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Chapter 1


Laney
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St. Stephen’s United Methodist Church

Santa Monica, California

Wednesday, March 19

When Laney Wells walked into the choir room at St. Stephen’s UMC, it was, predictably, a scene of chaos. Laney was ten minutes early, but nearly everyone else was already there. About half the choir members were in their seats. Laney crossed the room to the alto section, saying hello to people as she progressed. She was at the edge of the seats, ready to climb to the second row, when Brenda Gillette grabbed her arm. 

“Laney, I left the hymns for Sunday on your seat.”

“Okay, thanks.” Laney internally rolled her eyes. Brenda was the choir’s music librarian. She’d left the hymns for Sunday on everyone’s seats for eight years now. She might as well have announced that the sky was blue.

Brenda had spent eight years getting on everyone’s last nerve. Her obsessive attention to the choir’s robes and sheet music above all other considerations had already produced several loud conflicts with their director, Tobias Hatfield. Naturally, Tobias was more interested in how the choir sounded than how it looked. 

Brenda was a soprano, but only because she didn’t read music and needed to sing the melody on whatever song they were performing. She didn’t sing very well. She was in the choir because her husband, Bob, was a member. He was an excellent singer who performed most of the bass solos. But where Bob went, Brenda went. Laney felt sorry for Bob. It was well known in the choir that he spent as much time as possible on the golf course to get away from Brenda.

Laney picked up the copied hymns from her chair and snapped them into her folder. The seat to her left was occupied by Nell Harper, a sweet little old lady with Alzheimer’s who didn’t converse much anymore but could still sing. Laney said, “Hi, Nell.”

Nell smiled. “How’s everything in your world?”

“Just fine. How about you?”

“Can’t complain.”

Candy Moroney plopped into her seat on Laney’s right. “I swear, if Brenda tells me one more time that my music is in my chair, I might just slap her.”

Laney laughed. “No, you won’t.”

“Probably not. But I want to. So annoying.”

Nell was turning pages in her music, as if she was searching for something. Laney asked her, “Whatcha looking for, Nell?”

“The song.”

That could mean anything. Laney assumed it meant the song they were going to rehearse first. She found the anthem near the back of Nell’s folder and moved it to the front. “There you go.”

“Thank you!” Nell beamed at her. “How’s everything in your world?”

Laney patted Nell’s arm. “Just fine. How about you?”

“Can’t complain.”

Tobias had been talking to an elderly woman who Laney didn’t recognize; now he stepped to the podium and tapped his baton on the stand. “Take your seats, people.”

There was rustling and murmuring throughout the room as people took their seats. Tobias said, “We have a new choir member. Welcome, Kitty O’Neal. Kitty is a soprano and she joins us from a church in Grass Valley.”

Everyone politely applauded. Several people said, “Welcome, Kitty!”

Kitty waved. Brenda popped out of her seat. “Kitty, I need to assign you a robe and folder.”

Tobias rapped his baton on the stand firmly. “Brenda, that can wait until after the rehearsal.”

Brenda put her hands on her hips. “Well, she needs music now. Otherwise she can’t rehearse.”

“Fine. Get her some music.”

Brenda hurried into the music room. Tobias said, “Let’s get started. This Sunday’s anthem is ‘Lamb of God.’ Turn to page three, where the men come in.”

The men rehearsed their entrance a couple of times. Tobias said, “That’s better. Let’s start at the beginning and see if you can pull it off.”

The accompanist, Tim Groves, waited for Tobias’s downbeat then began to play. Laney took a breath and sang with the others, “Your only Son...”

Brenda charged into the room, waving an empty box. “I don’t have a copy of ‘Majesty’ for Kitty. Someone must have two in their folder. Everyone look and see if it’s you.”

The singers stuttered to a halt. Tobias slammed his baton on the stand. “Brenda! How many times do I have to tell you! DO NOT interrupt rehearsal!”

Brenda stood her ground, obstinate. “I cannot create a folder for Kitty if I don’t have enough anthems! Nell, is it you?”

Nell’s folder was a mess because she never remembered to turn in her music. She quailed in her seat. “What?”

Laney reached over. “Here, Nell, I’ll check your folder.”

Nell handed the folder to Laney, who flipped through the anthems. She did indeed have two copies of “Majesty.” Laney removed it from the folder and held it up. “Got it.”

Brenda made a “tsk” sound. “Thank you.” She took it from Laney’s hand and hurried back into the music room.

Tobias was gritting his teeth. “All right. Back to the beginning. Tim?”

Tim raised his hands over the piano keyboard and waited for Tobias’s downbeat. He began to play and the women began to sing. They made it a full page into the anthem before Brenda charged into the room again. “Has anyone seen...”

Tobias didn’t have to say anything. Brenda’s husband, Bob, raised his voice. “Brenda, SIT DOWN.”

“Fine.” Brenda marched to her seat with a huff. Beside Laney, Nell said, “She’s in troubulllll...”

Laney had to laugh.

The anthem they were singing wasn’t difficult, and it was familiar to anyone who’d been in the choir for more than a couple of years. Their previous director had pulled it out to sing about once a quarter. So, when Tobias stopped them in the middle of the song, Laney thought, Come on, people. They needed as much time as possible to rehearse the Easter music. If they kept screwing up on “Lamb of God,” they’d never get to the cantata.

Tobias said, “Sopranos. Let me hear you on page two.”

The sopranos sang. One voice was flat, nearly a half step below the correct notes. To Laney’s right, Candy muttered, “Frick’s sake, Brenda.”

The flat tones were clearly emanating from Brenda. It was always Brenda. The other members of the choir grew restless. Tobias said, “All right. Let’s do that again, sopranos, but this time without Brenda.”

Candy snickered. Brenda crossed her arms and tried to stare Tobias down. He was impervious. The remaining sopranos sang the section perfectly. Tobias stopped them and said, “Uh-huh. Brenda, either sing in tune or don’t sing.”

Brenda opened her mouth to respond, but Tobias cut her off. “Everyone, page two, at the pickup to measure twenty-seven.”

Laney thought, One of these days, Tobias and Brenda are going to throttle each other.

The rest of the rehearsal went off without any further interruptions. It was customary when they finished to have a prayer time. Laney could tell that Tobias hated it, but he couldn’t really do away with it. He closed his folder and asked, “Does anyone have any prayer requests?”

Charlene Gould raised her hand. Tobias said, “Yes, Charlene?”

“My daughter-in-law’s cousin’s husband’s stepsister’s aunt’s roommate is having her wisdom teeth extracted on Friday. I know she’d appreciate prayers. Her name is Doreen.”

Tobias stopped just short of rolling his eyes. “All right, we’ll pray for Doreen. Anyone else?”

Genevieve Waller’s hand shot up. Laney suppressed a groan. Genevieve was well known for her fifteen-minute speeches requesting prayers. Behind Laney, in the tenor section, Brice Connors didn’t suppress his groan. 

Genevieve stood up and faced the choir. “Well, you probably remember, about ten years ago my late husband’s sister’s husband went on dialysis. He was on the transplant list but he kept getting passed over for some reason. Finally, about two years later, he got a match and they did a transplant. He rejected that one eventually and went back on dialysis for another couple of years before they found another kidney for him. It was such a tragic story, a young man who was killed in a motorcycle accident... Anyway, my sister-in-law’s husband did well for another couple of years, but then he rejected the kidney again. I think he probably didn’t take his anti-rejection meds right, because you know they have to be on a tight regimen for that, but my sister-in-law swears that wasn’t the reason.”

Brice muttered, “Oh, my God.”

Genevieve kept going. “So, he went back on dialysis, and in the meantime he got infections in both of his feet, because he was diabetic, you know. So the wound care specialists came in and they really worked on his feet but they just couldn’t ever get the infection under control and they ended up having to amputate both of his feet. First the right one, then the left. But he was on all these powerful antibiotics, and they wrecked his intestines so he had diarrhea all the time, and it was just such a mess. He was miserable, but he kept hanging on because he wanted to see his daughter graduate from college.”

Tobias looked like he’d just eaten a whole lemon. Candy Moroney said, “Genevieve, we should probably leave time for a couple of other people to have prayer requests, too.”

“Oh, okay. Well, long story short, they never found another kidney for him, and he just kept getting worse, but he refused hospice and refused a Do Not Resuscitate order, because he wanted to see his daughter graduate, but he didn’t because he was too sick to go, and then his heart quit, and because there wasn’t a Do Not Resuscitate order they rushed in from all over the hospital with all these machines and it didn’t work, he died right there and then, but all those machines cost thousands and thousands of dollars and now the hospital collections department is after my sister-in-law. So please pray that her GoFundMe page does well. Thanks.” Genevieve sat down.

A stunned silence prevailed for a moment. Tobias said, “Wow. All righty then. Anyone else?”

Candy Moroney started to put her hand up. Isla Shepherd was sitting on Candy’s other side; she grabbed her hand and pushed it back down. She hissed, “No more. The Lakers game starts in twenty minutes and I’m going to miss the whole first quarter if this keeps up.”

Tobias didn’t give anyone time to jump in with another request. “All right. Let’s pray.” He led a short prayer in a monotone then said, “Amen. People, I suggest you take your music home and practice ‘Majesty’ before we meet next week. I’ll see you Sunday.”

Several people converged on Tobias with questions. Isla packed up her music and practically ran for the exit. Brenda corralled Kitty and hauled her into the robe room for a fitting. 

Nell still had her folder open on her lap. “Which one did he say?”

“Majesty.” Laney turned in Nell’s folder to the anthem. “This one. Do you want me to put a note on it?”

“Oh, yes, please.”

Laney kept a pack of sticky notes in her folder for just such contingencies. She wrote a note that said, “Practice this one,” and stuck it to the front of the anthem. 

“Thank you. Why are we practicing this one?”

“It’s for next Sunday and we’re not very good at it.”

“Oh, okay.” 

Laney spotted Nell’s husband at the door. Jerry didn’t sing, but he faithfully brought Nell to practice and to church. She said, “There’s Jerry.”

Nell looked up and beamed. “There he is!”

“‘Bye, Nell. I’ll see you Sunday.”

Nell gave Laney a slightly unfocused look. “Okay.” 

Laney watched to make sure that Nell made it to where Jerry was standing, then she gathered her things to leave. In the robe room, Brenda was saying to Kitty, “Now, this one isn’t quite long enough. It needs to hit just below your knee. Let me try this one...”

Laney shook her head, feeling sorry for Kitty. It might take Brenda another half hour to get Kitty’s robe just right.
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Chapter 2


Jeff
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Morro Hills

Oceanside, California

Sunday, March 23

Jeff Brodie was sitting on his back patio and thinking that all was right in his world. At least, at this moment. He was enjoying his second mug of coffee with his wife, Val; his dad, Dave; and his dad’s lady friend, Claudia. It was a gorgeous spring day. He wasn’t on call for his veterinary practice. He didn’t have a damn thing that he had to do today. He might just spend the rest of the day out here, consuming beverages and relaxing.

So, when his dad’s phone rang, he didn’t initially worry about it. Nothing to do with him.

His dad looked at the screen and said, “Huh. It’s an LA area code. Might be a spammer.”

Claudia said, “Take a chance. Live dangerously.”

Dave laughed and answered. “Hello? Yes. Oh, yes. Hi, Max.” He listened for a moment, concern growing on his face. “Are they treating him?”

Jeff thought, Well, shit.

His dad said, “Sure.” He waited for a second, listening. “Yes, this is Dave Brodie. Hi, Dr. Leong. Okay, Patrick. Yes, you have my permission. Yeah, bad timing. Okay.” He held his finger in the air and made a “let’s roll” gesture at Jeff.

Jeff sighed. Whatever was going on, it must involve his baby brother and a hospital. He pushed up out of his chair and said to Val, “Sounds like I’m driving to LA.”

“Yup. I’ll pour you a travel mug.”

His dad was saying, “Right, we’re two hours away, but we’re leaving now. Thanks, we appreciate that. Okay. See you in a bit. Bye.” He tapped the screen and said, “Jamie’s had an asthma attack that required intubation.”

Jeff said, “I figured. What was he doing?”

“No idea. We’ll find out when we get there.”

Fifteen minutes later, they were in Val’s CR-V with an overnight bag packed for each of them, heading west toward the 5. Jeff asked, “Who were you talking to?”

“Max O’Brien is the new PI at Angeles.” Angeles Investigations, the private investigation agency where Jamie worked as a researcher. “Max’s husband, Patrick, is an ER doc at UCLA and happened to be on shift when Jamie came in.”

“Who brought him in?”

“I don’t know. Max tried to call Pete first, of course, then Kevin, but got no answer.”

Pete Ferguson was Jamie’s husband, who was currently in Japan with his employers, the Los Angeles Dodgers. Kevin was Jeff’s middle brother, who was somewhere over the Pacific on his way to Hawaii for a vacation. Jeff asked, “How does Max have your number?”

“I’m in the Angeles database because I helped them out on that sniper case back whenever that was. A year and a half ago, maybe?”

Jeff grumbled. “Jamie was out doing something dumb, probably.”

His dad shrugged. “Or he might have run into someone wearing Drakkar Noir. He’s been having breathing issues since the fires, and he’s too stubborn to do anything about it until it’s too late.”

Jeff shot his dad a sideways look. “Wonder where he gets that from?”

Dave laughed. “My first guess would be his grandfather.”

Jeff grinned. “That’s a good guess.”

Emergency Department

Ronald Reagan UCLA Medical Center

Westwood, Los Angeles

Jeff dropped his dad at Jamie’s house in Santa Monica, where Jamie’s yellow Lab, Ammo, probably had his legs crossed waiting to go out. Then he made his way up Wilshire toward UCLA, cursing LA traffic and thanking any listening gods that he didn’t live here. He parked in a garage at the medical center and found the ER entrance, went through security and had his photo taken for a visitor’s badge, then was pointed toward the ER waiting room.

He had no idea what Max O’Brien looked like, so he stood still, looking around and hoping to be identified. It didn’t take long. He was approached by a guy about his size but several years younger, with dark hair and hipster glasses, wearing a Dropkick Murphys t-shirt and jeans. The guy asked, “Are you Jeff?”

“Yeah. Are you Max?”

The guy held out his hand. “Yup. Max O’Brien.”

Jeff shook his hand. “Jeff Brodie. I left my dad at Jamie’s place to take the dog out.”

“Oh, good idea. I don’t know how long ago Jamie left home.”

“What was he doing? How’d he end up here?”

“He was helping a guy named Austin Dunst move stuff out of a storage unit.” Max wrinkled his nose. “Austin’s house is in the Palisades. It didn’t burn but both neighbors did and I guess all his stuff smelled like smoke. It must have set Jamie off.”

“Probably. Dad said he’s been having issues since the fires.”

“Yes, he has. And on Friday we had someone with that nasty cologne in our office. Jamie didn’t get much exposure to it, but I know he had to use his inhaler.”

Jeff shook his head. “Sounds familiar. Where is this Austin dude?”

“He was here, tearing his hair out. I sent him back to the storage unit to drive Jamie’s car to our office. He was kinda making me crazy.”

“Ah, okay. Will they let me go back there?”

“I’m sure they will. He’s sedated so he doesn’t tug his tube out.” Max pointed to the desk. “Tell them who you are and they’ll point you in the right direction.”

“Okay. Thanks, Max.”

“No problem. I’ll stay out here until he’s stable. Rob might fire me if I left.”

Jeff chuckled. Rob Jones was the founder of Angeles Investigations and one of Jamie’s and Max’s bosses. Jeff had only met Rob once, but he’d been impressed and a little intimidated. “I appreciate it. Not what you were planning to do with your Sunday, I’m sure.”

Max shrugged with a smile. “If Patrick’s working, the day’s kinda useless anyway. I’ll see you later.”

“Okay.” 

Jeff requested permission at the desk to see Jamie, and was pointed to a cubicle at the far end of the room. He stuck his head through the curtain, where a nurse was checking settings on a ventilator, and said, “Hi. I’m the family.”

The nurse turned. “Oh, okay. Are you his...”

“Brother.” Jeff went to the foot of Jamie’s bed and surveyed the scene. Jamie’s color was good, so his oxygenation must be improving. “Is he doing okay?”

“Yes. He’s had two treatments and he’s responded well to them. How familiar are you with what’s happened?”

“Extremely. First, he’s had asthma since he was six, so I’ve seen him like this before. Second, I’m a veterinarian, so...” He waved his hands at the room. “I get it.”

The nurse perked up. “Oh! I breed Dalmatians. Are you local?”

“No, down in San Diego County. And I’m a large animal vet.” Not that Jeff didn’t have canine patients, but he didn’t want to get into Twenty Questions About Dalmatians with this nurse who was supposed to be paying attention to Jamie.

“How interesting.” The nurse seemed to remember where she was, and patted Jamie’s inert shoulder. “He’ll be fine. They want to keep him overnight for observation, but we’re waiting for a room.”

“Okay. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. If you need anything, just hit his call button.” The nurse pointed to the side rail on the bed.

“Yes, ma’am.” 

The nurse left. Jeff found a stool at the head of the bed, pulled it to the side, and texted his dad and Val. Intubated, sedated, color good, responding well acc to nurse. Staying overnight, waiting for a bed.

He received thumbs-up from both. He texted both Pete and Kevin—Call when you can, Jamie had an asthma attack, he’ll be fine—then tucked his phone into his pocket and settled in to wait.
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Chapter 3


Laney
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St. Stephen’s United Methodist

When Laney arrived at church on Sunday morning, she could hear the shouting as soon as she opened the exterior door. The door to the choir room was closed, but Brenda’s and Tobias’s voices were clear as they screamed at each other. 

Brenda yelled, “We cannot appear in church with long, dangling earrings! It will distract the congregation!”

Tobias roared. “I DON’T CARE! If they’re that easily distracted, that’s their problem! You’ve run off two more excellent singers with your idiotic rules! Which, by the way, are your rules only! And guess what? You don’t run this choir! I DO!”

Laney wasn’t surprised. A confrontation like this had been building for a long time. She turned to the group of people gathered around the door, which included Isla, Candy, Genevieve, and Brice. “What happened?”

Isla said, “You know those two college students that were going to sing the Easter cantata with us? They were wearing dangly earrings and Brenda told them they had to take them off or they couldn’t sing. So they said fine, we won’t sing, EVER, and they left.”

“Oh, crap.” The college students were voice majors at UCLA. They’d been coming to choir for about three weeks and were the only sopranos who could hit the highest notes in the cantata. “No wonder Tobias is pissed.”

Candy was scowling. She said, “Someone has to do something about Brenda.”

Brice said, “Tobias has to do something about her. He’s the only one who can. Except for Bob, and he won’t because he has to live with her.”

Isla said grimly, “Tobias won’t kick her out, because then Bob would leave, too.”

Genevieve shook her head. “Oh, no. We can’t lose Bob.”

Laney said, “I’m not so sure he’d leave. Where is Bob, anyway?”

“Brenda sent him to make copies.”

Candy said, “She makes everyone want to quit, and she can’t sing at all. We’d be way better off without her.”

Laney sighed. “All Tobias has to do is strip her of the music librarian position. Then she wouldn’t have any power over anyone else.”

Isla said, “Yeah, but if he does that, he has to get someone else to do it. And no one else wants to.”

“Surely somebody would, if it meant that Brenda wasn’t in charge anymore.”

Brice said, “I’d do it.”

All the women turned to look at Brice at once, and he laughed. “It’s not that big of a job. Brenda makes it a lot more complicated than it has to be.”

Candy said, “I don’t know. Removing Brenda from her position doesn’t remove her from choir. She still wastes a ton of time asking for the soprano part to be played when everyone else has it down.”

Genevieve clucked her tongue. “That’s true. And, you know, she shouldn’t be singing first soprano, because she can’t hit the high notes. But she can’t sing second soprano, because she can’t read music.”

Laney was struck with an attack of the sillies. She sang, “How do you solve a problem like Miss Brenda?”

Candy added the second line, with venom. “How do you grab a bitch and pin her down?”

Genevieve’s eyes widened. Brice snickered. Isla said, “Oh, Lordy, cue the lightning strike.”

Brenda and Tobias’s voices hadn’t stopped, although Laney had quit listening as they seemed to be repeating the same things over and over. Just as Isla said, “lightning strike,” Tobias bellowed, “OUT! OUT! I do not want to see your face again today!”

“You can’t throw me out!”

“Yes, I can!” A split second later, Tobias yanked the door open. Laney and the others scuttled down the hall, but he didn’t seem to notice them. “Where’s Bob?”

The copy room was about halfway down the hall, and Bob stuck his head out of it. “Here.”

“Get your wife out of my presence. And keep her out.”

Laney didn’t know what Bob would say—but he didn’t say anything. He handed Brice the stack of copied hymns and walked through the open door into the choir room. “Brenda, let’s go.”

“No! Why are you siding with him? This is my...”

Bob sighed. “This isn’t your anything, Brenda. Come on. Now.”

Brenda stomped out of the choir room, but turned to face Tobias. “This isn’t over.”

Tobias sneered. “Oh, yes, it is.”

Bob took Brenda by the upper arm and half-steered, half-dragged her toward and through the exterior door. Everyone watched them go. Tobias took a deep breath and tugged on the bottom of his vest. “I’m sorry you all had to hear that.”

Candy said, “It was long overdue.”

“Yes. Well.” Tobias gestured toward the choir room. “Let’s forget about this and make some music.”

Isla said, “Yes, sir.”

Laney did her best to forget about the episode, but it wasn’t possible. Maybe the congregation wouldn’t be distracted, but the choir certainly was. The basses struggled without Bob leading them, but Laney didn’t think that anyone in the audience would notice. 

She felt drained. Beside her, Candy was still buzzing with nervous energy. Isla seemed to have shaken it off. Brice didn’t seem to be bothered at all. Laney thought he’d probably make a good music librarian. Brice was a male diva, always wanting to perform solos, but he paid attention to detail. He’d do the job right the first time, so he wouldn’t have to interrupt rehearsal.

When the service ended, most of the choir headed back to the rehearsal room to hang up their robes. Laney lingered for a moment to talk to a couple of friends in the congregation. When she looked around, the church was nearly empty. A handful of other choir members had also returned to the sanctuary to meet their families or speak to the minister.

To her surprise, she saw Bob across the sanctuary talking to a man that Laney recognized but didn’t know. He must have come back to listen to the sermon after he took Brenda home. 

Laney said goodbye to her friends and hustled to the back to take off her robe. She dropped her folder and purse on a front-row seat and was tugging the sleeves off her shoulders when something in the doorway of the music library, next to the robe room, caught her eye.

An anthem was splayed open in the doorway. How did that get there? Laney looked into the room, gasped, and took a step back.

Brenda was lying in the middle of a blizzard of sheet music. A pool of blood was spreading out around her head.

Laney had watched enough CSI to know that she shouldn’t disturb the crime scene. She pulled her phone out of her purse with shaking hands and dialed 911.
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Chapter 4


Jamie
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UCLA Medical Center

Jamie Brodie was floating.

He was hovering just above the surface of an alien yet strangely familiar planet. The natives seemed to be mechanical beings; they were trying to communicate with him through beeps and whooshing sounds. There were human voices, too, but they were at a distance.

It seemed like a good time to take a nap. The indigenous machines could wait.

Some time later, he was no longer floating, but lying on a soft but lumpy surface. The natives were still beeping and whooshing. Jamie felt around beside him, in search of his phone. If he could replicate their beeps with the keypad, maybe he could figure out what they were trying to say, like the humans did in Close Encounters.

His hands felt sooo heavy and he couldn’t move them far. His phone wasn’t within his reach. He heard another human voice, a very familiar one, much closer this time. He couldn’t make out the words, though. 

Time for another nap.

The third time was the charm. Bright lights penetrated Jamie’s eyelids, so he kept them closed. Someone—no, not just someone. He’d know his brother’s voice anywhere—was saying, “No, stay there. You know how this works. He’ll be fine tomorrow. He’ll be fine by the time you could even get here.”

There was a pause. Something was bothering Jamie—then he realized what it was. The voice he heard belonged to the wrong brother. Jeff was here, not Kevin. Wherever here was.

Jamie tried to remember what had happened to him. The memory was just beyond his mental reach. Was he in Los Angeles, or Oceanside? He didn’t think he’d gone to Oceanside... But if not, why was Jeff here?

Jeff was saying, “He was helping your friend Austin Dunst move shit out of a storage unit. Agreed, it wasn’t his brightest idea. He wore an N95 but apparently that wasn’t enough.”

Ah. Jamie’s memory was coming back as his level of consciousness improved. Austin Dunst was a friend and the partner of another friend, Mike Day. Austin and Mike’s house in Pacific Palisades had survived the fires back in January, but the houses on either side burned down and everything in Austin and Mike’s place reeked of smoke. They’d hastily transferred a lot of their belongings to a storage unit as soon as they could after the fires, so they could start rehabbing the house. Today, Austin had wanted to discard some of the stuff in storage that couldn’t be de-smoked. Mike was in Japan, so Jamie had agreed to help. He’d been carrying a box to the bed of Austin’s pickup truck...
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