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      There was something about a man standing behind a stove that made it hard to concentrate on anything else.

      “We’re getting married in three days,” Jack said.

      I rolled my eyes and took a sip of my first cup of coffee, the life starting to flow through my veins and turn on my brain. I wasn’t a morning person on my best day, so I’d need at least another pot before I’d be able to talk about the wedding.

      I was of the mind that two people in love should just get the deed done with as little fuss as possible. All you had to do was sign your name to a piece of paper and that was that. Pretty anticlimactic when, in my mind, the important part was spending the next fifty years of your life with someone you loved.

      I know what you’re thinking. That I, Doctor Jericho Jaye Graves—J.J. or Jaye to anyone who doesn’t want to get stabbed in the throat with my scalpel—am a pure romantic at heart. But that’s pretty much the farthest thing from the truth.

      It’s not that I don’t appreciate romance or know it when I see it, but I’m practical by nature and don’t often stop to smell the roses. The good thing is that Jack is almost as romantic as I am, so neither of us feel too bad about talking dead bodies over the dinner table instead of making cow eyes at each other. Though I often think about trying to be more romantic, just to show Jack that loving him really is the first thing I think of when I wake up in the morning and the last thing before I go to sleep at night. And in my mind, thinking is half the battle.

      “Don’t frown, Jaye. It’s bad for your skin.” Vaughn Raines had been one of my and Jack’s best friends since childhood and had taken it upon himself, along with Jack’s mother, to put a wedding of epic proportions together in less than two weeks.

      Vaughn owned an antique shop and vitamin supercenter over in King George proper. He dressed like a Wall Street banker six days a week, kept his dark hair and goatee impeccably groomed, and traded in his Mercedes for a new one after Christmas every year. Which in itself made him stick out like a sore thumb.

      Bloody Mary, Virginia was as blue collar as it got. So the fact that he was gay went mostly overlooked in a town of more than two thousand busybodies willing to pass out judgment like communion crackers.

      I’d noticed a change in Vaughn over the past couple of months, ever since his lover had been brutally murdered. He’d withdrawn and stayed mostly to himself, working longer hours to keep busy. And drinking more to deaden the pain when he wasn’t busy. Jack and I had been worried about him, which was one of the reasons I’d given in to having a big wedding in the first place. If it made Vaughn happy to make all the arrangements then I could live with standing up in front of a hundred people to say my vows, even though the thought made my stomach roll.

      Vaughn tssked and leaned over with the coffee pot to refill my cup. “One day you’re going to wake up and look in the mirror and those wrinkles on your forehead are going to be permanent. Then it’s nothing but a downward spiral of Botox and tears.”

      I shot him the finger and heard Jack snicker. “Speaking of Botox, have you guys seen Carla Cassidy lately? I’ll hardly have to do any embalming when she dies. A real money saver for the family.” My voice broke on the last word and I cleared my throat.

      I’d been choked to within an inch of my life some months back and it had done permanent damage to my vocal cords. The mornings were the worst, the words sometimes not coming out at all. But once I warmed up it wasn’t so bad. I’d mostly gotten used to sounding like the love child of Kathleen Turner and Lauren Bacall.

      “That’s just one of the reasons I love you,” Jack said. “You’re a glass half full kind of girl.”

      Vaughn put his hand over his heart and sighed dramatically. “The sweetness of your love melts my cynical heart and makes me want to throw up in my mouth all at the same time. You two should get married or something. If Jaye will show up.”

      “Oh, for God’s sake. I have the date and time scheduled in my phone. I even set an alarm just to be safe. I figure if I can remember to bury a body then I can sure as hell remember to get married. Now are you going to feed me breakfast or just torture me with the smell of bacon?”

      Vaughn shook his head. “Already the nagging wife—”

      “I didn’t realize you were going to be such a chicken about getting married,” Jack said. “I wouldn’t think it’d be a big deal to publicly show that we love each other and want to spend the rest of our lives together. But maybe I was mistaken—” he shrugged and poured eggs into the skillet.

      I scowled. “Low blow, Sheriff. You know I want nothing more. And I do love you.”

      “She’s got stage fright,” Vaughn said. “Remember when she was Pilgrim Mary in the Thanksgiving play in third grade? Just one line. That’s all she had to say.”

      I glared at Vaughn, but it didn’t do any good. Jack’s body was shaking with laughter and he used the cup towel tucked into the waistband of his sweatpants to wipe at his eyes.

      “If you want to live you’ll stop talking,” I growled between my teeth.

      “Ooh, I’m terrified,” Vaughn grinned. He turned back to Jack. “For as long as I live I will never forget the look on Melanie Rose’s face after Jaye threw up on her. Priceless.”

      Jack winked at me and went to get the bacon out of the oven. “Jaye’s always been good at making friends. Is Melanie on the guest list for the wedding?”

      “You’re a riot, Jack Lawson. It took twenty years for Melanie to stop going the opposite direction when she saw me on the street. If I were you I’d be more worried about a repeat of Melanie Rose all over your tuxedo. There’s still time for us to fly to Vegas and let Elvis marry us.”

      “I’ll take my chances. If you start looking a little green I’ve decided to give you a quick pop in the jaw and knock you out. Reverend Thomas is mostly deaf anyway, so he’ll believe me if I tell him you said I Do before you pass out.”

      “And here I am still waiting for bacon. The abuse I take from you two is unbelievable.”

      “Woman, you’ve got your coffee and you’ve still got razor burn on your neck from this morning. Bacon is just icing on the cake.”

      I felt the heat rush to my cheeks and fought the urge to touch my neck. I decided the safest thing for me to do was finish my coffee.

      “And don’t think I haven’t noticed how you’re trying to change the subject about the wedding,” Jack said, putting eggs, bacon and hot biscuits on three plates and bringing them over to the breakfast nook.

      I blew a raspberry at him and decided not to comment. Instead I took a moment to appreciate the vision he made. I was lucky to have him in my life, and I was grateful for it every day. He’d saved me—both mentally and physically—and I knew there was no one else I’d ever be able to count on or trust like I could him. I still wondered what he saw in me—why he loved me. Though it didn’t occupy as much of my thoughts as it once had.

      Don’t get me wrong. Jack was something spectacular to look at, but it wasn’t why I loved him. His looks were just part of the package—dark hair cut close to the scalp and threaded with the occasional strand of silver. His eyes were the color of dark chocolate and went almost black when he was aroused or angry. His body was sculpted by years of physical fitness he’d had to maintain for the job. But that wasn’t the only thing that told the story of his life as a cop. The scars on his right side caused by three bullets that he’d gotten from a SWAT raid gone wrong were puckered, and a stark reminder of the life of service he’d chosen.

      Jack was a man whose integrity and moral code would always stand up under any scrutiny. A man I could be proud of and respect. And it tore at my heart to see the pain the job had caused over the years—a job people took for granted—filled with danger and deeds that wore on the soul and the psyche.

      I’d never given much thought to what it meant to be a cop’s wife. Or anyone’s wife for that matter. Dealing with the dead on a daily basis wasn’t always conducive to a healthy relationship. Neither was having felons for parents, or a father who’d decided to come back from the dead and who might be a murderer.

      Jack seemed to think I was overanalyzing things and had decided to love me anyway. But I worried about what would happen the day Jack had to arrest my father and send him to prison where he belonged. Or worse, if Jack had to pull the trigger and take him out. I didn’t want to believe my father was capable of violence, but I’d seen the evidence in a body buried in a secret bunker that only my parents knew about.

      “Jaye,” Jack said, sitting across from me. He took my hand and squeezed it once. “You’re thinking too hard. Everything is going to be all right.”

      I nodded and tried to smile, but I’m not sure I pulled it off. I loved Jack with all my heart and soul. He was the one constant in my life, and despite my fear of the wedding, I’d walk through hell or high water to say those vows in three days. And then I’d wait for the other shoe to drop. Because I’d learned that life was a fickle bitch.

      A cell phone rang and all three of us scrambled to see whose it was. Jack reached his phone first and held it up to show he was the one ringing.

      “Sheriff Lawson.”

      I knew it was work related by the way his face lost all expression. Jack was one hell of a poker player. He turned and went over to the sink, standing with his back to us as he continued the call.

      “How was the final dress fitting?” Vaughn asked.

      I focused on cutting my biscuit in half so I could pile on the eggs and bacon to make a sandwich, ignoring Vaughn’s question as a pang of guilt hit me.

      “Seriously, Jaye? You missed your appointment?”

      The look he gave me was not a good one, and I shrugged and mouthed sorry as he got out his phone and dialed. I’d meant to go to the final fitting for the dress. At least that’s what I’d say if anyone asked. But in all honesty I’d forgotten about it, despite the numerous reminders I’d had posted everywhere.

      It hadn’t been a quiet week for death. The bad news was that five families had said goodbye to loved ones over the last several days. Not great odds considering King George County wasn’t overpopulated to begin with. The good news was that death paid the bills. And I had a lot of bills to pay, including years of student loans from med school and debts that my parents owed after all their assets had been seized—except for the house and the funeral home because they’d had the foresight to put them both in my name.

      “Three o’clock today,” Vaughn said, hanging up. “I will meet you at the funeral home to pick you up at two-thirty. Be there or I’m going to tell Clover Dawson you’ve been meaning to come by and pick up one of her ovulation potions, but you’re too embarrassed to ask.”

      “That’s just mean,” I grumbled. “I’ll go try on the dress. I just don’t want to look stupid. Everyone is going to be staring at me.”

      “You’re the bride, you dumbass. People are going to look at you.”

      “You guys know I’ll be there, right?” I asked, hoping the men in my life didn’t really think it was possible I’d be a no show for my own wedding. There was nothing that could keep me from marrying Jack. Not my fear of standing in front of all those judgmental people, or my father showing up out of the blue to walk me down the aisle in front of a room full of cops, just for shits and giggles. I wouldn’t put it past him. He was perverse like that.

      Vaughn winked at me just as I heard Jack say, “We’re on our way.”

      “Well, that’s never a good sign,” I said with a sigh. I quickly made a breakfast sandwich for Jack and wrapped it up in a napkin.

      He hung up and I could see the news on his face—that it was going to be bad.

      “Let’s roll,” he said, heading toward the stairs to our bedroom to change clothes. It must have been really bad for him not to look me directly in the eye.

      “I’ll take care of things here,” Vaughn called out behind us. “Jaye, wedding dress! Three o’clock.”

      “Stop nagging. Thank God I’m not marrying you.”

      “I’ve often felt the same way. Your vagina is a deal breaker.”

      I burst out into laughter. I could always count on Vaughn to lighten my mood. I had a feeling it would be the last time I felt that way for a while.
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      “I take it I’m following you to the scene?” I asked, just to break the silence. Jack hadn’t said anything or told me the situation, which was unusual in itself.

      “EMS is on scene and they’ll transport. The number of bodies hasn’t been determined yet.”

      He pulled on jeans and a white undershirt and then topped it with a long sleeved flannel shirt in shades of dark green and blue. The mornings were still cool, even though we were well into spring, but the afternoons could get pretty warm, so layering was usually the best bet. He strapped on his ankle holster and slipped his knife into his boot. And then he put on his sidearm and hooked his badge to his belt.

      Watching him get dressed every morning always fascinated me. It was efficiency in motion—muscle memory from years on the job—though Jack hardly needed the weapons he strapped on every day to be dangerous.

      I pulled on my own jeans, t-shirt, and flannel and then ran a brush through my hair. It hung just past my chin and pretty much did the same thing no matter how I styled it. I probably needed a trim, but I had a tendency to forget things like that. My hair was straight and black. It’d never be anything else.

      I never bothered with makeup unless I had to. I’d gotten in the habit of doing without it over the years. Through medical school I was always too tired to bother, and I’d found that the dead didn’t really give a shit what I looked like. I was fortunate in that I had good skin and excellent cheekbones, which I’m assuming I inherited from the biological French mother my parents stole me from. My eyes were gray—like fog—with no other blue or green color variations that came out when I wore certain colors. Just gray. And my lashes were dark and thick and naturally lined, so putting on eye makeup was overkill for the most part.

      It was also a nice bonus that Jack seemed to find me most attractive in my natural state. I was never sure if he was just saying that to be nice or if he really meant it, but I was leaning toward the idea that he was being genuine. Jack and I hadn’t been having sex for all that long, but I’d found I needed to take my vitamins on a regular basis to keep up. Vigorous was the best word I could think of to describe Jack when sex was involved.

      “I’m tight on space in my morgue. I’ve got Chloe Sanders and Bernie Harrison on ice until their interment. I was going to embalm them both today, so that will make some room, but it’ll be a few hours before I have the space available. If there are too many bodies you might want to send a couple of them outside the county.”

      “It’s a family, so it’s best to keep them together.”

      “Oh, man,” I said, feeling my stomach sink. No wonder he’d been so somber. “Kids too?”

      “At least one that first responders know of. They’re from King George so we want to keep it local.”

      I grabbed my bag and made sure my camera was inside, and then we headed down the front stairs. I heard Vaughn in the kitchen stacking dishes, but he was talking on the phone so we didn’t tell him goodbye.

      The sun hit us in the face and I slipped on my sunglasses. It was one of those cloudless days where the brightness hurt the skin and the air was so crisp and clear the lungs burned after the first inhale of fresh air.

      I used a black extended size Suburban that had been modified for my needs instead of a hearse to haul bodies. I could fit two in a pinch, but any more than that required multiple trips, so I was glad EMS was on the scene.

      I went to the back of my Suburban and grabbed my coveralls and slip on rubber boots that came up to the knee. Neither was attractive, but I’d learned from experience to be prepared for anything. Death was often messy.

      “Are you going to fill me in on the scene or make me play twenty questions?”

      Jack put his cruiser in reverse and backed down the driveway. Then he looked down at his watch. “Fourteen minutes. I’m surprised you lasted that long.”

      “Dude, that’s not cool.” I smacked him on the shoulder and he smiled.

      “I’ve got to find my entertainment where I can get it with this job.”

      The smile vanished and his eyes grew distant. It was a look I recognized and knew to never pursue with questions. There were things that haunted Jack. Things that had happened on the job he’d never shared and that I’d never ask about. But it would take a blind man to not see the pain and burdens he carried.

      He cleared his throat and turned onto Queen Mary to head into town. St. Paul’s Episcopal church sat on the corner and Reverend Thomas was in the parking lot, directing the gardeners like a drill sergeant on where to plant the petunias. Jack beeped the horn and we both waved.

      Reverend Thomas waved back, but his lips were pursed in a disapproving line. He was a nice man and had always been kind to me, but he was also an old school Episcopalian preacher, and the fact that Jack and I were living in sin together before marriage was a point of contention. There’d been a moment I’d worried whether or not he’d perform the wedding ceremony on Saturday, but to my knowledge he was still going to show up.

      Trees were green and bursting with new leaves and canopied over the two-lane road. The houses on Queen Mary Road were older for the most part, box-style and wood framed, built during the 1940’s. The occasional American flag waved from a flag holder attached to the houses and lawns were neat and freshly mowed. Sidewalks were cracked and uneven with age and neighbors knew each other’s names.

      I’d heard people say that driving through Bloody Mary was like looking at a snap shot of good old-fashioned Americana. A Norman Rockwell painting that was good at disguising the darker sides of life—the domestic violence that increased during the winter months or the meth labs that popped up from time to time back in the forested areas. Sometimes ignorance was bliss.

      I did always enjoy driving down Queen Mary though. Something about it filled me with nostalgia—memories of sitting in the back of my parents’ station wagon and driving down the same street on the way to church or school—and it was nice to pretend that for the time it took to drive the length of the street that everything was perfect.

      It also made me grateful that I lived far outside of town, because I couldn’t imagine being so close to neighbors that they were familiar with what time your coffee kicked in and the subsequent bathroom trip.

      There wasn’t a fast way to get from our house to anywhere in Bloody Mary, and at eight o’clock on a weekday morning with school and work traffic, things were crawling at a snail’s pace. It would be another half hour at least before we made it to the scene.

      “You know the Marcello House?” Jack asked.

      “Is that the big estate out past the state park on 218? The one that looks like a mini White House but draped in wedding cake icing?”

      “That’s the one,” he said. “Oh, for Christ’s sake. Would you look at that?”

      I recognized the blue Cadillac and shook my head in disbelief. Mrs. Meador was at least a hundred years old and shouldn’t be allowed behind the wheel of a car. Every morning like clockwork, she and three other ladies, whose combined age was almost as old as Bloody Mary, met for coffee. They sat at the window table so they could look out onto the street and gossip about the people in town. Mrs. Meador had once told Jack that when you reached a certain age laws were more guidelines than something that had to be obeyed.

      It didn’t do any good to write her citations because she never paid them. And putting a warrant out for her arrest would only be a pain in the ass when Jack had to run for reelection for sheriff. It wouldn’t look good to lock up a little old lady behind bars and have her family—which was a good portion of the people in town—coming to visit every Sunday after church.

      Jack got on the phone and scrolled through his contacts. “Kristi, this is Jack. Mrs. Meador is parked on the median again where Queen Mary and the Towne Square intersect. Tell her she needs to move it or it’ll be towed.”

      Kristi Chen was the newest of Jack’s officers, but she wasn’t by any means a rookie. She’d come from Atlanta PD about a month ago after she’d had to wade through the carnage of the Greenwood Elementary School shooting. She’d tried turning in her badge, but her chief had recognized a good cop when he saw her and convinced her to get some distance and take another job. Chen had been fine with taking a pay cut and a slower pace of life in exchange for peace of mind. Though I’m not sure living through an experience like that would ever bring peace of mind.

      Kristi must have said something amusing because Jack snorted out a laugh and said, “Better you than me,” and then he hung up.

      We waved at a few of the parents in the school line and several store owners who were opening up for the morning. Once we turned onto 218, Jack pressed the pedal to the floor and we flew down the highway.

      “Anyway, I was saying before I got distracted, the Marcello House was bought several years back by the Connelli family. The house is almost a hundred and fifty years old, and they got it for a steal because it had been left vacant more than forty years and needed a lot of renovation. But they bought as is and moved in immediately with the walls crumbling around their ears from what I understand. We’re checking into the reasons behind that.”

      “It’s a beautiful house. At Christmas the papers always advertise it as part of the historical tour.”

      “They did a couple of million dollars worth of renovations, and it took two years to complete.”

      “I’d rather stick needles in my eyes than deal with all of that construction for two years.”

      I’d grown up in a three-story Victorian at the opposite end of the same street where Jack and I now lived. It had been a white elephant of a house and every time I turned around something else was wrong with it. It had also been a convenient location for my parents to secretly transport bodies by boat because the Potomac butted up to the back of the property. Needless to say, it was on the market. I’d thought briefly about burning it to the ground just to cleanse the memories, but Jack convinced me the jail time would be an inconvenience.

      I’d gotten used to Jack’s driving over the years, so I didn’t flinch when a tractor pulled out into the road from one of the fields. Jack swerved into the oncoming traffic lane to pass him and then jerked the car back in front of the tractor to cut him off. Nothing pissed Jack off more than when someone deliberately pulled out in front of him and then slowed to a crawl.

      My pulse hardly sped up at all and my pants were still dry. “I take it the family who bought the house are the ones who will shortly be occupying my morgue space?”

      “That’s what it looks like, but you’ll need to verify. There was a house fire last night. And because of the age of the house it went up like a matchbox. The fire department responded just after midnight, but the whole thing was so far gone there was no hope of going in to look for survivors.

      “They put out the fire and then had to wait until first light to start going through the premises. KGFD discovered two bodies on the search, which officially made it a crime scene until we can determine the cause of death. FD called us, and Detective Lewis responded to the call since he was on shift. It took a little time to track down a judge to get a warrant to enter the premises, but he’s got it and is on the scene now.”

      “Warrant?”

      “We still have to get a warrant to investigate the property. It’s a private residence. And all fire related deaths are treated as homicides until cause of death and the origin of the fire is determined.”

      “I knew that about the fire related deaths, but didn’t realize you needed a warrant when there was nothing left of the house and no survivors. The law…it’s a quandary. Who’d have thunk it?”

      “People that pay attention?” Jack asked, arching a brow. “Which is apparently not you. Or Mrs. Meador.”

      Considering up until a couple of months ago I was buying my birth control pills out of the back of Leroy Brown’s trunk, I decided it was probably best not to continue this line of conversation. A girl has to watch her pennies where she can.

      Most of Highway 218 was two-lanes of hills and curves through forested areas. Most of the left side of the street belonged to Caledon State Park, but just past that the land opened up to private residences.

      The houses were few and far between and sat far back from the road, including the Marcello House. Or what had once been the Marcello House. Jack turned his unit into a long driveway, the black wrought iron gates propped open to allow easy entry and exit for all the first responder vehicles going in and out.

      Despite the fact that we were coming onto the scene rather late, there was still a contingency of fire trucks, ambulances, and cop cars.

      Jack hadn’t been kidding about what the fire had done to the house. What had once been two stories of antebellum estate—white columns, wraparound porches, and an exterior staircase leading to the massive front doors that had been a work of art—was nothing more than blackened rubble.

      The brick chimneys that had been at each end of the house still stood, but the center of the house had been gutted, the upper stories collapsing onto the lower. Large holes where walls had once been yawned into a cavern of darkness, still smoking with the remnants of the fire.

      You didn’t realize how many materials were used to build a house until you saw it as rubble—wood, glass, insulation, bricks, ceramic tiles, toilets, and hearths—littered through the remains of the house with no rhyme or reason, but placed at the monster’s whim.

      I let out a breath and started preparing myself mentally for the scene. It was easy in our line of work to lose our humanity. To become hardened to the atrocities we saw on a day to day basis. But the only way to survive those atrocities was to not think of the bodies as anything other than the job. To not imagine them with expressive faces or going about their day to day lives.

      “I hate it when it’s kids.”

      Jack looked at me with his brows raised in question, worry in his gaze. I hardly ever talked about the parts of the job that bothered me. I buried it. Just like he did. It was like an unspoken code of honor between those who worked scenes like this. You made jokes or played it off as inconsequential. But you never talked about it. About how the images stayed in your mind forever and haunted your dreams, catching you off guard at random moments throughout the day and bringing you to your knees with the horrors of it all.

      “Sorry,” I said, before he could ask if I was all right. “I think marriage is making me soft. Let’s get this done. I’ve got an appointment I can’t miss at three.”

      He squeezed my hand once and we got out of the car. I pulled on my dark blue coveralls and zipped them up. Jack had his own gear and was already suited up by the time I finished pulling on my boots. I pulled my hair back into a stubby ponytail, and then dug in my bag for a pair of gloves.

      I’d started wearing the engagement ring Jack had gotten me on a chain around my neck because of instances like this. I was terrified I was going to lose the ring taking it on and off at scenes. It had been in Jack’s family for a long time, and I didn’t want to be the Lawson bride who lost part of the family fortune by dropping it inside a chest cavity or losing it at a crime scene.

      I saw Detective Lewis heading in our direction from the corner of my eye and groaned at the sight of the man who accompanied him.

      “Oh, damn. I guess it was too much to hope that anyone but him would be here.”

      “He’s the fire chief. Who were you expecting?”

      Larry Edwards had been the fire chief for King George County for as long as I could remember. He was a couple of inches taller than my own five foot eight and in good shape for a man who had to be approaching sixty. His hair was solid silver and he wore it in the same crew cut he’d had since his days in the military. I was pretty sure I’d never seen Chief Edwards in anything other than the uniform of black pants and white shirt with the fire department emblem on the sleeve.

      Larry and my dad had been rivals growing up in Bloody Mary, and it had extended into adulthood. So when my mom and dad were suspected of driving over a cliff in a murder/suicide, you could say that Chief Edwards wasn’t exactly broken up by the news. And when the FBI had started sniffing around shortly after to investigate the smuggling ring that had been running through Graves Funeral Home, Edwards had been downright gleeful.

      The malice he had toward my parents extended to me as well. Not because I’d done anything to earn it. At least not to my knowledge. I guess I was just lucky. Sins of the father and all that nonsense.

      “Well, I’d prefer someone who didn’t look at me like they were wishing I’d drop dead at their feet.”

      “Look on the bright side, babe. At least Floyd Parker isn’t here.”

      I groaned and shot Jack a dirty look. If I made a list of past mistakes, Floyd Parker would be item number one. Don’t get me wrong. Floyd was a good looking guy. He had a Clark Kent kind of vibe going for him. And he was smart. So one would think he’d be right up my alley as far as passable man traits go.

      The problem with Floyd—one of many—was that he was basically a douchebag. He would have sold his own mother to the Devil if it meant getting the break on a story or furthering his career.

      He’d been a few years older than me in school, and we’d never run in the same circles, but I’d always heard gossip from the older girls that he was excellent in bed, and there was a very convincing poem written on one of the bathroom stalls at the stadium that proclaimed the same.

      Medical school was a lonely existence. That’s my only excuse. I’d run into Floyd one night while I was picking up Chinese takeout and somehow ended up bringing him back to my place for the night. The Chinese food was delicious, but I’d been disappointed that the sex hadn’t lived up to the poem. In fact, it had been awful, but I considered the possibility it might just be me and the fact I hadn’t had a full night’s sleep since I started med school.

      Floyd had been a general dick about the entire experience and had stopped up my toilet just for good measure before he snuck out the next morning. I pretty much put the whole thing out of my mind until a year and a half ago when my parents drove over that cliff. Floyd had been the first to suggest that it had been a murder/suicide, claiming that witnesses had seen them fighting.

      I already wanted to kneecap him just for clogging my toilet and being awful at sex, but messing with my family made me want to shove my embalming wand where the sun didn’t shine and turn it on full blast. Needless to say, I stayed out of his way unless I couldn’t avoid it. Things would be awkward for Jack around reelection time if he had to give me conjugal visits in jail.

      “Twenty bucks says he’ll be here before we leave the scene,” I said.

      “That’s a sucker’s bet. Fifty he’s here in the next ten minutes.”

      “You’re on. Will you spot me a fifty?”

      Jack laughed and squeezed the back of my neck, giving me all the support and courage I needed to deal with what I was about to face—the victims—not the assholes who crossed my path from time to time. I was used to that.

      I slung my bag across my torso and we went to meet Edwards and Lewis half way.

      “Sheriff,” Detective Lewis said, nodding at Jack. “Hey, Doc.” He gave me a knuckle bump and a slap on the arm.

      Lewis was a good guy. Like Chen, he’d moved from being a cop in the big city—in his case, Chicago—to a slower pace of life. I had no clue what Lewis’s story was or what had brought him here, and I knew enough about cops to not ask unless they volunteered the information.

      I grinned and looked Lewis over from head to toe. He was city slick and wore pressed slacks and a white dress shirt, his patterned blue tie knotted crisply at his throat. He’d at least had the presence of mind to put on boots, but they were expensive and made of suede, and already they were wet and blackened with soot.

      “Nice boots,” I said.

      “I’ve got an image to maintain, Doc. I’m hoping Chen will take notice of my keen sense of style and agree to go out with me one of these days.”

      “How many times have you asked her?” Jack asked.

      “Just four. But I’m starting to make some headway. She’s one of those women that never says yes on the first try.”

      I shook my head in disbelief. Sometimes it amazed me that men were able to find a woman at all with the thoughts—or lack thereof—that went through their minds.

      “She’d probably take more notice if you started calling her by her first name instead of treating her like one of the guys. You shouldn’t treat a woman you want to impress like you do Martinez.”

      Martinez and Lewis worked as partners from time to time, and they were good friends off shift. But as with most cops, their conversations often had the maturity level of a twelve year old.

      “You think that’s what I’m doing wrong?” he asked, tugging at the knot of his tie to loosen it a bit.

      “One of many things,” Jack said. “The most prevalent being that you’re not that big bruiser of a boyfriend she has. That man would break you in two if he caught you sniffing around her.”

      Chief Edwards snorted out a laugh and shook his head. “Sorry to ruin your morning Sheriff, but I’m glad you came out.” He held out his hand and he and Jack went through the typical greeting ritual that had to transpire before any business could be conducted. Edwards ignored me completely.

      “Any problems getting the warrant?” Jack asked Lewis.

      “Other than pulling the judge off the golf course and ruining his game?” Lewis asked. “Other than that, no issues. Martinez and I have been inside with the arson guy.”

      “Is arson suspected?” I asked.

      “Nothing obvious so far. Arson guy thinks he’s found the source, but he’s got to run some tests. Could be an electrical malfunction. We marked all the bodies for you nice and neat, which is why my three hundred dollar shoes are ruined.”

      “Just don’t send me the bill,” I said. “Serves you right.”

      “Boy, you’re a cop,” Edwards said. “No cop I know of wears three hundred dollar shoes. You on the take?”

      Lewis flushed red and squared off his stance to face Edwards directly. He looked like a bantam rooster ready to attack. Lewis had a reputation for his temper being quick on the trigger, which is why everyone went out of their way to rile him up. Cops were perverse like that.

      I bit the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing. I was mostly just glad Edwards hadn’t been outright hostile the moment he’d seen me. I could deal with being ignored.

      Footsteps came from behind me and I moved closer to Jack to widen the circle a little. Detective Martinez stepped up and slapped Lewis on the shoulder with affection.

      “Nah, Lewis isn’t on the take. His mama sent him those boots for his birthday. He loves his mama.” Martinez made kissy face noises and Lewis elbowed him in the gut.

      Martinez was Lewis’s opposite in almost every way. Dark skin, dark eyes, and dark hair. He’d spent some time in the Army and had only been a cop for a couple of years—not long enough for the shiny idealism to have rubbed away—but long enough to develop a cocky attitude and camaraderie with the guys.

      I’d gotten used to cop humor over the years. Especially at a particularly difficult scene. The inappropriate jokes and comments were just par for the course. A way to cope. We’d all learned it was better to laugh, the only alternative was to start crying. And once you started crying there was the very real possibility that it would open a whole host of emotions that were better left buried.

      “You get a new arson investigator?” Jack asked Chief Edwards, getting things back on track.

      “Sure did. Fire is big business nowadays. Lots of rich folk are buying up industrial property in the county, thinking we’re too stupid to figure it out when it burns to the ground within a week or two of purchase. People are idiots.”

      “We’d all be out of jobs if they weren’t.”

      “True enough.” Chief Edwards pulled a pack of cigarettes from his breast pocket and tapped the bottom three times before removing one to stick between his lips.

      I’d always been fascinated by how people who smoked were able to talk around a cigarette hanging out of their mouth. It was almost hypnotizing, the way it bobbed up and down, the mouth not opening to form coherent words.

      “New arson guy is from Arlington. Worked at PD undercover a decade and then transferred to homicide until he made his twenty-five last month and retired. He said he was bored with retirement after the first forty-eight hours, so I hired him. And he’s a damned thorough investigator. Relocated to your neck of the woods, Jack.”

      “Oh, yeah? He must be the mystery man I keep hearing about around town. Speculation is he’s a kidnapper or running drugs because of the strange hours he keeps. How he’s managed to sneak in and out of his house without being seen is anyone’s guess, because believe me, his house is the most watched in the neighborhood. The women on that street consider it their duty to stay well informed.”

      “Thank God for ‘em. I wouldn’t know half as much as I do if it weren’t for the busybodies in this county.” Edwards finally lit his cigarette and took in a deep puff, exhaling long and slow in my general direction. I didn’t give him the satisfaction of coughing, but just turned my head to suck in fresh air.

      Edwards nodded toward the wreckage of the house and said, “There he is now.”

      A man in a black Nomex jumpsuit and heavy boots made his way carefully through the debris, his hard hat low over his face so I couldn’t see his features. He held a clipboard horizontally and occasionally made notes or sketches.

      “Walker,” Edwards called out.

      “Oh, damn,” I whispered soft enough that no one else heard me. There’d been something about the way he carried himself that sparked recognition, but I didn’t place it until his name was mentioned.

      I appreciated the fact that Cal Walker wasn’t someone to be called to heel. He’d always been his own man, forging his own path. He acknowledged Edwards with a head nod, but didn’t rush over to greet us. He finished what he was doing and then stepped up over the threshold and off the concrete slab, kicking his boots against the sidewalk a couple of times before heading in our direction.

      I could tell the moment he recognized me. He tipped his hard hat back and his face broke into a grin. Cal had been a good friend back in my ER days—more than a friend. He was just one of those guys who was liked by everyone. Laid back and ready for a good time, with a quick sense of humor and ready smile. He was a cowboy, pretty much doing whatever the hell he wanted and bucking the rules if he thought his way was better. He’d never married and had had no plans to settle down, at least back when the two of us were seeing each other.

      Cal had been the one serious relationship that had lasted a significant amount of time before Jack. But we both knew early on it would never lead to anything. Cal didn’t want long-term commitment, and I couldn’t devote enough attention to a relationship with the hectic hours I was working at the hospital. So we’d said our goodbyes and parted as friends. And we hadn’t seen each other since.

      “Doctor Graves,” he said, the grin still on his face. “Damn, it’s good to see you. What’s it been? Five years?”

      “Pretty close.”

      I couldn’t help but return the smile. Cal was just a nice guy. He leaned in and gave me a big bear hug, picking me up off the ground. I usually tried to maintain a professional façade whenever I was out on a scene, but he was making that difficult. I could feel Jack’s eyes on me, but I’d somehow lost the ability to speak. Or at least talk my way out of this one.

      “Woman, you haven’t changed a bit. Still as beautiful as ever.”

      I was pretty much thinking the same thing about him—a man a little over six feet tall, dark blond hair in need of a trim, a couple of days worth of stubble on his face, and pale green eyes that were full of good humor and framed by laugh lines that women cursed, but that always seemed to make a man look more distinguished.

      I’d met Cal my first year out of medical school while I’d been working the night rotation at the hospital. He’d come in after wrestling with a dealer hopped up on coke who had a knife the size of my forearm. The dealer ended up in the morgue and Cal’s arm had been sliced from shoulder to wrist all the way to the bone.

      I’m not sure how he talked me into it, but I’d agreed to go out with him by the time I finished stitching him up. He was fifteen years older than me, and I hadn’t given a damn. He’d been charming, even while in pain, and our personalities had clicked immediately. My relationship with Cal had been the flash and burn you always hear about, but it was impossible for that heat to sustain itself over a long period of time.

      Cal squeezed me once more and sat me down, and then backed up a bit so he could see the whole group. Everyone had varying looks on their faces. Chief Edwards was annoyed, Lewis kept glancing at Jack, Martinez was trying not to laugh, and Jack—let’s just say Jack’s thoughts were unreadable at the moment.

      I finally got my wits about me after the surprise of seeing Cal and moved closer to Jack.

      “Cal Walker,” he said, extending a hand in Jack’s direction.

      “Jack Lawson.”

      “Sheriff,” Cal acknowledged. “I’ve heard plenty about you, but haven’t had the pleasure of meeting you before now. All good things. I promise.”

      Jack smiled and some of the tension went out of his shoulders. Probably no one else noticed but me. “If I believed that, I’m sure you’ve got some oceanfront property you could sell me too.”

      Cal nodded, his mouth quirking in amusement. “I figure as an elected official if you’re not pissing someone off on a daily basis then you’re probably not doing your job. But I’ve been here a month and see how the county is run from the Sheriff’s Department. You do a good job, and the people respect the officers and the department, which is better than you could say for most places.

      “From what little I’ve seen of Bloody Mary, it’s a great community, though the name could use some work. And I appreciate the ingenuity of some of the neighbors on my street, trying to see me coming and going. If you’re looking for new recruits I’d start there.”

      “Ha, you’re not kidding. Let me know if you want a tour, such as it is. I’ll take you around and introduce you. Most people think you’re a drug dealer or a kidnapper.”

      “Only in my undercover days. I’m mostly an upstanding citizen now. Has Detective Lewis had a chance to fill y’all in on what we’ve got? I have to assume there’s a reason Doctor Graves is here at the scene and not working in the ER.”

      “I’m coroner for the county,” I said. “The company is better than it was at the hospital.”

      “I remember,” he said. “I’m glad you got rid of the headache. Everyone grab a hard hat and I’ll walk you through.”

      “I’m going to check in with my men and get reports,” Chief Edwards said. “I’m getting too old to wade through the shit. I’ll leave that to you young folks.” And with that he saluted and walked off.

      “You can see why I’m so fond of him,” I said.

      Jack grinned and elbowed me playfully in the ribs, and I caught the curious expression on Cal’s face at our interaction. “You owe me fifty bucks, Graves.” He nodded to the silver Honda Civic that had parked in the ditch outside the gates and I sighed in disgust.

      Emergency personnel worked quickly to get crime scene tape up so Floyd didn’t get too close, but in my mind anything short of being in the next county was too close for me. Floyd was getting closer to forty, but he was probably in the best shape of his life. I always wondered how he managed to find dress shirts to fit around his neck and over his biceps. He wore thick-rimmed glasses and habitually carried a red notebook with him everywhere he went.

      “Good morning, Sheriff,” Floyd called out. “Care to make a statement?”

      “Not at this time, Floyd. I’ll make a statement once we have more facts and family has been notified.”

      “The public has a right to know.”

      “And they will as soon as we have something to tell them. You wouldn’t want to misreport, now would you, Floyd? That wouldn’t be responsible journalism.”

      “Because he’s always been so good at that,” I mumbled under my breath.

      “I could ask different questions,” he said, moving as close to the yellow tape as possible. “Like why have a couple of your biggest donors not committed to supporting you for the upcoming election? Is there trouble in paradise? Or maybe they’re worried that the poor choices you make in your personal life will affect your job as sheriff.”

      Floyd’s eyes cut to me and he smirked. I’d gotten in the habit over the past few months of carrying a small Beretta with me everywhere I went. After a close call with death at the hands of a madman I’d decided to never be caught without a way to defend myself if need be.

      The gun weighed heavy in the holster at the small of my back, and I figured Floyd was damned lucky that I had a pretty straight moral center, otherwise he’d be finding himself with a hole in his foot right about now. I wasn’t a moron. Aim to maim. Not to kill.

      “To be honest I haven’t thought about the election,” Jack said. “November is a long way off, and I was elected to do a job. I wouldn’t be much of a sheriff if I was out looking for donors in the middle of April instead of serving the people of this county.”

      “That’s a very political answer, Sheriff.”

      Jack just smiled and we continued on toward the house, leaving Floyd at the perimeter. I don’t know how Jack did it—how he always managed to keep his cool despite having to deal with people like Floyd or others who’d rather see those who served fail instead of succeed. Maybe it was partly because he had to be a politician. Jack was elected after all. But I think it said more about the kind of person he was deep down. It’s why he’d made a good commander during his S.W.A.T. days and why he made a good boss now for hundreds of employees. He gave them the kind of leadership they could always rely on.

      “How does that guy find shirts to fit his neck?” Cal asked. “That’s ridiculous.”

      I snorted out a laugh and the tension was broken. “How many bodies do we have?” I asked.

      “Well, that’s the problem.” We each took a hard hat and put it on. “The Connellis have owned this house for the last seven years—dad, mom, a seventeen year old son, and a thirteen year old daughter.”

      “So what’s the problem?” I asked.

      “There are five bodies.”
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      “That’s certainly a problem for someone,” I said, eyebrows raised. “Any ideas as to the identity?”

      “I was hoping you could tell me,” Cal said.

      I nodded. “Let’s go take a look.”

      A bricked walkway led to the front of the house and what had been the bottom floor porch. That wasn’t the main entrance. The main entrance had been on the second floor, but the exterior stairs that had looked so beautiful from the road no longer existed. I’d seen the house when it was whole, so I knew the porch had wrapped around the entirety of the house on both levels.

      I’d never entered a house that had burned before. I wasn’t expecting it to still be smoking, with the embers that hadn’t been extinguished wafting through the air like demon infested snowflakes.

      Parts of the house still shifted, which explained the need for hard hats, and as it shifted, hisses of smoke escaped from the newly exposed areas. Wood and insulation stuck out in all directions, making it a maze to get from one space to the next. I tried to identify the furniture, hoping it would give me some kind of clue as to where I was in the house, but it was hard to tell.

      The sight of a porcelain doll gave me pause. The hair and eyelashes were gone, and the face cracked across the cheek and blackened with soot. One blue eye stared blankly, while the other remained closed. A child’s possession.

      Damp smoke lay like a blanket across my lungs, but the underlying smell of burnt flesh hovered, so you could taste it in the back of your throat. It was a smell that was hard to erase from the memory.

      “Watch your step,” Cal warned. “The guys came through and tested for the weak areas. You can see where they’re marked with the white spray paint. But it never hurts to be careful. There’s a partial basement on the left side of the house and part of the upper floor collapsed into it.”

      It was easier to see where the rooms and second floor had been once we crossed the threshold into the house. The floor was littered with fire eaten furniture, blackened and still dripping wet from the thousands of gallons of water that had been dumped to extinguish the flames. Broken glass from picture frames. An iron bedframe with white paint that had bubbled and peeled in places, the scrollwork ornate enough for a princess—or a cherished daughter.

      “We’re standing in what was the main entryway,” Cal said. “The stairs curved and went up in that direction. There were three bedrooms, all with their own baths, on the upper level. When the second floor collapsed everything seemed to fall pretty evenly, but there’s some scatter because of the pressure from the fire hose.”

      “Were you able to find a starting point?” Jack asked.

      “My best guess is the kitchen. It’s through here.” Cal led us to the right side of the house, where one of the two standing chimneys sat stark and blackened against the bright sun. “I’m going to take some of the equipment back with me to test, but look at that coffeepot.”

      I realized what he was asking us to see right off. There was a pattern to fire—the way objects reacted to the heat. Some things caught flame and burned to ashes. Others melted, becoming deformed blobs of metal or glass.

      The granite countertops had collapsed and broken into large pieces when the cabinets they rested on had burned. Doors hung from hinges haphazardly and the oven looked as if it had barely been touched at all. The refrigerator door had expanded outward, looking bloated and misshapen. But I could at least tell what and where these objects were.

      The coffeepot was no more than a blackened mass of fragments. The only way I was able to recognize it at all was because of the metal base that had a small rectangle for the clock. A perfect circle of glass from the bottom of the coffee pot lay on top. There were singe marks on the side of the stainless steel refrigerator, similar to the marks seen after a detonation.

      “Deliberate?” I asked.

      “I’m not sure at this point. I need to find all the pieces and put it back together. I’ll be able to tell then. But it can happen by accident. Sometimes the factory doesn’t put protection around the coils and they can get so hot they can combust. And if the Connellis left the coffeepot on by accident or maybe had the automatic timer set, then it could happen. Timing and bad luck often play a big part in fires like this one. Either way, it’s going to be a long night for all of us.”

      “Timing and bad luck and five people dead,” I said, shaking my head. “Where are the bodies?”

      “Master suite was on the first floor, just off the kitchen. There was very little disturbance back in that area other than the water damage, so the scene is mostly still intact. We’ll wrap around to that side last.

      “I want you to check out the one on the far side first. It’s in a precarious position, and I don’t want to take any chances. The floor above the basement is unstable and part of it is missing. When the second floor caved in, one of the bedrooms landed directly on top of that area. We tried to stabilize the body so it didn’t fall into the basement, but I can’t promise it’ll stay that way.”

      “Thanks for that,” I said. “I’d prefer not to spelunk into any smoking holes to retrieve a body.”

      “We aim to please.”

      We left the kitchen and went back in the direction we’d come. The house had been massive in size. I hadn’t been kidding when I’d compared it to a mini-White House. The curved staircase had broken from the upper floor and fallen to the side before it had burned, but part of the spindles of the railings were still intact. It was fascinating how the fire could reduce one object to ashes but leave another whole.

      “The first body is over here,” Cal said. “Watch your step and stay on the path we marked. If you breathe wrong something might collapse.”

      “A comforting thought,” I murmured. I took out my camera and turned it on, adjusting the settings for light.

      I noticed Martinez was looking a little pale. Most of the cops under Jack hadn’t seen too many dead bodies—if any. I knew Martinez wasn’t new to death, he’d helped us pin down a killer just a couple weeks back. But there were some who would never be comfortable with death, no matter how many times they saw it.

      Jack knew it too. “Lewis, why don’t you and Martinez start running backgrounds on the Connellis. I want to know everything about them, including all of their close acquaintances. That fifth body is someone who has a family that needs to be notified.”

      “Yes, sir,” Lewis said, slapping Martinez on the back. “Let’s go, junior.”

      I’d already put Martinez out of my mind. The victim had come into view and it was my only focus now. The right half of the body hung precariously over the ledge into the basement. The skull faced me, the mouth open in a parody of a scream. The fire had ravaged the flesh and muscles, leaving something behind that was almost unrecognizable as human.

      I followed the white lines of spray paint, careful to not stray from the path. There wasn’t a whole lot of room to work with, so Jack and Cal stood back while I scooted closer to the body, praying I didn’t shift any debris and send the body tumbling.

      “Victim is male,” I said, taking a few pictures. I knelt down and handed my camera back to Jack. A steady stream of water dripped onto my hardhat from somewhere above. “And I’d say somewhere between fifteen to nineteen in age as the epiphyseal plates haven’t fully closed.”

      The movies never depicted burn fatalities correctly. The thing about the human body was that it was pretty dense in places, and really freaking hard to burn in its entirety. The extremities, like fingers and toes—anything that had smaller bones—would burn away. But the torso of a body was thick, so even if the skin was gone, the insides were still viable enough for me to do an autopsy.

      “Looks like he was dressed for bed.” I was talking more to myself than Cal and Jack at this point. I was in the zone—that faraway place I had to go to when I was studying a body—so it was all about the facts and details and not the person in front of me.

      I used a pair of tweezers to pull off what might have been pajama bottoms that had adhered to the skin of the upper thigh. The face was gone, so there was no hope of identifying visually against a photograph, and the fingers were gone as well so no hope of fingerprinting.

      “We’ll have to identify through dental.” I grabbed a small flashlight out of my bag and turned it on. And then I shone the light into the gaping mouth, carefully widening it further so I could see as far down into the throat as possible.

      “There’s soot and burns in the airway,” I said, swabbing the inside of the mouth and nose and putting it in an evidence baggie. “So he was breathing on his own when the fire started.”

      I labeled the baggie M1—Male 1—to indicate which victim it belonged to and continued to look over the body closely.

      “I won’t be able to see if there were any perimortem injuries until I can do x-rays. Have the guys go ahead and bag him and get him stabilized. Lets move on to the next one.”

      “It’s right over here,” Cal said. “I did a preliminary sketch of the house and the rooms, and then did another sketch of where the rooms fell and into which quadrants of the bottom floor. From my calculations both of these victims were occupying the same room, so when it collapsed they landed in the same general area.”

      Victim number two was facedown next to what was left of a metal bedframe, and the coils from the inside of the mattress lay blackened between the slats, though the mattress itself was long gone.

      “This one is female,” I said. “Also fifteen to nineteen years of age.”

      “Then not the daughter?” Cal asked.

      “No, the bones are different in those who are younger. You said she was thirteen. This girl is older. Maybe a girlfriend.”

      “Oldest kid’s girlfriend is sleeping over?” Jack said. “Wow. Lenient parents. My mom would’ve kicked my ass. And hers too.”

      “She would’ve kicked your ass if you’d gotten caught,” I said wryly. “You had plenty of sleepover guests at that age that your mother never knew about.”

      Jack winked unashamed and I rolled my eyes. I went back to photographing the scene and checking for marks of violence from the back of the skull all the way down. I’d started breathing through my mouth in shallow pants to counteract the smell. It wasn’t working, but it was habit anyway.

      “I don’t miss those days at all,” Jack said. “I’m so glad you’ve helped me mend my wicked ways and gotten me to settle down. Hey, we should get married or something. If you’ve got time in your schedule, I think Saturday would be good.”

      “I’m going to help you settle down off a cliff if you don’t stop teasing me about the wedding. Help me turn the body.”

      “You guys are getting married?” Cal asked, bending down next to the stubby legs to help me turn her over. Jack moved across from me to act as a stabilizer. “Congratulations. Finally found someone that could deal with you before coffee, huh, Jaye?”

      “There’s room for you off that cliff too, Walker.”

      Jack choked off a laugh and then counted to three. We turned the mystery girl over and I went through the same process, checking her airway for soot and burns.

      “It’s the same as the boy,” I said. “Soot and burns in the airways. Minus the fibers from her nightclothes. Though it looks like part of the bed sheets are adhered to the skin.”

      “She was naked?” Jack asked.

      “Yeah. You can tell a lot from the fibers. See how the left leg looks like it has a film over it?” I ran a gloved finger over the blackened area of the thigh and used my tweezers to pull back a white plastic-like substance.

      “The sheets weren’t made of a natural fiber. That’s why it’s hardened like this. You can see the way the sheet was draped over her and the position she was laying when she died.”

      “What time was the fire department alerted?” Jack asked Cal.

      “Call came through the alarm
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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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