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      Fourth generation mortician. That’s a lot of dead bodies.

      I thought I’d be proud to carry on the family legacy, but that was before I knew the job would be hell on my social life. I mean, who wanted to date a woman who drained blood on a regular basis and whose scent of choice was embalming fluid?

      Sure, I got a little lonely sometimes. It mostly happened when I was preparing a body in the middle of the night instead of snuggled up next to someone warm with a pulse. But dead bodies were my business. And I hated every fucking minute of it. I never wanted to take over the family funeral parlor. I wanted to be a doctor. Well, technically, I was a doctor, but I preferred to be one for the living.

      My parents died early last year, and the gossip and scandal involved would have broken someone with a lesser constitution, but I’d managed to hold my head up. Mostly. It was because of my parents that I’d had an impromptu career change. The only thing I had left of them was the crumbling old Victorian I grew up in and Graves Funeral Home—believe me, it was a hell of a legacy.

      I had little choice but to resign my job at the hospital, pack my bags and move back to Bloody Mary, Virginia—population 2,902. The good thing about owning a funeral home in Bloody Mary was that hardly anyone ever died, despite the rather macabre name. The bad thing about it was I had a shitload of student loans to pay back and not a lot of income.

      Did I mention the budget cuts?

      Ahh, my life was simple before the budget cuts. The mayor’s decision to be more fiscally conservative left King George County without a coroner. So, I, J.J. Graves, in a moment of temporary insanity, volunteered for the job. In all actuality, I was strong-armed into taking the position out of a sense of duty to the community and the guilt of tarnishing my family’s good name. Well, tarnishing it any more than it already was.

      

      Which brought me here. Alone in my bed in the middle of the night. My bedroom so cold white puffs of breath clouded above my face every time I exhaled because I couldn’t afford to crank the heater above 65 degrees. My toes wiggled and fought for release beneath the nubby covers I’d tucked under the mattress too snugly, and goose bumps spread across the top of my skull and tightened the skin so much that it felt as if the follicles might snap off.

      I’d been wide-awake for more than an hour, thinking of my family, what was left of my legacy, and how much my life in general sucked. Not for the first time, the thought entered my mind that it wouldn’t be so terrible if I just packed a bag and left everything behind me without a word to anyone. I didn’t have any family to worry over my disappearance. No children to leave belongings to. Sure, my friends would miss me for a while. But eventually the people who’d watched me grow up would only have passing thoughts about that Graves’ girl whose parents killed themselves. All the while I would be starting a new life. Hopefully someplace warm.

      But like I always did, I immediately dismissed the thought. It took more courage than I had to start over and leave everything familiar behind. I needed something in my life besides a half-assed career and a mountain of debt. A man would be nice. A man who’d be willing to have sex would be even better. But chances of that happening were somewhere between negative four and zero. Not because Bloody Mary didn’t have its fair share of men, but because I was just picky. Bloody Mary wasn’t exactly teeming with single males under the age of forty who had health insurance and all their own teeth.

      I huffed out another white puff of breath and rolled over, punching my pillow and clearing my mind of all thoughts that didn’t involve counting sheep. I’d had trouble sleeping since I’d moved home. Maybe it was because the house was empty and made weird noises and my imagination assumed the cold blasts of air and the rattling pipes were the haunts of all my ancestors shaking their heads in pity. Or maybe it was because the mattress was old and lumpy. Who the hell knew? But I’d learned to function on just a few hours of sleep when I was in medical school, so I was used to having bags under my eyes and skin that looked like it never saw the light of day.

      The silence of the house smothered me—a heap of decaying wood and rotting shingles that crushed me with the weight of neglect and responsibility—so I burrowed under the covers, searching for peace of mind and the comfortable spot on the mattress that always seemed to elude me. I’d almost talked myself into getting up and starting a pot of coffee when the phone warbled on the bedside table.

      I cursed out a mumbled, “Shit” in surprise and flailed under the covers so my sheets resembled something along the lines of a straitjacket. My pulse jumped and throbbed in the side of my neck, and each pounding beat marched through the synapses of my brain until I became lightheaded with something I recognized as fear. I closed my eyes and let out a slow breath.

      The only time I got calls in the middle of the night was when someone died. I hated death. I hated that my parents had left such a massive responsibility on my shoulders. And most of all I hated that I was the only one the dead could turn to. I missed the living. The dead made me think of too many things I wasn’t quite ready to face.

      Against my better judgment, I answered the phone.

      “Who died?”

      “Very professional, Doctor Graves,” said Sheriff Jack Lawson. “You always assume the worst. What if I was calling to invite you to poker tonight at my place?”

      “At five o’clock in the morning? Who died?” I asked again. Jack had been my best friend since we’d been in diapers, and I knew without a doubt he’d be the one person who’d search for me if I just disappeared one day. I squeezed the phone in a white knuckled grasp as silence reigned on the other end of the line. I prepared myself for the worst.

      “It’s Fiona Murphy,” he finally said.

      “Oh, damn,” I whispered, untangling the covers and sitting up on the side of the bed. The wood floor felt like a sheet of ice under my feet, and I drew them up quickly so they were back under the covers.

      “To say the least.” Sirens and muted voices came across the line, and I knew Jack must be at the crime scene.

      My teeth chattered—I couldn’t tell if it was from the news or the cold—and I gritted them in determination so my words came out clearly. “Where’s George?”

      George was Fiona’s husband. He was the meanest son of a bitch I’d ever met, and Fiona had a new bruise every time I saw her. George was a gifted mechanic and owned the only garage in town, so despite people disapproving of the way he treated his wife, he had a hell of a customer base and enough money to build a house that was one of the nicest in the county. He also had big hands and a wicked temper, and there wasn’t a doubt in my mind he was the reason Fiona was dead at age thirty.

      “George has already been picked up and booked on a first degree murder charge. We need you down at the site. The crime scene guys are almost finished. I’m warning you, Jaye, she doesn’t look good. Johnny Duggan found her in the ditch just off Canterbury Street on his way to work.”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat and prayed to a God I’d stopped believing in for strength. “I can handle it, Jack. I’m all she’s got.” It was the least I could do for a dead friend.

      Bloody Mary—Population 2,901.
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      I shoved myself into long johns and a pair of gray sweats, pulled a black ski cap over my head and buttoned the black down parka I’d gotten on sale at Eddie Bauer a couple of years ago up to my chin. I put on two pairs of thick socks and my all-weather boots. It was fucking freezing outside, and I hated being cold. Only the dead were cold.

      I grabbed my medical bag and the expensive digital camera I’d bought when I still had a well-paying job, glanced longingly at the coffeepot, and slammed the front door behind me without locking it.

      My Suburban was parked on the graveled driveway, the dull sheen of the black paint making it look a little worse for the wear. Not to mention the huge dent over the back left wheel where a deer had decided it wanted to commit suicide.

      Suburban, you’re probably thinking? I’d put my foot down about the hearse my parents had kept in the garage. It had worked for them, but I was satisfied with hauling bodies in a Suburban. I was a twenty-first century mortician, and despite what the gossipers had said, I very seriously doubted my parents were rolling in their graves because I’d had the audacity to sell their hearse on eBay. They were too busy hauling coal in hell to worry about what I was doing.

      It took a few minutes to scrape ice off the windows and let the defroster work. Despite the fur lining my gloves, I couldn’t feel my fingers. I looked for any sign of life as I backed out of the drive, but the yellow glow of my headlights touched on nothing but solitude. The trees were naked and brittle—the limbs twisted, as if they were hugging for their own warmth—and the sky was a dark navy spackled with the fading light of stars as it edged closer to daylight.

      I lived at the end of a county lane called Heresy Road—where rocky land sloped until it met nothing but the frigid water of the Potomac. The road was a mixture of gravel and potholes—it was private, dreary and I hardly ever got trick-or-treaters, vacuum cleaner salesmen, or Jehovah’s Witnesses. My closest neighbor was a mile down the road.

      The town was still tucked into sleep for the most part, and I maneuvered the roads quickly—my headlights glancing off quaint houses, a red-bricked schoolhouse, and a library with a clock tower that drove me batshit crazy because it always struck the hour seven minutes too late.

      There hadn’t been enough moisture left over from the rain the day before to cause the roads to ice over, so I pressed harder on the accelerator. I turned onto Queen Mary and noticed the lights were on in St. Paul’s Cathedral, which meant Reverend Thomas had already been notified of Fiona’s death. A smattering of people would be in throughout the morning to pray for Fiona’s departed soul.

      When I got to Canterbury Street, it was crowded with vehicles and people, some curious, some weeping, but all had the glassy-eyed stare of shock. Things like this never happened in Bloody Mary. I beeped my horn to get through and parked by Jack’s cruiser. His lights flashed a disorienting red and blue.

      “Nice outfit,” he said by way of greeting. I wasn’t normally a vain person, so Jack’s comment didn’t really bother me all that much. He’d seen me at my worst—hangovers, cramps, bleached hair that turned orange, and crying jags—and he was still my best friend, so I wasn’t really worried about trying to impress him.

      I caught sight of myself in the reflection of the tinted windows of his car and grimaced. Just because Jack was used to seeing me at my worst didn’t mean others were. It wasn’t a pretty sight. On the positive side, I was relatively tall and had an athletic build, which was just good genes because I hated doing anything remotely athletic and I loved carbohydrates. My eyes were gray, my hair was black and swung just below my jaw line, and if you looked really close before I got a chance to buy a box of Clairol, you’d see the occasional strand of silver. The women in my family had a tendency to go gray early. They also had a tendency to die young and tragically, but I was keeping my fingers crossed on that end of things.

      All in all, I was pretty average, despite my sarcastic wit and inventive use of the English language, which I had to admit, was pretty exceptional. But dressed from head to toe in my winter paraphernalia, with no makeup and the dead-eyed stare of someone who’d had a very small amount of sleep, I looked more along the lines of Sporty Spice does the Stay-Puft Marshmallow Man. I was hell on morning wood.

      Jack grew up the rich and privileged son of a tobacco farmer, and now he was the youngest elected official in the whole county. He skimmed just over six feet tall and he kept his dark hair cut close to the scalp. A thin slash above his right eyebrow made him look like a pirate, and I’d told him more than once he should thank me for giving his face a little extra character, considering it was my cleat that collided with his face during a baseball game when we were kids. He was blocking the plate, I swear.

      The more I looked around at the crowd, the more I realized it was mostly women who lined the streets, probably wanting to catch an early morning glimpse of Jack Lawson. Between his looks and his money, there weren’t many women in the county who would turn down an opportunity to become his wife. Jack wasn’t really interested in a wife, but between you and me, he’d auditioned about eighty percent of the women in Virginia for the job.

      “I see you brought your fan club with you,” I said in retaliation for the outfit remark.

      He winced and rubbed his fingers along the short growth of his beard. “That’s not funny. I almost didn’t respond to Johnny’s 911 this morning.”

      Jack’s had the unfortunate pleasure of being manipulated by many well-meaning parents who were desperate to marry their daughters off. He’d had thirty-two false alarm 911 calls this year where he was either met at the door by a naked woman or parents who just happened to have a home-cooked meal served with a side of their single daughter.

      Johnny Duggan was the latest conspirator in the plot to snag the sheriff for his daughter. Stella was a middle-aged, third grade teacher who had a pair of shoulders the New York Jets could put to good use and who always wore her underwear a size too small so it looked like she had four ass cheeks whenever she wore pants. Johnny Duggan was down to his last chance of getting her out of his house.

      Johnny was currently huddled in the back of a police cruiser, sipping coffee with shaking hands and giving a statement to one of Jack’s officers. He was a small man and had worked as the groundskeeper for the county for as long as I could remember, which was why he’d stumbled across Fiona’s body at such an ungodly hour of the morning. His skin was toffee brown and wrinkled from the sun and age, but when he smiled his whole face lit up and it was easy to ignore the fact that he sometimes looked like a dried raisin.

      “He still trying to set you up with Stella?” I asked.

      “Yeah, poor bastard,” Jack said with a tight-lipped smile. “But I’ll be damned if I’ll be the sacrificial lamb to save that man’s sanity.” Jack handed me a cup of coffee in a Styrofoam cup. “I had to tell him that I was having a wild and crazy affair with you to get him off my back.”

      “I haven’t had one of those in a while. Was it good?”

      “The best I’ve ever had,” he said soberly.

      “Good to know I haven’t lost my technique.”

      We stood in silence for a couple of minutes. I drank my coffee and warmed my insides, while Jack observed the crowd. I noticed Floyd Parker from the Gazette talking to anyone who might have any interesting gossip to spread around. He wrote frantically in the little red notebook he habitually carried, his eyes shrewd and calculating. The jerk.

      Floyd was huge. Like, The Rock huge. But he wore wire-framed glasses to break away from the jock image. Really, he looked like the love child of Clark Kent and the Incredible Hulk—minus the green. Floyd had played some college ball at Virginia Tech, but I think his grades were too good to keep him from being anything other than second string. He was a handsome man and could almost give Jack a run for his money in the women department.

      And yes, I can admit to one night of frenzied passion with him when I was away at med school and incredibly lonely. It was a moment of pure insanity. Not one I’m proud of, and he never lets me forget it. But even if I didn’t hate him for seeing me naked, I’d still hate him for what he’d done after my parents had died. Floyd Parker was lucky I didn’t run him down with my Suburban every time I saw him in the street.

      Floyd caught my gaze, looked me over from head to toe, and smirked. I restrained myself from grabbing the gun Jack had strapped in his shoulder holster and pumping Floyd full of lead. I compromised by shooting him the bird instead. Jack smothered his laugh with a cough, and my mood lightened for a brief moment until I thought about the body I was about to see.

      “All right. I’m ready,” I said, tossing my cup in a plastic sack. I put my hand on Jack’s arm and gave it a comforting squeeze. “Thanks, Jack, for giving me a minute. This is harder than I thought it would be.”

      Jack nodded and we walked over to the crime scene together. Fiona’s gunmetal gray Ford Taurus sat on the side of the road and faced in the opposite direction of her house. The Taurus had to be at least ten years old, but it still looked new. George was meticulous about things being in order and tidy in appearance, which was probably the only reason he never put marks on Fiona’s face.

      “She finally decided to leave him, huh?” I asked.

      “Looks like it,” Jack said. “I spoke with the sister this morning. She said Fiona talked to her last night about eight o’clock. Said she was ready to get out, leave for good. They had an appointment this afternoon to meet with an attorney to file for divorce.”

      I looked inside the open trunk and noticed the neatly lined suitcases.

      “The sister lives in Florida, so she wasn’t expecting her until sometime this morning,” Jack said.

      “Did she have car trouble?” I asked.

      “Ran out of gas. We haven’t gotten a confession out of George yet. He’s still busy playing the grieving husband, so he hasn’t told us yet if the empty gas tank was his idea. My thoughts are that this was very well planned out, to the last detail, just the way he likes it.”

      I followed the tread of another set of tires behind Fiona’s car and watched the last of the crime scene guys take more photos.

      Jack pointed to the deep treads in the mud. “Her killer pulled in right behind her. He knew she wasn’t going to try and hike her way into town in freezing temperatures, and chances were less than slim that someone would drive by and see her that late at night. She had the standard blankets in her backseat like anyone else with a brain in this area. We found a cell phone in the bottom of her purse, fully charged, but instead of staying inside out of the wind and calling for help, she gets out. Why?”

      “Panic, maybe?” I said and shrugged my shoulders. “If she thought her husband was going to come after her maybe she decided she’d take her chances with the elements instead of staying in one place where he could find her.”

      “Yeah, that was my first thought, but look at her footprints. The ground was soft after yesterday’s rain. She steps out of her car and goes around the back to meet whoever pulled in behind her. There’s no indication she was trying to run away. Her trunk was closed when we found her this morning, so she wasn’t trying to get anything and get back inside. I’d thought at first she might have been getting another jacket. There’s one back there.”

      I looked at Jack in confusion, knowing I was missing something important, and then the light bulb went off.

      “You don’t think it was George?” I hissed in a shocked whisper. It wasn’t an opinion I wanted anyone else to hear. In a small town like Bloody Mary, the citizens had a tendency to declare guilt first and ask questions later. I knew this from experience. And they wouldn’t care for their sheriff to have a different opinion. It sure as hell wouldn’t help him win the next election.

      “That’s for you to help me find out,” he answered, his teeth gritted in a smile so hard I was surprised they didn’t turn to dust.

      Jack ran his hands through his hair in a gesture I recognized as frustration. He knew how small towns worked, and he knew he was walking a fine line. He’d forgotten his hat again, so I pulled the spare I always kept out of my pocket and handed it to him. Jack was damned good at his job. He was way overqualified to be the sheriff of a podunk town, and no matter how unpopular his theories, I would always back him a hundred percent.

      I squeezed his arm in support. “I’ll look into it,” I assured him.

      He nodded in gratitude and pulled the ski cap down low over his ears. “This is how I see it. She runs out of gas and realizes she’s still too close to home. Not too much time passes before someone else pulls up behind her, and by the size of the tire treads, it looks to be some kind of truck.”

      “George has a truck,” I said, playing devil’s advocate. “And who else would be traveling this road that late at night?”

      “I know, and we’ll test the treads and take samples from the bottom of his tires, but don’t you think that if Fiona recognized her husband’s truck behind her, she’d dig out the cell phone from the bottom of her purse?”

      “What if his lights kept her from seeing who it really was?”

      “Listen, Jaye, I know you want it to be George. Hell, even I want it to be George. There’s not a man in this county who deserves to be in jail more than he does, but we have to look at every possibility. My gut is screaming over this.”

      The last time Jack’s gut had screamed over anything, he’d been shot three times and forced to retire from a job he’d loved.

      He pointed to the clearly imprinted treads in the now frozen mud. “He pulls up behind her, and let’s say she doesn’t recognize the vehicle. She feels relief, maybe gratitude that luck should be on her side tonight. She’s invincible and has just taken the biggest step of her life. She gets out of the car calmly and takes four steps toward him. Have you noticed that as clear as the tire treads are in the mud, there are no footprints from him that show us the initial meeting?”

      I had noticed, but I wasn’t entirely sure what that meant, so I let Jack continue to paint his picture.

      “That tells me he deliberately kept to the pavement. He probably got out on the passenger side.”

      “So maybe he just didn’t want to get muddy.”

      “Maybe. So he comes up to her, talks to her a bit. Maybe he tells her to grab her purse, that he’ll take her into town. I don’t know. But for some reason she turns her back and he strikes a blow to the back of her head. You’ll have to tell me once you get her in if it was multiple times, but my gut says once. He just wanted to incapacitate.”

      There was a small amount of blood on the ground near the trunk, and the crime scene team had already numbered and photographed it for their report.

      “Then what?” I asked.

      “We found more blood in the back seat of the car. The blankets were shoved to the floorboard. That’s where he raped her. He tied her up and waited until she was coherent before the rape, then left the rope on the seat. Didn’t tidy up after himself.”

      I shivered as we made our way to the other side of the car. To Fiona. Jack had painted a clear picture in my mind, and after I got her on the table I’d be able to tell him for sure if his theories were correct.

      The December air was brittle with cold, and the wind chill was several degrees below freezing. The sun peeked through the bare trees and cast everything in a pinkish hue. The only good thing about the temperature was that Fiona Murphy was well preserved.

      Fiona hadn’t died with dignity. Her naked body was sprawled face down, her arms and legs at abnormal angles. I ignored the yellow spray paint the crime scene unit had used to trace her and moved so I could snap pictures from different angles. When I was through, I squatted down beside her to get a closer look.

      “God, her body’s a mess. Some of these bruises look weeks old,” I said as I ran my gloved finger down her back and around to the side of her ribs. “The ones along the spine look fresh. And I’ll make sure when I get her back to the lab, but by the coloring I’d say they’ve been there no more than a day.”

      There was blood matted to the back of her blond hair where the initial blow had been struck. It had turned black and flaky overnight.

      “He posed her here,” Jack said. “Everything about this scene is deliberate. Look at the footprints.”

      I looked down at three precise footprints labeled with a yellow tag. I stood and moved back so I could take a look at my own. My footprints were visible, but they were smeared. The killer’s were a different story.

      “They’re perfect.”

      “I know. He places her body here, poses her arms and legs, and then plants three perfect footprints next to the body. Look how close together they are. He either has extremely short legs or was trying to shuffle slowly with the body in his arms.”

      “And if he was shuffling slowly, there would be smears,” I finished for him.

      “What do you want to bet that those perfect footprints are the same size as George Murphy wears?”

      “You think someone deliberately set up George? Who would do such a thing?

      “I don’t know. Maybe one of the hundreds of people in this town he’s managed to piss off.”

      When put that way, the list of suspects could go on forever. I flexed my leather gloves that were tightening with the cold, took a deep breath and turned the body over. A long, red silk scarf was wrapped around Fiona’s throat and mud was caked on the side of her face. I tried to look at the scene dispassionately through the lens of my camera, documenting the broken capillaries in the eyes due to the strangulation and the swollen tissues around the neck. Her face was the palest marble, and the hopelessness that had been imprinted on her face over the years had vanished in death.

      “There’s no facial bruising,” I said. “George has always been careful about that for the most part, but there are bruises on almost every other surface of her body—bastard. Apparent cause of death appears to be strangulation. And I’ll definitely rule it as a homicide. After everything she’s been through, someone chokes her to death. I’d say she’s been dead no longer than six or seven hours, but it’s hard to tell. I can’t gauge the time of death accurately by body temperature because of the weather, so I won’t be able to give you a firmer TOD until I get her on my table. The sister’s story about the phone call helps narrow it down a little, but that’s the best I can do right now.”

      Jack squatted next to me and his every breath sent cold puffs of white into the air. He put a comforting hand on my shoulder.

      “I’m sorry, Jaye. I know you were friends.”

      “It’s been a long time. George didn’t let her have any close friends.” Guilt ate at my insides despite the fact that it had been out of my control. I remembered a skinny, pale-haired girl built like a dancer with laughter in her eyes. A girl who’d grown into a quiet young woman stuck like so many others in a town that offered little. A woman who George Murphy had taken one look at and decided to claim for his own. She hadn’t had any better offers.

      “I’m sorry for you too, Jack. I know you were close once.”

      “Yeah, well, that was in high school. Like you said, it’s been a long time.”

      “He didn’t bother to condomize for the rape, so we’ll be able to nail his ass with DNA. Let’s get her back to the lab, and I’ll get started. It’s the weekend, so you know everything’s going to be slower. I’ll have to send the DNA to Richmond as soon as you get a sample from George. It’ll probably be the end of next week before the results come back.”

      “We’re already on it,” Jack said. “Let’s get her loaded up and I’ll follow you back.”

      I looked into Fiona Murphy’s open, empty eyes, and brushed the matted hair back from her face. I couldn’t give her dignity. But I could bring her justice.
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      The drive through town was slow due to the fact that everyone recognized my vehicle, and word had obviously spread about Fiona’s death. Cars slowed almost to a stop and gawkers on the sidewalk made the sign of the cross as I led the procession back to the funeral home.

      “You’ve got to be kidding me,” I murmured. I wasn’t expecting Fiona to sit up in the back and answer me, so I took the time to swear as I saw a pear-shaped, elderly woman in a peacock blue wool coat and yellow snow boots. Mrs. Meador was flagging me down with the precision of a traffic cop, and I’d be damned if I stopped to give her the time of day. Fiona would thaw before I was able to make an escape. So I gave a polite beep of my horn and a little wave as the Suburban came close enough to touch the sleeve of her flailing arms. She pursed her lips in disapproval, narrowed her eyes, and I knew I was going to get a tongue lashing from the old bat the next time I saw her. Very few people thwarted Mrs. Meador and survived to tell the tale. I looked in my rearview mirror and saw Jack shaking with laughter as he turned his sirens on to move traffic along a little faster.

      It took almost half an hour to make it back to my lab, which wasn’t good considering it usually took about twelve minutes to drive from one side of Bloody Mary to the other. The funeral home parking lot was blessedly empty, and I pulled the Suburban under the attached carport nearest to my lab.

      Don’t let my cloak-and-dagger-like references to my place of business confuse you. The “lab” is little more than a refurbished basement at the funeral parlor, but it’s top of the line and as nice as any you’d find in a bigger city. My parents had been meticulous about every aspect of their business. It was their personal lives they hadn’t had very good control of.

      Graves Funeral Home was on the corner of Catherine of Aragon and Anne Boleyn, close enough so people wouldn’t have to go out of their way to find it, but far enough away that I was afforded a little privacy. There was a strip mall across the street that housed an attorney, a Laundromat, and a veterinarian who moonlighted as a bookie out of his back room when he wasn’t castrating steers or selling discounted drugs to anyone who didn’t have good medical insurance.

      I waved to Denny Kasowski, the vet, as he watched us unload Fiona from the back of my Suburban with slack-jawed fascination.

      “Geez, Jaye, don’t encourage him. I’ve been trying to bust his ass for the last eight months. He’s got his fingers in so many illegal pies that the cage is going to eventually close on him for a long time.”

      I started to whistle as I followed Jack into the side door of the funeral home. I didn’t figure it was a good time to mention that I’d bought a case of penicillin and a year’s supply of birth control pills out of the back of Denny’s trunk.

      We rolled Fiona down the ramp into the basement lab area, and he helped me get her moved onto a sterile metal table that had a deep indention around the entire perimeter to catch any stray body fluids. I flipped the ventilator on, stripped off the mountain of cold weather clothes I was wearing, and snapped a pair of latex gloves on my hands. Jack, bless his heart, was kind enough to offer to stay with me, but it usually took him less than ten minutes to get sick from the smell. The man could look at crime scenes and blood all day, but being closed in a room with a dead body and embalming fluid was just too much.

      “Jack, you’re looking a little green,” I said, my grin evil. “Let me get her set up and get the samples, and I’ll meet you upstairs for breakfast. Jasper Bridges slaughtered a pig a couple of days ago and brought me some fresh sausage to help pay for his mama’s interment.”

      Jack went pale. He turned and ran up the stairs gagging. I laughed a little to myself. It was a cruel thing to do, but damned if it wasn’t funny every time.

      I turned the stereo on so it blared classic rock and took a deep breath. When I turned to face Fiona, I gave her an apology before I got to work. She was only the second homicide I’d worked on since I’d taken the job as coroner. Like I said before, hardly anyone ever died in Bloody Mary.

      And the last murder I’d dealt with hadn’t exactly been something that had the potential to cause an avalanche of trouble if handled the wrong way. Bobby Gentry had been my first murder. His brother Billy had gotten back early from a hunting trip and caught him climbing out of his bedroom window butt-ass naked. Billy’s wife, Loretta, had only been wearing Bobby’s cowboy hat at the time, so I could understand how Billy had jumped to the right conclusion. Billy had left a hole in his brother’s chest big enough that cause of death wasn’t too difficult to determine. And there hadn’t exactly been a lot of internal organs left to remove during the autopsy. It had been an open and shut case considering there’d been a witness and Billy had been more than happy to confess to the deed.

      It wasn’t like this time. I already felt the pressure to do right by Fiona, and I’d barely started. I’d been at the top of my class at Columbia Medical School and worked for two years as an ER doctor at Augusta General, so I could at least tell the difference between an anus and an aneurism, but I was only a coroner because I wasn’t board certified to be a pathologist. I’d had to take a Board Examination to get my mortician’s license, but I’d had the advantage of growing up in a funeral home on top of my medical background, so it hadn’t been difficult.

      A coroner wasn’t unusual in small towns. Usually the town doctor took on the position, but Doc Randall hadn’t wanted the job—smart man—so I’d been the next best thing. Considering Doc Randall had already seen the early side of eighty, I was thinking I might eventually get to take over his job and do what I was trained for. Since  all the women in my family had died before the age of fifty, I wasn’t holding out too much hope.

      Jack would take a little while to turn back to his normal color, so I set to work on preparing Fiona’s body. I gathered a blood and semen sample to send to Richmond, and then switched on my black light to look for fibers. I bagged what I found, cleaned her body with strong smelling disinfectant, then took out my recorder to officially document my findings.

      I flipped the stereo off so there would be no questions if the tapes needed to be heard at a trial. “Fiona Murphy. Caucasian female. Age thirty. Victim has shoulder length blonde hair and blue eyes. Small, crescent shaped birthmark on right thigh, and small tattoo of what seems to be a dragon on left buttock.”

      I couldn’t imagine what Fiona had been thinking when she’d picked a dragon for her symbol. Actually, I couldn’t believe she’d gotten a tattoo at all. I looked her over once more before I started listing the other marks that marred her skin. Her body had enough damage to fill up every official document I had.

      “Swollen tissue around neck due to strangulation. Multiple hemorrhages in neck muscles and broken blood vessels between the head and shoulders are also indicative of strangulation. Multiple contusions on both right and left arms and abrasions on wrists indicate she was restrained.”

      I looked closer at her wrists, turning them over slowly in my hands, and then moved down the table to look at her ankles. There were old burn marks. Fiona had been tied up before. Interesting.

      “Evidence shows signs of old ligature abrasions around both wrists. Deep bite marks found on both left and right breast, probably more than a week old by discoloration around area. Bruising around ribs one, five, six and seven. Contusions and slight abrasions on hipbones. Secondary set of bite marks found on both thighs. There are abrasions on both knees, and again, old ligature marks on ankles.”

      I took measurements of the bite marks on her breasts and thighs. And then I did it again.

      The marks belonged to two different people. What the hell had George made her participate in? Her feet and face seemed to be the only part of Fiona’s body that didn’t have a mark of some kind. Not even her murderer had tortured her as much as her own husband.

      I stopped my train of thought. Jack’s impression of the murder scene already had me declaring George’s innocence. I flipped Fiona over and went through the same routine as quickly as possible. I almost felt guilty for working on her. Fiona needed some peace in death.

      What made it worse was she’d been killed just as she’d found the courage to escape a life of misery. I shook my head and covered her body in one of the white sheets I kept folded on the shelf. I rolled her into the refrigeration unit, washed up at the sink by the stairs and headed up the stairs to meet Jack. I closed the reinforced steel door that protected the dead while I was away and locked it behind me.

      Jack sat at the small table in the kitchenette that had been added on to the downstairs of the funeral parlor when my parents had first married. I looked at the clock, surprised that I’d been at it almost an hour.

      “You are a sadistic bitch,” he said.

      “Yeah, isn’t it great?” The green tinge had left his cheeks, but he was still pale. “Here are your samples,” I said as I handed him a small paper bag. I tossed the file of notes I’d taken on her body in front of him, and he gave me a curious look before he picked up the file and began to read. Looking at the torture Fiona’s body had been through had affected me more than I’d expected.

      His mouth tightened as he saw the extensiveness of the damage to Fiona’s body. And then he stiffened. “Two sets of bite marks? You’re sure?”

      “I measured them twice. But who the hell knows who the second set belongs to.”

      “I’ll get someone to take an imprint of George’s mouth so we can compare. I have no idea who else is going to come up in this investigation, but things could get sticky.”

      “I really hope you’re wrong, Jack. I want it to be George.”

      “There’s all kinds of justice, Jaye. If George is responsible then he’ll pay.”

      I nodded and wrapped myself back up in my coat and gloves. “Let’s grab some breakfast. I’ve been up for hours and I’m starving.”

      “Are you still having problems sleeping? You should have bought illegal sleeping pills from Denny instead of those birth control pills. It’s not like you have to worry about getting pregnant wearing outfits like that.”

      I narrowed my eyes, but my lips twitched before I could help it. It was hard to argue with the truth.

      “You’re a bastard.”

      “But you love me,” he said, pulling my hat down low so it covered half my face. “Let’s go. I want to stop by the Murphy’s and see what my boys have found before we get breakfast. I’ll drive the sample into Richmond myself so it gets there before they close for the day.”

      Jack looked toward the basement stairs and back at me. I saw the conflict and indecision on his face on whether or not he could eat breakfast with me and keep it down. I had a tendency to talk shop at the dinner table.

      “You own me for that stunt you pulled earlier. If I wasn’t such a gentleman I’d make you buy breakfast.”

      It was a good thing Jack was a gentleman because I only had about four dollars and seventy-three cents in my wallet.
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      Fiona’s car was being towed away as we passed by the scene of the murder. An officer stood in the middle of the road, flagging us down as we made our way toward the Murphy’s.

      “What’s up, Riley?” Jack asked.

      “I just thought I should give you this, Sheriff,” he said, handing Jack a small key. “I found it in a second search of the car. It had fallen between the seats, so I had a little trouble getting it out.”

      “It’s a safe deposit box key,” Jack said, holding it out to me so I could study it. “I’ve got one just like it for First National here in town. Good work, Riley.” Jack put the car in gear and headed to the end of the street.

      The crowd had dispersed to go back to their homes or jobs, and there were only two police cars parked in front of the Murphy house when we got there. A pair of scuffed boots stuck out from underneath George’s truck, so Jack and I headed in that direction to see if anything of consequence had been found.

      “Officer Mooney?” Jack asked. “Is that you under there?”

      “Yes, sir,” Mooney answered. He scooted out on his back and then stood slowly, working the kinks out. He held a plastic bag in his hand, but I couldn’t really see what was inside.

      Jeremy Mooney had been two years behind me in school, but his sister Alice was my age. Alice had barely gotten her cap and gown untangled and thrown on the floor before she’d headed out to the nearest big city. Jeremy had decided to do two years of junior college in Nottingham and join the force. He was the kind of guy who’d live in Bloody Mary forever, marry a local girl and breed a fifth generation of Bloody Mary Mooneys. He was twenty-eight years old and still carried the pudgy baby fat of adolescence and a light sprinkling of peach fuzz on his upper lip. He always looked like a kid playing dress up in his patrolman uniform.

      “What have you found?” Jack asked.

      Jeremy held up the little plastic bag so we could see what looked like a tiny sliver of mud. “I’ve found damned near to nothing,” he said. “Excuse my language, Dr. Graves. And I had to work to scrape this much off the tires. If he’d left prints with this vehicle in the mud down yonder then there would be splatters up under the wheel wells and the undercarriage, but I haven’t found anything. It’s clean as a whistle.”

      Jeremy chewed a wad of pink bubble gum and had a thoughtful look on his face. “George is one of those people who's blessed with having both balls and brains,” he said. “Pardon me again,” he apologized, face turning red.

      I just rolled my eyes because being irritated at Jeremy was like being irritated with a homeless puppy. It just wasn’t possible.

      “I’d agree with that statement,” Jack said patiently.

      Jeremy scratched the top of his sandy head. “Well, it just seems to me that George wouldn’t be one to kill his wife and then go into town, plain as day, for a car wash to get rid of the evidence.”

      I hoped I’d concealed the surprise on my face that Jeremy was able to come to that conclusion by himself. He’d never struck me as the sharpest knife in the drawer, but I was sure Jack had hired him for some reason or other.

      “People who commit murder do all kinds of crazy things,” Jack said. “Why don’t you head into town and start talking to people at the diner and at the places across from the car wash. Maybe we’ll get lucky and someone will have seen him around town.”

      “Yessir, I’ll get right on it,” he said, leaving the bag with us.

      “He surprises me sometimes too,” Jack said, reading my mind. “Behind the naivety is a pretty sharp brain.”

      We headed inside the house just in time to hear the commotion. Detectives Colburn and Nash had identical grins on their faces. Both detectives were about a decade older than Jack and had been part of the department before Jack had been elected. I didn’t know either of them well, but they gave Jack the respect he deserved and didn’t try to cause trouble for him like a couple of the other older officers.

      “We found the mother lode,” Colburn said. “Would you like door number one or door number two?”

      “Just give it to me in order,” Jack said. “Tell me what you found first.”

      “There was a hidden panel inside the closet,” Nash said, taking over. “Let’s just say that George’s tastes in erotica run to the exotic. And some of it looked painful.”

      I thought of Fiona’s battered body and shuddered.

      “You okay?” Jack asked.

      “Yeah,” I said. “Just remembering.”

      Colburn and Nash looked at me oddly, and Jack squeezed the back of my neck in warning not to say too much, even in front of other cops, so I shut my mouth and gave them a blank-eyed stare. I wasn’t a good liar on my best day, and it was plainly obvious they wanted to ask more questions, but good manners kept them from doing so.

      “What else?” Jack asked to distract them.

      “We found a piece of paper with several sets of numbers printed on it in a box of Playtex hidden under the sink. They look like bank account numbers.”

      “Nice work, Detectives.” Jack had a grim smile as he held up the piece of paper. “We’ll take a look. Finish up here and then close it down,” he said, slapping Colburn on the shoulder. “Make sure everyone has their report on my desk before they go off duty. We don’t want anything to slip by us.”

      We headed back to the Suburban in silence. I couldn’t think of very many situations where an abused woman would have the courage to keep multiple bank accounts and get herself a safety deposit box. And what could she possibly have of any worth to hide in them?

      “Would you look through a box of Playtex if you thought a woman was hiding something important in there?” I asked Jack.

      “I wouldn’t look through a box of Playtex if there was gold bullion in there,” Jack said. “There are just some places a man should never go.”

      That’s what I’d thought he’d say. Fiona had obviously still had some wits about her. But why hadn’t she taken the account numbers with her if she was really leaving her husband? It seemed to me a woman starting a new life would need something to start it with. If Fiona had money saved then she’d definitely be taking it with her.

      I thought of my own scenario of picking up and starting over, and I wondered how I’d make it without leaving any electronic tracks behind and enough cash so I wouldn’t have to sleep under a bridge or beg for food. There would be no possible way to get that kind of startup cash without delving into the darker side of life. It left me asking the question again of what the hell Fiona had been mixed up in.

      Only this time I wasn’t so sure that George had anything to do with it.
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      Slaughter’s Café was the only place in town to have a sit down breakfast in the mornings. It consisted of one tiny room with tables crammed into every available space, a kitchen that I never tried to look into because I didn’t really want to know what was going into my stomach, and a long, cracked linoleum counter with a hand crank cash register on top. The walls were painted the color of egg yolks and the floor was covered in twenty years of bacon grease. Despite the potential for ptomaine poisoning, it did a brisk business because the food was outstanding.

      “When is Fiona’s family set to arrive?” I asked over a steaming plateful of eggs, bacon and pancakes. Jack had offered to pay, so I was able to get more than the measly eggs and toast my four dollars and seventy-three cents would have bought. I shot Jack’s own bowl of lumpy oatmeal a look of disgust. The man might be fine to look at, but he had no taste in food.

      “Her sister’s the only family she’s got left. Phyllis is her name. She was several grades ahead of us in school, so I don’t really remember her. She and her husband will be in this afternoon to help make arrangements for the body.”

      Jake spooned up a glop of oatmeal onto dry, whole-wheat toast and took a satisfied bite. “You know,” he said. “You’re going to keel over with a heart attack if you keep eating like that. Think what a bind that’s going to put us in if our only coroner dies. We’ll have to give your body to John Luke Stranton over at the Here and Now Funeral Parlor, and he’ll use too much rouge like he always does and you’ll look like a hooker. I hear he doesn’t put underwear on the bodies either.”

      “I’ve heard that too. Cheap bastard. And his prices are outrageous. I can’t afford him. You’ll just have to bury me in my back yard.”

      “We could just weigh your body down with rocks and throw you off the cliffs by your house. There’s always room for one more body in the Potomac.”

      “That’s not a bad idea. You know, I had no idea how much it cost to bury a loved one until I took over the business. Mom and Dad had left instructions to be cremated, and they’d already taken care of the cost, so even then I didn’t realize how exorbitant it all was.”

      Jack squeezed my hand and looked at me steadily, but I focused my attention on my food and pretended the tears pricking at the corners of my eyes weren’t there. My parents had left me in a real fix financially, but they’d also left me in a fix emotionally. Jack was probably the only person who really understood how much it had hurt me to not be able to say goodbye to anything but their ashes. They’d already been cremated by the time I’d been notified of their deaths. And there was a rage inside me that was festering into something I wasn’t ready to face. It was so much easier to just put one foot in front of the other and try to tackle the other problems they’d left me with.

      “If you feel so guilty you could always lower your prices.”

      “No way. If I go any lower I’ll be able to qualify for food stamps. If more people died in this stupid town it wouldn’t be a problem.”

      “Bite your tongue. Life makes my job a hell of a lot easier.”

      “Well, then, as long as your life is easier then I’m fine with being destitute. The house is falling down around my ears, I have student loans to pay off, and Mom and Dad took out a second mortgage on the funeral home.” I still didn’t know what the hell that money had been used for. I couldn’t find any record of it being spent, and just the thought of it made my stomach cramp. My parents couldn’t be criminals. Not on top of everything else.

      I drizzled more syrup on my pancakes and took joy where I could find it in the pained look on Jack’s face.

      “That’s disgusting, Jaye.”

      “You know, a lesser woman would probably be huddled on the floor in the fetal position crying her eyes out after everything that’s happened to me in the last year. But nothing can get me down. Things might look bad now, but in another twenty years, my education will be mine free and clear. And then I can start shoveling my way out of the rest of it. My attitude is so fucking positive that I could give Oprah lessons.”

      Jack grinned a lopsided smile and spooned up another bite oatmeal. “I was just thinking the other day that there was something different about you. You know, all that good fortune that’s coming your way is a reason to eat better and live to see the day. Or I could give your stubborn ass a loan.”

      “No thanks, Jack. It’s my problem. I’ll deal with it my way.” It was the same thing I told him every time he offered. I’d feel like I was taking advantage of our friendship if I took his money, and that friendship was pretty much the only solid thing I had left in my life.

      I cleared my plate with a satisfied grunt, thankful I’d worn sweats with an elastic waist, and licked the last bite of syrup off my fork. “I’ve got to take off. I have a few errands to do in town before I get back to Fiona. Are you going to stop by the bank of your way back from Richmond?”

      “I wouldn’t miss it,” Jack said. “Don’t forget poker tonight. I’ll let you know what I find out then.”

      “Thanks for breakfast.” I eyed Jack’s oatmeal and an idea popped into my head. “You know, that oatmeal looks a little like…”

      “Don’t even think about saying it, or I’m going to arrest you.”

      “Sounds kinky,” I said. “I’ll see you tonight.”
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      Bloody Mary was like most small towns. It had all the usual fixtures—a bank, a post office, a grocery store, a gas station, a funeral parlor and a smattering of independent businesses that barely scraped by from one month to the next. We had a mix of the very wealthy—usually tobacco farmers like Jack’s family—and the very poor. The town was more than two hundred years old, and the historical society didn’t approve of anything modern built between the crumbling brick buildings and the preserved wooden structures. But we did have two brand new stoplights that had been put up last spring when Mrs. Meador and Old Lady Barlow got into a fist fight over who had the right-of-way. The police and fire stations were right next to City Hall, and all three structures sat smack dab in the center of King George County, since they served all four cities in the county.

      And like most small towns, any event that occurred, big or small, was going to be discussed and speculated over everyone’s morning coffee. And this morning, the death of Fiona Murphy was the biggest event to happen in Bloody Mary in quite some time.

      I parked the Suburban in two of the tiny parking spots in front of the post office. It was a perfectly square, red-bricked building with a flat roof and two small windows in the front. It sat on the corner of Henry VIII and Tudor, and thanks to its strategic location, it ran a close second to Martha’s Diner as the center of gossip.

      As soon as I walked through the doors to check my post office box I knew I’d made a mistake.

      “Well, Dr. Graves, I didn’t expect to see you in today,” Carlton Fisk said.

      Carlton had been the Postmaster for fifty-two years and he knew everything. And I really do mean everything. I’d been scared spitless of Carlton Fisk my whole life. The man was creepy. He could predict what the weather was going to be on Tuesday of next week, he’d picked the winning lottery numbers twice, and he knew when every woman in town was ovulating.

      Like I said. Creepy.

      The fact that he was about six feet eight and as old as Methuselah didn’t help matters any. His skin stretched taut over his bones, and thin white hair fell in strings down to his shoulders. His eyes were milky blue, and he drove a 1925 Studebaker Phaeton. Oddly enough, he’d decided to sell his house and move into one of the new condos that overlooked the County Square. He said it was better for his social life. He’d been married once upon a time, but his wife had died before I’d been born. Probably before my mother had been born.

      “Good morning, Mr. Fisk,” I sang cheerfully as I headed toward my mailbox as fast as I could go.

      The few people who were inside the post office stopped what they were doing to listen, just in case there was something new to discover.

      “I hear you’ve had a busy morning,” he continued. “Poor Fiona. That girl never stood a chance against George. We all knew what he was doing to her, could see the bruises plain as day, but she wouldn’t accept any help.”

      Carlton shook his head at the pity of it, while I dug around frantically in the bottom of my purse for my mailbox key. Why was it that I could never find what I was looking for when I was in a hurry?

      “Aha!” I said after unearthing it. But since I was an equal opportunist when Murphy’s Law was involved, I dropped it on the ground.

      “I heard from someone over at the police station that the size of those footprints they found matched George’s shoe size,” Carlton went on. “But they said there were no shoes in his closet that matched the tread. They also said the tires were the same as on his truck, but there was no mud on the wheels of George’s tires like there should have been. I’ve always thought that George was a lot smarter than he let on. Though I probably should have guessed it. He is a damned good mechanic.”

      Someone at the police station had been busy gossiping. And if I had to hazard a guess I’d say it was Barbara Blanton, the dispatch operator. The woman had a mouth the size of Kentucky and a finger on speed dial at all times. We’d barely left the Murphy house ourselves more than an hour before.

      What if George hadn’t killed Fiona? What if it was only made to look that way? I kept coming back to that thought. Something felt off. But no one would know for sure until the DNA test came back for the sperm sample I’d sent off with Jack.

      “That’s interesting, Mr. Fisk, but we won’t know anything for sure until later next week.”

      “I know, I know, but I’ve got a feeling that this is more than it seems,” he said. “I surely do. And you know how accurate my feelings are.”

      I knew all too well. Mr. Fisk was the one who’d told my parents it wasn’t a good weekend to go to their cabin in the mountains only a few hours before they drove their car over a two hundred foot cliff. The police report mentioned that the steering on the car had seized up, but a witness had come forward saying it looked like there was a struggle going on inside the car and that they’d driven over that cliff on purpose. All I knew for sure was the insurance company still hadn’t made up their mind, so I couldn’t collect their life insurance policy.

      “Oh, by the way,” Carlton said. “There was a young man in here earlier looking for you. Nice looking fellow. An out-of-towner. And he had a nice set of teeth. I know how picky you are about that. This is opportunity knocking on your door. I can feel it.”

      “Thanks, Mr. Fisk,” I said, my teeth clenched so hard I was giving myself a headache. Whenever there was someone new in town, I got phone calls to let me know that I was more than welcome to call dibs, since I was one of the oldest unattached females in the county. It seemed there were a lot of people in Bloody Mary looking out for me. Whoever this man was asking where to find me had just opened a whole can of worms that he was liable to regret. But like Mr. Fisk said, I wasn’t going to be one of those people to let an opportunity pass me by. I wasn’t stupid. I hadn’t had a date in eight months and twelve days. Not that I was counting. And it had been longer than that since I’d had sex.

      I stopped by Martin’s Grocery to pick up a few necessities and heard about the mystery man and Fiona’s murder once again as I raced my basket up and down the aisles, throwing in only essentials and wincing at the thought of adding to the total on my credit card. But a girl had to eat, and I handed over the plastic to Hilda Martin while calculating how much spending room was left.

      “I heard George is so upset by Fiona’s death that they had to sedate him at the hospital.” Hilda clucked her tongue as she waited for my card to go through. “One of the nurses said he was bawling like a baby, and makin’ himself sick with grief. You just never know what’s really going on with a person.”

      I ummhmmmed appropriately and signed my name to the credit slip. I grabbed my bags and headed out the door when I heard her call out, “Bring your young man by later and introduce us. He looks like a movie star. And he has very nice teeth.”

      I grimaced a smile in reply and bulldozed my way to the Suburban, head down, avoiding eye contact with anyone who might try to stop and talk. I breathed a sigh of relief when I was finally inside the safety of my own vehicle. There was a reason I liked living so far away from town.

      The road crews had been out salting and sanding, and a mixture of gravel and salt crunched under my tires on my way back to the funeral home. We’d have snow before nightfall. I could smell it in the air, and thought it was a hell of a time to have to bury someone in the ground.

      I pulled the Suburban under the covered portico attached to the funeral home. My great-grandparents had built the funeral home after World War II. It was a monstrous three-story Colonial with dark red brick and white columns. It was hell to heat in the winter and even worse to cool in the summer. My grandparents had been short on money after it was built and they’d turned the top two floors into their living quarters.

      And it was my parents, thank the Lord, who’d bought the cliff house where I grew up and currently resided. I wasn’t fond of the dead on my best days. I sure as hell wasn’t going to live with them. I’d closed the third floor of the funeral home off completely and divided the second level into three large viewing rooms just on the off chance that there was more than one death in a day. Sometimes I was lucky to get one death in a week, so odds were it wouldn’t ever be a problem.

      I noticed the man who’d been the subject of town gossip for the last
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names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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