
  
    
      the house on fifth street

      A BAILEY RAE MYSTERY

    

    
      
        TISH BOUVIER

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Thirty Quills Press LLC]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      Copyright © 2026 by Tish Bouvier

      The moral right of the author has been asserted.

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      ebook ISBN: 979-8-9965143-1-1

      Paperback ISBN: 979-8-9965143-0-4

      Cover Design: Thirty Quills Press LLC

      Publisher: Thirty Quills Press LLC

    

  


  
    
      For the Keeper

      Michelle Buckley, with gratitude for her love of history, heritage, and the stories that endure.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Sage’s Bluff

      

      
        Manatee Insanity

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            one

          

        

      

    

    
      I always assumed rock bottom would arrive with more noise. Something dramatic. A cracking sound. Fireworks going off. Maybe even a heartfelt wail echoing down the hallway as I carried a box of my belongings past coworkers who suddenly couldn’t make eye contact.

      Instead, it came with a soft click when my supervisor locked the office door behind me and wished me good luck.

      Luck.

      I couldn’t remember the last time that word belonged to me. I stood there long enough to hear the elevator ding before realizing I was no longer employed.

      People say everything happens for a reason. That setbacks are redirections. That you should trust the process. I’ve never known who those people are, but they always seem very composed about disasters that aren’t happening to them.

      For me, it happened at nine twelve on a Monday morning, right when my coffee hit its sweet spot. Not too hot. Not too bitter. My inbox was finally manageable. My planner lay open with its color-coded tabs lined up like tiny soldiers. And for the first time in weeks, I thought maybe, just maybe, I was finally getting my life together.

      I was planning. Making lists. Pretending stability was something you could schedule.

      That’s when I heard three quick taps at my office door and looked up.

      “Bailey, can you come with me for a moment?”

      My supervisor didn’t wait for an answer. She gave a tight smile and started walking.

      I followed.

      Conference Room B sat at the far end of the hall, tucked behind a row of offices no one used unless something was wrong. The kind of room with chairs that were always a little too stiff and a table that had heard more bad news than good.

      Human Resources was already waiting when I stepped inside.

      “Bailey, thank you for coming,” the woman said, her voice bright enough to belong in a customer service training video.

      I sat.

      “As you know, the company is restructuring.”

      I did know. Everyone did.

      Restructuring was just a gentler way of saying I no longer fit into their plan. The rest blurred into careful phrases and practiced sympathy. Position eliminated. Final paycheck. Benefits information. Words meant to soften the blow, but it didn’t feel any different.

      By nine twenty, my badge no longer worked. By nine thirty, my email locked me out as if I had never existed. By ten, I was sitting in my car, both hands resting on the steering wheel, looking at the building I had given five years of my life.

      My phone lit up. Terrance. Of course.

      I considered letting it go to voicemail. Instead, I answered.

      “Hey.”

      “Bailey, we need to talk.”

      He always started that way, like he was about to present quarterly earnings instead of dismantling what was left of my day. He talked about space. About timing. About feeling stuck. He said my name so often it felt rehearsed.

      “I think we want different things right now.”

      I tightened my grip on the steering wheel.

      “So this is it.”

      A pause.

      “I think it’s for the best.”

      That was how Terrance ended things. Calm. Logical. Like he was returning a blender instead of two years of my life.

      He mentioned a coworker named Chloe too casually. Her name slipped into the conversation as if it had already been there for a while.

      “Okay.”

      My voice didn’t shake. I was proud of that.

      When the call ended, I let the phone drop into my lap and stared at the office building. Somewhere inside, someone else was probably sliding into my chair.

      By the time I drove home, I felt hollowed out. Not shattered. Just scooped clean in the center.

      Two hours later, I stood in my apartment, looking at the cardboard box that held everything from my desk. A plant that had survived neglect. Three pads of sticky notes. A chipped mug from my first week that read Keep Climbing.

      I set it beside the stack of unpaid bills on my kitchen counter, pressing my palm against the box. The refrigerator hummed. Pipes ticked. Somewhere upstairs a chair scraped across the tiles.

      Life continued.

      Mine hovered.

      I sank onto the couch and stared at the ceiling. That was when Lorna’s voice drifted through my thoughts.

      “It’ll turn around, I promise.”

      She’d said it the night before, sweeping in with a scarf trailing behind her like a magician who never got the memo that the show had ended years ago. She fanned her tarot cards across my coffee table and tapped one with a manicured nail.

      “A fortune is coming, Bailey Rae. Something big.”

      “Is it a paycheck?” I asked.

      She didn’t laugh. Her amber-brown eyes softened in a way that made me question my skepticism.

      “Bigger.”

      At the time, I had rolled my eyes and leaned back into the cushions.

      Now I wasn’t so sure.

      The next morning, my phone buzzed with an unfamiliar number. For a second, I almost ignored it. Calls like that usually meant bad news, awkward conversations, or someone trying to sell me something I couldn’t afford.

      But something nudged me to answer.

      “Miss Bailey Rae Vaughn?” The voice was crisp and formal. A woman. Older, maybe.

      “This is Bailey.”

      “This is Attorney Wilma Hargrove. I represent the estate of your great-aunt, Miss Midori LaVeau Fontenot. This call is being made pursuant to probate filings finalized last week.”

      She added it as if reading from a script.

      I sat up straighter.

      “My what?”

      “She passed away last month. You are her only living relative. In accordance with the terms of her will, you are the sole inheritor of her property.”

      Property.

      The word bounced around my brain as if it had been released into the wrong room.

      “I think you’ve got the wrong number,” I said. “I don’t have a great-aunt.”

      “You did,” she corrected. “She left you her residence in Galveston. A Victorian home on Fifth Street. You will receive documentation by courier today.”

      I pressed my fingers to my forehead. “You’re telling me I inherited a house.”

      “And a Maine Coon cat named Captain Morgan.”

      “A cat.”

      “Yes.”

      “How big is this cat?”

      There was a slight pause.

      “Substantial.”

      Of course he was.

      Before I could form another question, she gave me her direct number and ended the call.

      I stood in the middle of my den, holding my phone as if it might explain itself. A house. In Galveston. From a woman I had never heard of.

      The universe had a strange sense of humor.

      Not long after the call, my front door swung open. I had left it unlocked, expecting Lorna. She breezed in, curls piled into a messy bun with a streak of purple threaded through it, her T-shirt reading I See What You Cannot See.

      “Oh, I know that look. That’s the face you make when life has finally given you something juicy.”

      “I inherited a house.”

      Her mouth dropped open. “What?”

      “And a cat.”

      “A cat.”

      “A big cat.”

      She gasped as if the oxygen in the room had turned to glitter. “Bailey Rae Vaughn, don’t play with my emotions. Tell me everything.”

      We sat on the couch while I repeated it. Lorna leaned forward so far she nearly slid off the cushion.

      “This is it. This is the fortune I pulled in your cards.”

      Classic Lorna. Absolute certainty delivered without hesitation, like the universe had already sent her the memo.

      “You also told me I’d meet a tall stranger with good teeth.”

      “You still might. Focus on what matters.”

      I let out a breath. “I don’t even know what it looks like. It could be huge. It could be falling apart. It could be a shack with a ghost inside.”

      “Ghosts are fine as long as they don’t move furniture around.” She pressed two fingers to her temple, like she was tuning into something. “Have you considered that this might be fate?”

      “Fate hates me. We’re not on speaking terms.”

      Lorna tilted her head. “That’s because you keep ignoring opportunities.”

      “What opportunities?”

      “This one.” She squeezed my hand. “You inherited a Victorian home down in Galveston, right on the coast. That’s not nothing.”

      “It’s suspicious.”

      “Or promising.”

      I pinched the bridge of my nose. “I need to think.”

      A knock startled us. A delivery driver stood at my door holding a large certified envelope.

      “For Bailey Rae Vaughn.” He took my signature and left.

      The packet felt heavy in my hands. At the kitchen table, I hesitated before breaking the seal. Inside was a formal letter, a set of keys on a tarnished brass ring, and photos.

      I lifted the first photo, angling it toward the light.

      A tall Victorian home rose behind an overgrown yard. Paint chipped. One balcony sagged. Turrets and stained glass caught the light, and wide porches curled with intricate scrollwork. Worn, yes. But the bones were beautiful.

      “It looks haunted.”

      “It looks historic,” Lorna countered.

      “It looks like the kind of place that could collapse if you sneeze near it.”

      “Which means it needs you. Houses choose their people.”

      “You really believe that?”

      “Yes,” she pointed to the photo. “And that house chose you.”

      I flipped to the next photo. The cat stared back at me. Massive. Fluffy. Green eyes sharp as judgment. He looked like he ran meetings and tolerated no nonsense.

      “This cat looks like he files taxes,” I muttered.

      “He’s majestic.”

      “He’s enormous.”

      “He’s your destiny.”

      “He’s not.” I folded my arms.

      “He’s already judging me.”

      Lorna grinned. “Good. You need accountability.”

      I snorted despite myself.

      Then I read the letter. Most of it was legal jargon. Probate numbers. Transfer instructions. Near the end, one line stood alone.

      Take care of what remains. The house remembers.

      A chill moved through me, raising the fine hairs along my arms.

      “What does that mean?”

      “It means there’s a story there. Maybe something hidden. Something valuable.”

      “Or something dangerous.”

      “Would that stop you?”

      “Yes,” I paused. “Maybe.”

      “We need to go to Galveston.”

      “No. Absolutely not. I need to think about this.”

      “Think in the car.”

      “Lorna.”

      “Bailey Rae, you can’t ignore this. You’ve been searching for a fresh start since before Terrance skipped out on your anniversary dinner. That wasn’t nothing. This is it. A new place. A family connection. A chance to build something that’s actually yours.”

      I hated when she made sense. It was unfair.

      The photos pulled my attention again. My stomach fluttered with nerves and something else I refused to name.

      Hope, maybe. The kind I hadn’t felt in years.

      I flipped to the last page.

      A recent inspection reported signs of entry. Unauthorized occupancy suspected.

      The paper slipped in my hand.

      “Someone is living in the house.”

      Lorna grabbed the page from me. “A squatter?”

      “It says suspected. Which means it’s not confirmed. But still.”

      She looked up, a spark of excitement in her eyes. “This is getting interesting.”

      “No. This is becoming alarming. How am I supposed to walk into a house that might have a stranger hiding inside?”

      “You won’t be alone. I’ll go with you.”

      I gave her a flat stare. “You scream at your own reflection before sunrise.”

      “Only when I forget I’m wearing a facial mask.”

      “Not reassuring.”

      “Fine. We’ll take precautions.” She straightened her shoulders with dramatic determination. “But we need to go.”

      I chewed my lip, my mind churning. My lease was up in two months. I had enough savings to last maybe four. I hadn’t even started my job search. What if the universe wasn’t punishing me? What if it was nudging me toward something new?

      I rubbed my forehead. “Let me sleep on it.”

      “You won’t sleep. You’ll overthink until your brain melts.”

      “I might,” I admitted.

      “Then decide now, before you talk yourself out of it.”

      “Okay. We’re going to Galveston.”

      Lorna shrieked and wrapped her arms around me.

      “This,” she declared, “is your transformation arc.”

      “Real life doesn’t have arcs.”

      “That’s where you’re wrong.”

      I didn’t argue. I just stared at the keys on my kitchen table and wondered what kind of doors I had just agreed to open.
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      We left the next morning. The drive from Houston to Galveston was familiar, but it was different this time. The closer we got to the island, anticipation flickered through me, tangled with unease I couldn’t quite shake.

      Something was shifting. I could feel it.

      The sky hung low and gray over the water as we crossed the causeway. Pelicans sliced the air above us, wings wide. Gulls screeched over fishing boats bobbing along the shoreline. Wind pressed against the car, salty and cool, tugging at my nerves.

      Galveston had always been a place of contradictions. Storm-battered but proud. Beautiful and worn at the same time. A city that held its secrets close and never apologized, which now seemed relevant in a way it never had before.

      Lorna cracked her window and inhaled. “Smell that. Saltwater and mystery.”

      “That’s probably low tide.”

      “Same thing in my line of work.”

      I smiled despite myself. She had brought a thermos of coffee and two mismatched travel mugs. Mine read But First Coffee in fading gold script. Hers had tiny moons and stars circling the rim.

      “For courage,” she said, handing it over.

      “For mold inspection.”

      I glanced at her. She was smiling, relaxed, already treating this like an adventure. Tarot reader. Self-proclaimed psychic. She’d been saying for days that the universe was paying attention to me.

      I wasn’t convinced.

      We turned off Broadway and rolled down a narrower street lined with aging houses. Some wore fresh paint, bright yellow and cheerful green. Others slouched under peeling trim and bowed porch rails, their shutters hanging crooked from too many storms.

      “This neighborhood looks quiet.”

      “Peaceful,” she corrected.

      “Or ominous.”

      She leaned over and patted my knee. “Deep breaths, Bailey Rae. You’re about to own a three-story Victorian. At least pretend you’re thrilled.”

      As we pulled onto Fifth Street, I saw it immediately. Three stories. Narrow. Steep roofline. A porch wrapping around one side like an unfinished thought.

      Up close, the paint peeled in long curls. Several windows were clouded, others dark. The yard was thick with knee-high grass and stubborn bushes. A rusted bicycle leaned against the side of the house, half swallowed by vines.

      “Oh.” I leaned back against the seat and took it in again. “It’s worse in person.”

      “It has charm.”

      “It has mold.”

      “Charm can coexist with mold. Look at half the old buildings downtown.”

      I pushed the door open, stepping out. The porch steps creaked under my weight. A stale smell drifted through the air, earthy and musty, of old, damp wood.

      Behind an upper window, a shadow moved.

      “Please tell me that was the wind.”

      “Definitely a cat.”

      “Or a squatter.”

      “We’ll find out.”

      I dug the key ring out of the bottom of my bag, sliding the key labeled Front into the lock. The door opened with a reluctant sigh.

      Green eyes stared back at me. Large. Unblinking.

      Captain Morgan.

      He was enormous. Broad through the shoulders, fur charcoal with silver threading through it. His thick tail was held high like a banner. His fur flowed around him like a cape as he circled my legs once, then sat down as if granting us permission to enter.

      “Well. Hello.”

      Lorna crouched. “You magnificent beast.”

      The cat shifted just out of her reach.

      She gasped. “He prefers you.”

      He pressed against my ankle, purring low and steady. Something eased inside me, small but noticeable. Then I looked up at the dark hallway behind him. The house felt…aware. A floorboard creaked somewhere deep inside. Not from the cat.

      I went still. “Lorna.”

      “I heard it.”

      She tightened her grip on my arm. “It could be a mouse. Or the house settling. Old places make noise.”

      Before I could answer, another sound came from inside. A thump. Soft, but it didn’t feel accidental. Midori LaVeau Fontenot’s final words echoed through my mind.

      Take care of what remains. The house remembers.

      “Bailey Rae,” Lorna’s voice dropped. “We’re not alone.”

      Captain Morgan paused at the edge of the hallway, ears forward, his tail flicking once before he looked back at us, as if expecting us to follow. In the dim light, his eyes glinted. 

      Then he padded deeper into the house.

      Lorna and I exchanged a look I didn’t want to interpret, the kind that said we were already in trouble and had chosen to step further into it.

      “Bailey Rae, I don’t like this.”

      Neither did I. The house closed in around us, inch by inch.

      “Stay close.”

      But Captain Morgan was already disappearing around a corner, and somehow that decided it for me. My legs moved before my mind caught up.

      The hallway smelled of dust with something sweeter underneath. Old perfume, maybe. Framed photographs lined the walls, tilted and filmed over. A few hung crooked enough to look like they were listening. I couldn’t make out the faces in the dimness. It was as though they were watching.

      “Why is it so dark in here?” Lorna murmured.

      “The power must be off.”

      Lorna took one cautious step inside, then stopped.

      “Or the house is haunted.”

      “Stop saying that.”

      “I’m not saying anything that’s not obvious.”

      Captain Morgan led us into a larger room.

      I stopped in the doorway.

      Every inch of space was filled.

      Boxes towered to the ceiling. Plastic bins bowed at their sides. Newspapers leaned in sagging stacks. Chairs disappeared beneath coats. Blankets spilled across the floor in heaps of color.

      Hoarding.

      Deep, unfiltered, years-long hoarding.

      Lorna let out a slow breath, taking in the stacked bins from bottom to top. “My goodness. Your aunt collected everything.”

      I stepped sideways, careful not to knock anything over. “I guess so.”

      “You guess? Bailey, this is a museum of everything she ever touched.”

      I glanced around the room. “Why would she keep all this?”

      Lorna carefully lifted one of the quilts and glanced beneath it before letting it fall back into place. “People hold on to things when they have no one to hold on to. Sometimes the things become the company.”

      Her words landed harder than I expected.

      Captain Morgan wove through a narrow path between the piles, disappearing behind a half-toppled stack of magazines.

      “Come on,” I said under my breath.

      We moved with care. One wrong nudge and the whole room might collapse into itself. An avalanche of belongings.

      Near the base of the wall sat an empty takeout container, the plastic lid still snapped tight. An orange extension cord snaked from behind a stack of boxes and disappeared into the next room. Unlike everything else, it wasn’t coated in dust.

      The next room was worse. Jars of buttons lined one wall. A dresser drawer gaped open, necklaces tangled inside. A grandfather clock lay on its side, its pendulum missing.

      Near a pile of folded quilts sat a half-crushed plastic water bottle. The label looked fresh. Too clean.

      “Your aunt didn’t leave that there.”

      I shook my head. “Someone’s been living here.”

      Captain Morgan chirped from somewhere ahead. Not the room itself. Somewhere beyond it.

      We reached a narrow doorway, partially covered by a hanging quilt. The edges were frayed, and the fabric smelled musty, like it had gone decades without fresh air.

      Captain Morgan head poked through the slit in the fabric, its whiskers twitching.

      “That’s the most horror movie thing I’ve ever seen,” Lorna muttered.

      “Let’s follow him.”

      “I knew you would say that.”

      We pushed the quilt aside and stepped through.

      Behind it was a small enclosed porch, or what used to be one. Boxes were wedged against the windows, blocking out most of the light. The air was colder here, stagnant and unmoving. It felt like a room the house had tried to forget.

      Captain Morgan stood in the center, staring at a far corner where an overturned chair rested beside a pile of blankets.

      “That’s not a good sign.”

      “Don’t say sign,” Lorna whispered. “Say clue. Or suggestion. Or something gentle.”

      Captain Morgan let out a low, purposeful meow.

      I moved closer, and the floorboards creaked beneath me. The blanket sagged as if something heavy rested beneath it.

      I stopped.

      “Lorna.”

      “I see it.”

      The smell reached us first. Unmistakable. Sour. Metallic. The scent of something no longer living.

      If I didn’t look now, I wouldn’t look at all.

      My hand trembled once, then steadied against the blanket. I lifted the edge.

      Lorna gasped and staggered back.

      A man lay beneath it, twisted awkwardly. Eyes half open. Skin dulled to gray. His clothes were dirty and worn, like they had been slept in for days.

      “He’s dead.”

      Lorna clasped her hands to her chest. “Oh, my goodness,” she breathed. “Bailey Rae…this can’t be happening.”

      I dropped the blanket, my stomach turning as panic surged through me. My hands shook while I fought to stay calm. The words tumbled out.

      “We need to call someone. The police. An ambulance. Something.”

      Captain Morgan sat beside the body, calm and composed, green eyes fixed, as if he had been standing guard.

      Lorna grabbed her phone, her fingers trembling. She reached the dispatcher and relayed everything in short, shaky sentences. When she hung up, she let out a breath that sounded too loud in the stillness.

      “They’re coming.”

      I nodded, but my focus drifted around the room. The clutter pressed in from every side, scrambling my senses. The air felt thinner. My ears rang.

      We had arrived in the middle of something.

      “What was he doing in here?”

      “Squatting, probably.”

      “No.” My eyes locked on the quilted corner. “I mean, here. This spot. Behind this quilt. Why hide here?”

      Lorna rubbed her arms and drew her shoulders in. “Maybe he felt safe.”

      “Or maybe he found something.”

      She shot me a look. “Don’t say creepy things right now.”

      A faint glint caught my eye near his fingers, half-hidden by the blanket. I knelt and used the fabric to nudge it aside.

      A small brass key slid into view, attached to a thin black string. The metal looked newer than everything else around it.

      “Don’t touch it,” Lorna hissed.

      “I didn’t. I nudged it.”

      “That’s touching it in spirit.”

      I hesitated, my pulse loud in my ears as the silence stretched between us. I glanced toward the hallway, half expecting someone to appear. Then I picked up the string, careful not to touch the key itself, and slipped it into my bag.

      I knew I should leave it where it was. I also knew I wasn’t going to.

      Lorna stared at me.

      “I know,” I said under my breath.

      Somewhere deeper in the house, wood creaked, long and slow, the sound traveling through the walls as if the structure were adjusting to us. Or reacting.

      I stepped back. “This place doesn’t feel right.”

      “No argument here.”

      We made our way out of the cramped porch and back into the cluttered living space, careful not to disturb anything. Each room felt different now. Darker. More suffocating. I forced myself to keep it together.

      Captain Morgan followed close behind, brushing against my leg as if assuring me he had everything under control. I appreciated the gesture, but my nerves refused to calm down.

      We waited near the front door, watching the hallway for movement. Every creak sounded louder now.

      I took in the peeling paint, the sagging stacks, and the cat who had chosen me without hesitation. I had come to Galveston thinking I was inheriting a house.

      Instead, my pulse wouldn’t settle, the strap of my bag dug into my shoulder like a reminder, and a dead man lay behind a quilt in what was now technically my property.
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      After what seemed like an hour, though it was probably fifteen minutes, sirens drifted through the neighborhood.

      Lorna let out a sharp breath. “Thank you, Lord.”

      “Do we tell them everything? The key. The porch. The hoarding?”

      She squeezed my hand. “We tell them what we saw. Nothing more. You can’t hide hoarding. It announces itself.”

      The sirens grew louder, then cut off. A few seconds later, someone knocked on the front door. The sound echoed through the hallway, firm and authoritative.

      I opened the door. Two officers stood on the porch. The first was tall and heavyset. His uniform stretched tight across his middle. Fatigue had settled into the lines of his face, making him look older than he probably was.

      “I’m Officer Gillis,” he said.

      The second officer was younger and leaner, his eyes scanning the porch and doorway, notepad in hand.

      “You reported a deceased person inside the home?” Gillis’s voice was calm but tired.

      “Yes,” I said. “We were following the cat, and he led us to the back porch.”

      “The cat led you?” the younger officer repeated, one eyebrow lifting.

      “Yes. He did.”

      Lorna added, “He’s very wise.”

      I shot her a look that begged her not to elaborate.

      They followed us inside, moving through the narrow paths carved between mismatched furniture, boxes, and stacked belongings.

      Officer Gillis paused once, bracing a hand against the wall as he caught his breath, then continued on without comment. When they reached the quilted doorway, the younger officer stopped short.

      “This is quite a situation,” he said.

      Officer Gillis lifted the quilt and leaned inside. His shoulders stiffened. He muttered something under his breath before waving his partner over. They spoke in low voices I couldn’t make out, then stepped back into view.

      “You both need to remain in the front room,” Gillis said. “Don’t touch anything.”

      “We didn’t.”

      He nodded. “Good.”

      Something in me loosened, but not enough to feel like relief. I kept my face steady and said nothing about the key.

      The front door opened as more officers arrived. One stepped inside and stretched tape across the entry before taking position. A medical examiner followed, disappearing behind the quilt, while a crime scene technician set down equipment near the wall.

      The house filled with movement. Radios murmured. Boots stepped through the clutter. Sound pressed in, muffled, as if the house were absorbing everything we said.

      Lorna clung to my arm. “Are you okay?”

      “I’m trying to be.”

      “This is a lot.”

      It was. My thoughts circled the porch, the key in my bag, the way the blanket had shifted.

      “And creepy,” she added.

      “That’s one word for it.” I let out a short breath.

      Captain Morgan brushed against my leg, his purr deep and even. I knelt to scratch behind his ears, grateful for something solid and warm in the middle of all this.

      After a while, Officer Gillis returned. He wiped his brow with a
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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.
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