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        I attempted to rise, but was unable to stir: for, as I happened to lie on my back, I found my arms and legs were strongly fastened on each side to the ground… In a little time, I felt something alive moving on my left leg, which advancing gently forward over my breast, came almost up to my chin; when, bending my eyes downwards as much as I could, I perceived it to be a human creature not six inches high, with a bow and arrow in his hands, and a quiver at his back. In the meantime, I felt forty more of the same kind (as I conjectured) following the first.

        —JONATHAN SWIFT, GULLIVER’S TRAVELS
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Fenway had always hated this room.

      Odd for a former literature major to hate her father’s library, full of handsome, leather-bound tomes of Western literature. But it smelled strange. Not bad, exactly, but strange.

      She sniffed, hoping Charlotte wouldn’t notice. Slightly tropical, maybe an undercurrent of bleach. Then it hit her. How does a room with so many classics not even smell like books?

      She switched her mimosa to her left hand and ran her finger along the shelf at her shoulder. She closed her eyes for a moment, and the image flashed in her mind: her father lying at her feet, blood pouring from his chest, as the smoke swirled around her and the EMTs burst in⁠—

      She opened her eyes, the image fading. She focused on the shelf in front of her.

      There.

      That book looked like it had been opened some time in the last decade.

      She set the champagne flute on the side table and pulled the book out. Gold lettering on the spine, vellum pages, a weathered leather cover. The book fell open to the first chapter, and an illustration stared back at her.

      Gulliver, tied down by tiny men.

      It was her father.

      “What is it?” Charlotte said, crossing the room and peering over Fenway’s shoulder.

      “Take a look.” Fenway raised the book. “Doesn’t that remind you of Dad?”

      Charlotte recoiled. “Ugh. With the IV drips and oxygen tubes?”

      Fenway winced. “Oh—no. I was thinking of all the Lilliputians swarming all over him like the board of directors trying to keep him down. Before they were indicted, anyway.”

      Charlotte walked away from Fenway and took a long drink of her mimosa.

      Fenway ran her finger lightly over the image. The page was thick and smooth. She wished she knew what to say. “Tiny men trying to bring down a giant,” she muttered, lifting the book back into its place.

      “Don’t put it back,” Charlotte said. “I think he’d like you to read it to him.”

      “This book? I can’t take it to the hospital. It’s got to be a hundred years old.”

      “Books were meant to be read, weren’t they?”

      Fenway nodded.

      The doctors thought Nathaniel Ferris would wake up from the surgery that had removed the bullet lodged near his heart. For the first few days, Fenway had sat at his bedside in silence. She’d perused the medical journals about the positive effects of talking to comatose patients and had seen success when she’d worked in the ER. But she hadn’t uttered a word.

      What would she say? Would she tell him about her first few dates with McVie? Would she discuss the interview process for her new assistant? Maybe McVie’s decision to start his own private investigator firm?

      Then the week of Thanksgiving, she bought a book to which her father had constantly referred: Endless Crude. The insider’s look at the oil industry had spent a few weeks at the top of the bestseller lists and seemed like an anecdote-filled take on the journey from crude to use. She’d sat down at his bedside and read the first few chapters out loud. It wasn’t exactly conversation, but it was something. Fenway was pleasantly surprised that, while filled with jargon, many of the stories were engaging. She even suspected that her father was one of the anonymized players in Chapter Sixteen.

      The first weekend in December, she’d brought The Immorality Amendment Act, a memoir written by a South African comedian who’d been raised by a Black mother and a white father in Johannesburg before the end of apartheid. His parents’ relationship had been illegal, and while many of the stories were hilarious, Fenway had put the book down the day before: she’d gotten to a chapter in which, two weeks apart, his mother had been beaten to death and his father had been shot in the head by his white wife, who didn’t approve of his Black mistress or his intent to attend her funeral.

      Fenway had looked across the book face down on her lap, then raised her eyes to the crisscross of tubes and wires, the sentries of softly-beeping machines, spitting out numbers and flashing yellow lights. The comedian had not been able to visit his own father in the hospital because his skin was the color of Fenway’s. Hadn’t been able to say goodbye.

      “I hope you make it through this,” Fenway had whispered, feeling a tear slide down her cheek.

      Fenway blinked and came back to the present, to her father’s library, stepping over to his grand mahogany desk and setting Gulliver’s Travels down.

      “I think brunch is almost ready,” Charlotte said. “Let’s go see.”

      This early in January, the sun struggled to peek through the clouds even though it was almost noon. The hallway was dim, and Fenway stifled a yawn. She felt odd taking the seat at the head of the table.

      Lemon-ricotta crêpes and croissants with what appeared to be homemade marmalade. “This looks great,” she said, draping the napkin onto her lap and pushing down the plunger of the French press in front of her.

      “I’ll tell Sandrita,” Charlotte said, though her voice was far away. “Oh—I forgot. You like lattes, don’t you? I can ask⁠—”

      “No, please don’t,” Fenway said quickly, realizing that Charlotte hadn’t asked her to brunch at the mansion to be friendly. Something was on Charlotte’s mind.

      “Did you visit your father today?”

      “Yeah,” Fenway said through a mouthful of lemon and ricotta. Oof—this was good. A bite of this might have even been worth whatever Charlotte wanted.

      Charlotte glanced briefly up at Fenway, then her eyes went back down to her plate. “Still reading that oil book?”

      “Endless Crude? No, I finished that a while ago. I’m reading The Immorality Amendment Act.”

      “By that one comedian? The one who grew up in South Africa?”

      Fenway nodded.

      Charlotte chewed thoughtfully, then swallowed. “It’s interesting. First you tried to understand him. Then you wanted him to understand you.”

      A flash of annoyance. “I guess.”

      “Did you like Endless Crude?”

      Fenway shrugged. “I didn’t really expect to, but some of the stories were interesting.”

      “Which one was your favorite?” Charlotte’s tone was oddly casual.

      “Hmm. I guess I’d have to say the trend in specialty fuels. All the equipment you need to produce it and how expensive it is if you don’t have things set up. I had no idea that some companies literally made their fortune undercutting bigger suppliers just because they could control their systems.” Fenway heard the enthusiasm build in her voice and quickly took another bite of the crêpe to mask it.

      Charlotte laughed. “You know, Nate saw that trend five years before Endless Crude was published. It’s one of the reasons Ferris Energy grew so quickly.” Charlotte set her fork down and rested her chin in her hands, elbows on the table. “Interesting that you both saw the possibilities in that.”

      “Uh… like father, like daughter, I guess.”

      “Maybe it’s more than that.”

      Fenway set her fork down as well. Her stepmother’s eyes keenly took Fenway in. Fenway suddenly felt underdressed: Charlotte’s powder-blue wrap dress looked elegant and professional yet somehow effortless, while Fenway’s half-zip pullover and concert tee were designed for lounging around on a lazy Sunday. “I have a feeling you have something to ask me, Charlotte.”

      “Yes.” Charlotte hesitated. “I need a sounding board.”

      “A what?”

      “A sounding board. I need someone I can trust.”

      “And—you’re asking me?”

      “Yes.”

      Fenway sat up straight, her skin prickling with worry. “You don’t have anyone you can trust? How about the controller? Or one of the company lawyers?”

      Charlotte shook her head. “Look, I didn’t expect to be thrust into the CEO position, and I haven’t spent the years your father did building relationships with the different departments. Or like the board members did while they were all jockeying for position. No one is on my side. And everyone—” She stopped and dropped her hands to her lap. “Everyone is hoping I’ll fail.”

      “You’re doing a great job,” Fenway said.

      “I’m keeping the lights on, which in the current environment is hard enough. But I need to make a lot of tough decisions in the next couple of weeks, and I know myself too well. I’ll be full of self-doubt, second-guessing everything, overthinking every tactical move, seeing threats where none exist. You can keep me on track.”

      Fenway’s eyes widened. “I hardly know anything about the oil industry.”

      Charlotte shrugged. “Nine months ago, you didn’t know anything about being an investigative coroner, but here you are.” She smiled. “And if your interest in specialty fuels is any indication, you’ll be a quick study.”

      Fenway’s jaw tightened.

      “We haven’t always gotten along, but I know you’ll treat me fairly.” Charlotte picked up her fork again. “And you won’t have any problem telling me something I don’t want to hear. You’re no yes-man.”

      Fenway leaned back. She’d wanted to focus on the coroner position now that she was no longer an interim coroner or a coroner-elect. This had the potential to be a huge distraction, not only from her professional goals but from her personal life as well.

      But Charlotte wasn’t asking.

      “Is this a paid position?” Fenway said.

      “You’ll be well-compensated.”

      “I’ll have to see if it’s a conflict of interest with the coroner’s office.”

      “Of course.”

      Fenway folded her arms. “I don’t know about this, Charlotte. Surely someone at Ferris Energy knows more about the business than I do. I can’t just read one book about the industry and expect to give you decent advice.”

      “I can teach you the basics,” Charlotte continued. “I’ve attended enough golf outings and fancy business dinners with your father.” She smiled as she raised her mimosa glass. “He calls me his secret weapon. He’d excuse himself from the table, and then all the dealmakers would discuss business in front of me, thinking I didn’t know what they were talking about—or wasn’t interested enough to care.”

      Fenway set her mouth in a thin line. She hadn’t been the only person who’d underestimated Charlotte. She’d have to say yes.

      She wondered how many more tiny men would try to keep her father down.
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        * * *

      

      Fenway drove her Accord down the winding road in the darkness, the leather-bound edition of Gulliver’s Travels on the passenger seat. She got onto the freeway and almost passed the San Clemente Street exit before remembering she was going to McVie’s apartment.

      She exited the freeway and drove the six blocks to the neatly maintained but outdated apartment complex, where she found an uncovered visitor’s space.

      Applying her makeup in the rearview mirror, she sighed at the mess her hair had become in the constant drizzle. She put on a dark red lipstick, striking against her light brown skin. Her large eyes needed just a hint of liner and mascara.

      Her stomach rumbled as she exited her car. Ever since her father had caught the bullet for her, she hadn’t had much of an appetite, and she’d only finished half of her crêpes at brunch. She figured she’d lost at least ten pounds the last six weeks.

      Maybe the gurgling was a sign that she was coming out of her funk.

      It helped that she was finally dating McVie openly, now that he’d signed the quickie divorce papers in Vegas so Amy could get married again.

      McVie opened the door, and an easy smile came over his handsome, lightly freckled face. “Hey, Fenway. You made it.”

      “Well, yeah. I said I’d come by after I saw my dad in the hospital.”

      “I know. I wasn’t sure you’d still be up for it. How’s he doing?”

      “No change.”

      McVie shifted his weight. “Sorry to hear it. Have you eaten?”

      Fenway didn’t respond, but a slow grin came over her face.

      “Really? Dos Milagros again?” McVie laughed and shook his head.

      “I think I’m getting my appetite back,” Fenway replied.

      McVie rolled his eyes. “I knew when we started dating that eating at Dos Milagros was part of the price of admission. I didn’t realize it would be so often.”

      “I keep telling you to try the burritos. Just because I get the lengua tacos every time I go there doesn’t mean you have to get tacos too.” Fenway looked out of the corner of her eye at McVie. “Besides, the carnitas are maybe the only disappointing thing on the menu. You really need to get the lengua.”

      McVie made a face.

      “Or the carne asada.”

      “Fine, fine, I’ll have something besides the carnitas,” McVie said. “I can drive.”

      On the short drive to Dos Milagros, Fenway leaned against the passenger side door and looked at McVie in profile. His striking face, square jaw that wasn’t too hard, and kind eyes made a certain type of woman look at him twice when he passed. Not for everyone, maybe, but certainly for Fenway. “So,” she said, “I think I should be your first client.”

      McVie stopped at a red light and turned his head toward Fenway. “Oh, no you don’t. I don’t want to be a pity hire.”

      “It’s not a pity hire. I know you’re a good detective.” She reached across and elbowed him in the ribs. “And I definitely know that Piper is fantastic at what she does. I hope you’re paying her enough.”

      “I’ll pay her more when we get clients.”

      “Well, that’s where I come in.”

      McVie harrumphed. It was almost cute. “What would we be doing for you?”

      Fenway hesitated. She liked McVie—she might even have a real future with him. But she hadn’t discussed what she wanted McVie to investigate yet. She’d wanted to, but something always got in the way. They got interrupted, or they ran out of time, or Fenway decided they needed to make out at the end of the movie instead of talking about her mom.

      Now the moment had come.

      “So,” she said, “I’ve got a mystery I need you to solve.”

      McVie pulled into a parking space right in front of Dos Milagros. “Look at that,” he said. “Rock star parking.”

      Fenway nodded as McVie turned the car off and opened the door. “Can we talk about the mystery after we order?” he asked. “I’m famished.”

      In the short line inside, McVie studied the menu intently.

      “No carnitas,” Fenway said.

      “No lengua either. I’m not ready for tongue yet.”

      Fenway pointed to the specials board. “Get the Mariscos Yucatán. That sauce is amazing.”

      “What’s mariscos?”

      “Seafood. It’s a recipe traditionally from the Yucatán. That’s where Cancún is.”

      “I know where the Yucatán Peninsula is, Fenway. I went on spring break in college.”

      “You got your ass from Fresno State all the way to Cancún?”

      “My junior year. That’s where I fell in love with carnitas.”

      “If you tell me it was at Señor Frog’s, I’m leaving you.”

      The couple in front of them finished ordering and Fenway stepped forward. “An order of Mariscos Yucatán for the gentleman, and I’ll have⁠—”

      “Dos tacos de lengua, bien picosos,” said the cashier.

      “Sí,” she said, holding up three fingers, “y un taco de carne asada.”

      “Not going all tongue tonight?” McVie said, handing the cashier his credit card.

      Fenway smirked wickedly. “Maybe I’ll go all tongue later.”

      McVie chuckled and slipped his arm around Fenway’s waist.

      After he signed the bill, McVie sat with Fenway at an open table. “So,” McVie said, stretching his long legs out and staring up at the ceiling, “what is this mystery you have for me that has nothing to do with you feeling sorry for the town’s newest private investigator?”

      “It’s my mom,” Fenway said.

      McVie’s head snapped forward. “Your mom?”

      Fenway nodded. “Piper hasn’t told you about this?”

      McVie set his mouth in a line. “You’ve told Piper but not me?”

      “Well—she was there when I found out. But then my dad got—” Fenway swallowed hard. “He went to the hospital, and we really haven’t talked about it since.”

      McVie narrowed his eyes into a hard stare, affixed on Fenway, then looked down at his hands. When he raised his eyes again, his gaze was softer, his voice mellower. “What did you find out about your mom?”

      She paused. “I’m not really sure I want you to know. I’m kind of—it’s embarrassing.”

      “Embarrassing?”

      “Right.” She hesitated, then plowed on. “So you know how I don’t—I didn’t get along with my dad very well.”

      “Yeah. I’ve got eyes.”

      “Did I ever tell you the reason?”

      “I assume it’s because he pretty much abandoned you until your mother died.”

      Fenway touched her nose. “See? You’re already making me glad I’m going to hire you.”

      “Is there something more?”

      “Well—I mean, my dad has always been super-rich. I got postcards from him of all the exotic locations he traveled, and then I saw this twenty-three-year-old beauty queen he was dating, and the mansions and cars and private jets.”

      McVie nodded.

      Fenway folded her hands and stared down at them. “Meanwhile, my mom and I had nothing. I can’t even tell you how many nights I went to bed hungry because we didn’t have any food in the house.” Fenway looked up at McVie. “You ever go to bed hungry when you were growing up, Craig?”

      He paused, then shook his head.

      “I was nine years old, and there were nights I went to sleep knowing I wouldn’t be eating until free breakfast at school the next morning.” She pursed her lips. “I didn’t know any different, but trying to go to sleep ignoring your hunger sucks.” She leaned back. “Anyway.”

      “Your dad didn’t give you or your mom any money?”

      “I’m getting to that. See—I never thought he did. I always assumed that with his team of high-priced lawyers and with Mom stealing me away in the middle of the night, he had all the leverage. Maybe he agreed that he wouldn’t press kidnapping charges if she agreed to go without alimony or child support. I don’t know—I was a little kid. I knew he was rich and powerful, and I just figured he could get away with it. Maybe I made up stories and told them to myself so many times I believed it was the truth.”

      “Sure.”

      “But then I found out that my father had been paying. Not a ton, compared to his income, but he sent my mom ten grand a month to support me.”

      “That’s not a lot for someone with his salary or net worth.”

      “Well, yeah, but like I said, he had his team of high-priced lawyers and leverage over my mom because she took me over state lines without an agreement.”

      McVie nodded and leaned forward. “Why didn’t your father have her arrested? Why didn’t he just throw her in jail and take sole custody of you? I bet the courts would have agreed with him.”

      “Well—I don’t know. I guess I never thought about it. Maybe I could ask Charlotte.” Fenway made a face, then shook her head. “Nope, I don’t think I really want to ask her. Maybe I don’t want to know.”

      “So—you want me to find out what happened to that money?”

      Fenway leaned back in her chair and closed her eyes. “That’s why it’s taken me so long to ask. I’ve got good memories of my mom. I thought she was always there for me. I thought she was trying her best in a bad situation.” She opened her eyes and stared at the festive orange pendant light hanging above their table. “I mean, I’ve thought the worst. I thought she was using drugs. Maybe pills, since I think I would have noticed a smell or a change in behavior if it was heroin or cocaine. Or maybe it was gambling. There was a casino about forty-five minutes east of Seattle. We didn’t have a car, but she took the bus to her swing shift job at the grocery store. But maybe she wasn’t going to the grocery store at all. Maybe she was going to the casino. Or the racetrack. Something like that.”

      McVie hesitated, then sat up straight and put his hand over Fenway’s. “I’m really sorry you have to go through this,” he said. “It’s bad enough that your father is in the hospital, but for you to have to wonder what happened to your mom—well, it sucks. I’m sorry.”

      “So you’ll take the case?”

      The cook called out their number, and McVie got up, returning with an orange plastic tray full of their food.

      He set down the tray as he sat, then put his elbows on the table. “Are you sure you want to hire me?”

      “Yes.”

      “What if you don’t like what I find?”

      Fenway turned the tray around so the tacos were closer to her and the seafood plate was in front of McVie. “I’m a big girl. I can take it.”

      “Okay, then I guess I can accept.”

      “How much?”

      “What?”

      “How much do you cost? What’s your hourly rate?’

      “Oh. Uh—don’t worry about it.”

      “No, no, I most definitely will worry about it. I’ve got money. One of the last things my dad did in that courtroom was give me a check to cover my college loans.”

      “And he just cut a check? Just like that?”

      “He said he paid my mother years ago—but it was like if a hundred-dollar bill fell out of your pocket before you went out to dinner. You’d still have to pay. So that was him making good on his promise.”

      “Wow.”

      “After the shooting, I wasn’t sure I should use the check, but Charlotte insisted. No more college loans, so now I have a lot more money every month. And the elected coroner position pays more than the interim position did. So I’ve got money.”

      McVie stared into space for a moment. “Friends’ price is forty an hour.”

      “Cool. I’ll hire you for a week and see where we are on Friday.” She unscrewed the cap on the hot sauce and shook several drops onto the taco closest to her. “Are you sure that covers your expenses?”

      “When I’m starting out? No, but it gives me some momentum. You can give me a nice review on Yelp if we find what happened to that money.”

      “We?”

      “This is a forensic accounting thing. I’m definitely having Piper look into it.”

      Fenway nodded. “I’m honored to be your first client.”

      McVie looked down at the table.

      Fenway grabbed one of her lengua tacos, took a big bite, and looked thoughtfully at McVie as he pulled the Mariscos Yucatán toward himself.

      “This looks great, Fenway. How come you never suggested this dish to me before?”

      “What am I, your mother?” she said playfully through a mouthful of taco. “I get it now. You’re a platter guy, not a taco or burrito guy.”

      “Maybe I am a platter guy,” McVie said, putting a forkful of whitefish and red sauce into his mouth.

      Fenway swallowed. “You have any other potential clients out there?”

      “One or two.”

      “Anyone I know?”

      McVie shrugged.

      “Oh—client confidentiality. I got it.” She took another bite.

      “No, it’s not that. It’s a personal connection, and I’m not sure how comfortable I am with it.”

      Fenway looked up at McVie’s face as she chewed. Not sure how comfortable… “Oh, hang on. Amy?”

      McVie nodded and took another bite.

      “Really? The ink is still drying on your divorce papers and she’s asking you for a favor?”

      “It’s not a favor. It’s a legitimate thing people hire private investigators for.”

      “Wait—she got married the weekend after Thanksgiving, didn’t she? She’s barely back from the honeymoon. And she wants to hire you?”

      “You’ve got to remember, Fenway, my daughter lives in that house too. It’s not like I can just turn my back on her. It’s not that easy.”

      Fenway frowned. Being reminded that Amy would never be completely out of McVie’s life set her teeth on edge. “So you said yes?”

      “Well—look, she came to me just before Christmas, and I sent her to another P.I. You know Darren Ellsworth, right?”

      “I don’t know. The name sort of sounds familiar.”

      “He’s popular with parents who are worried their kids have gotten into drugs. He does a lot of cheating spouse cases too. Darren’s pretty typical.”

      Fenway squinted. “Did you think that’s what you were getting into when you hung out your shingle?”

      “I was hoping I’d get more missing person cases, sure, and I knew I was going to get the occasional cheating spouse. I just didn’t think Amy would want me to follow Rick around a month after their wedding day.”

      “So you directed her to Darren Ellsworth?”

      “Yes. I mean, at the time, I hadn’t even officially ended my term as sheriff yet. It’s not like I could have done anything right away.”

      “And what happened?” Fenway asked.

      Her phone rang. Fenway dug it out of her purse.

      “Oh, look at that,” she said. “My first call from Sheriff Donnelly.”

      A wistful cast shaded McVie’s face.

      Fenway answered. “Hi, Sheriff.”

      “Good evening, Coroner,” Gretchen Donnelly said in her overly formal tone. “I hope I’m not interrupting you.”

      “I’m just at dinner.”

      “Listen, I hate to bother you on a Sunday night, but I wanted you to be prepared. Mayor Klein is asking to speak with you regarding, uh, your new hire.”

      “What? It took me four months to find a replacement for Rachel.”

      Gretchen took a breath like she was starting to speak, then hesitated.

      “What is it, Sheriff? Did something come up in the background check?”

      “Uh…”

      “Never mind. If he just wants to be a pain in my neck, that’s not your fault. Thanks for the heads up.”

      “Sorry about this, Fenway. See you tomorrow.”

      Fenway clicked off and stared at her tacos. She really didn’t want Mayor Barry Klein micromanaging her personnel decisions.

      “Everything okay?” McVie asked, then took a bite of his mariscos.

      “We’ll see,” Fenway replied. “Barry Klein is on the warpath again.” She sighed. “I don’t think he’s going to be happy until I’m gone.”

      McVie shook his head. “You would think that with your—” Then McVie stopped talking through his bite of taco, chewed carefully, and swallowed.

      “With my what?”

      “Nothing.”

      Fenway nodded and folded her arms. “You meant to say that since his hatred of me has more to do with my father than with me, he’d mellow out now that my father’s in a coma.”

      “I’m sorry. That’s a horrible thing to say.” McVie looked down at his food. “Which is why I stopped talking before I said it.”

      “That’s just not how Barry Klein thinks,” Fenway said. “He got it into his head that I wronged him, and now he’s out for blood. When he was just on the county board of supervisors, I used to think cooler heads would prevail. Now that he’s mayor, he’s really unleashing the crazy.” Fenway picked up her second taco and took a huge bite.

      McVie laughed lightly. “I may deeply regret running for mayor against him and not staying sheriff, but I’m glad I’m out of his orbit.” He took another bite.

      “These tacos really hit the spot,” Fenway murmured.

      “I think it’s the first time in a few weeks you’re actually tasting the food,” McVie said. “You’ve been pretty down since the courtroom.”

      Fenway nodded. “You, uh, want to come over to my place tonight? Maybe we can watch a movie?”

      “And fall asleep on the couch again?” McVie’s eyes sparkled.

      “Maybe.”

      McVie wiped his mouth with his napkin. “I think that sounds pretty good.”
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        * * *

      

      They didn’t turn the television on when they got to Fenway’s apartment. Instead, McVie took Fenway in his arms as soon as the door closed behind them and covered her forehead with gentle kisses.

      The wave of exhaustion hit her, her shoulders tightened, and McVie—kind, understanding McVie—got Fenway’s pink fuzzy pajamas out of the drawer, and while Fenway was taking off her makeup and brushing her teeth, he washed the dirty dishes from the day before and wiped off the counters. Fenway was too tired to feel mortified. Or maybe too comfortable with him.

      About twenty minutes later, McVie switched the bedside lamp on and the overhead light off before taking off his shirt and climbing into bed. She’d already started to doze off, but she turned toward him, then laid her head on his chest, listening to his heartbeat, and fell asleep.

      Fenway’s phone on the bedside table rang, and she jolted awake. The side of her face was sweaty from where it had rested on McVie’s bare chest. How long had she been asleep? Ten minutes? Fifteen?

      Her clock read 4:51 a.m. She exhaled loudly, her heart thumping in her ears, and looked at her phone. It was Sheriff Donnelly again.

      She answered. “Sheriff,” she croaked, “Mayor Klein better not be summoning me at five in the morning.”

      “I apologize for the early call, Coroner,” Donnelly said. “There’s a dead body at the Phillips-Holsen Hotel.”
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      The Phillips-Holsen Resort Hotel was the nicest hotel in a beachfront town full of nice hotels. One of the few truly independent hotels left in California, the Phillips-Holsen prided itself on exceptional service and over-the-top luxury. Fenway’s father often suggested it to his rich friends from out of town.

      Fenway pulled her Accord up in front of the French bakery next to the hotel. It wasn’t open at five thirty, but the pastries were calling her name already.

      She got out of the car, and the doorman opened the grand cherrywood door with the inlaid glass panels. The door itself looked heavy. The doorman tipped his hat to her as she walked into the lobby.

      Marble floors stretched the length of the fifty-foot lobby, and matching cherry countertops throughout the lobby shone with varnish. Bouquets of fresh flowers stood  in crystal vases, giving the large room a fresh but not overpowering scent. She looked up at the ceiling; in the corners, several small cameras painted the same color as the walls were mounted unobtrusively.

      An officer stood at the entrance to the elevator and nodded to Fenway. “Good morning, Coroner. You’ll want the penthouse suite.”

      She stepped into the elevator and pushed the PH button. Classical music played at a low volume over the speaker. A string quartet—Fenway recognized Schubert’s “Death and the Maiden.” How oddly appropriate.

      The elevator opened to a short hallway, and the hotel room door to the right of the elevator was open, leading into a suite. Dez, dressed in her black sheriff’s uniform, still with her jacket on, stood several feet inside the doorway. A stout white woman, about sixty years old, sat slouched in a straight-backed white leather chair at the dining table, her head bowed. She wore the light-blue uniform of the Phillips-Holsen housekeeping staff.

      Dez looked up and caught Fenway’s eye, then motioned with her head to join them.

      “Good morning, Sergeant Roubideaux,” Fenway said.

      “No need to be so formal, Coroner,” Dez replied. “Jessie here was just collecting herself before giving us a statement.” She pointed at Fenway’s feet. “Bootie up, Fenway.”

      “Right.” Fenway noticed the pack of disposable shoe coverings at her feet.

      “I’m sorry,” Jessie said, her head still bowed. “I—I just haven’t ever seen a dead body before.”

      Fenway tilted her head as she put the booties over her shoes, then took a pair of blue nitrile gloves from her purse.

      Dez stepped closer to Fenway and lowered her voice. “Room was in the name of Frederick Ginn.”

      “Frederick Ginn?” Fenway said.

      “Getting information was like pulling teeth.” Dez folded her arms. “The woman at the front desk wouldn’t give me the name on the credit card on file, which got me thinking that Frederick Ginn is a fake name. It also made me suspect that our decedent is a regular customer of the Phillips-Holsen. Looks like I was right thinking it was a fake name—the name on the driver’s license in the wallet on the dresser is Richard Tonnick.”

      “Oh, I get it. Tonnick. Ginn.” Fenway paused. “I wonder if it’s the same Tonnick as the Lexus dealership.”

      “And the Ford dealership, and the Subaru dealership, and the Toyota dealership in Paso Querido. In the commercials, he goes by Rick.”

      “Ah. Local celebrity. I suppose we’ll have to use some discretion.” Fenway paused again, turning the name over in her mind. Rick Tonnick. “You know, McVie said that Amy’s new husband⁠—”

      “It’s him,” Dez said. “The guy was clever enough to use a fake name on the hotel reservation, but doesn’t look like he was real bright otherwise.”

      “Why do you say that?”

      “Go ahead into the bedroom,” Dez said. “That’s where all the cool kids are anyway—they got here about ten minutes ago. I’ll take Jessie’s statement.”

      As she snapped her gloves on, Fenway stepped further into the penthouse suite, her booties crackling with each step. The sumptuous black leather sofa against the wall on the other side of the room sat underneath a large modern oil painting of shapes and splotches. She thought she might like the painting had she been able to stop and study it.

      Past the sitting room was a short hallway. An open door on the left led to a large bathroom, light and airy, decked out in glass and buttery tan marble tile. A large elevated Jacuzzi tub stood as a focal point of the room next to a shower that was larger than the entire bathroom in Fenway’s apartment.

      At the end of the hallway, a half-closed door. Fenway pushed it open with a gloved fingertip. Both Kav Jayakody and Melissa de la Garza from the San Miguelito Crime Scene Unit were in the room. Kav stood back while Melissa took pictures with a large SLR camera.

      The dead body of a white man with bronzed skin and salt-and-pepper hair lay face up in the bed, eyes closed. He wore no clothing, and he had a tribal tattoo around his right bicep and a tattoo of a Celtic cross on his left pectoral. The top sheet, blanket and comforter were under his left arm and covered his left leg, pelvis, and most of his right leg, leaving his hip uncovered. Melissa leaned over the body and took several close-up pictures of the dead man’s face, tattoos, and where the covers met his skin.

      A bottle of Macallan Rare Cask, about a third full, sat on the nightstand next to the brushed silver lamp. A highball glass sat next to it, about an eighth of an inch of liquid in the bottom, faintly amber in color.

      “Expensive whisky,” Fenway said to Kav.

      Kav nodded. “I’m not much of a scotch drinker, but I figured.”

      Kav crouched down and moved his slender frame forward to look under the bed. He reached out a gloved hand and pulled out a prescription bottle. “Zoeszoplon,” he said. “Downing a couple of these pills with whisky is asking for trouble.”

      “Death?” Fenway asked.

      Kav pursed his lips. “Death is not unheard of,” he said thoughtfully, “but it would have to be a lot of zoeszoplon, and compromised health is usually a contributing factor. This guy, on the other hand, looks to be in good shape.”

      “Does he match the photo on his driver’s license? Richard Tonnick?”

      Kav gave Fenway a slight smile. “I’m surprised you don’t recognize him from his commercials.”

      Fenway shrugged. “I don’t watch a lot of TV.”

      Melissa stepped back. “You wouldn’t have seen them anyway. He stopped doing those ads a couple of years ago. Now the ads look more slick. Got some agency in L.A. doing it now.” She looked up. “My brother-in-law used to work for the local agency that produced those ads.”

      The wheels in Fenway’s mind started to spin. The victim was a rich guy—who stood to gain from his death? Then she looked back at the scotch and the pill bottle still in Kav’s gloved hand and clenched her jaw. She shouldn’t be thinking murder until the evidence suggested it.

      “Does this look like an overdose?” Fenway asked.

      “No,” Kav said. “There isn’t the skin discoloration I’d associate with overmedication.”

      “He looks like he’s familiar with a tanning booth,” Fenway said.

      “That might be hiding the discoloration,” Kav mused. “Still…” He turned his head toward Melissa, who was walking toward the bathroom. “You photographed everything in here?”

      “Unless you think I missed something.”

      “Did you get the scotch and the bottle of pills?”

      “The pills under the bed? Yep.”

      Kav took a step forward and opened the nightstand drawer. “Ah,” he said. “Take a photo of this, please.”

      Melissa walked up next to Kav. Fenway craned her neck to look over their shoulders between their heads.

      An open twelve-pack of condoms sat in the bottom of the drawer next to the Bible.

      Fenway shifted her weight. “I never met the guy, but I understand he’s Craig’s ex-wife’s new husband.”

      Kav nodded. “I’ve heard that too. You never met him?”

      “Craig wasn’t invited to the wedding. I didn’t really think anything of it at the time—it’s Amy’s second marriage and this guy’s, what, fifth?”

      “Something like that,” Melissa said.

      “They’ve only been married a month,” Fenway said.

      “Guess the honeymoon is over,” Melissa said.

      Kav turned and glared.

      “Sorry. Just slipped out.” Melissa put the camera up to her eye and snapped three pictures.

      “So he was expecting a romantic evening,” Fenway said. “And since this is a hotel, and he checked in under an assumed name, I guess we can conclude that it wasn’t his wife.”

      “Not necessarily,” Melissa pointed out. “They could have some sort of roleplay thing. Spice things up a little.”

      “I suppose,” Fenway mused, “but a guy on his fifth marriage?”

      “I’m just saying, him cheating isn’t the only possible explanation.” Melissa took a few steps back, then went into the bathroom.

      Kav leaned over the body and gently opened Rick Tonnick’s eyes, first the left one, then the right. “Possible damage to the capillaries,” he said. He tilted his head, looking up the dead man’s nose. “I’d have to run some tests back in San Mig to be sure, but I believe Mr. Tonnick was asphyxiated.”

      Fenway hesitated. She’d thought murder at first, too. Maybe it had been the position of the body, or that he was clearly naked in bed. “That couldn’t have been from the scotch-and-sleeping-pill cocktail?”

      Kav picked up the glass on the nightstand and sniffed. “I’d have to run tests on this to be sure as well. The scotch is potent, but—well, here, smell for yourself.” He put the glass under Fenway’s nose, and she sniffed. The smell of the whisky was strong, as Kav had said, but there was something else.

      “Black licorice?” Fenway asked.

      Kav nodded. “I’m not familiar with this whisky, so maybe I don’t know what it’s like, but when zoeszoplon is crushed, it gives off a scent of black licorice.”

      Fenway set her mouth in a line. “You’re saying someone spiked his drink? And then—what, waited until he passed out and put a pillow over his face?”

      “Like I said, we’ll have to wait until we get some results from preliminary testing, but so far I find that scenario probable.”

      “Hmm. Could it have been anything else? Heart attack? An erection lasting more than four hours and he didn’t call the doctor?”

      “Sorry to disappoint you, but I found no medication to assist with erectile dysfunction,” Kav said, gently opening Tonnick’s mouth. “If I find evidence that suggests anything more likely than asphyxiation, I’ll let you know.”

      “Could it have been an accident?”

      “An accident?”

      “For instance, if he had confused his Adderall and the zoeszoplon, and then passed out, rolled over, and suffocated himself? Then his would-be lover comes out of the bathroom, rolls him onto his back, finds him dead, panics, and gets out?”

      Kav looked skeptical. “I suppose that’s technically possible.”

      “I counted at least three security cameras in the lobby,” Fenway said. “I’m sure the elevators and the hallways have a couple as well. We’ll be able to see who’s come and gone.”

      “If the cameras aren’t just for show,” Kav said under his breath.

      “Ritzy hotel like this?” Fenway asked. “My father puts up his VIPs here when they come into town. I can’t imagine the cameras are just for show.”

      “And the richer the clientele, the more they’ll squawk about their privacy,” Kav murmured.

      “Someone woke up on the wrong side of the bed today.”

      “Just being realistic.”

      “If you and Melissa have the forensics taken care of, I’ll see if they’ve got video for the time in question.” Fenway turned to leave, then stopped in her tracks. “Guess it would be good to narrow down the time frame.”

      “I haven’t taken the liver temp yet,” Kav said, “but with the temperature of the room and lividity, I’d say the time of death was somewhere between one and four this morning. I should be able to give you a more precise window later.”

      “Can you text it to me?”

      “Sure.”

      Dez was still with Jessie, now sitting in the chair next to her. Fenway caught Dez’s eye and pointed to the door. Dez gave a slight dip of her chin in assent as Fenway reached down and slipped her booties off.

      A thought came to her, and she turned around. “I’m sorry,” she said, “you might have already answered this, but isn’t it awfully early to be cleaning the room? I got the call at almost five this morning.”

      “Mr. Ginn is a regular client of ours,” Jessie said. “And he’s always out early. Usually four or four thirty. I clean the room right after he checks out.” Her voice caught. “When the door opened with my key, I just assumed he’d already left.”

      “With your key?”

      “Yes, ma’am,” Jessie said. “Mr. Ginn likes his privacy—but the deadbolt and chain weren’t on. Just the automatic lock. As I told Sergeant Roubideaux here, I came right in.”

      “I see.”

      “I can give you a rundown later,” Dez said.

      “Right—sorry to interrupt.” Fenway turned and went out the door. As she pushed the down button at the elevator, she mulled the scene over.

      She remembered the conversation about Amy McVie—oops, Amy Tonnick—asking Craig to tail her husband. She tried to recall the name of the P.I. McVie had recommended—Darren somebody. Perhaps he could shed some light on the women Tonnick was involved with.

      The elevator dinged, and the doors opened. She stepped into the empty elevator car, folded her arms, and leaned against the back wall. Rick Tonnick certainly had all the signs of meeting someone for a tryst in the hotel room. How many people was he seeing on the side? Was it just one person who had met him the night before? Or were there multiple people?

      If she could talk to the private investigator, she might be able to get a better sense of the crime. The killer might have been his lover, or it could have been a jealous husband.

      Oh crap—jealous husbands.

      McVie might be a suspect. Maybe she’d have to recuse herself from the case because of that—certainly if Fenway was called to provide McVie’s alibi.

      But so far, there was no clear reason to leave the case. Dez was leading the interviews anyway. And Fenway had never met Rick Tonnick before. Besides, she was probably one of the few people in town not familiar with his local celebrity status.

      The elevator stopped at the lobby, and Fenway walked to the registration desk. The two people behind the counter were assisting customers with checkout, so she meandered to the concierge.

      A brunette woman appeared at Fenway’s side. She was about Fenway’s age, dressed in a smart, well-pressed tan business suit and an ascot in colors that matched the burgundy and navy blue in the Phillips-Holsen logo.

      Fenway looked at her out of the corner of her eye.

      The woman wore a lot of lipstick, a fire-engine red that didn’t flatter her skin tone. “Hi there,” she said in an overly chipper voice.

      Ugh. A morning person.

      Her silver nametag read Brianna in an elegant typestyle. “Can I help you with something?”

      “I hope so,” Fenway said. “I’m Dominguez County Coroner Fenway Stevenson⁠—”

      “I’m sorry, did you say Fenway?”

      “Like the ballpark for the Boston Red Sox, yes. My father’s a big fan.”

      “Ha!” she said. “I’m from a long line of Yankees fans, myself. Hope that doesn’t put me in your crosshairs.” She giggled and snorted slightly.

      Fenway paused. Had this woman not heard of the death yet? Did she not know what a coroner’s job entailed? “Brianna,” she said carefully, “what is it you do here at the Phillips-Holsen?”

      “I’m one of the property managers.”

      “And what are your responsibilities?”

      Brianna smiled, showing straight white teeth that starkly contrasted with her lipstick. “I run the day-to-day operations here at the hotel. I make sure everything having to do with the property itself is running smoothly—the lobby, the pool, the gym, the sauna, the landscaping, the parking garage.”

      “Housekeeping?”

      “Not the maintenance of the rooms or the guest check-in process, and not the food, but just about everything else.”

      “What about security?”

      “The security team doesn’t report to me, but I might be able to answer some of your questions.” Brianna tilted her head. “I take it this has to do with the unfortunate guest in the penthouse suite?”

      Fenway nodded.

      Brianna put her hand over her mouth. “Oh—you must think I’m horrible for not being more sad.”

      Fenway blinked rapidly and tried to figure out how to respond.

      “You mustn’t think that,” Brianna said, putting a sympathetic hand on Fenway’s arm. “It’s the hospitality world. You’re never allowed to show anything but enthusiasm and a welcoming attitude. I’ve gotten very good at it—maybe too good, if I can’t even turn it off when there’s been a death in the hotel.” She set her mouth in a straight line, but her effort at abandoning her smile was apparent.

      “I understand,” Fenway said. “My job can make someone a little jaded, too. I’ve been known to be a little insensitive.” She cleared her throat. “Anyway, I was hoping I could take a look at your security footage from last night.”

      Now Brianna’s lack of a smile turned genuine. “I’m so sorry, Coroner, but we have strict policies in place at the Phillips-Holsen. As you can probably surmise, we have many clients who take their privacy quite seriously here.”

      “Like Frederick Ginn.”

      Brianna smiled. “That’s correct. And he’s not the only one.”

      “Miss—uh⁠—”

      “Harlow,” Brianna said.

      “Miss Harlow, I’m not a private investigator trying to get his wife a better divorce settlement. I’m the county coroner. I’m trying to establish the facts in this case.”

      Brianna paused. “I’d assumed that Mr. Ginn had a heart attack or—well, how shall I put this⁠—”

      “A drug overdose?”

      “A misadventure,” Brianna said evenly.

      “We’re still trying to determine the cause of death,” Fenway said. “And if we can establish whether or not he had a visitor during his stay⁠—”

      Brianna shook her head. “We have a policy that we don’t turn over any customer information, including our security footage, without a warrant or a subpoena.”

      “You don’t even want to check with the security team?”

      Brianna folded her arms. “I get paid to make sure that all our team members are focused on their duties. That includes not wasting their time when I already know what our policies are.”

      Fenway sighed. “All right.”

      “I apologize I can’t be more helpful, but I can’t undermine our policies.”

      “I understand. We’ll be back with a warrant.” She cocked her head. “I understand Mr. Ginn was a regular customer. Do you know who was with him last night?”

      Brianna shook her head. “I didn’t start my shift until six this morning.”

      “Do you have any idea who it might have been? Maybe”—Fenway thought of Melissa’s theory—“he and his wife were here together?”

      Brianna put her hand in front of her mouth, her eyes dancing. “Oh my,” she said. “His wife. I’m sorry. Of course, I can’t answer your question.”

      Fenway nodded, mentally crossing Melissa’s theory off the list.

      “All right,” Fenway said. “Sounds like I’ll be seeing you later today.”

      “Sorry I couldn’t be of greater assistance.” Brianna smiled widely again and turned away.

      Fenway’s phone rang in her purse, and she dug it out. Charlotte was calling. She tapped answer.

      “Hi, Charlotte.”

      “Fenway—hi. Is this a good time?”

      Fenway watched Brianna disappear around a corner into the back office area. She’d have to get Dez, or maybe Sheriff Donnelly, to find a judge to sign off—though she was confident she’d be back within a few hours, approved warrant in hand. “Your timing’s pretty good. Just finished talking to a potential—uh, witness, I guess.”

      “What? You have another murder?”

      “We’re not sure yet. Anyway, I’ve got some time. What’s up?”

      “You’re aware of the vacancies on the board of directors.”

      “I am.”

      “I called a meeting so that we could convene to address the vacancies. The remaining directors agreed to meet later this afternoon, and fortunately we have a few candidates to discuss.”

      Fenway widened her eyes. “I hope you’re not asking me to weigh in on candidates for the board of directors, Charlotte.”

      “No—no, no,” Charlotte said quickly. “But we’ve had another resignation. Not one of the directors. This time it’s the community liaison.”

      “The community liaison? What’s that?”

      “It’s a position that advises the board of directors on how its decisions will be received in the community.”

      “You want me to recommend someone? Or do you have someone in mind who I know?”

      “I want to nominate you.”

      “Me? Why on earth would you think I’d be qualified for that?”

      “You don’t have to have experience in oil and gas. Or energy.”

      “Did the guy who just quit have experience in oil and gas?”

      “Well—yes, but I think that was part of the problem. He was thinking about community relations from the perspective of an energy company, not the perspective of a community leader.”

      “And I’m a community leader?” Fenway scoffed.

      “Of course you are. You hold a very important elected position in the county. How can you say⁠—”

      “Okay, fine, yes. I suppose I’m a community leader. But certainly there have to be other people who are more qualified to be the Ferris Energy community liaison than me.”

      Charlotte was quiet for a moment. Then she took a deep breath and spoke. “Fenway, you will not hesitate to tell me and the board when something is a bad idea. If Nate had appointed you community liaison when you first moved to Estancia, he’d never have gotten into the trouble he was in.”

      Fenway closed her eyes and saw the image of her father’s body from November, lying in front of her, the wound in his chest spreading blood.

      “I don’t—” Fenway said, and her voice caught.

      “That’s not what I mean,” Charlotte said. “He wouldn’t have made some of those errors in judgment. He’s always had a killer instinct and great negotiation skills. But the last year or so, he’s overreached. He’s made some poor decisions because he thought he could become more influential in politics.”

      “I assume Barry Klein had something to do with it. He’s been fighting Dad forever.”

      Charlotte clicked her tongue. “Your father doesn’t falter very often, but Barry Klein got under his skin, that’s for certain.”

      “Do I need to be there?”

      “Well—if you’re in the middle of an investigation, I don’t want you to give that up. But if you can. The meeting is at two thirty.”

      “Two thirty. Got it.”

      “Maybe we can meet for lunch to go over a few things.”

      Fenway hesitated. “I’m not sure I can meet for both lunch and a board meeting this afternoon.”

      “Don’t you have people you can delegate to?”

      Fenway sighed. “Yes, I do.”

      “Just because you enjoy the investigations doesn’t mean you have to micromanage everything, you know.”

      “I don’t micro—” Fenway caught herself in time. “Yes, you’re right. And I know this company is important to Dad. I’ll be there.”

      “Thank you, Fenway,” Charlotte said. “I—I didn’t mean that you micromanaged your team.”

      “That’s okay.” Fenway paused.

      “Let’s go to that place you like.”

      “The taquería? Dos Milagros?”

      “Right, that one. As long as you don’t make me eat tongue.”

      “It’s really delicious. Life-changing.” She didn’t mention she’d eaten dinner there the night before—she was just starting to get along with Charlotte, and eating at the same taquería two days in a row might have made her stepmother clutch her pearls.

      “Still no.”

      Fenway paused for a moment. “Charlotte, if I’m going to be your sounding board, can I ask you something?”

      “Sure.”

      “Why are you doing this? You and Dad are rich enough. If you get bought out by the remaining shareholders, you have more than enough for the rest of your lives. And if—when—Dad wakes up, you’d have plenty of money to invest in other businesses. You could just view this like the Ferris Energy exit strategy.”

      Charlotte sighed. “I have to keep the company from sinking until your dad comes back. I think one of the reasons that his marriage to your mother didn’t work out is that she never wanted to be part of the Ferris Energy world. She wouldn’t attend any events with Nate—not the golf outings, not the business dinners, not even the Christmas party. Your dad loves sharing that part of his life—certainly with me. Probably with you, if you’d let him.”

      Fenway was silent.

      Charlotte cleared her throat. “Anyway, I’ll let you get back to your investigation.”

      “Okay, Charlotte, thanks.”

      She clicked off and sat down on one of the black leather couches in the lobby, and she watched the elevator doors open and close, releasing men and women in business suits, some pulling their small wheeled suitcases behind them, some putting their plastic room keys into the collection box in front of the elevators, some heading to the registration desk to check out and get paper copies of their receipts.

      Surely the camera had captured whoever had visited Rick Tonnick’s penthouse suite.

      And been the last person to see him alive.
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      Fenway went to the French bakery for a croissant and coffee and sat for a few moments thinking about the murder, but her mind kept jumping to the community liaison position. She drove the short distance to the city center parking structure and arrived at the coroner’s office suite shortly after eight. As she opened the door, a blonde woman of indeterminate age behind the high desk sat up stock-straight. Fenway almost jumped out of her skin.

      The platinum hair, the sharp features—oh. Fenway’s brain put everything together.

      “Holy crap,” she said, her heart beating fast, trying to remember her new assistant’s name. “I—I guess I didn’t remember today was your first day.”

      “I’m so sorry,” the blonde said in a rich contralto. “Your look made me worried I’d come into the wrong office.” She shook her long, straight tresses away from her face, and the gold-plated bangles on her wrists tinkled. The woman had on an aquamarine sweater that made her gray eyes stand out.

      “We had a death at a five-star hotel downtown,” Fenway said.

      “The Phillips-Holsen?”

      “Right. You know it?”

      “I do.”

      “Dez and I have been there since before six.” Fenway paused. “Migs is on vacation this week—how did you get in?”

      “Migs?”

      “Our paralegal.”

      “Oh—well, fortunately, Sergeant Trevino arrived just a few minutes after I did,” the blonde said. Fenway blinked. She searched her brain for the name of her new hire—her first and last name began with the same letter, she was sure of it. And the last name was something bright and lively—Springtime? Sunbeam?

      “Oh, good.” Fenway nodded.

      “He said to tell you he was helping out over at the sheriff’s office with the New Year’s burglaries.”

      “Gotcha.”

      The phone rang. The woman looked down. “That’s your line, Miss Stevenson.”

      “Go ahead and get it. I’ll go into my office.”

      The blonde picked up the receiver, and her voice went up in pitch. “Coroner’s office, Sarah speaking. How may I direct your call?”

      Sarah. Sarah Summerfield, that was it.

      Sarah pulled the receiver away from her ear. “Yes—I understand. I’ll see if she’s in.” With a deft hand, she placed the call on hold. “It’s Mayor Klein.”

      Fenway rolled her eyes. “I can’t believe he’s calling me already. The new term has barely started, and he’s already crawling up my ass.” She looked out of the corner of her eye at Sarah.

      “I can tell him you’re out of the office.”

      “You don’t need to lie to cover for me, Sarah. He might have camped out in the amphitheater waiting to see my car pull into the parking garage.”

      Sarah laughed.

      “Oh—no, I’m not kidding. He has it out for me.”

      “He has it out for you?”

      “He has it out for my father, and that means he has it out for me too.”

      Sarah leaned forward. “Anything juicy?”

      “No. Well, probably, but you can get the story from someone else and then never ask me about it.” Fenway grinned.

      “Oh.” Sarah leaned back.

      “Tell him I just walked into the office and I’ll be right there.”

      She walked into her private office. She wanted to redecorate but hadn’t had the time or energy. The dark wood and black leather were both too sterile and too masculine for her taste. Fenway walked around the desk to the large leather chair, set her purse on the floor next to the bookshelf, and sat.

      The cold leather felt like ice, even through her trousers. The January day was blustery, and a storm was coming down from the Gulf of Alaska. She shook her head. Ordinarily, after having lived in Seattle for twenty years, she would have laughed at anyone who thought fifty degrees was chilly. Now she wondered if the California coast was already spoiling her.

      She looked at her desk phone, its red light next to the line 1 label blinking impatiently.

      “Like ripping off a Band-Aid,” Fenway muttered.

      She picked up the phone. “Good morning, Mayor.”

      “What is this I hear about a dead body at the Phillips-Holsen?”

      Why, yes, I did have a nice weekend. Thanks for asking how my father is. “I don’t have a lot of details yet, Mayor,” Fenway said. “The CSU team from San Miguelito are doing a full workup of the suite⁠—”

      “The suite? At the Phillips-Holsen?”
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