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        My high charms work

        And these mine enemies are all knit up

        In their distractions;

        they now are in my power.
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Fenway Stevenson’s phone buzzed in her purse a few seconds after the cashier at Dos Milagros gave her the receipt with 25 circled on the top. She handed the receipt to McVie with her left hand and pulled the phone out of her purse with her right, glancing at the screen.

      Fenway tapped Answer. “Hi, Rachel!”

      McVie pointed to a high-top table in the middle of the taquería, and Fenway nodded.

      “Hi, Fenway.”

      A sad note in Rachel’s voice; perhaps the saddest she’d sounded since being promoted from Fenway’s assistant to press secretary in the sheriff’s office. “Everything okay? Craig and I livestreamed your press conference from the road. Very commanding. Your delivery was great.”

      “Thanks.” Rachel’s tone was flat, almost depressed.

      “What’s wrong? Did someone complain?” The someone, in this case, being Sheriff Gretchen Donnelly; something had been off with her since before Fenway had helped McVie with his aborted move to Colorado. “Did they say you went too far in saying the cartel’s gone?”

      “That was no exaggeration,” Rachel said. “All signs point to the Venn Cartel leaving the county. And besides, Donnelly told me to say that.”

      Of course, Rachel hadn’t given the press the reason for the cartel’s departure: the murders of Seth Cahill and Mathis Jericho two weeks before.

      Cahill and Jericho had been critical in moving the raw morpheranyl—Nyllie on the street—driving the drugs from the boats landing north of Estancia to a storage unit at Cahill’s facility, then storing it until the packaging and distribution centers were ready. But they had both been killed, and the murderer Fenway arrested had nothing to do with the cartel.

      But those murders contained details the sheriff’s office probably didn’t want to make public.

      “If the cartel’s gone, that’s great, isn’t it?”

      “Yes.”

      “Makes you look good too, right?”

      “Right.”

      Fenway paused.

      Rachel cleared her throat. “Listen, I know you and McVie got back from Colorado, like, two hours ago.”

      Maybe the fatigue in Fenway’s tone was as evident as the sadness in Rachel’s. “It’s fine. We’re taking a break from unpacking. Having dinner.”

      “If you’re back in Estancia, that means you went to Dos Milagros, right?”

      Fenway smiled at McVie; he hadn’t even had to ask where she wanted to eat. The little things. “Guilty as charged.”

      “Anyway, the county hired a new deputy. Andrew Zellman. Working swing shift in the evidence room right now.”

      “Good experience, I guess.”

      Rachel chuckled. “Good experience, terrible hours. Anyway, he came to me and asked who I trusted in the department.”

      “He trusted you enough to ask you that?”

      “I interviewed him before he was hired. We wound up talking for a while. He seemed worried, and I told him he could trust you.”

      “Me?”

      “I trust you more than anyone in the sheriff’s office.”

      Fenway had gotten Rachel through some terrible times, although hearing Rachel say she trusted Fenway so much still surprised her. “Oh. Thanks.”

      “So you should expect a call from him.”

      “Any idea what he’s worried about?”

      “No.”

      “And he can’t go to Sheriff Donnelly?”

      “I got the feeling he asked me about who to talk to specifically because he doesn’t trust her. Not yet, anyway.”

      Fenway rubbed her forehead. The text from Donnelly almost two weeks ago—Congratulations on solving the two murders—still seemed weird, though Fenway couldn’t put her finger on exactly why. Fenway had arrested the murderer, but Donnelly’s text still sounded either passive-aggressive or like there was something secret between them.

      “You’re not too busy to take a call from a new deputy, are you?” Rachel asked.

      “Uh—no. I guess not.” Fenway paused. “Is he going to call me at work tomorrow?”

      Rachel was silent.

      “Oh—you gave him my cell phone number?”

      “Well, yeah.” Rachel cleared her throat. “This is his first job out of the academy. So it could be he doesn’t yet know the unspoken rules.” Rachel paused for a moment. “And who better to talk to him about that than you?”

      “Than me?”

      “You came in totally green. You hadn’t even gone to the academy. But you read between the lines, right? And you got stuff done. And now look where you are.”

      “Unpaid therapist for new deputies?”

      Rachel laughed, but her voice wavered.

      “Okay, I’ll ask you again: What’s wrong?”

      “Uh… what?”

      “And no changing the subject this time. You should be proud of yourself. I figured you’d be bouncing off the walls. You held a press conference where you announced a big win for the county. I thought the Channel 12 reporter was about to volunteer to be president of your fan club. But you sound like you’re about to put on your pajamas, eat a pint of ice cream, and watch a bad rom-com.”

      “Veinticinco,” called the woman behind the counter. Twenty-five; that was their order.

      “Go get that,” Fenway said, elbowing McVie gently in the ribs, then going to the high bar table and plonking herself down on a stool.

      “You can tell from my voice?” Rachel asked.

      “Of course I can.”

      “I should never play poker.”

      “Not true. You should play with me. For money.” Fenway shifted in her seat. “Now—what’s the matter?”

      Rachel was quiet.

      An itch in Fenway’s brain. “Oh. Trouble in paradise. Is it Brian?”

      “I, uh…”

      “It is. Something happened with Brian.”

      “I don’t want to tell you. He reports to you now.”

      That much was true. Callahan had been a distant second choice for the open detective position in the Coroner’s Office, and today had been his official first day as a detective reporting directly to Fenway.

      “I thought things were going so well.” Fenway glanced up when McVie placed the basket of two lengua tacos in front of her. She mouthed her thanks to McVie. “Brian got a promotion, and you’re kicking ass in your job. Last month, weren’t you talking about moving in together?”

      Rachel sighed. “That’s where I thought we were headed. In fact, that’s what I thought he wanted to talk about late last week.”

      “So what happened?”

      Rachel choked for a moment, then spat out the words. “He broke up with me.”

      “He—he what?”

      “I know. I can’t believe it either.”

      Fenway pressed her lips together. “He’s an idiot.”

      Rachel sniffled. “Sure. That goes without saying.”

      “Was there any trouble? I mean⁠—”

      “I don’t know. Maybe it was something stupid, like I make more money than he does. But we never talked about money.” She sniffled again. “Maybe he felt like with his promotion he could get—he could get someone better than me.”

      “He cannot get anyone better than you.”

      “With his new title and everything, maybe he thinks he can.”

      “Did he give you a reason?”

      “Typical stuff. ‘It’s not you, it’s me.’”

      “If he means that you’re not an idiot and he is, then I agree.” Fenway paused. “I’m so sorry, Rachel. I know you liked him.”

      Rachel scoffed, though her voice broke a little. “He was supposed to be my rebound guy after Dylan, anyway. Not supposed to be serious.”

      “Well, sometimes these things happen.”

      “I swear to God, Fenway, if you say ‘the heart wants what the heart wants’—”

      Fenway made a retching noise, then glanced around and realized she was in a restaurant. She lowered her voice. “I wouldn’t ever say that. But I’m sorry you’re going through this.”

      “It’s fine. I’ll get over it.” Rachel gave a short laugh. “And you’re a great detective.”

      “Why do you say that?”

      “Because I’m in my sweats and I bought a pint of salted caramel ice cream. It’ll be my dinner. The mouth wants what the mouth wants.”

      Fenway almost asked Rachel if she was still seeing her therapist, but it wasn’t any of her business. And right now, maybe Rachel needed a friend. “Do you want me to come over?”

      “I’d love nothing more than a distraction,” Rachel said. “But you have too much going on. You said you’re taking a break from unpacking. I bet you have hours more to go.” She exhaled.

      Fenway hesitated, glancing up at McVie.

      “Don’t worry about it,” Rachel said quickly. “I’ll put on a karaoke app and sing breakup songs at the top of my lungs, using my ice cream spoon as a microphone.”

      “That sounds healthy.”

      Rachel snickered.

      They said their goodbyes and Fenway ended the call. “Sorry about that, Craig.”

      “Did I catch that right? Callahan broke up with Rachel?”

      “Can you believe it?”

      McVie took a bite of his burrito, then thoughtfully chewed and swallowed. “What’s she doing tonight?”

      “Sitting at home with a pint of ice cream, feeling sorry for herself, singing karaoke on an app.”

      “Did she say she wanted to be alone?”

      “Well—no. She said she wanted a distraction.”

      “And what are you doing tonight?”

      “Moving boxes into your storage unit with you.”

      McVie shook his head. “No way. This is my problem, not yours. You’re letting me stay with you, which I can’t tell you how much I appreciate. Right now, your friend needs you. She just broke up with her boyfriend of what, a year?”

      “More like nine months.”

      “And it’s her first boyfriend since Dylan died, right?”

      Fenway said nothing.

      “So go over to her house. Or have a night out with her. Invite Piper and Dez and Sarah.”

      “Dez won’t want to come out⁠—”

      “I don’t care who you invite, Fenway. The point is, you need to go over to Rachel’s and help her feel better. Make mojitos or play Scrabble or swap terrible-man stories. Hell, screw the karaoke app—go out and find a karaoke place.”

      In Seattle, Fenway hadn’t had many friends who were women; only her mom. She’d had classmates and co-workers here and there, but no one who ever came over and took care of her after a breakup with her boyfriend. She wasn’t sure what she was supposed to do.

      “Is that okay?”

      “Of course it’s okay. We got all the big stuff into my storage unit, and I can leave the rest of the two-person stuff for later. Or maybe I’ll call one of my friends and see if they can help me.”

      “Not Brian.”

      “No, it won’t be Callahan. And don’t worry about me. Worry about Rachel.”

      Fenway blinked. “Thanks, Craig. That’s—that’s really nice. I appreciate it.”

      McVie frowned. “It’s the least I can do. If I had an extra fifty bucks, I’d tell you the first round is on me.”

      Fenway pointed at her tacos. “You won’t object if I eat my dinner first?”

      They had almost finished when the phone rang in her purse again. Unknown number, but an 805 area code—local.

      “This is Fenway Stevenson.”

      “Coroner Stevenson.” A tenor male voice, not one she recognized. “This is Andrew Zellman.”

      “Of course,” Fenway said. “I was expecting your call. And call me Fenway.”

      A hesitation, then a sigh. “Ms. Richards told you I might phone you?”

      “She did.”

      “Yeah, so listen, I’m the new deputy, and I work in the evidence room. I don’t want to bother you, but I don’t really know what else to do.” A note of panic crept into his voice.

      “Okay, Deputy Zellman, tell me what’s going on.”

      “Right,” Andrew said. “Well, earlier this week, when I⁠—”

      Silence.

      “Deputy?”

      His voice changed from low and secretive to confident and professional. “No, I’m not sure how you got my number, but if you call the main line for the sheriff’s office, they can direct you to the proper person.”

      “You can’t talk now? Did someone show up in the evidence room?”

      “That’s correct. The main line.”

      “Do you want to call me back?”

      “Certainly. Glad to help.”

      Then the line went dead.

      Fenway looked up at McVie. “That was Andrew Zellman. New hire, works second shift in the evidence room.”

      “Zellman?”

      “The sheriff’s office is moving on without you, Craig.” A smile touched the corner of Fenway’s mouth. “First Mark retires, then Celeste quits. Soon, you’ll look at the sheriff’s office and won’t know anyone here.”

      “This is the thanks I get? I suggest you go on a girls’ night out, and you call me old?”

      “If the orthopedic shoe fits⁠—”

      McVie laughed.

      “Seriously, though,” Fenway said, “Zellman has something to say that he isn’t comfortable sharing with Sheriff Donnelly.”

      “Which is?”

      “He started to tell me, but he got interrupted. Someone came into the evidence room.”

      “He was calling you from work? Do you have any idea what he wanted to say?”

      “I’d be guessing, but if he isn’t comfortable telling the sheriff, maybe he’s worried about reporting something another deputy did.”

      McVie nodded. “Right. He wouldn’t want to be thought of as a snitch.”

      “Cops have each other’s backs.” Fenway had broken through “the blue wall” a couple of times in the last year or two. It hadn’t been easy. “I’m the last person to talk to about how to correct an error without holding people accountable.”

      McVie frowned. “He probably should talk to me.”

      “Because you’re the former sheriff?” Fenway scoffed. “I don’t know, Craig. You’re such a rule-follower⁠—”

      “I might follow the rules, but I don’t rat out my fellow officers when they don’t. Everyone makes honest mistakes. I like teachable moments, not punishment.”

      Fenway tried hard not to roll her eyes and mostly succeeded. “He said he’d call me back. I assume it’ll be when whoever is in the evidence room gets out of there.”

      McVie tapped the watch on his wrist. “Didn’t you need to organize an impromptu Make Rachel Feel Better night?”

      “If someone would finish their burrito, then I could,” Fenway said.

      McVie popped the last bite into his mouth.
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      Fenway called Piper on the way home. She was glad to be invited, as Migs was watching the Dodgers game with his friends.

      “Okay, so we’ll shoot for eight,” Fenway said.

      Piper paused.

      “What is it?”

      “I—uh, I can’t thank you enough for getting me out of jail in Ruby Dunes. I can’t believe⁠—”

      “Please, Piper, you’d have done the same for me. You helped my dad out of a similar situation. So maybe call it even.”

      Sarah was Fenway’s next call.

      “You sure she wants to go out?” Sarah asked. “I hate it when my friends pressure me to go out when I want to be left alone.”

      “She said she wanted a distraction. Said she’d be singing karaoke into her ice cream spoon.” Fenway paused. “Do you know any places that have karaoke tonight?”

      “We’re not going to any stupid karaoke night at a barbecue restaurant with peanut shells on the floor.” Sarah thought for a moment then squeaked with delight. “Oh, of course. I know just the place. Private karaoke rooms at this new place in Japantown. I’ll get us a reservation.”

      As expected, Dez wanted no part of a private karaoke room. “No offense, Fenway, but that sounds like Dante’s fourth ring of Hell to me.”

      “It’s a private room. No one else will see you but us. You can bring Michi.”

      “Absolutely not,” Dez said in a low voice. Was that the sound of a door closing behind her? “I will not subject myself to another lecture about how superior Japanese karaoke culture is. And, if prior experience has taught me anything, Michi will sing, bring the house down, then you won’t get the mike away from her.”

      “That sounds like a hoot.”

      “Maybe for you. I want to get to sleep before eleven o’clock.”

      Sarah called back. “Reservation for two hours tonight. Rachel will feel so much better after she sings Bad at Loving Me at the top of her lungs.”

      Fenway found a black dress in the back of her closet. After a quick shower, she tamed her hair and did her makeup. She hadn’t gotten dressed up in—well, a long time. Maybe not since her election-night acceptance speech. Surely, though, she’d had a night out dancing with Piper or Rachel? But she couldn’t remember one for at least six months.

      McVie had already left to drop some boxes off before the storage place closed. The black dress was definitely more for the evening, but by the time they got to the karaoke place, the late July sun would have set and the world would be slipping into the energy of the night.

      Fenway had volunteered to be designated driver; after the events of the weekend east of Las Vegas, the last thing she wanted to do was drink. She drove to Sarah’s apartment, took the stairs, and knocked on the door.

      Sarah answered in a floor-length fire-engine red dress.

      “Jeez,” Fenway said. “Fancy.”

      “What, this old thing?” Sarah jutted a hip and posed.

      Fenway also picked up Piper from the apartment she and Migs shared in the Terrace Rose neighborhood. Piper wore a vintage green pantsuit with flared bellbottoms that would have been at home in a 1970s rock documentary.

      “Girl,” Sarah said, “didn’t I tell you to call me next time you went thrifting?”

      Piper batted her eyes, slid into the backseat, and connected her phone to Fenway’s car stereo. Fenway was mortified to discover she didn’t know any songs on Piper’s party mix playlist, while Piper and Sarah sang along. Yikes—all the women were four or five years younger than her. She’d never felt so old—and she wasn’t even thirty yet.

      She parked in a visitor’s space in the parking lot of Rachel’s townhouse complex a few minutes before eight. It took three doorbell rings before Rachel answered the door, true to form in olive green pajama bottoms with cartoon drawings of fried eggs, and an oversized T-shirt. She gaped at the three women for a moment, then a grin spread over her face.

      “You came to kidnap me and help me forget about Brian?”

      “Whatever gave you that idea?” Sarah said, holding a palm theatrically to her chest. “We were in the neighborhood, thought we’d head over to All Access Burger. Their five-dollar value menu is good for another hour.”

      “Or, you know, a private karaoke room,” Fenway said.

      “And drinks,” Piper chirped.

      “You guys,” Rachel said, “that’s so sweet. But I don’t know if I have anything to wear.”

      “That’s the salted caramel ice cream talking,” said Fenway.

      Piper squeezed past Fenway and went inside, then ran up the stairs. “I know exactly the outfit for you tonight.”

      Twenty minutes later, Rachel was in a chocolate brown wrap dress that managed to be both youthful and sophisticated. Rachel grabbed her purse, and they went out to Fenway’s Accord.

      “Listen,” Sarah said, “I don’t know if you’re all about country or pop or hair metal, but I have a few screw-you breakup songs in mind.”

      “Only if they have swearing in them,” Rachel said.

      “Or if they’re songs about destroying his pickup truck,” Piper added.

      Rachel scoffed. “His new, loud, obnoxious black pickup truck.”

      “That must have been quite an insurance payout,” Sarah said.

      “Insurance payout?” Fenway asked.

      “A drunk driver totaled Brian’s car a few months ago.”

      Fenway nodded. Rachel’s former husband, Dylan, also had owned a big black pickup. After he’d been killed, Rachel couldn’t sell the truck fast enough.

      Sarah cleared her throat. “Just sing about destroying his truck, okay? I don’t think we have enough money to bail you out if you actually cause property damage.”

      “You’re assuming I’d get caught,” Rachel said slyly.

      VR Karaoke was in the two-block stretch of 17th Street between Ramblas and Las Estrellas that served as Estancia’s pitiful excuse for a Japantown. A Japanese market, two sushi restaurants, an antiques shop, and VR Karaoke were all interspersed between produce stands and entrances to walk-up apartments. Fenway turned down 17th.

      “Where are you going?” Sarah asked from the backseat of Fenway’s Accord.

      “Uh… VR Karaoke. Isn’t that where you made reservations?”

      “For nine o’clock. We can’t show up there forty-five minutes early.”

      Piper pointed down a side street. “Ice Mountain. It’s over a few blocks.” She grinned at Sarah. “Ladies drink for half price on Mondays.”

      Rachel scrunched up her face as Fenway parked. “Well, I do like a good French 75. Two for the price of one are even better.”

      The parking lot was a block away from Ice Mountain, and Fenway blinked as her eyes adjusted to the low levels of cool blue light and the pulsing beat of electronic music. The bar itself was translucent, lit up in azure with shapes of mountains. All the bartenders were gorgeous, wearing white fur hats and white cuffs with bare arms and white fur shorts. The male bartenders wore white vests, open to expose their muscular chests and abs; the women wore white fake-fur bikini tops.

      “I love it,” Sarah said. “It’s so over the top.” She turned to the bartender, a woman whose olive skin glowed in the blue light of the bar. A few minutes later, the bartender returned with three French 75s and a cola.

      Sarah handed the cola to Fenway, and Rachel reached behind her to grab one of the French 75s.

      “As my dad used to say,” Piper said, “good riddance to bad rubbish.”

      They all clinked glasses, then drank.

      “Woo,” Rachel said. “That cocktail is better than salted caramel ice cream.” She grinned at Sarah and clinked glasses with her again.

      The other three stepped closer to the bar and ordered another round of French 75s before Fenway was half-done with her cola.

      “One day you’re young and fun,” Fenway muttered to herself, “and the next day you’re the designated driver, wondering why all the bartenders are wearing fur bikinis.” She looked around. The bar area was fairly full of people, but the rest of the space wasn’t crowded. And at a table in the corner, a man sat stirring his drink.

      Fenway looked closer. Was that the head of Dominguez County’s vice program?

      It was. Fenway blinked again, trying to remember his name.

      Steve. That was it. Steve Alvídrez.

      At least a friendly face. Fenway walked over to his table. “Captain Alvídrez, right?”

      He glanced up at her, then narrowed his eyes. “Uh, yes, that’s me.”

      Fenway pointed to herself. “Fenway. Fenway Stevenson.”

      He stared at her in confusion.

      “The coroner.”

      Recognition dawned in his eyes. “Oh, of course. I’m so sorry—I didn’t recognize you. And in this bar.”

      “I get it. Kind of like when you’re a kid and you see your teacher in the grocery store.”

      Alvídrez nodded. “Right, right.” He half-stood, the table and the booth making it difficult. “I stick out like a sore thumb here. Would you like to join me?”

      “Maybe for a minute.” Fenway hooked her thumb over her shoulder. “I’m with those three by the bar. We’re trying to make one of them feel better about her boyfriend breaking up with her.”

      Alvídrez followed the line of Fenway’s thumb over to the bar. “Is it working?”

      “We’ll see. Karaoke’s next.”

      His gaze returned to Fenway. Fortunately, to her eyes, not to the little black dress. “And on a school night, too.”

      “Don’t worry, I’ll have her home before curfew.”

      Alvídrez laughed.

      Fenway looked around. “So this isn’t really my scene.”

      “Mine either. I was here on a first date.”

      “Ah. How did it go?”

      “Fine.” Alvídrez paused. “No. She was… terrible.”

      “Oh.” Nice to hear that others had as much trouble connecting as she did. Misery loves company, right? “Not as advertised in her photos?”

      “Not as advertised in her bio. Her photo was the only real thing about her. Not interested in anything she listed in her bio. Not the same movies, not the same music. Lied about her major in college.” He looked around. “This bar was her suggestion. Turns out she hasn’t read a book since high school.”

      A note of sadness in his chuckle. “To be honest, I’m not quite sure why she agreed to go on a date with me.”

      Fenway glanced at Alvídrez; he was handsome, and he obviously took care of himself. Maybe his date had been looking for a hookup. She’d had a few dates like that in Seattle. A couple of promising evenings ruined when her date opened his mouth.

      She turned to look at the bar, where Sarah, Rachel, and Piper clinked another set of French 75s. That was three, right? She turned to Alvídrez. Maybe she could get his mind off his terrible date. “So, uh, you heard Rachel’s press conference, right? The Venn Cartel is out of the county?”

      Alvídrez scoffed. “They might be gone for the time being with all the media attention around the Cahill and Jericho murders.” He spun his glass on his cardboard coaster. “But they’ll be back. Too many rich people with too much money here.”

      “And how long will the cartel be gone?”

      Alvídrez smiled sadly. “Six months, tops.”

      Oof, Fenway couldn’t stop talking about work, even when she was supposed to be having fun with her friends. She looked up as Sarah, the vision in red, walked toward the table. “Max says he can make a killer virgin Lemon Drop.”

      A Lemon Drop? Fenway hadn’t had one of those in years. Maybe not since she graduated from Western Washington.

      Sarah held her hand out to Alvídrez. “Sarah Summerhill. I’m the executive assistant in Fenway’s office.”

      He shook her hand. “Steve Alvídrez. I head up Vice.” He narrowed his eyes. “And Rachel is Fenway’s former assistant, right?”

      “Ex-assistants getting along and going out for an evening of karaoke?” Sarah said, feigning horror.

      “Dogs and cats, living together,” Fenway deadpanned. “Mass hysteria.”

      Sarah looked at Fenway blankly.

      Oh no. A movie reference older than Fenway. Maybe even older than Alvídrez. No wonder Fenway felt so old tonight.

      “Fenway and I worked together on the Cahill case,” Alvídrez said.

      “I thought you looked familiar.” Sarah sighed. “It’s my fault for not implementing a no-work-talk policy on our night out. Come on, Fenway, our karaoke room is almost ready. Let’s get a virgin in you before we leave.”

      Fenway crinkled her nose, and Alvídrez laughed. “You ladies have a good night.”

      Fenway got up and walked back to the bar, where the abs-of-steel bartender had a martini glass full of a virgin Lemon Drop on the bar.

      “What shall we drink to?” Piper asked, holding up her coupe glass.

      “To terrible singing,” Sarah said, clinking Fenway’s glass first, then Rachel’s, then Piper’s. “May we live, laugh, and warble off-key.”

      Fenway took a sip of her virgin Lemon Drop—sweet sparkling lemonade with a sugar rim—then looked over at the table where she’d been sitting with Steve Alvídrez. The empty glass was on the table, and he had left.
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        * * *

      

      VR Karaoke’s private room was all neon greens and dark purples, with two low couches, a coffee table with a tablet, and a large video monitor on the wall facing the couches. Figuring out how to pick songs took about five minutes, even with Sarah showing them the way, and then Piper insisted on Rachel picking the first song. Bonnie Magnificent’s You Wanted Me to Catch You in a Lie came up on the screen; the song was a little dangerous with its high notes, but a good, fun, screw-you tune.

      Sarah had a strong contralto and obviously loved showing it off. She sang more than anyone else: pop songs, show tunes, classic rock. Fenway sang an old jazz standard from Georgette Miller, Under My Skin, that her father used to play after the Red Sox won. She found herself getting into it—almost not wanting the song to be over.

      Rachel’s stomach growled after Sarah’s fourth song ended. They ordered spicy fried chicken, vegetable gyoza, ginger tofu udon. The food was surprisingly not-terrible, and she even felt slightly annoyed that she had to put down her chicken when it was her turn to sing again.

      VR Karaoke also had a full bar, and although the French 75s were pricey, they were sizable.

      Fenway was having such a good time she jumped when the fifteen-minute warning came onscreen. Rachel sang her second Bonnie Magnificent song, End It Before I End You, but instead of being fun and petty, this was dark and brooding. After the last lyric faded away, she was obviously in a funk.

      Except for Fenway, they’d all had six or seven drinks over the course of three hours, and Rachel was especially wobbly. Fenway drove them all home, dropping Rachel off last.

      “You doing okay?” Fenway said, pulling into Rachel’s apartment complex parking lot. Her lips were still burning slightly from the spicy fried chicken.

      “I guess,” Rachel said. “I got a ton of work to finish this week. I need to focus on that. And I knew Brian was a rebound when we started dating. Maybe I’d gotten used to being married to Dylan.” She hiccupped, then covered her eyes with her right hand. “I don’t know what I’m doing.”

      “Oh, Rachel,” Fenway said, hoping Rachel wouldn’t throw up as she navigated the Accord into Rachel’s parking space. “When it comes to love and grief and breakups, none of us know what we’re doing. Look at my dad. He’s almost sixty, and he has no idea what he’s doing.”

      “He’s rich, and he married a beauty queen.”

      “Dad lucked into both. Believe me, he doesn’t know anything.”

      Rachel opened the door and Fenway turned off the engine.

      “What are you doing?”

      “Making sure you get in okay.”

      “I’ll be fine. If you want, you can watch me until I open the door, like you’re my mom.”

      “Tell you what—let’s grab lunch tomorrow. My treat.”

      “Oh, a pity lunch?”

      Fenway grinned. “Can you imagine how much Brian will lose his mind when he hears his new boss is going to lunch with the woman he broke up with?”

      Rachel laughed. “If I’m not feeling too hungover, it’s a deal.”

      Rachel opened the door and stepped out, a little unsteady on her feet, but otherwise okay.

      Fenway backed out of the space, but didn’t drive out of the lot until Rachel had gone inside and closed the door behind her.
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        * * *

      

      Fenway opened the door to her apartment—and thought she’d stepped into the wrong unit. Her counters were spotless, her dining table was gleaming, and the carpet in the living room had vacuum lines. While Fenway had been at karaoke, McVie had been busy cleaning. Only a few stacks of boxes remained.

      McVie walked out from the bedroom in boxers and a T-shirt, tight across his chest and biceps. He smelled of sandalwood and soap, freshly showered. “Hey, how was it? Rachel okay?”

      “Sarah has an excellent singing voice,” Fenway said.

      “Really?”

      “Yes. I’m surprised I haven’t heard it before.”

      “You know, I don’t do too bad at karaoke.”

      Fenway looked sideways at McVie. “You sing James Brown? Really?”

      “The music I listen to and the music I perform at karaoke can be two different things.”

      Fenway arched an eyebrow.

      “I sing dark goth music from the eighties. I’ve got the angst down pat. And hardly any of those singers could carry a tune, so I hold my own.”

      Fenway turned her head to look around the apartment. “You put in a lot of work when I was gone.”

      “Yeah. Didn’t get everything out of the moving truck before they closed at nine, but Migs said he’d help me out tomorrow.”

      “That was nice of him.” Fenway stared at how clean everything was. Had anyone ever done anything like this for her before?

      She’d never been in this situation—moving in with a boyfriend. McVie seemed determined to disrupt as little of Fenway’s life as possible, which was definitely not the case with the horror stories she’d heard from other women when their boyfriends moved in.

      She took a few steps toward McVie and took his hand. “Thank you for cleaning the apartment.” The words were out of her mouth, but they sounded inadequate.

      “Thank you for letting me stay here.”

      “No problem.” Kind of a lie; it was a problem. Fenway had to disrupt her life in a big, scary way to drive the moving truck halfway there and back. She had to take unplanned vacation days, move meetings⁠—

      Oh no. Move meetings.

      McVie read Fenway’s expression. “What? Did I do⁠—”

      “No, no,” Fenway said. “I forgot. When I thought I’d be flying back to Estancia from Vegas yesterday, I told ADA Pondicherry I’d be in his office first thing this morning.”

      “Oh.”

      “But we drove, and we stayed in Palm Desert last night. And I obviously didn’t show up in his office earlier.” She paused. “I’ll make sure to see him first thing tomorrow.”

      “What did he want?”

      Fenway wanted McVie’s take on the Mathis Jericho case, but he wasn’t sheriff anymore. “Info on open case, that’s all.”

      A whopping understatement: Jericho had been found dead in his boss’s Corvette, eighteen bags of Nyllie surrounding him. It had all been entered into evidence, and Fenway thought she’d caught the killer. But while George Pope admitted to the murder of Jericho’s boss, Seth Cahill, he’d pleaded not guilty to the Jericho murder. It was possible that the two deaths were less closely related than Fenway thought.

      McVie stood for a moment, and Fenway looked into his eyes: a flash of concern.

      “What is it, Craig?”

      He hesitated.

      “What?”

      “You’ve been fantastic about letting me stay here, especially with this being so last minute.”

      “I’m not the one who had their life blown up in the last seventy-two hours.”

      “Yeah… but, look, I know I’ve stayed over here before, and I’ve got a toothbrush in the holder on the bathroom counter and a 2-in-1 shampoo in the shower.”

      Oh. Fenway had been so worried about McVie intruding into her life and her apartment, she didn’t even think about giving McVie space of his own. Or making him feel at home. The decision had been sudden, of course, but that was no excuse. “You need a place to put your stuff.”

      “Not right away,” McVie said hurriedly. “There’s a corner of your bedroom where I can put a suitcase for now, and I’ve got a couple of boxes against the wall in the living room⁠—”

      “Don’t be silly,” Fenway said, although her chest tightened. “I’m sure I can clean out a couple of drawers in my dresser, and I can give you a drawer in the bathroom and a shelf in the medicine cabinet.”

      “I don’t want to put you out.”

      Fenway felt her pulse quicken and her shoulders tense, but counted to ten, squeezed McVie’s hand, and with effort relaxed her shoulders. “No, no, no. Of course I want to you to feel welcome here. This was so sudden that I haven’t had any time to plan—or even think about what you’d need.” And thinking about what to plan felt exhausting.

      “You’re busy. I understand.”

      “Tomorrow,” Fenway said. Time heals all wounds, right? “It’s late and I need to go to bed.”

      “Yeah. You must be tired.”

      Fenway took a step back. McVie had been working for the last several hours, but he was freshly showered and smelled like sandalwood and soap.

      Maybe something good could come from this sudden life-altering change of plans after all. Fenway ran her hand over McVie’s chest. “Well, I’m not that tired.”
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      Fenway woke up, her stomach cramping. The fried chicken had been decent but heavy, and between the spices and the sugar in the mocktails—oof.

      McVie was next to her, his arm draped around her shoulder, and she extricated herself quickly and padded to the bathroom. Modesty fan on high, door closed.

      She blinked, her eyes adjusting to the light of the bathroom—she’d only put on the light above the tub, not the brighter ones above the sink—and tried to quell the rising panic in her head. What drawers would she need to empty? Would she need to clear out part of the closet? Should she go to the furniture store to find an armoire that might work in her small apartment? How could she let McVie know he was welcome there, without revealing she was freaking out?

      Maybe the money she’d been able to save the last few months was enough to put a down payment on a condo. Home ownership—after she’d had to sell her mother’s house in Seattle, she never thought she’d be able to buy a place to live again.

      Did she even want to live with McVie? She loved him, yes, but she also hadn’t made this decision because she wanted to move in with him. Moving in together seemed convenient—well, no. Offering her apartment was literally the only option. McVie might have been able to cobble some money together, go into credit card debt or something to get back to Estancia. But without a place to live in Colorado, McVie had had to move back. And he wouldn’t be able to get an apartment without a visible source of income. Fenway’s offer was something McVie couldn’t refuse, even if he wanted to.

      Maybe her father had another open one-bedroom and would be okay giving McVie a break on rent for the first couple of months. Fenway could lend him some money for the security deposit.

      Then a hundred options and a thousand questions opened in Fenway’s head. If she lent McVie money, would that cause trouble in their relationship? How much would she feel comfortable with? Would he accept it? How much would her father be willing to help McVie out? Would his application for rental be approved anywhere but the apartment complexes her father owned? Did she even want her father to know that she and McVie needed help?

      Fenway shook her head. Yikes. Her brain wouldn’t shut up.

      And now wasn’t the time to bring any of this up. Surely Fenway could bite her tongue for the next few weeks. Until McVie got a steady run of clients again—which might only take a month or two. Then he could move out and they could go back to seriously dating with the goal of maybe sort of one day seeing if this might lead to something like a commitment.

      Fenway exhaled and put her head in her hands. Her pulse raced, and she took a deep breath. What was she worried about? McVie had cleaned the apartment. He obviously knew what the score was. He wanted to be with Fenway, and he was doing his best not to freak her out. She was lucky to have him.

      After a few more deep breaths, her pulse calmed down. She flushed, washed her hands, and opened the two drawers, one on either side of the sink. The left drawer held nothing she used regularly: cotton pads for her makeup, three extra hair wraps, spray sunblock. She grabbed the items, then opened the cabinet under the sink, pulled out a square plastic container with an open top holding a few half-used tubes of travel toothpaste, and put the items inside.

      There. Now McVie had his very own drawer in Fenway’s bathroom.

      Really, he’d been over at her apartment so much before his Colorado adventure that a drawer for him was long overdue. Right?

      Fenway went back to bed. McVie had turned so that his back was facing her. She pulled the sheet up to her neck and stared at the ceiling for a long time.
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        * * *

      

      Fenway finally fell back asleep, and it seemed like as soon as she closed her eyes, McVie elbowed her in the ribs. “That’s yours.”

      Fenway sat up. Her phone on the bedside table was ringing. Dez. She turned and picked up. “Hey, Dez,” she croaked.

      “Sorry for calling early,” Dez said, “but there’s a hit-and-run over in Morongo Heights.”

      Ah. A neighborhood that Fenway knew as “up-and-coming,” although according to Dez, Morongo Heights had been up-and-coming for about fifteen years.

      “You need me on this one?”

      “I’m afraid so. The pedestrian was struck and killed. Looks like it’s been a few hours.”

      “Can’t you contact Callahan?”

      “No,” Dez said. “The decedent is a Dominguez County Sheriff’s Deputy.”

      Fenway’s heart lurched. “A deputy? Who?”

      “Andrew Zellman,” Dez said. “A new⁠—”

      “Yeah, yeah, a new officer. Works in the evidence room. Second shift.”

      Dez let out a low whistle. “And here I thought you were bad at names.”

      “Text me the location,” Fenway said, getting out of bed and going to her dresser. “I’ll be right there.”
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        * * *

      

      The yellow police tape crossed Morongo Avenue. Fenway pulled the Accord to the curb about two blocks away and parked behind a police cruiser. She briskly walked down Morongo, her flats clicking on the asphalt. Even at six fifteen in the morning, the sunlight was brightening the mist that sat heavily over the road. Her blazer provided decent protection against the foggy Estancia July morning; the mist would probably burn off by midday.

      She got out her ID and nodded to an officer who held the police tape up so she could duck underneath it. A prone body lay next to a white Mazda 6. The body was male, about five-ten, and wore a yellow windbreaker.

      Fenway stared at the body for a moment. She’d seen almost as many corpses in this job as she had in her forensic nursing program. But a body lying in the street was different from a body in a teaching lab. She hadn’t even met Andrew—and had barely talked to him on the phone—but she felt a lump rise in her throat and forced it back down.

      Dez stepped out from behind the Mazda and waved a latex-gloved hand at Fenway. “Morning.”

      “Morning, Dez.”

      “Waiting for Michi to send the CSI team here, but from what I can tell, it’s a hit-and-run. Looks like Mr. Zellman here went over the hood, then hit his head on the asphalt.” She pointed to his head. “Cracked skull, I think.”

      “Tire marks?”

      “Nothing that would signify hard braking.”

      “Are you thinking foul play?”

      “Or someone who was so drunk or high they didn’t realize they hit a pedestrian.”

      Fenway knelt down beside Zellman’s corpse, snapping on a pair of blue nitrile gloves she’d taken from her purse. She lifted Zellman’s arm, then his leg. Rigor had set in enough where she figured he’d been lying here most of the night. Maybe he was hit around midnight or one in the morning. CSI would be able to tell for sure.

      “He called me last night,” Fenway said.

      “Who? Zellman? What for?”

      “He asked Rachel who he could trust.”

      Dez paused. “What does that mean?”

      “I’m not sure. He called me from work—from the evidence room—but then it became clear someone had walked in, and he didn’t feel comfortable enough to talk.”

      “He asked Rachel who he could trust, but he didn’t tell her?”

      Fenway tapped her chin. “Possibly because Rachel’s the PR person—she doesn’t have any law enforcement ability. She can’t start an investigation or anything.”

      “Yeah, but she could have pointed him in the right direction.”

      Fenway shrugged. “Maybe he thought the fewer people who knew, the better. Or maybe he panicked at the last minute and decided he didn’t trust me, either.”

      “Maybe.” Dez pointed at the Mazda 6. “That’s Zellman’s car. I think Zellman had parked and was crossing the street when he was hit.” She pointed at a duplex across the street. “Zellman lives in 3310.”

      “Roommate or partner?”

      “No, he lived alone. Just moved here from P.Q. First job after the academy. Just started his lease last month.” Dez stared at the duplex for a moment. “Did he give you any idea what he was concerned about?”

      Fenway squeezed her eyes shut. “He was a little surprised that I was expecting his call. And then he said he wasn’t sure what to do. After that, he said that something happened—uh, last week, I think. Then he shut up.”

      “Something happened last week, then. And he works in the evidence room.” Dez paused. “And someone ran him over.”

      “If it wasn’t an accident, then someone had motive,” Fenway said. “I can start making inquiries into anything that might have happened in the evidence room. Maybe he noticed missing evidence, or maybe someone is making inappropriate inquiries.”

      “But it might be something else. He might have had something to hide. Or a jealous lover, or he owed the wrong people money.”

      “All options are open.” Fenway knelt next to the dead man’s hip. His end was violent—and Fenway could tell that even if the weight of the car hadn’t killed him, he had a lot of internal injuries. He might not have lasted ten minutes—someone had hit him hard and at a high rate of speed.

      She started to rise when something caught her eye underneath the Mazda. Gray plastic with a slightly curved side, and orange-yellow glass—no, translucent plastic.

      “What is it?” Dez asked.

      “I don’t know. Maybe nothing.” Fenway stepped over the body, then knelt next to the Mazda. Reaching a gloved hand under the car, she pulled the multicolored hunk of plastic out.

      “Broken corner turning light,” Dez said. She held out her gloved hand. Fenway handed her the plastic.

      Dez peered closely at the molded plastic. “There’s a number,” she said.

      Fenway peeled off a glove, got her phone out, and brought up a browser. “On the plastic? What is it?”

      “Five seven three seven, Bravo Tango Tango, six zero zero dash eight Foxtrot.”

      Fenway typed the character string into her browser search window. The search came up with database strings that made little sense. She went back to the search bar and added “corner turning light.”

      The first three links were all lighting modules for BMW 3-series sedans, coupes, and convertibles. Gray plastic and beige plastic. She clicked and scrolled a little more. The gray plastic was for cars painted black, silver, charcoal, and red. The beige plastic was for other colors.

      “We’re looking for a BMW 3-series,” Fenway reported. “Black, silver, charcoal, or red.” She looked at the model years. “Three to six years old.”

      “Might be a hundred of those in Dominguez County,” Dez said, “but if we get the deputies to canvass Estancia, we could narrow it down to a handful by this afternoon. If the driver didn’t cover their tracks, maybe we’ll even find who did this.”

      Fenway looked for other detritus in the road but found nothing. Deputies were knocking on doors, seeing if anyone had seen or heard anything, though this early in the morning, very few people answered.

      One who did groggily reported a commotion in the street a little after midnight, and Dez told Fenway as she was scouring the street for additional clues.

      “For now, we should assume that was the time of the hit-and-run,” Fenway said, arching her back with a satisfying crack. “You’ll be here to meet the CSI team?”

      “Sure.”

      “What’s Brian working on?”

      Dez shook her head. “I don’t know. He didn’t pick up his phone.”

      “Maybe he’s so mad at himself for breaking up with Rachel that he tied one on last night.”

      “Yeah, well, if he wants to get paid like a detective, he’ll have to keep his phone on and answer when we call him.”

      Fenway felt a bubble of annoyance rise toward Callahan but took a deep breath. “I wasn’t here for Brian’s first day, though, so maybe I should give him the benefit of the doubt.”

      Dez laughed. “Look at you being all grown up about it. Can’t call you ‘rookie’ anymore.”

      “Now you can make fun of Brian for being green instead.”

      Dez guffawed. “I wouldn’t dare. Callahan would take it personally.”

      “I took it personally.”

      “No, you didn’t,” Dez said—playfulness and sharpness in equal measure. “When I called you out on your mistakes, you fixed them. If I call Brian out, he’ll deny it and get all pissed off.”

      Fenway paused. “Really? He’s that fragile?” Would she regret hiring him?

      Dez folded her arms and gave Fenway a sardonic smile. “Why did Brian break up with Rachel?”

      “You’d have to ask him.”

      “Yeah, but what do you think it was? You ask me, he’s been nothing but a jackass after he bought that huge black pickup a few months ago. That truck costs more than I make in a year, so I know it costs more than he makes in a year. He’s trying to impress someone, and it sure ain’t Rachel.”

      “So you think he’s with someone else.”

      “Or trying to be, anyway.” Dez shot Fenway a sidelong glance. “And you know what they say about men who own big black pickups.”

      “I dunno, Dez. Sometimes a big black truck is just a big black truck.” Fenway grinned. “See you in the office later?”

      “If you’re lucky.”
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        * * *

      

      Fenway got back in the Accord and started the engine, guilt gnawing her stomach. Maybe the hit-and-run had nothing to do with Andrew Zellman’s call the previous night. She’d been so busy with organizing the karaoke night and getting ready that she’d forgotten he planned to call back.

      Zellman didn’t necessarily mean he’d call last night, though. He could have planned to call Fenway today, maybe before his shift started.

      She should check out the evidence room, give it a full inventory. Make sure nothing was missing that might have given someone a reason to kill Andrew Zellman.

      She put the car into gear when her phone rang. Rachel.

      “Morning, sunshine,” she said. “Hung over, or feeling okay?”

      “Where’s my car?”

      Fenway paused. “What?”

      “My car, my car. When you picked me up, it was in my spot.”

      Space number 19. Only twenty yards away from the front door of Rachel’s townhouse.

      “I went out there this morning to go to work, and it’s gone. Then I remembered, when you dropped

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Epigraph
      


      		
        I. Monday
        
          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


        


      


      		
        II. Tuesday
        
          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


        


      


      		
        III. Wednesday
        
          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Chapter 16
          


          		
            Chapter 17
          


          		
            Chapter 18
          


          		
            Chapter 19
          


          		
            Chapter 20
          


          		
            Chapter 21
          


          		
            Chapter 22
          


          		
            Chapter 23
          


          		
            Chapter 24
          


          		
            Chapter 25
          


          		
            Chapter 26
          


        


      


      		
        IV. Thursday
        
          		
            Chapter 27
          


        


      


      		
        Cast Of Characters
      


      		
        More by Paul Austin Ardoin
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/the-disloyal-coroner-11c-digital-v0200-250618-copy-2.jpg
THE DISLOYAL
(;()RONER -1

PAUL AUSTIN

ARDO N

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR







OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





OEBPS/images/pax-ardsen-logo-400x400.jpg





