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  CHAPTER 1


  The aluminum screw head melted, shimmered, then cleaved in two like an ameba. Can’t be. Jack Linden blinked behind his protective goggles and tried to refocus. Two screw heads became four, four became eight, dancing and warping before his eyes like some mad industrial Dali painting.


  He tore off his goggles and set them and his hydraulic screwdriver down on his steel work table. Something felt wrong, something beyond eyestrain, but he couldn’t put his finger on it. Only that it was getting worse, seeping all through him and taking over. Jack clutched the front edge of his work table to steady himself. He squeezed his eyes shut and shook his head to fight off a sudden muzziness.


  It didn’t work.


  He tugged the foam plugs from his ears and tossed them down onto the table. Everything still sounded muffled. That couldn’t be. Not during first shift on the cavernous, million-square-foot aircraft assembly floor.


  Jack opened his eyes, half expecting to see the place cleared out like a ghost town. But it wasn’t. His coworkers busied themselves at their various stations around the aircraft: some up on the jig, working on the wing assembly; some, like him, working on smaller assemblies at feeder stations. Others pushed carts of supplies and parts around the floor. All normal, but so…hushed.


  Still woozy, Jack stared down at the parts and tools on his work table. Is this what a stroke feels like? Before he could finish his thought, the table and everything in his peripheral vision jounced from side to side as if he’d lost control of his eye movements. Heart pounding, he took a panicked gulp of air and screamed.


  “Help me!”


  Everything around him spun up, down, and sideways, like a terrifying carnival ride that had lost its brakes. Time and space blurred and merged, then shattered as if he’d catapulted through a plate-glass window. He felt weightless, suspended for an instant in a limbo between up and down, then he crashed to the concrete floor. Sharp, blinding pain exploded through his skull.


  Blackness brought it all to a stop.


  SIX MONTHS LATER


  CHAPTER 2


  Click-click-click.


  Nikki Avalon white-knuckled the steering wheel and implored the car gods to have mercy on her sinful soul.


  “No! Not now!”


  If only she hadn’t chosen—today of all days—to forego her usual blasting techno music so she could get her mind right, she would have remained blissfully ignorant of the sound of impending doom. At least for the moment.


  Doing her damnedest to ignore the ominous clicking, she finished her right turn as if she expected the pavement to open wide and swallow her at any moment. Out on the main drag, she held her breath and stomped the gas to jump ahead of the oncoming procession of thick Eastside Seattle traffic.


  Nikki knew full well she’d taunted the car gods and earned their wrath. Last time she had the car in for service, her mechanic warned her about that front axle. He said all bets were off once it started clicking. Unfortunately, money’d been tight and she’d put off fixing it.


  No time to stop now. She whipped her beloved old Forester around a Prius that crept along in the right lane as if it had all week to get where it was going. Drivers like that made her nuts on a normal day—and God knew there were plenty like them around on the Eastside. Time was too damned precious to be wasted like that. Even more so today.


  She glanced at the addresses as she sped along, muscles taut and heart racing. It couldn’t be much farther, and at least it would be on her side of the road. She’d make it. She could deal with the car later.


  Thunk!


  The front passenger side lurched in a sickening, undeniably bad way. Nikki cut the wheel and aimed for the curb while the car still had the momentum to get there. The right front axle let out a metallic wail of agony as she came to a grinding stop and killed the engine.


  Nikki rested her arms and forehead on the steering wheel for a few moments, forcing herself to take slow, deep breaths to calm her mind and her pounding heart. She had neither the time nor the money for this to happen now. After one more deep breath and a loud sigh that devolved into a groan, she forced herself to get out of the car and face reality.


  Putting off the ugly news as long as possible, she took the long way around the rear of the car and approached the front passenger side from the curb. Just as she feared, the car was done. Arms akimbo, she stared down at the damage. It looked expensive. Very expensive. The wheel canted at an angle never to be seen in the natural order of things. And the car had collapsed down on that side so the tire was trapped up in the wheel well. To add insult to injury, the brief and violent contact had shredded the tread beyond repair.


  Nikki glanced at her watch. She could still make it. She had to. Especially now.


  Deb Garrett tapped an impatient toe as she paused, hand on hip, at the front desk. “Send her in when she gets here.”


  “Will do.” Tina Blackmon checked her watch and frowned. “But she’s already late.”


  “I know. See if she has a good excuse. Otherwise, flush her. We don’t need to bother with someone who can’t tell time.”


  “Okay.”


  Deb marched down the hall to the conference room where Randy, her husband and law partner, waited. She took a seat at the opposite end of the oval faux mahogany table, crossed her legs, and jiggled her foot. Bad enough to have to spend time interviewing candidates. Worse to have to wait for them to show up. She scrutinized her fingernails and considered scheduling a manicure later that afternoon.


  Randy shuffled papers and cleared his throat. “I wouldn’t mind someone with a little more experience.”


  Deb planted both feet on the floor and glared at him. “That’s the experience level our budget will buy. If we didn’t need a replacement attorney for the Linden case, I wouldn’t even consider hiring someone right now.”


  Randy pursed his lips and shrugged. “Can’t argue with you there. Neither of us has the time to absorb Clark’s caseload.” He leaned back in his chair, folded his arms across his chest, and stared into space while they waited.


  Deb re-crossed her legs and let her foot resume its compulsive solo dance beneath the table. The sooner she wrapped up the damned interview, the sooner she could get back to her office to grind through the endless pile of crap that awaited her there. Garrett Law had been their dream, but between some disastrous case choices and Randy’s spending habits, it felt like a prison sentence to come in each day and try to keep the practice afloat. So much for the path to the good life that it should have been.


  The Linden case was their one hope for turning the tide. Too bad Clark had let them down.


  CHAPTER 3


  Nikki stopped and raised her hand to block the sun’s glare.


  So there it is. Garrett Law.


  Jammed into one of those dreary, single-story buildings that housed multiple offices like peas in an industrial pod, it was probably the sort of place where you had to ask the receptionist for the key to the bathroom down the hall. No good. She glanced back at the street. Nothing but car after car driving by, paying her no mind. It would have to do.


  Standing right there on the sidewalk, she dug a small mirror out of her commodious leather tote-purse and finger-combed her short, spiky black hair into a fashionable mess. She smiled at her reflection. Her light makeup had fared better than she’d dare to hope despite the sweaty six-block sprint from her disabled car.


  She dropped the mirror into her bag, smoothed her blouse and interview suit, then wiped the sweat from her forehead with the back of one hand. Nothing she could do about the sweat trickling down her sides beneath her blouse. She’d have to pretend it wasn’t there and hope her deodorant made sure no one else realized it was there. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Worry about the car later. Focus.


  Nikki stepped inside Garrett Law, only to encounter one of the most disagreeable faces she’d ever laid eyes on. The woman behind the reception desk—Tina Blackmon, judging by the faux wooden nameplate—looked like the human equivalent of a bulldog. All scowls and jowls.


  Nikki cleared her throat. “I’m here for the interview.”


  “You’re late.”


  So she can tell time. “I had some car trouble.” She glanced at her watch. Fifteen minutes late. Not good, but not irreparable. “I got here as fast as I could. I’m hoping they’ll still see me.”


  Bulldog folded her arms and seemed to weigh the possibilities. Without breaking her glare, she picked up the phone and punched a button. “Deb? She’s here. Finally. Want me to send her in anyway?” Her scowl deepened. “All right.”


  She hung up and rose from her chair. “This way.”


  They walked down the hall in silence, then Bulldog Blackmon opened a door and gestured for her to enter. “Deb and Randy Garrett.” Nothing remotely resembling a smile crossed her lips as she turned and headed back to her lair, her ass performing a little shuffle all its own.


  Nikki stepped inside the room and shut the door behind her. She shook hands with Deb, then Randy, as she smiled and did her best to look utterly unflustered by her automotive fiasco. She took a seat at the table’s center, noting how they’d arranged themselves at opposite ends, presumably to make her as uncomfortable as possible. They looked the type.


  “I apologize for being late. I had an unexpected problem with my car.” She set her notepad and folder on the table in front of her, then gazed from side to side, wondering which one of them would speak up first—and how much shit they’d give her for being late.


  Deb leaned forward, professionally groomed brows knit in what appeared to be a permanent frown. Judging from the expensive-looking frosted blond hair and the perfect nails, that one’s going to be hitting the Botox before long. Can’t have a creased forehead spoiling the rest of that high-maintenance look.


  “So, Nicole—”


  “I prefer Nikki.”


  The frown deepened; the corners of the mouth turned down. Farther. “Nikki. Let’s get to it, shall we? Why did you leave your last job? You weren’t there very long, and you’ve been out of work ever since.”


  A softball to warm up with. Good. “I didn’t leave voluntarily. It was a small firm, and I was working on a class action with a senior attorney when they had to let several of us go due to financial problems, not performance issues. Unfortunately, the market’s tight for attorneys with two years’ experience.”


  Randy peered over his silver-rimmed glasses at her and smiled. Or was that a leer? He looked the very picture of the trim older lecher with that neatly combed white hair and fancy suit. “Why’d you apply here? Do you like small firms?”


  “I do, actually. I prefer the flexibility to grow and learn as fast as I like, rather than being on a set program.”


  Deb’s frown eased a little. “We’re looking for someone to handle a class action. Product liability. We have a class rep, and the case is already filed and ongoing. The attorney handling it left rather abruptly, and we need someone to jump in.”


  “May I ask why the prior attorney left?”


  The Garretts exchanged a glance. Deb folded her hands in front of her. “He didn’t tell us. He simply left.”


  “I see.” Nikki kept a poker face, though Deb’s answer raised a bright red flag. But a job was better than no job. After all, that car wasn’t going to fix itself. And then there was the rent…


  Deb scowled and flipped through some papers before again speaking. “Your resume—brief though it is—speaks for itself. You graduated with honors, won some writing competitions. But you don’t have a lot of experience outside of law school.” She glanced at Randy. “We’re going to have to think about it, interview some other candidates. If we were to offer you the job, I presume you’d be available immediately?”


  “Yes.”


  “Randy, do you have any other questions for her?”


  He shook his head, turned to her and smiled. For some reason, that smile gave her the creeps. Like something lurked beneath it that she didn’t ever want to encounter.


  They both stood. She took her cue to follow suit and extended her hand to shake with them. “Thank you. The case sounds like exactly the challenge I’m looking for. I hope to hear back from you.”


  Nikki left the conference room and flashed a bright smile at Bulldog just for the hell of it as she passed by the front desk. Stifling a snicker, she imagined the curl of a lip, the rumble of a growl deep in the throat. Once outside, she paused for a moment, shook her head, and started the long walk back to her car.


  That had to’ve been the weirdest interview ever.


  Randy shut the conference room door and sauntered back to his chair as if he had nothing urgent to attend to. “I think she could work out.” He kept the enthusiasm from his voice to avoid raising Deb’s well-exercised hackles.


  She shot him a glare. “Well, I’m not exactly thrilled with her.”


  He set his glasses on the table and raised his hands, palms up. “Well, you yourself said, with our budget, we can’t be that picky.”


  She rubbed her face and groaned. “I know, I know.” She smacked her palm on the table. “I fucking hate interviewing people. It sucks up so much damned time, and it’s all such a bullshit dance anyway. They’ll all say anything to get the job. You don’t know what you’ve really got until it’s too late.”


  “She’s right, the market’s crap for new lawyers with only a couple of years’ experience. So we could probably get her cheap.”


  Deb massaged her temples as if she felt a headache coming on. “I suppose we have no other choice. Deadlines are coming in the Linden case.” She sighed. “I wonder how much supervising she’ll need. We can’t trust someone that junior to work independently on a case this important.”


  “I’ll take care of it. You’ve got enough on your plate with the admin and finance stuff. Besides, she’s the only one we’ve interviewed with any actual class action experience. That puts her at the top of the list, such as it is.”


  She leaned forward as if she wanted to spring right over the table at him and spoke in a tone as dangerous as daggers. “Don’t forget what happened last time. I haven’t forgotten.”


  “Nothing’s going to happen.” Not unless I want it to.


  CHAPTER 4


  Nikki squirmed in the repair shop’s lobby as she waited for the verdict on her Forester. No matter which way she repositioned herself in the unyielding plastic chair, some bony part of her anatomy pressed right through tender flesh, down to the chair as if drawn by some perverse magnet. To add to her overall distress, the opening barbs of a killer headache jabbed the backs of her eyeballs with increasing frequency and intensity. At least the other customers had all left, so the place had quieted down.


  She glanced around the sparsely furnished waiting area as she tried to distract herself from her various miseries. Judging from the artwork on the walls, there must be a whole segment of the population that was utterly fascinated by the intricacies of tire design. She began to feel left out of the in-crowd. Who knew tire treads could be so engrossing? She shook her head and mindlessly fiddled with her cell phone.


  The entire day had gotten away from her, starting with the sweaty trek to the interview and back from her broken-down car, and then the wait for a tow truck to haul her and the car to her mechanic’s place. She glanced at the tire-shaped wall clock. Half past four. Already. What a shitshow. To top it all off, the vibes she got at the interview were so weird, she wasn’t sure she’d want the job even if they offered it to her—which was by no means a sure thing.


  “Nikki?” Her favorite mechanic, Nate, approached the front counter, papers in hand.


  She scooped up her bag and rushed over, as if the diagnosis were somehow a private matter between her and her mechanic. She planted her hands on the counter, leaned in, and spoke in a near-whisper.


  “How bad?”


  Nate’s face took on the solemn expression she knew from unfortunate experience he reserved for particularly dreadful news. “Pretty bad. Axle’s shot. And it took some things with it. The shock on that side got busted, and I’m sure you saw what happened to the tire.”


  “Yeah, I did. Couldn’t miss it.”


  “So, you’ll need to replace both front shocks. I don’t recommend replacing one without the other because of the age difference. Would be unbalanced. And the tire—well, because you have all-wheel drive, you can’t get away with replacing just one. The others are old enough that the tread depth won’t be a close enough match.”


  Nikki slumped against the counter as her headache bloomed into a full-fledged pounding monster. This was going to be bad. Very bad indeed. If only she’d somehow come up with the money and replaced the axle before it failed.


  “What’s the bottom line?”


  Nate read the heinous news from the estimate form. “Axle, two front shocks—new bolts for the right one—and four new tires, mounting, balancing. Parts and labor. We’re talking about eight-fifty, nine hundred, all in.”


  She suddenly felt breathless. “Oh.”


  “We can get it all taken care of for you in a couple of days. Would you like a loaner?”


  “Yeah, that would be great. Thanks.” She rubbed her temples. “Say, do you have a couple of aspirin?”


  That job had better come through.


  “Oh scoot, will you?” Hannah Caruso liked order. She liked it at work, and she liked it at home. And right about now, she was wondering if this whole roommate thing was going to work out. The dog hadn’t been her idea, but somehow she was the one who had to deal with him most of the time. She put her hands on her hips and stared down at the forty-pound terror. He looked like a furry miniature cow, white with chaotic black patches here and there. An out-of-control cow. Always underfoot. The dog stared back at her with enormous sad brown eyes, head cocked.


  Sighing, she turned away from those manipulative eyes and opened the fridge to get herself some wine while she decided on dinner. The utter disarray inside made her wince. Produce anywhere but in the produce drawer. Condiments in the door shelves, at the back, everywhere and nowhere. God knew what the sell-by dates were on anything in there. Madness. Her roommate’s doing. If she lived alone, everything would have a place and be in its place. Just like in her office at ShopperNet, where she spent her days negotiating and drafting nice, tidy, orderly contracts to keep business flowing smoothly and profitably.


  And that dog! She liked dogs as much as the next person, but this guy had no manners other than being potty-trained and hadn’t even been named yet—though he’d arrived weeks ago. She shook her head and took another sip of wine.


  The front door suddenly slammed shut. Nikki stomped into the kitchen, disheveled and somewhat wild-eyed. “What a horrible fucking day.” The dog bounded over to greet her in an ecstasy of tail-wagging. She shimmied out of her suit jacket and flopped it over the back of a nearby kitchen chair, then knelt down, wrapped her arms around the dog, and buried her face in his fur.


  “What happened?”


  Nikki muttered a story of car catastrophe and interview hell through the dog’s fur. “So now I have a giant freakin’ repair bill coming my way, and no clue if I got the job or not.”


  “That’s terrible. I can loan you some to help with the car, if you need it.”


  Nikki looked up, her brown eyes as soulful as the dog’s. “Thanks, I’d really appreciate it. If I don’t get the job, I will have trouble bailing out the car.” She rubbed the dog’s floppy ears and kissed his shiny black nose. “Hey, little guy.”


  “You gonna give that dog a name? I never know what to call him.”


  “Yeah, I guess I should, huh? Bad karma not to.” She rested her hands on the dog’s shoulders and looked him in the eye. “I don’t know squat about you, dog. Not a thing.” She paused and thought for a moment. “DIO!”


  “What?”


  “Dog of Indeterminate Origin. DIO!”


  “DIO.”


  “Yep.” She hugged the dog again, oblivious to the hair that was getting on her clothes. “Got a date with your doc in a few days, DIO.”


  “Who?”


  “The vet who was giving vaccinations at the shelter where I got DIO. Nice guy. Ian Morrell. Tall, dark, and empathetic.”


  “Sounds like a good start.”


  “We’ll see.”


  “Want some wine?”


  “You bet.”


  Hannah poured another glass and handed it to Nikki. She raised her glass in a toast. “Good luck with the job—and the date.”


  “Thanks.” Nikki took a sip and gave DIO another tight hug.


  Hannah shook her head. They were as bad as the Odd Couple. Polar opposites, even through law school. Nikki’d pushed the envelope, gotten her assignments done just in time and somehow managed to excel despite her seat-of-the-pants approach. Hannah couldn’t imagine operating that way. She’d worked hard to complete her assignments ahead of time, always taking the safer, more orderly route. Sometimes she wondered how they became such good friends in school, let alone how they’d decided to rent a place together—and how they’d managed not to kill each other yet.


  She hoped Nikki got the job. Anything to get a little more order in their lives.


  CHAPTER 5


  Tony Hearst shifted in his chair and tried to let it all wash over him, as he’d done countless times before. Most of his friends envied his job as General Counsel at Thor Wireless, the highest-grossing wireless company in the world. Some days—particularly stock grant days—were very, very good. Other days—like those spent tending to Dirk Demerest, the half-genius, half-two-year-old-brat CEO—well, those weren’t so great.


  And today was one of those days.


  “Why haven’t you made the lawsuit go away yet?”


  Tall and lanky with a head shaved so meticulously it gleamed, Dirk strode around his enormous office as if he were on some artificial stimulant, a whirl of angles and motion. Along one side of the room stood a long ebony credenza that held a chronological display of each generation of Thor Wireless device ever produced. Each time he passed by it, he touched every sample in turn like modern electronic talismans.


  “It’s not that simple. The suit’s already been filed and the court certified the class action. The motion to dismiss was a dead letter, and I doubt we can prevail on a motion for summary judgment, either. Not with the allegations as presented.”


  Dirk glared at him as he paced like a caged and hungry lion. “You and your lawyerspeak.” He waved his arm in Tony’s general direction. “Well, pound them with motions anyway. Won’t that scare them off?”


  “That won’t shake experienced counsel like Clark Adams, and it could even give him grounds to ask the court for sanctions. He wrote a strong complaint, Dirk. They’re alleging the SignalBoss model’s extremely powerful antenna shoots out far more potent radio waves than any other cell phone, and so caused users—the heavier users, anyway—to develop aggressive acoustic neuromas.”


  Dirk stabbed the air with his index finger. “But that’s what makes it a great product! That antenna is the key to cell reception anywhere! No one else can touch reception like that.”


  Tony sighed. “Yes, but the suit alleges it causes physical changes, and with those changes, harm to balance and hearing that seriously disrupts employment and quality of life. If they can really show causation, we have a big problem. A big, expensive problem.”


  Dirk clenched his fists. “They’re full of shit!” He wiped a drop of spit from the corner of his mouth.


  “We could offer them something lowball with a broad confidentiality clause and hope they bite and go away. I’ll also schedule some very aggressive depositions to help them realize it would be better to settle. If that fails to convince them, we have to hope the causation—if any—is weak enough that a jury won’t run with it.”


  Dirk’s face turned a dangerous shade of red. “Then get it done. This has to end. The suit’s tanking the stock price.”


  Tony leaned back in his chair. “I would, but for some reason, Clark’s gone silent on me. Hasn’t returned calls or emails for several weeks now. He’s with a small firm, Garrett Law. I’ll contact one of the principals to nudge him back into action.”


  Dirk stopped and turned to face the window, his hands clasped behind his back. He spoke in a low, controlled tone. “Really? That’s odd.”


  Tony frowned. “He could be slammed with some other case, but it is odd for him. He’d been very responsive up until recently.”


  Dirk shut his office door and locked it with an angry twist of his wrist. Goddamned lawyers. Always whining why something can’t be done—or can only be done for a hell of a lot of money. It was a wonder anything ever got done once lawyers got involved.


  He returned to his display and picked up the very first wireless device Thor ever produced, the Aries. He held it up to his gaze like the gem that it was and lightly ran his fingertips along its edges. The design had been years ahead of its competitors at the time. The way it felt in the hand. The way the front bezel joined the edges: slightly raised, yet smooth. The matte-finished metal back that looked like pewter, yet was as lightweight as titanium.


  He’d founded Thor and developed the Aries despite all the naysayers. They said it couldn’t be done, that he didn’t have enough startup capital. They could recite all the reasons he should have failed. But he didn’t. Instead, he’d built Thor into the premiere wireless company it now was.


  Dirk shook his head and chuckled. Chief among those naysayers was his ex-wife. Oh, how she’d taken every opportunity to complain when he was starting the company. She called him a workaholic, said he didn’t spend enough time with her. He lost count of the times she’d come out to the garage where he’d set up his workspace, arms folded across her chest, toe tapping. Asking when he’d be done for the night.


  She’d thought it was all a big waste of time and said as much many, many times. Until the day when he’d told her fine, if she felt like that she was free to go.


  She filed for divorce the next day and that was the last he’d seen of her.


  He smiled and set the Aries back onto its stand. By divorcing him at that particular point, she screwed herself out of getting her hands on his money once Thor got off the ground. Served her right. Sometimes he wondered what she must think when Thor released yet another wildly successful device, if she thought about the opportunity she’d blown by not believing in him. Well, fuck her.


  Of course, now he had a different sort of problem. He had no trouble getting women, but from what he could tell, they were mostly interested in his money and fame.


  He shrugged. Thor was his life. Women were his amusement. Fair exchange: everyone gets what they deserve.


  CHAPTER 6


  Abundantly punctual this time, Nikki folded her arms and gazed down at a scowling Bulldog Blackmon. Who knows? Maybe that was her friendly look.


  “They’re waiting for you. Same place as last time.” She motioned with her arm, but remained planted in her chair.


  “Thanks.” Nikki chewed her lip as she strode down the hall to the conference room. A second interview had to be a good sign. Besides, it’s not like they could’ve interviewed a cast of thousands in the last couple of days.


  The door was open. Deb and Randy sat in the same arrangement as last time. Deb gestured her in with an impatient wave of her manicured hand. Nikki shut the door, took her seat, and waited for one of them to make the first move.


  Randy took off his glasses, plastered a playboy smile across his face, and leaned on one elbow. “We’d like to offer you the position.”


  Deb stabbed him with her eyes, then frowned at Nikki. “You’ll be on probation for ninety days. This class action is extremely important to the firm, so expect to be closely supervised. Of course, it won’t be your only case. You’ll start at $60,000, basic benefits. Tina can explain them in more detail and get you set up. Do you have any questions?”


  Nikki weighed the offer. Crappy salary for the market, even for someone at her experience level. Benefits obviously nothing to write home about, or they’d have said more about them. Bulldog Blackmon for a legal assistant. And these two. She could just see getting caught in the middle of some ugly maneuverings between them. And she’d have to watch out for Randy. She didn’t like the vibes he gave off. Not one bit.


  But…she’d spent too long between jobs and the Forester needed bailing out of the shop. A bird in the hand, as they say.


  “I’ll take it. When do I start?”


  “Now.” Deb stepped over to the credenza and picked up the phone. “Tina? Set Nikki up in Clark’s old office. Get her a logon for the system, the HR stuff, all of that. Give her the Linden files to start.” She hung up and turned to Nikki. “You have a meeting with the class rep, Jack Linden, tomorrow morning. I suggest you learn the case inside and out before that.”


  “Thanks.” Nothing like hitting the ground running. She hoped she hadn’t taken on more than she could handle. Right now, that looked like a distinct possibility.


  Moments later, the door opened and Bulldog stood there, clutching a slim folder. “This way.”


  Nikki followed her to a tiny room at the end of the hall. It looked like they’d converted a closet into a windowless office just big enough for a desk and a small bookshelf. She threaded her way in, took a seat at the desk, and slid her bag beneath it.


  “Fill these out
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