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Chapter One

Eunice Park glared at the ringing phone on her desk. On the third ring she picked it up. “What is it?”

“Sorry to bother you, Eunice, but your father’s on the line. He insisted I connect him.”

Eunice leaned forward and straightened her posture. “What?”

“Your father. Says it’s urgent. Want me to take a message? Or leave him on hold till he hangs up?”

Eunice swept her hair back with one hand and closed her fist around it, barely resisting the urge to tear it out. “No. I’ll talk to him.” She took her reading glasses off and tossed them on the top of the stack of trial transcripts and depositions on her desk.

“Eun?” James Park’s rich baritone filled her ear. Her Korean name, spoken in the way it was meant to be said, made her heart squeeze. She detested Eunice and still cursed the day she had chosen to use it instead of her true name.

“Yes.” She pinched the bridge of her nose. “It’s me.”

Silence stretched out between them, harsh and violent. Eun settled back into her chair. Her father’s silence and its power over Eun had weakened over the years. Eun knew his trick. Wait for the other to become so uncomfortable they spilled their secrets and told you everything you wanted to know. For once, Eun would not give in. She set her gaze on the clock on her computer screen. One minute. Two minutes. Eun fiddled with the edge of her blotter.

At three and one-half minutes her father cleared his throat and spoke. “Come home. I need to see you.”

“Nothing’s changed.” Eun chewed her lip.

“I need to see you.”

“Why now? I’m not coming home to be berated again. You made yourself clear five years ago. I’m not backing down. Not this time.”

“I’m not asking you to. I have something to discuss with you. I can’t do it over the phone. Please. This weekend?”

Eun rubbed her forehead. “I can’t. I’m buried. I have dog of a case, my cocounsel is an idiot, and I’ve got closing arguments next week. The weekend after?”

“If that’s the best you can do.”

“What?” Eun’s voice rose as anger she had managed to contain bubbled up. “Oh hell no. You can’t call me up out of the blue, demand I see you, and then act all pissy if I can’t drop what I’m doing and run home. Not after what you pulled last time. I’m lesbian, Dad. I’ve been lesbian, I’m going to be lesbian. Nothing is going to change that.”

“I know.” The defeated tone in his voice scraped against Eun’s battered heart.

“I have to go.”

“Will you come?”

“Next weekend.”

Her father disconnected the call. Eun fell back into her chair. Late afternoon sun raked the tops of the high-rise buildings surrounding the office building. Red-and-orange light, reflected off the glass, shone through the floor to ceiling window and glinted off the framed print on the wall opposite her desk.

Her stomach rumbled, an audible reminder of her neglecting to eat breakfast and lunch. She tapped her pen on the desk and glowered at the stack of transcripts on her desk as she rang her assistant. “Order us some food, please.’

“Have a hankering for anything?” Sally’s soft drawl spilled through the phone.

“Whatever you want.”

“You okay?”

“I will be.” Eun spun her pen in a circle, a wave of guilt for keeping her assistant after hours swept over her. “You don’t have to stay. John must miss you.”

“He does. But he also knows how important this case is. Faizal’s okay?”

“Sounds wonderful. That gyro salad they do.”

“Baklava too?”

Eun’s mouth watered at the thought of the sticky honey-sweet dessert. “Of course.”

“On it.”

Eun hung up and spun in her chair to face her bookshelf. The black-framed photo of Eun and her father at her law school graduation was opposite a photo of Eun and her mother at Eun’s kindergarten graduation. She closed her eyes as the memory of the last fight she’d had with her father surfaced. Anger and humiliation over his demand she go to conversion therapy surged through her as strong and as raw as that evening. Memories of other interventions, his relentless set-ups with eligible young men, and the shocked expressions of his church friends when she told them all the only thing she was sure of was they were all going to hell bubbled to the surface.

Her stomach ached: too much coffee, and not enough food. She reached into her drawer for the ginger chews she kept at hand. She unwrapped one and popped it into her mouth to quell her stomachache and glanced at the clock on the computer screen. It would be at least forty-five minutes before Sally was back with their food.

Her phone vibrated with a message. The glowing red notification sent a rill of excitement down her spine. Maybe a quick fuck would be the ticket to a good night’s sleep. A glorious, no-real-names hotel-room sex fest would be delightful. She thumbed open the Hit Me Up app and opened the message.

Disappointment washed over her. The message was from her most recent date. A bold butch who had given Eun several mind-bending orgasms that had made her strongly reconsider her self-imposed no-more-than-one-date rule. Until she stalked the woman on social media and found out she was not single as her profile claimed. Eun detested cheaters. She deleted the woman’s message without reading it and tossed her phone on to her desk.

*

Morgan Wright parked her truck behind her sister’s police cruiser. She tugged on her fluorescent yellow windbreaker with Wright’s Lock Shop emblazoned on the back and grabbed her tool bag from the floorboard.

A sharp wind rustled the yellow-and-white daffodils along the side of the driveway.

“Hey.” Miesha called from the yard. “Thanks for coming out on a Sunday.”

Morgan slipped the tool bag strap over her shoulder. “What we got?” She surveyed the mid-century low ranch-style houses and manicured lawns lining both sides of the street.

“A neighbor called. No one’s seen Mr. Park since Friday evening. The neighbor called after she knocked on his door and got no answer. Said his dog sounded like he was going to take her leg off.”

Morgan frowned. She hated wellness checks. More often than not they were nothing, and then it took forever to get reimbursed from the police department for her time.

She nodded toward the security system sign. “Did you call them?”

Her sister barked out a laugh. “It’s one of those fake signs. Like half of them.”

Morgan rolled her eyes. A wooden post displayed a carved green-and-white sign proclaiming James Park, Esquire in gold script. A wide sidewalk split off into two and led to a second door on the front of the house.

“He works out of his home?”

Miesha flipped her notebook closed and tucked it in her shirt pocket. “He does. And his car is in the garage.”

Morgan walked to the front door. A large brass deadbolt secured it. It was dusty and small cobwebs lined the frame next to the hinge. She opened the lid to the mailbox and a tiny spider scuttled away from the light. “Let’s try the side door. Doesn’t seem like this one is used much.”

Morgan followed the curving walk leading to the side of the house. A low porch with an iron railing was sheltered by a red-and-white striped awning. As soon as she set foot on the porch vicious barking rang out.

Morgan glanced over her shoulder at her sister. “You better call Animal Control too.” A trickle of sweat ran down her back.

“The department takes their calls on Sunday, so I’m Animal Control today. Will you hurry up? I don’t have a good feeling about this.” Miesha shifted her feet and rested her hands on her duty belt.

Morgan studied the locking mechanism. “For fuck’s sake, you could have done this. You didn’t need me. There isn’t even a deadbolt.” She drew a flexible metal shim from her tool bag and slid it between the door latch and the jamb. The barking on the other side grew frenzied. Morgan wiggled the thin strip of metal until the lock popped open. She twisted the knob in her hand. “Get ready, I think Cujo’s on the other side.”

Miesha stepped close. “Shove it open and then step behind me.”

Morgan shoved the door wide and dropped behind her sister. A brown-and-white ball of fur and teeth flew at them. Morgan turned away and raised her hands over her face. The dog barreled past them into the yard. Morgan turned around to keep the animal in her line of sight. The dog stopped, urinated, and then bolted back into the house.

Miesha had disappeared inside the house. The small hairs on the back of Morgan’s neck stood up at the silence. She hesitated. It wasn’t in her job description to do more than open the door, but the lure of the dog and her own curiosity drove her steps and she entered the home.

The rank scent of urine and feces stung her nose as she walked through the door. In the middle of the kitchen floor, a man she assumed was Mr. Park lay stretched out facedown. A small pile of dog toys was scattered near him. The dog, a classically colored tan-and-white corgi so much smaller than his bark, lay with his muzzle on the back of the man’s outstretched hand. His wary eyes settled on Miesha and Morgan.

“Easy, Cujo.” Miesha knelt and reached down to check the man’s neck for a pulse, more out of habit than any real hope of finding one because it was very apparent James Park, Esquire was dead. Morgan rubbed the back of her neck.

“Damn it.” Miesha sighed as she rose to her feet.

“You know him?” Morgan rested her hand on her sister’s shoulder.

“Met him a couple of times in court. Decent man. Good attorney. Fuck, I hate this.”

The dog whined. Morgan inclined her head toward him. “What about him?”

Miesha shrugged. “I’ll call the shelter. It’s Sunday. I hope they answer.”

Morgan knelt down and held out her hand palm up to the dog. “You saw it all, didn’t you, buddy?”

The crackle of Miesha’s radio became background noise as she called for the coroner and talked to her dispatcher. Morgan dared to lift her hand to stroke the soft fur. The dog leaned into her touch. She turned his collar so she could read his tag. “Rudy” was etched in the brass plate followed by a phone number. “Well, Rudy, it’s nice to meet you.”

At the mention of his name the dog lifted his head. His deep-brown eyes locked with Morgan’s and he nuzzled her hand.

Miesha leaned against the counter. “Great. The coroner is out on another case. I’m going to be here a while.”

“What if I took him?” Morgan raised her gaze to her sister.

“What?”

“Unless Mister Park’s people are close. I’ll take him. Only overnight. Until the shelter opens.”

Miesha eyed her sister. “Isn’t that how you got Beau? A lockout and eviction? And an ‘oh I’ll just keep him until the shelter opens’?”

“Well yeah. But…”

“But nothing. It’s fine with me. On the condition you go get me coffee. I’ve got to stay here with Mister Park until Doctor Silvestri gets here.”

“Done.” Morgan stood up. “Come on, Rudy. Where’s your leash?”

“You already named him?”

“No. It was on his tag.” Morgan looked around the kitchen. Next to the back door was a hook and a bright-blue leash. She removed it and knelt down. She patted her leg. “Come on, Rudy. Want to go for a ride?”

Rudy stood and took a step toward Morgan. She sat back on her heels to wait. He waddled over to her and sat down. She hooked the leash on to his collar. He looked over his shoulder at Mr. Park. Morgan bit her lip. She gave him slack on the lead. Rudy walked over to Mr. Park, licked his cheek, and then walked toward the door.

Morgan shouldered her tool bag. “You want your usual?”

“Yeah. I’ll be here. Leave the door open.” Her sister turned and opened the kitchen window. “Maybe the cross-breeze will help.”

Rudy scratched at the screen door. Morgan pushed it open and followed him out to the yard. He nosed about for a minute and then trotted forward.

He watered the azalea bush on his way down the sidewalk. A tall woman in a floral dress waved Morgan down. “I’m Mrs. Dunn, I called.” She flapped her hand at the police car. “Where are they? Who are you? Where are you taking Rudy?” Morgan opened her mouth to speak but the woman ranted on. “Oh, my word. Something’s happened. I should’ve called sooner.”

Morgan lifted her cap and resettled it. “The police are inside. I’m sorry, I can’t tell you anything.”

Her eyes widened. “He’s dead. I knew it. I know things.” She crossed herself.

“I’m sorry, ma’am, I have to go.” Morgan walked Rudy to her truck and opened the door.

He cast a baleful glance at her over his shoulder and rested his front feet on the running board. Morgan rolled her eyes at his expression before she picked him up and put him into the truck. He made three circles on the cushion and then settled into the passenger seat. Morgan cruised to the doughnut shop drive-through and picked up coffee for her sister and an empty cup. She poured water from her water bottle into the cup. “Hey, want some water?”

Rudy sat up and sniffed at the cup before he lapped at it. Cold water splashed over Morgan’s hand and she held the cup as he drank. After he emptied the cup, Rudy lay down with his back to her.

On the drive back to Mr. Park’s house Morgan reached out to stroke Rudy’s fur. He huffed and shifted away from her touch.

“I get it buddy. I’m rushing you.” Morgan left Rudy in the truck while she delivered her sister’s coffee.

Miesha was standing on the side porch when Morgan returned. She took the cup Morgan offered.

“Thanks.” She pursed her lips. “I’ve got to call his daughter, Eunice Park. She’s listed as next of kin, so don’t get too attached to Cujo.”

“His name’s Rudy, and I know.” Morgan called over her shoulder as she strode back to her truck. Rudy barked sharply when she opened the door. “I wasn’t gone that long.”

Rudy huffed and lay down with his head between his paws. His tiny snores made Morgan smile on the ride home, and then sober as the circumstances of her newest rescue hit her. “You’re gonna be okay, boy. I think. I hope.”

Morgan drove through the sunny afternoon, wondering about the woman whose world was about to be upended at the news of her father’s passing.


Chapter Two

“Do you need me to come over after I put Julie to bed? Jeff would be fine with it. We haven’t had a good wine and bitch session in a while.” Roslyn Cena’s voice dropped to a whisper. “And I believe me, I’m overdue.

“No. I’m good. I’m going to have an early evening. It will be a duck and cover day tomorrow. Heather will be on a tear.” Eun tucked her legs up under her on the couch and settled back with her wineglass.

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure. See you next weekend?”

“See you then.” Roslyn disconnected the call.

Eun pursed her lips as she considered calling Roslyn back. An evening with her best friend might be the thing to lift her funk. But facing down the senior partner of her firm with a hangover would be horrific. She replayed the last few minutes in the courtroom and the reading of the verdict in her thoughts. This wasn’t the first case she had lost, but it was the first in a very long time. Eun had trusted Lew to do his job. How many times had she pushed aside the niggling buzz at the base of her skull? Ignored her gut feeling the case was too perfect? And now…And now the only thing that was going to help was large amounts of red wine, chocolate, and the sweet seduction of Cate Blanchett in Carol on loop.

She pressed play and tugged her weighted blanket from the back of the couch and settled it over her legs. She plucked the rose-and-gold paper from a square of Dolfin chocolate and popped it into her mouth. The soothing flavor of the perfect blend of cocoa and sugar spread over her taste buds. She lifted her wineglass to her lips and sipped. The tart Syrah blended perfectly with the lingering taste of chocolate.

Eun picked up her phone and opened the Hit Me Up app. After ten minutes of mindless scrolling, she placed her phone facedown on the coffee table unable to summon the strength to go through the dance of online flirting on the off chance she might find what she was looking for. Too closeted to date women in college, she’d been too busy in law school. And now she was what? Too jaded. Too many disastrous first dates and two ridiculous short relationships had her convinced she was better off with one-night stands and anonymous meet-ups for sex.

On screen, Cate was making eyes at Rooney Mara over the train set. Eun tugged the blanket up higher wondering if she’d ever find someone who looked at her the same way. A loud knock at the door made her squeak and spill her wine. Eun set her wineglass on the side table. She snatched a tissue from the box on the end table and dabbed her sweatshirt. Another knock, more insistent than the first, rattled the door. She struggled out from under the heavy blanket and bumped her shin on the coffee table.

“Hold on,” she shouted at the door. Eun paused the movie as she pushed her feet into her slippers. In three long strides she was at the door. She turned the deadbolt and snatched the door open.

Two uniformed police officers stood on the doormat in the dim light of the hallway. The taller one’s bright silver nameplate read Burgess. The second officer hung back, flanking the lead officer.

Officer Burgess inclined her head. “Are you Eunice Park?”

Eunice crossed her arms over her chest. “Yes.”

“I’m Officer Burgess. This is Officer Malone. May we come in?”

“Depends.”

Officer Burgess frowned. “On what?

“Why are you here? Do you have a warrant?”

A snorting sound from the other officer drew a sharp glare from Officer Burgess.

Officer Burgess pressed her lips in a thin line before she responded. “Ma’am, we are here on behalf of the Sikesville Police Department and have some information for you. About your father.” Officer Burgess looked down at the floor before she brought her gaze back and met Eun’s. The other officer stared at the ceiling avoiding Eun’s eyes. “I think it would be better if we came in.”

Eunice’s pulse pounded in her ears and a sour taste rose in her mouth. “Yes.” She backed up into the apartment. “Yes. Of course.”

The police officer stepped in and closed the door behind her. “Are you alone, ma’am?”

“Yes. Please tell me.” Eun dug her fingernails into her palms, the sharp pain focusing her, and she swallowed on a dry throat.

“Maybe we should sit down.”

Eun straightened and squared her shoulders. “Tell me now. I assure you I am alone. I don’t want to sit. I want you to stop wasting my time and tell me whatever you have to tell me.”

Office Burgess grimaced. “There’s no easy way to say this. Your father died. I’m sorry.”

“What?” The sensation of her vision narrowing closed over Eun, and she swayed. “What? How?”

Officer Malone closed her hand around Eun’s elbow to steady her. “Let’s sit.” She guided Eun to the couch and helped her to the cushion. She remained standing next to Eun.

“Saturday by the coroner’s estimate.” Officer Burgess’s gaze settled on Eun. “A neighbor called because she was concerned. An officer responded this afternoon. Your father was deceased when the officer arrived.”

Eun scrubbed her face with her hands and grabbed handfuls of her hair. “No. No. How? I just talked to him.” Tears hovered and she blinked them back.

“The autopsy results won’t be back for a while.”

A wave of nausea swept through her. “Was he murdered? What are you saying?” She struggled to focus on the officers’ face and his words. “I don’t understand.”

“All unwitnessed deaths are autopsied unless it’s clear the cause of death. I can’t tell you anything else.”

Eun stood up and paced. “He was healthy. I talked to him last week. He was fine.”

Officer Burgess stood up. “Is there anyone who can come and stay with you? A family member? A friend?”

Eun hung her head. “I’m fine.”

Officer Burgess frowned. “We have a team. They can come and stay with you, for a bit.”

Eun raised her shoulders and let them fall. “No. Thank you. No.”

The second officer held out a card and packet of information. “This is the contact information for the police department in Sikesville and our support team. They’ll call you in a day or two to check in.”

“We’re sorry, ma’am, about your father.” Officer Burgess inclined her head toward the door. “Please call the number on the card if you need anything.” She led the way and they left, closing the door behind them quietly.

Eun twisted the knob to and set the deadbolt. She leaned back against the door. The chill of the steel made her shiver as she slid down it. The back of her shirt bunched up, the cold metal raw against her skin. She clasped her knees to her chest and rocked. Her throat burned. A shuddering sob shook her frame. Tears burned her eyes as she wept for what she’d lost and what could, now, never be.


Chapter Three

Eun folded her clothes precisely and placed them into her suitcase, not seeing anything in front of her. A million questions swirled through her thoughts. Guilt settled over her, thick and heavy on her shoulders. Eun took the box holding the keys to her father’s house from her top drawer and placed it in the outside pocket of her suitcase. She worried her lip with her teeth, stopping only when she tasted blood. Her fingers trembled as she tried to compose a text to her firm. After starting five times and deleting everything Eun pressed the call button for her employer’s number.

Heather picked up on the second ring. “What? And it better be good for you to disturb my Sunday.”

Eun winced at Heather’s tone. It answered her question about how far from her favor she had fallen with the loss on Friday. “I’m not going to be in the office for the next two weeks. And maybe the week after.”

“Isn’t it customary to ask for time off instead of telling me?” Heather’s voice dropped to a lethal pitch. “I can arrange for you to have a permanent vacation after your disgraceful and ridiculous performance on Friday.”

“My father…” A wave of disbelief swept Eun over the edge of despair.

“Out with it. I don’t have time for this.” Heather’s knife-edged voice snapped Eun out of her silence.

“I need to go home. My father died.”

“Oh. Well. All right. But I can only give you a week.”

Eun took the phone away from her face for a moment and stared at the screen. How had she worked for such a woman? Someone who could not even summon the common courtesy to express her sorrow over Eun’s loss?

“I might need longer.”

“He’s dead. And from what you’ve said in the past it’s not like you were close. I’ll need you back in two weeks at the latest. We’re going to have to work extra hard to make our numbers for this year.”

“Fine.” Eun disconnected the call and tossed her phone on the bed. She knelt on the floor and plucked shoes from her closet. She cradled the pair of black pumps in her hands. Her face, distorted and teary, was reflected in their shiny surface. Two weeks. Fifteen years of working for Heather and all she could spare Eun was two weeks? Low-key anger filtered in, underpinning Eun’s sadness.

She rose and placed the shoes into their covers before settling them into her suitcase. After tucking a black suit and dark-navy suit into her hanging clothes organizer she zipped it shut. Eun retrieved her cosmetic bag from her bathroom, avoiding her reflection in the wide vanity mirror. After she finished packing she closed her bag and placed it by the door.

Eun returned to the bathroom and showered. She dressed in her most comfortable jeans and took time to search for her favorite faded T-shirt. She pulled it on, the kitten-soft cotton soothing. Eun snagged a fleece pullover jacket from the closet on her way out of the door of her condominium.

Grateful she had only had a few sips of wine, she typed her dad’s address into her phone’s direction app, not trusting herself to remember the route. She probably shouldn’t be driving but who else would? No one. The isolation of her life loomed large.

Her mother was not someone Eun turned to in times of crisis. Friends? None she could ask to drive her to Ohio. So many things to do. Tell the family. She sighed. Her Uncle Max. She only had to call him. He would take on the job of calling everyone after he berated Eun, once again, for being the worst daughter in the world and telling her he knew why she didn’t have a husband.

Eun doubted he knew the real reason; she wasn’t out to her family. Her dad insisted she remain closeted about her sexuality. And now there was no reason to tell anyone in her extended family. After the funeral, Eun would be free of them. No more stressful holidays, or family gatherings. Alone. She was alone. And she liked it that way. Most of the time. But tonight, as she drove into dark night, she wished there was someone she could rely on besides herself.

*

During the ride to Morgan’s home Rudy had slept curled tightly in a ball. Morgan had reached out a time or two to stroke his back. Don’t get attached. Yeah, like Morgan had ever met a dog she didn’t like or want to keep. She pulled up behind the building that housed the Lock Shop and her home.

The truck rocked side to side as she drove over the parking lot. The small lot behind the building was in sore need of a new topping with crushed run and grading. Next year. Maybe. The soft glow of the late afternoon sun peeped through the trees and backlit the scruffy grass of the tree lawn.

After she parked the truck Morgan reached out her hand toward Rudy. “Come on. It’s okay.” He sat up and sniffed her hand before he turned around and, with his back to her, lay down on the seat. “You can’t sleep here all night. Come on.” Morgan picked up the hefty ball of fur and set him on the gravel at her feet. He blinked at her sleepily.

“Let’s go.” Morgan led him over to the lawn and let him sniff for a few minutes before she led him up the stairs to her apartment. She typed in the passcode and waited for the lock to disarm before she entered. Rudy followed behind her, the click of his nails loud on the linoleum entry. Morgan shrugged out of her jacket and hung it on the hook before she kneeled down and unfastened Rudy’s leash. “Go ahead, check it out.” She unlaced her boots and set them on the mat beside the door.

Rudy padded around the kitchen. Morgan stepped around him and opened the cabinets. She’d kept Beau’s food and water bowls. A handmade pottery set with Year of the Dog symbols etched into the glaze. A Christmas gift from her family, she had been unable to give the set away after his death. She filled the water bowl and placed it on the floor. “I’ll get you some dog food tomorrow. Tonight, it’s rice and hamburger.”

Rudy woofed softly and turned away from Morgan. He walked the length of the kitchen and out into the living room. Morgan set up her rice cooker, added rice and frozen peas to it, and switched it to on to cook. The sounds of Rudy’s nails and movements as he explored Morgan’s apartment filled the silence. She took two premade hamburger patties from the freezer and placed them in a skillet, turned the flame to low, and covered it with a lid.

Rudy continued to circle her home, sniffing at the corners, pausing every now and then for longer investigations. He made four loops of her apartment before returning to Morgan. He jumped up and put both paws on her leg.

“I know it’s weird.” She scratched his ears. “I’m sorry.” He leaned into her touch for a moment and then drew away. He lay down on the rug by the sink.

Morgan washed her hands and finished cooking the meat. The rice cooker clicked off. She spooned peas and rice on to her plate and spread another spoonful of the mixture on a larger plate to cool. After placing a hamburger patty on top of her rice and peas, she broke up the second patty and scattered it over the rice and peas on the dish for Rudy.

She carried both plates to the living room with Rudy trotting after her. After placing the plates on the wide coffee table, she picked up the remote and switched on the television.

“You like Formula One?”

Morgan scrolled through her collection of recorded races, settling on the 2019 Italian Grand Prix. “This is one of my favorites. Biggest upset in years. And the team owner is smoking hot.”

Rudy cocked his head at her words and Morgan laughed. She sat on the couch and Rudy jumped up next to her. He tried to step on the coffee table to get to the food. “No. That’s not how we do this.” Morgan placed his plate on the floor between the couch and the coffee table and Rudy left the couch to gobble at his food.

Morgan wondered how long it had been since he had eaten. The bowls of water and food in Mr. Park’s kitchen had been empty. Morgan balanced her plate on her lap and forked her food into her mouth. Rudy leaped up beside her and made a move toward her plate. “Oh no.” Morgan held him back with one hand. “You’ve had enough. You’ll get sick.” Rudy huffed at her, went to the far end of the couch, and lay down with his back to her. “You can pout all you want, but you’re not getting my food.”

Morgan grinned to herself as she looked over at Rudy. Yeah. Don’t get attached. Too late. Damn it. Maybe they’ll let me foster him. Until the family gets here. Eunice Park. Will she want to keep him? Her thoughts took a melancholy turn as she thought about how devastated she would be if she got a call her pop was gone. She muted the television and dug her phone out of her pocket before she scrolled to her parents’ number and called them.

“Hey, girl, what’s going on?”

At forty-two, her dad calling her girl made her smile. “Just got back from helping Miesha on a call. Did you know James Park? Attorney in town?”

“I think we did the locks on his home office when he moved his office from downtown. Neil helped me. Why?”

“He was gone when we got there.”

“You okay?” Her dad’s voice was soft.

“I guess. It’s the first time for me.” Morgan sat back on the couch and put her feet up on the coffee table. “It was weird.”

Rudy sat up, yipped once, walked to Morgan, and lay down with his head on her thigh.

“Who’s that?’

“Rudy. Mister Park’s dog. The shelter’s closed on Sunday. I took him so Miesha wouldn’t have to worry about it.”

“Uh huh. Right. Well, don’t get attached.”

“I know.” Morgan sighed and rubbed Rudy’s head. “I’m hoping they’ll let me foster him until the family comes.”

“Are you sure that’s good for you?”

The weight and warmth of the dog against her leg was comforting. “It’ll be fine. I know I can’t keep him, but it’s good to have him here. I didn’t realize how much I missed Beau.”

“Do you think the family will want him?”

“Don’t know. I’m hoping they don’t.”

“Hey there, your father, the phone hog, didn’t say it was you. You all right?” Her mother’s voice was loud, and Morgan pulled the phone away from her ear.

“Yeah, Mom. Just wanted to talk to you.”

Her mother was off and running then, talking about everything and nothing. Morgan sat back on the couch and absorbed it all, grateful she could still hear their voices, and feeling sorry for a woman she didn’t know who would never hear her dad’s voice again.

*

Unable to concentrate, Eun switched off the podcast she had attempted to listen to. The red taillights of the few cars in front of her lit the night. She checked the estimated time of arrival on the travel app. After midnight, and where the hell am I going to stay? Fuck I need to find a place before I get there. Should have thought of that before I left. So used to Sally doing everything when I travel.

She left the highway at the next exit and turned toward the blue sign announcing a gas station and lodging. She pulled the car into the brightly lit gas station. Her stomach ached but her jaw clenched at the thought of food. She filled the car with gas and then parked forward in the row of spots outside the convenience store. Eun tapped the screen and called Sally. By the fifth ring a wave of despair tinged with guilt swept over Eun. She pulled the phone away from her ear, finger poised ready to disconnect the call.

“Eun? What’s up?” Sally’s sleep-tinged voice came through the phone.

“Sorry I woke you. It’s not important.” Eun jiggled her leg, her anxiety ramping up.

“Well, I’m awake now so tell me.”

“I’m not going to be in the office this week and maybe next week.”

“Did that bitch fire you? Because of Friday?” The hate in Sally’s voice made Eun smile at her loyalty.

“No. Not yet. My dad—” Eun swallowed hard.“—my father died.”

“What? Oh no, honey, I’m so sorry. I’ll take care of things, don’t worry. What do you need me to do?”

Eun rested her head on her steering wheel and closed her eyes. “I don’t even know yet.”

“I’ll come over. You shouldn’t be alone.”

“No. I’m not at home. I’m driving to his house.”

“Oh, Eun. You’re not talking and driving, are you? Why didn’t you call me?”

Even the gentle chastisement was too much for Eun and tears came in great shuddering sobs. “No. Sorry.” She croaked into the phone.
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