he’d watched Cici struggle with her father’s abandonment and noted how her response had differed from her sister’s. Anna Carmen had turned outward, seeking approval from her boyfriends and other relationships. Cici had turned inward, becoming more introspective, but, at the same time, her empathy for hurting souls had skyrocketed.

      Up until Frank’s departure, Cici had planned to go into environmental science. She’d wanted to save trees and improve at-risk communities that needed better sanitation and career options. It was only after Frank’s abrupt exit from their lives that Cici had turned toward her faith. Still, heading off to Yale for divinity school had surprised both her parents and Sam, though Anna Carmen had said it was Cici’s way of trying to understand and control the world.

      She’d needed to believe she could impact, positively, the lives of those around her. According to her twin, Cici’s determination to become a pastor stemmed as much from the solace she found in biblical teachings as from the opportunities to counsel those in need of forming relationships.

      Sam had often wondered what direction Cici would have taken if her father hadn’t surprised both his daughters and wife with the divorce and sudden move to Scottsdale. The only certainty was that Cici wouldn’t have been as torn up about Sam partnering with Jeannette on this case, because her world wouldn’t have imploded from her father’s infidelity.

      That was part of Sam’s deep dislike for Frank Gurule. The other part was the man’s occupation—the same as his own father’s. But Bresdeen wanted Sam to cozy up to Cici’s father, something Sam had never anticipated—or wanted to do. Yet another reason why spy work was best left to those trained and disposed to it, which Sam was not.

      Sam had left Jeannette in the car at a nearby parking garage. She would enter the building a few minutes after him and begin to ask questions about their undercover asset. If Cord McGee, their agent, had chosen to defy his handler or, worse, managed to get caught…well, Cici might say she was okay with her father in prison, but Sam hated having to be the one to put him there.

      Sam introduced himself to the receptionist. “I have an appointment with Franklin Gurule.”

      The middle-aged woman typed in his information, appearing competent and confident on the phone and computer. She reminded Sam a little of Jennifer, the SFPD dispatcher, but she was nothing like the fiery doña who protected Cici’s door. A smile flitted across Sam’s face as he settled into one of the warm-tan leather club chairs scattered around the bold Persian rug behind the receptionist’s imposing command center. No, Frank’s assistant didn’t compare to Mrs. Sanchez, who would keep Cici safe and out of trouble. Well, maybe not out of trouble, but the older woman would corral the worst of Cici’s tendencies. That was one of the reasons Sam was glad Cici had hired her as her secretary—it made up for the gossiping and disgruntled self-righteousness whenever Mrs. Sanchez decided Cici had stepped out of the appropriate behavior for a woman of the cloth.

      “Sam,” Frank said, walking toward him.

      His hair was more salt than pepper now and thinning, creating a stronger widow’s peak that would soon leave a bald patch. Frank’s face cracked into a smile, but his eyes, through his glasses, remained cool, calculating. Cold.

      So strange that this man had helped create Cici.

      Sam rose from the depths of the chair, meeting Frank in

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        1. Cici
      


      		
        2. Sam
      


      		
        3. Sam
      


      		
        4. Sam
      


      		
        5. Sam
      


      		
        6. Cici
      


      		
        7. Cici
      


      		
        8. Cici
      


      		
        9. Cici
      


      		
        10. Sam
      


      		
        11. Cici
      


      		
        12. Cici
      


      		
        13. Cici
      


      		
        14. Sam
      


      		
        15. Sam
      


      		
        16. Sam
      


      		
        17. Sam
      


      		
        18. Cici
      


      		
        19. Cici
      


      		
        20. Sam
      


      		
        21. Sam
      


      		
        22. Cici
      


      		
        23. Cici
      


      		
        24. Cici
      


      		
        25. Cici
      


      		
        26. Cici
      


      		
        27. Cici
      


      		
        28. Cici
      


      		
        29. Cici
      


      		
        30. Sam
      


      		
        31. Cici
      


      		
        32. Cici
      


      		
        33. Sam
      


      		
        34. Cici
      


      		
        35. Cici
      


      		
        36. Sam
      


      		
        37. Cici
      


      		
        38. Cici
      


      		
        39. Sam
      


      		
        40. Sam
      


      		
        41. Cici
      


      		
        42. Sam
      


      		
        43. Cici
      


      		
        Thank You!
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by J.J. Cagney
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by J.J. Cagney


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

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

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

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

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



OEBPS/images/ebook6_counsel_cover_final.jpg
J. J. CAGNEY
Counsel

D th

EVERY CLUE IS A RISK






