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“Do not pervert justice; do not show partiality to the poor or favoritism to the great; but judge your neighbor fairly.

 

~Leviticus 19:15~


 

 

 

Sometimes when you are looking for one thing, another thing you had not expected reveals itself. Life is very much like that. You want the good thing and you reach for it. You get the bad thing and what do you do with it? It is that bad thing and how you handle it that makes you who you are. Everybody can handle the good. Few people can handle the bad without becoming part of that bad themselves.  

~Unknown~

 

 

 

This book is dedicated to all you bad handlers. Keep doing what you are doing. 

 


 

 

 

CHAPTER 1: What’s going on in Old Smithtown North now? 

 

Evangeline Updike-Humphreys watched her children hop off the bus at her father’s house. Her son Arlo exited the accordion doors of the yellow bus first. “Tell ‘em I’m going to Doc Cynthia’s house,” Arlo called out to nobody. He waited on the sidewalk for the bus and few cars to pass. Then he ran pell-mell across the street to Dr. Motts’ house. He rang the front doorbell, hopping up and down as he impatiently waited. When nobody answered, he raced around to the rear where the garage was.

Meanwhile, his sisters, Atlanta then Aida, had exited the bus. They skipped up the sidewalk hand in hand or they fussed with each other along the way. It always depended upon how their school day progressed. They rang the doorbell but used their keys if the door was locked. Gideon and Marlene kept the doors locked ever since the Jack Michael Bass incident. It was what the couple called the “murder attempt” on their lives, around the three children who were now eleven years old.

Evangeline watched the same scene play out every day for over fifteen months. That was how long it had been since murderer Jack Michael Bass killed himself rather than to return to prison. Usually, she watched from her bedroom window upstairs on the third floor of her father’s house just as she was today. She made the call, as she regularly did. “Doc, he’s on his way to you. Since you didn’t answer the front door, he’s heading to the back, probably the garage.”

“I’m with a patient,” Cynthia remarked. She smiled at her new patient. Then she turned away to talk. “I’ll send Tammy to intercept him. Dinner here or with you?”

“If he wants to stay, feed him there. Just make sure he does homework, Cyn. Lately, he’s been skipping it whenever he can.”

Cynthia nodded in understanding. “Hmm, I didn’t know that. The little liar says he doesn’t have any.”

Evangeline sighed. “You should come with me and Marlene at the next parent-teacher conference. They would love to meet you since he talks about you all the time.”

“Tell Marley to give me the date or you do.” Cynthia turned back around when the new patient cleared her throat. “I gotta go.” She hung up quickly. “Sorry about that.”

“Your partner and your child, right?” her new female patient asked. 

Cynthia flushed. “Something like that.” She rose to glance out the window. Tammy and Gideon were speaking with Arlo. Gideon opened the garage. He and Arlo went inside to work on a project. Tammy returned to the clinic. “Sorry for interruption. Where were we?” she remarked as she sat back down.

Her patient smiled. “It’s nice to know you have kids too, Doc.”

Cynthia grinned at her new patient. “Yes, I do.” The triplets were her kids too. She jogged in the morning or the afternoon with one. She opened her kitchen for another one. She opened her workshop for the other one. For the first time, she accepted that fact. I should go to the next parent-teacher conference, she mused.
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Evangeline hung up the house phone and went downstairs to greet her daughters. Being the youngest, Aida would be one who would tell her if anything went sideways with her sister. Atlanta was always good for tattling on her brother and then some. Atlanta loved to embellish Arlo’s naughtiness. She was certain to get an amen from her kid sister Aida too. She heard Marlene telling her two daughters to go wash their hands if they wanted to help her make biscuits for dinner.

She smiled as she listened. She had really lucked up in her friendship with Marlene. The woman could cook like a gourmet chef. Marlene loved her father. Marlene loved her kids. Quiet as it was kept, she could feel Marlene’s love too. Marlene was more like an advice-giving older sister than an evil stepmother. She was so appreciative when Marlene would sometimes take over with the kids when she was at her wit’s end. She sighed. She’d gotten lucky with the tender-hearted doctor living across the street as well.

“Hello, girls,” Evangeline remarked from the hallway outside the kitchen.

“Mommy!” they both shouted and rushed over to her for plenty of hugs and loads of kisses.

She always knelt and opened her arms to welcome them. She loved squeezing her girls and kissing them, until they pushed away from her. Giggling, they usually wiped the kisses from their faces in protest. “Girls, go wash your hands so you can help Miss Marlene bake some biscuits.” She walked into the kitchen, smelling fresh chocolate. She walked over to the countertop. “Mmm, I smell chocolate.” She grinned when she saw a mixing bowl full of it, which meant brownies for dessert. She stuck a finger in the bowl then licked the chocolate off. She was ready to do it again until Marlene whacked her hand with a wooden cooking spoon.

“Nope! No double-dipping. I don’t know where those hands have been today.”

Evangeline laughed. “Sleeping, eating and boring myself, Marley.”

She turned serious. “That reminds me. I wanted to ask Cynthia if she’d allow me to use her third floor as an art studio. I wanted a place where I won’t be bothered during the day. Cynthia and Arlo use her garage as a workshop, so that’s out. My father’s garage is filled with his stuff, your stuff, my stuff and cars. Anyway, it’s on the first floor, which is way too busy. I’d never get anything done.” She fiddled with her hair, curling strands of it around her fingers. “What do you think?”

Marlene added walnuts and raisins to the chocolate batter and then folded in the ingredients before answering. She needed time to think. She reviewed what she knew of old Dr. Baker’s third floor. She stopped mixing ingredients to turn around to study Evangeline’s face. Her eyes sparkled today. She’d been looking much healthier lately. She hoped it was because Evangeline was still going to group therapy and releasing whatever she needed gone from her heart.

“I’m trying to recall what’s up there.” Marlene frowned and closed her eyes to think. “I believe it’s old records … patient records. They would be old. At least fifteen to twenty years’ worth of old. I would guess they’re on CDs, flash drives or in the cloud by now. Maybe some old furniture he used in his office too.” She opened her eyes to stare at Evangeline. “She’ll say yes. She wants you to get back to the old you or the you she thinks you were.”

“The me from twenty years ago?”

Marlene shook her head. “No. When you were married to your wife and you were happy. She’s seen pictures of you, her and the kids.” She noted how Evangeline’s eyes widened with surprise. “Your kids have pictures and unfinished albums. They’ve showed them to your dad, me and Cindy too. They miss the old days when you were so happy.”

Evangeline sighed. “I didn’t know that.”

“We knew that too. You weren’t strong enough to hear it back then.” Marlene reached over to rub Evangeline’s arm. “I think you are now. Cindy thinks so too. It’s why she’ll say yes to your request for the third floor.”

“I’ll pay. Whatever she wants, Marley.”

“Don’t offer that. It’ll sound too business-like.”

“This isn’t business?”

“Nope. It’s personal for her, Honey. Cindy wants to make up for twenty years of disappearing on you.” What Marlene didn’t say was that Cynthia wanted Evangeline to forgive her and mean it. While Evangeline implied the words, she’d never really said them directly and backed them up with trust.

“I didn’t realize that either, Marley.”

“You couldn’t. You were busy healing your body and reconnecting with Gideon. That takes a great deal of energy, Honey.” Marlene sighed. “Everything comes in good time. Don’t rush into anything you haven’t thought deeply about. However, my advice is to go ahead and ask her.”

Evangeline nodded. “I will.”
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They both heard the girls arguing as they came down the stairs. They had changed out of their school uniforms and into jeans or sweatpants. They walked into the kitchen bringing their disagreement with them, yelling at each other.

“Girls, stop the yelling. You are giving me a headache,” Evangeline remarked, frowning as she rubbed her temples.

“To say nothing about what you’re doing to my old head, girls. My eardrums are still vibrating.” Marlene shook her head sadly. The girls were still arguing. She’d put the brownie mixture in the refrigerator to chill and settle a little until she baked the brownies in the oven.

“Mommy, she’s wearing my favorite jeans,” Atlanta whined.

“Well, she’s wearing my sweatpants and T-shirt, Mommy,” Aida replied.

“Make her take it off before she gets it dirty, Mommy!” Atlanta ordered.

Evangeline groaned. It was the same argument they always had about clothes. “I thought we had this discussion before.” Like a million times before, she wanted to say but didn’t express. “Didn’t we agree to put Atlanta’s things on the right side of the closet and Aida’s things on the left side of the closet?”

“Mommy, we don’t hang up our jeans and sweatpants.”

“Yeah, Mommy, they go in drawers. Don’t you know that?”

Evangeline studied her identical daughters, except that Atlanta had a tiny birthmark on her neck. Aida’s birthmark was on her right leg. Arlo’s birthmark was on his left butt cheek. “Sorry, I forgot. Don’t you girls have separate drawers?”

“We have separate dressers, Mommy,” Atlanta reminded.

“If that’s true, how did your sister’s clothes get into your dresser?”

Aida shrugged. “I don’t know, Mommy.”

“They didn’t, Mommy,” Atlanta piped up. “She’s very messy. She just throws stuff all over the place when you and Miss Marlene say we gotta clean up the room.”

Aida folded annoyed arms across her chest. “Nobody likes a big ole tattletale. Tattle tit, your tongue shall be split. Everybody in town shall have a little bit!” She stuck her tongue at her sister. In response, Atlanta shoved her sister in the chest. Two seconds later, they were rolling around on the kitchen floor.

Cynthia, who had come over with Arlo and Gideon for dinner and Marlene’s brownies, grabbed one girl, and Evangeline grabbed the other girl. She studied both girls. Neither girl had done any damage to the other girl. “What’s going on here, ladies?”

Atlanta wiped at her tears while her sister Aida had folded her arms across her chest.

“It’s clothes again,” Marlene remarked.

“Arlo, get over here,” Cynthia ordered.

“What did I do?”

“Nothing yet, Arlo. Just c’mere. I promise you’ll like it.” When Arlo walked over, Cynthia bent down and put an arm around his shoulders. “I want you to design a logo for each of your sisters. Then we go to a craft store and see if we can transfer the two designs onto fabric we can sew or iron on like a tag at the neck of their clothes. The logos must be small so we can attach them on the neckline of their clothes.”

“Can I make one for me too?” Arlo asked, hopping around.

“Sure, I don’t see why not.” Cynthia studied the girls. “Well, ladies, what do you think?”

“Can we help him design the logos?”

“Arlo, what do you think?”

Arlo groaned. “I guess. But not dumb girly stuff.”

“Aida, promise me you’ll be more careful when you clean up. Put your stuff away. Let your sister put her stuff away. Okay?”

Aida groaned then traced the floor with the toe of her sneaker. “Okay, Doc Cynthia.”

“Atlanta, how about you?” Cynthia asked, taking a hanky and handing it to her. “Wipe your eyes, Sweetie.”

Atlanta sighed dramatically and wiped her eyes. “Okay but no dumb boy stuff either, Arlo!”

Cynthia grinned and rubbed her hands together. “Great. Where’s the brownies, Marley? I can smell them already.”

“Humph! Nobody gets brownies ‘til after the main meal. As a doctor, you know better, Cynthia Motts!”

“Aw, come on, Marley. I’m starving Marvin here,” Cynthia whined like Arlo usually did.

The triplets giggled at the doctor’s words and actions.

“Cindy, go sit in the living room and watch television. Listen to music or something! We’ll call you when it’s ready,” Marlene ordered, pointing in the direction of the living room.

Cynthia held up her hands in surrender. “Okay. Okay. You don’t have to tell me twice,” she muttered. She left the kitchen and found Gideon’s favorite recliner. She settled into it and promptly fell asleep.

“You know as well as I do, she’ll fall asleep soon as her backside hits that recliner, Marley Jessup Updike,” Gideon whispered.

“And?”

Gideon winked at his wife. “I’m gonna buy me a second recliner since I ain’t getting much use of the first one. Want some help?”

“Start them on their homework, Honey. Go help, Vangie,” Marlene encouraged then whispered, “Don’t let Mr. Smarty-Pants play you. He always has homework.”

“I gotcha.” Gideon nodded at Marlene then grinned. He went off to round up his grandchildren. He enjoyed helping them. He always learned something new every time he helped. They were teaching him more than he taught them, he mused as he went to find them. He said a small prayer for this day that he thought would never come before he died.
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Evangeline did as Marlene suggested before mentioning the third floor to anybody. She thought deeply about whether to ask Cynthia about the vacant sealed-up third floor. She considered how it would put her in direct contact with the doctor daily if she made a studio out of the third floor. Did she want that? Now, she had control over how often she saw Cynthia. She saw her when she wanted. And didn’t see her when she didn’t want to see her. An art studio required her constant attention. Her work required her attention as well. She wanted, hell, she needed to get back to the daily grind of creating something original again. Did it matter who she ran into on the way to her studio? She could always wait until Cynthia went to work next door. Or leave early in the morning before Cynthia rose. Or wait until Cynthia took her morning jog around the neighborhood. She had three possibilities that she liked. She decided to make the request. It was simply a matter of when to do it.

“Dinner’s ready!” Marlene called out. Then she walked into the dining room where the girls and Arlo had spread out their homework assignments. “Gideon, Kids, clear the table. Put your books and stuff in your rooms. Dinner’s ready. Come to the kitchen to get placemats and silverware to set the table. Vangie, Honey, go wake Cindy.”

Evangeline sighed. “Sure. Sure.” She walked into her father’s living room on quiet feet. She stood over Cynthia, watching her sleeping so soundly. She hated to wake her. She looked tired or worried most days. But, like Marley, she never complained about much of anything. She sat on the recliner’s sturdy arm still watching her doctor as she slept, or so she thought. When she reached to touch Cynthia’s curly dark red-brown hair, Cynthia grinned and pulled Evangeline into the recliner with her. “I gotcha now,” Cynthia remarked, tickling Evangeline’s waist. She hadn’t counted on Evangeline’s wiggling body rubbing against the sensitive parts below her own waist. She groaned softly when Evangeline’s hips and thighs began to deliberately rub into her crotch.

“Now, who’s got who?” Evangeline whispered.

She quickly turned around to straddle Cynthia. She studied Cynthia’s flushed face before leaning down and suddenly kissing Cynthia with plenty of tongue. They both groaned softly when Evangeline unbuttoned Cynthia’s blouse and kissed each inch of skin she exposed. “You taste good.” She pulled a breast out Cynthia’s bra, licking and sucking on the nipple, making Cynthia moan louder.

When Marlene realized what was going on, she quickly pulled the in-pocket doors between the dining room and living room shut and locked them. She also did the same with the other in-pocket doors that essentially walled off the living room. Then she used a remote to turn on a playlist she hoped would cover the sensual sounds the two women were making. “Let’s get those placemats lined up. It’ll just be us and your grandfather for dinner. Doc Cynthia is busy examining your mother in the living room. We’ll just leave them plates in the refrigerator. Okay?”

“Okay,” the triplets remarked in unison.

And that was that.

 


 

 

 

CHAPTER 2: Can I use the third floor as a studio to make some art? 

 

For the two women in the living room, it wasn’t an examination. Was it? It was much more. Both women were excited by the thought that they could be discovered by family any minute. It spurred them on too. Evangeline finished unbuttoning Cynthia’s shirt. She removed the shirt and tossed it on a nearby couch. She did the same with Cynthia’s bra. She sat back on Cynthia’s sturdy thighs to stare at the amazing gift she’d partly unwrapped. “You look incredible.” She hefted a full perky breast the color of boiled gingerroot mixed with honey. Then she licked and sucked a soft crimson rose nipple until it grew hard. She waited for her partner’s reaction, which didn’t take long.

Cynthia grunted, strained and thrust upward against the plain air.

“Easy, Lover Girl. Let me help you.” Evangeline unsnapped then unzipped her partner’s gray business khakis and pulled them off. The boxers she wore were next. She tossed them onto the same chair. She studied Cynthia as she moved around recliner in restless, sensual agony thrusting up against her own fingers as she played with herself. How Evangeline wished she had the camera she used to help her paint her nudes. The scene was so perfect that she wanted to paint it right now. The dark brown leather recliner provided a wonderful backdrop for Cynthia’s rich gingerroot mixed with honey skin tone. Her aroused sturdy body with its erect dark crimson nipples, wide open thighs and erect neon pink clitoris nestled among kinky dark auburn hair was so-o-o hot and sexy. She stood quietly staring at her doctor friend. Why had she not noticed how striking the doctor was before now?

They both heard the tapping on one of the doors.

“Yes?” Evangeline was watching the doctor masturbating.

“Is the doc still there?” Gideon called out.

“Yeah, Dad, she is. We’re in the middle of something.”

“Marlene asked me to get her over to the doc’s office. Something about a broken leg that needs setting.”

“Tell her she’ll be there soon.” Evangeline grinned as she knelt for a taste of Cynthia’s dripping parts. “After I get what I want,” she murmured so low and soft that only the doctor could hear her declaration.
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A few days later, Evangeline woke earlier than usual. She sighed. She didn’t wake early. She couldn’t sleep. She’d been sketching Cynthia’s body over the past few days, trying to recreate the living room scene as she remembered it. She’d either ripped up or balled up every single sketch. None of them looked right. She glanced at the high pile of sketching garbage that overwhelmed the trash bin in her room and the area around it. She used up four large sketchpads and five smaller pads for this project. She still couldn’t get the scene right. Now, she really wished she’d taken pictures of the scene. She peered out of the windows. It was near dawn. The sun would be up soon. She could see the lights were on across the street in Cynthia’s house. She started to dress. She was going go over to Cynthia’s place. She wanted to see her without clothes so she could take pictures this time. She was trying to reset the alarm on the front door, when Cynthia whizzed by in her tracksuit.

“Damn it, Doc. I need to see you today,” Evangeline muttered, frustrated by the alarm system. When she finally managed to reset the system, Cynthia was far down the street. She decided to take a brisk walk around the neighborhood. There was a coffee shop several blocks over. They were open twenty-four hours a day, seven day a week. Once she arrived ten minutes later, she decided to get some coffee or flavored tea and two blueberry muffins. She took her time walking back home.

In the fifteen months she’d been here, Evangeline never really noticed how pretty the neighborhood was. There were large trees every eight feet or so planted in the open area of the sidewalk. It was a chilly spring morning. Leaves were just beginning to form as buds on the tree branches. Summer would be in here in the not-too-distant future. That meant finding summer camp for her kids or some form of entertainment to last through the summer until school started again. She’d ask Marley and the folks at the school to see what might be available. She wondered how far in advance she’d have to apply for whatever she decided to do with the triplets this summer. When she arrived back at her father’s house, she decided to wait for the doctor on her rear porch steps.
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Cynthia jogged across the street to her house and went around to the rear as she always did. She was surprised by who was waiting on her back porch. She glanced at her wristwatch and frowned. “You’re early today, aren’t you?” She sat down to take off her fanny pack. She dug through it, searching for something to wipe the sweat dripping from her forehead and chest.

“Sit still. I got this.” Evangeline reached inside the bag and pulled out napkins. She reached over to dab at Cynthia’s forehead. Then she unzipped the jacket Cynthia wore to wipe the sweat from her chest. She couldn’t resist the attraction she felt but decided against doing anything about it. 

Evangeline studied Cynthia. “I came over to ask you to sit for me. I’ve been trying to sketch you. How you looked the other night when we, you know. I want to paint you nude just like you were. In the same chair with the same background and the same sensuality in your face. You were wonderful, stunningly amazing. I want to capture that again on canvas. What do you think? Would you allow me to paint you like that?”

Now that it was Cynthia’s turn to speak, she didn’t know what to say. “If I said yes, where would this … posing, I mean, modeling, take place? You don’t have a studio, not one that I’m aware of anyway.”

Evangeline smiled at Cynthia. “That’s my other request.”

“What, to build you a studio on my backlot or something?”

“No, that’s not necessary. Just open your third floor. Let me use it as a studio. I understand it has a skylight. I love studios with skylights in them.”

Cynthia studied Evangeline as she wiped off more sweat from her forehead and chest. “How about I’ll think about it and get back to you?”

“How much time do you need?”

Cynthia frowned at Evangeline. “Are you in a hurry, Vangie?”

Evangeline exhaled deeply. “I guess I’m just afraid if I don’t get started on this project, I never will. I’m in a creative mood. I’m afraid it could change any minute. Then I’ll be back where I was fifteen months ago.”

Cynthia scooted closer to her on the porch steps. Then she put an arm around her friend, neighbor and lover too. “You’ve been working on yourself. You’ve been getting healthy in your body and spirit. Even a blind man could see that. I don’t think a few days will make a difference.”

“What are you worried about, Doc?’ Evangeline asked, looking deeply into dark brown twinkling eyes.

Cynthia exhaled as she studied Evangeline. “Honestly?”

Evangeline nodded. “Yes, please be honest with me, Cyn.”

“I’m wondering what I’d do if you left me the way I left you twenty-plus years ago.” Cynthia cleared her throat then rubbed her hair, slicking its dampness behind her ears. “I think I’d go crazy,” she murmured softly.

Evangeline lifted Cynthia’s chin to face her. She caressed Cynthia’s face with her fingers. “I married Mickey because something about her reminded me of you. I never forgot you. Much as I tried, I never could get you out of my head or my heart. It was so hard on Mickey. She never complained, but I know she felt how I was seeing you whenever we made love. If it matters, I’m not going anywhere. My father has great taste in towns and friends. I like this place. I probably wouldn’t have selected it, but I’m glad he did.”

“Me too.” Cynthia placed an arm around Evangeline’s shoulders and pulled her closer.

“Doc, you’re very wet. And you stink too,” Evangeline murmured then sighed. Cynthia started laughing and started to rise to go inside when Evangeline stopped her. “Stinky or not, please stay. Neither of us gets much time alone nowadays.” She leaned over to kiss Cynthia. “I never said how much I enjoyed what we did a couple of nights ago.”

“You didn’t have to, Vangie.” Cynthia sighed. “Do your models have identifying marks? I mean, if I posed for you naked, could people tell it’s me?”

“Would you want them to know?”

Cynthia groaned then looked down at her body and back up to Evangeline. “I’m not a teenager or a twenty-something nubile kid. I’m a forty-something woman with bumps and lumps. Who the hell would want to see me naked?”

“Firstly, you’ve stayed in really good shape.” Evangeline stared at Cynthia. “Secondly, I would love seeing you nude again. My customers would and hopefully my new customers would too.” She knew the effect of her words would make Cynthia flush. Like clockwork, the doctor turned bright red. She moved closer and turned Cynthia’s face toward her then kissed her with plenty of tongue. They both moaned and were about to do it again, when Marlene banged on the back door. “Hey! You two, stop that! Cindy, go shower and dress. Vangie, stay down here and share whatever is in that bag.”

Cynthia looked at Evangeline and shrugged. “The boss of us all has spoken!”

“How much do you think she saw?”

“Enough to stop us from doing more.”

“I can hear as well as see you two,” Marlene warned. “Get going, Doc. Vangie, let me see the bag’s contents,” she ordered. Secretly, this was exactly what she and Gideon hoped for between the two women. She crossed her fingers, praying for more of the same.
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Later, when Marlene and Cynthia were closing the clinic for the day, she brought up the subject. She tapped on the office doorframe and came inside and sat down. “You and Vangie seemed friendly earlier today.”

Cynthia looked up from her office computer screen. She studied her best friend’s face, realizing Evangeline had spoken to her first. She grinned and shut down her computer. “What do you think I should do, Marley?”

“Go with it, Honey. Vangie is finally coming out of her funk, fog or depression. Whatever you want to call it. I love it and I celebrate it too.” Marlene smiled at her best friend. “Old loves are best loves, Cindy.”

“She wants to paint me naked, Marley! That’s her first project in that new studio. I’m to be her first project,” Cynthia fussed as an embarrassed flush crept up her face. 

Marlene giggled and clapped her hands in delight. The only thing she didn’t do was dance a jig. “I’ll even help clean out the third floor just to see that painting!”

Cynthia groaned. “Ha, ha! Marley, that’s so not funny. Me naked. OMG, as the kids say. Vangie thinks I’m stunning, strikingly sensual just before we…” She hesitated to describe. “You know.” She flushed again. “She wants a repeat performance for the cameras. I read somewhere how she takes pictures first then paints based on the pictures and the reality of the scene.”

Marlene’s giggles turned into loud, long laughter that made her eyes water and her belly muscles ache.

Cynthia groaned. She finally dug out a box of tissues and offered them to Marlene. “Here. Stop laughing. Wipe your eyes and blow your nose, Marley. What should I do?”

“Think about cleaning out the third floor. See what’s up there first. If it’s old patient records, shred them. Give the woman the space. She talked about renting it. Do not accept money, Cindy. Give it to her to create that art studio.”

“What about the nudie paintings stuff?”

Marlene started giggling again. “I love the idea of it. But I’d understand if you didn’t do it. You could set conditions. Like, who sees it. Like how nude is nude. Or make it headless. Or a blank face or make it completely unidentifiable. I’m sure there’s other conditions you could ask for to make you feel comfortable.”

Cynthia finally nodded. “I hadn’t thought about any of that, Marley. Thanks. I’ll look in the rooms tonight.”

“Call me and I’ll send Gideon to help, or I’ll come. I don’t want you fumbling around in there by yourself, Cindy. It could be dangerous.”

“I’m good, Marley. How dangerous could old patient records be?”
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Later that night, Cynthia wore thick leather work gloves, workplace protective goggles and a KN95 mask, steel-toed boots, long-sleeved shirt and jeans. Gideon and Marlene were dressed the same way. Nobody wore protective head gear like hard hats. There were three sealed doors. They wondered if there was one large room instead of several bedrooms. When they unscrewed the fitted plywood seal from the easiest door, they found another seal in the shape of an X across the doorframe. It was nailed and screwed into the doorframe. They noted slide bolts with locks at the top, side and bottom behind the X.

Marlene left after that, saying she needed to check on the kids.

Gideon whistled as he and Cynthia studied the reinforced door. “Whoa! What is behind this door, a vampire or something?”

“Gee, thanks for that image, Judge. Now I’m gonna have nightmares tonight.”

“Nah. I’ll just send my daughter over here to spend the night with you.” When Cynthia flushed bright red at the implied meaning of his words, he chuckled. Then he gave her a gentle shove in the side and chuckled again. “Aw, come on, Doc. Don’t be embarrassed. Did you ever think you’d hear those words coming from me?”

Cynthia sighed and wiped her sweaty neck and forehead. “It does make me wonder if it’s just patient files or something more. The slide bolts, X-frame and plywood seal seems excessive to me.”

Gideon stroked his goatee. “Not really. Think about it. The doctor was an old man. He probably didn’t install much security. He probably didn’t know much about the internet or his records would be in the cloud where you could find them. He was just trying to protect his patients’ records the best way he knew how.”

“I guess,” Cynthia remarked. She and the judge grabbed the stepladder and the power tools. Working on the X-frame first, they unscrewed the deeply embedded screws then took the X-frame down in pieces. They sat the frame pieces upright, leaning against the hallway wall along with the plywood seal. They needed bolt cutters to remove the padlocks. “I don’t have bolt cutters, Judge. How about you?”

“I do in my tool shed. I’ll call Marley to bring ‘em.”

“No need, Daddy. Marley sent me with the cutters and keys she said Dr. Baker gave her years ago. She kept them, never thinking they would be useful. She thinks they fit the old-fashioned, keyhole-warded locks.” Evangeline climbed the stairs to the third floor carrying the bolt cutter and a ring full of keys with one long-necked key with an oval shape at the top. “Marley thinks the little keys might fit the padlocks on the slide bolts or the locks on the records cabinets or both.”

Cynthia studied Evangeline as she watched her father fiddle with the long key. “I was hoping you would come. Then I was hoping you wouldn’t think the answer was yes, if you did show up.” She paused to think for a long moment. “I mean it is yes for the studio. The naked part makes me nervous.”

Evangeline withheld her laughter, but her eyes twinkled. “I know. Marley told me.” She glanced at Cynthia’s red face and started to giggle.

“Damn it, Vangie. It’s not that funny!”

“Did I mention you can decide who sees it, besides me. I can make you faceless or unidentifiable. Just let me paint you … please,” Evangeline pleaded.

Cynthia groaned then took her gloves off to find a pocket hanky to wipe down, but Evangeline found it first. She used it to dab at Cynthia’s perspiring neck and forehead. 

“You seem to be wet every time I see you today.” 

They looked at each other. “And you seem to be there to clean me.”

Meanwhile, Gideon took the ring and tried all the keys on the closest padlock. None of them fit but the large, long-necked key, which unlocked the door. “Six down and half-dozen to go,” he muttered. “Ahh, this fits. He grabbed the ladder and lined it up next to the door. “Hold the ladder steady for me, ladies. I’m cutting the top padlock and sliding the bolt open.” He did exactly as he described. He climbed down and cut the padlocks off the other two slide bolts. He stepped aside. “Doc, it’s your place. You do the honors.”

“Gimme the bolt cutters, Judge. Then I can knock out any ghosts hiding in there,” Cynthia remarked. She grabbed the bolt cutters. Then she slowly pushed the door open. She sneezed at the dust in the air and the smell and covered her nose. She felt alongside the wall and found the light switch then flipped it on. The room was huge. There was no wall to separate the rooms. Just a series of sturdy pillars where the walls would have been. The room was filled with rows of file cabinets, both metal and wooden ones of all sizes. There were also files in boxes stacked on boxes. Some files weren’t boxed. She whistled. “This looks like a graveyard for files.” She could feel warm breath against the back of her neck. “Are you sure you want this space?”

“I love the columns in the middle.” Evangeline used Cynthia’s hanky to kneel and wipe the floor near the door. “Parquet floors up here too. I bet it has a wonderful decorative border.”

Cynthia sighed as she watched Evangeline ruin her hanky. “That was my hanky, Vangie.”

“Where’s the skylight?” Evangeline asked, studying the ceiling she could see.

“It must be in the other room across the hall.”

“What about a bathroom?”

Cynthia pointed to the corner. “If we follow the plumbing lines, there should be one in the corner where mine is downstairs. And another one on the other side of the columns. Behind some of those double-stacked cabinets.” She sighed as she looked around the huge room. “This is going to cost big bucks to clean and shred all the paperwork. What do I do with the metal cabinets?”

“In the city, we have guys that pick up metal for free, then they sell it to the junkyard per pound. I bet you have them here too, Doc.” Gideon studied the wooden cabinets he could see. “The wood cabinets, unless my daughter wants them for her art supplies, we chop up and take to a recycling place. Or we see if the metal guy will take them too or we could sell them on e-Bay.”

“Now you’re talking, Judge. I like making a little money on the stuff.” Cynthia turned off the lights and slid the bolts she could reach in place. She lined up the ladder. “Judge, how about you do the honors with the last slide bolt at the top.”

Gideon grinned at Cynthia. “Don’t mind if I do.” He climbed up to slid the bolt in place and returned to the ground. “All done. Let’s go home, Vangie.” 


 

 

 

CHAPTER 3: You’re invited to the third-floor cleanout files party. 

 

It had been five days since they opened the large room on the third floor. Cynthia and Evangeline decided to work on the larger room first to see how it went before tackling the smaller room. Marley tapped on the office door and then came inside. “You have a salvage guy in the waiting room. He wants to see the file cabinets. The metal ones. He says he’ll take a gander at the wood ones too. His words not mine.”

Cynthia frowned at Marlene. “How did he know? I didn’t place an ad in the paper or on the internet. She studied Marlene’s guilty face. “You know we haven’t begun to look at anything in them.”

“I thought we could dump the files into boxes. And get rid of those nasty metal hulks of rust. We could start this weekend. He says he could get them out of here next weekend, if you want. What do you think, Cindy?”

“I think you and Evangeline got your heads together and planned this entire thing.” Cynthia studied Marlene. “I should be asking you what’s the plan.”

“She wants to get started on designing her art studio.” Marlene studied her boss and best friend. “I can tell that you want it for her too.” She grinned. “I have an idea. Why not throw a clean-out party this weekend? We can invite everybody we know with strong backs and arms. They can help us sort through all the stuff. We rent some professional shredders. What we don’t shred, we toss in the boxes and start the process all over again next weekend until we shred everything.”

“In your plan, do we save anything, Marley?”

Marlene paused to think a minute. “We could check the newest information just to make sure we have it in our files. If the patient is still with us. The newest information would be six and half years old. Anything older than that, we shred. If we already have the information, we shred the old stuff too.”

Cynthia nodded. “Take him upstairs and show him what we got. Here’s the keys. There’s a light switch on the right of the door.” She handed Marlene the keys. “Call me if you need anything and I’ll come right over.”

“There’s no need. Evangeline is coming with us. She says we’ll need a step ladder to slide the top bolt open.”

“You two planned this thing, huh?”

Marlene grinned at Cynthia. “Bye, Boss.”

That said, Marlene disappeared with a sturdy, rough-looking man dressed in denim coveralls and a Mets baseball cap. He also wore boots and had well-worn leather gloves in a back pocket.

Cynthia peered out her office window. She noticed an older pick-up truck filled with pipes, old metal sinks, construction equipment like girders, metal frame-out materials, metal doors and metal window frames, metal door frames, air conditioners, radiators, motorcycle and car parts. The name on the truck was Franklin Salvage of Old Smithtown North. She decided to do internet research. He had a website. She did a quick read. He was rated at 4.5 stars. He was certified and registered with the state. She called the Better Business Bureau. She breathed easier now that she knew his company was legit.
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Nearly eight hours later in the early morning hours, Dr. Sierra Vargas was in her office, laughing. She’d just returned from minor surgery on a teenager’s broken nose. Before that, she’d wired his friend’s broken jaw. The two boys were lifelong friends from kindergarten. They were playing pickup b-ball and got into a dispute over a girl. They talked with their fists instead of their words. When it was all over, one kid had a busted nose that might require plastic surgery. The other kid had his jaw wired shut. For the next six to eight weeks, he’d be eating a lot of blended soup.

Sierra was looking at her phone’s email. She’d opened it because Trooper Merle Anglin had made a short video of the new Akita puppy she’d adopted. She nicknamed him, DOC, short for duty of care. He was an all-black chubby puppy with an outsized bear-like head and white paws. The trooper had sent her before and after pictures of her living room couch and pillows. She had to leave him alone when an arrest took longer than she anticipated. Normally, she paid a neighborhood kid to walk him and play with him for a few hours. She also had a next-door neighbor who loved dogs and would keep him too. They both looked so cute playing in the park together, she decided to call.

“Hello, Trooper Anglin … Merle?”

Trooper Anglin was writing up paperwork at her desk, which was more like a cubicle with a desktop computer. She’d just done a twelve-hour shift for traffic duty. It started off as catching speeders and ended up writing reports on the speeding tickets she issued and the drunk she arrested for DWI. He vomited in her car and wouldn’t take a breathalyzer test or give blood or saliva. She arrested him when he failed the five field sobriety tests. She sighed as she answered the phone. “Yes, this is Trooper Anglin. How may I help you today?”

“You don’t sound too happy. Are you okay?”

Trooper Anglin recognized the voice right away. She’d forgotten she’d given her a private number. “Doc Vargas?”

Sierra nodded. “Are you okay?”

“I’m in my cubicle writing up reports, which I hate,” Merle whispered softly into the phone. Her lieutenant had come outside his office to see where she was and what she was doing. When he saw her at her cubicle, he marched over.

“Get off the effing phone now, Anglin!” Lieutenant Mortem snatched the phone from her and thought he’d disconnected the call. He hadn’t. “Anglin, you just busted the captain’s brother,” he ranted. “He gets one more DWI and he loses his license for eighteen months. We don’t want to do that to the captain’s brother. Lose the report. I’ll figure out how to lose those arrest papers. The next time somebody tells you his brother is the captain, believe him, Trooper Anglin! His last name should have been a hint.”

Trooper Anglin cleared her throat. She figured the guy was so drunk, he’d claim anything. “Sir, he failed the field sobriety tests, all five of them. He was weaving all over the road. I was afraid he would run through a stop light or crash into another car. Even after he threw up, he still couldn’t walk a straight line. He didn’t know where he was or what day it was. He was drunk, Sir, and a danger to everybody on the road. I could the smell the alcohol from three feet away. I found a couple of empty quarts of vodka in the front seat of his car.”

“Thanks for reminding me. I’ll see that gets dumped and car detailed before it’s returned to him. Anglin, you play your cards right and your probation ends quick! You go against me and push this, you’ll be in the street quicker than you can spit on the sidewalk! Understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Finish your report on the incident. Don’t input until I approve it tomorrow at the next shift.”

“Yes, Sir.” Trooper Anglin saluted, but the lieutenant walked off without responding to her.

“Trooper Anglin?” Sierra called out. She was horrified at what she was hearing. The trooper complained about her boss, but she never gave much in the way of details. He had sounded like a typical boss who wanted perfection from his staff. Today was a real eye opener.

Merle sighed. “I thought he swiped you off.”

“I heard everything. What are you going to do?”

Merle sighed. “Lose the damned paperwork! Like he said, he will end my career if I don’t. I’m not a whistleblower. And I love my job most days.”

Sierra was ready to lecture her younger friend. Instead, she presented the logical result of what she was asked to do. “How will you feel if the next time you see the guy you arrested tonight, he’s dead or he finally kills somebody?”

Merle sighed. “You already know the answer to that one, Doc.” She paused and decided to change the subject. “Why did you call?”

“I got your videos of the chubby puppy you call DOC. You two are so cute together. Is he named after me?”

“I haven’t thought of that. DOC means duty of care,” Merle admitted. “What would you say if I wanted to come down for a visit? I’d bring DOC with me so you could meet him.” When the doctor didn’t say anything, Merle sighed. “I’d stay in a hotel if that’s what you’re worried about, Doc.”

“Who said I was worried, Trooper?” Sierra lied. “I was trying to see what my schedule looked like.”

Merle snickered. “You are such a little liar, Doc. A beautiful one, but still not a truthteller.” She could sense the doctor wanted to see her but was worried about how things looked to the outside world. “I’m an old soul, Sierra. I’m smarter than I look and older than I look too. In fact, I found a couple of gray hairs.”

Sierra giggled then asked the question. “Where?”

“I can’t tell you. But I can show you. Promise to be gentle when you pull them. Okay?”

Sierra giggled again. “Answer the question, Trooper Anglin.”

Trooper Anglin’s voice had grown lower and huskier. “Use your imagination, Doc.” She sat up straighter when several troopers shook their fingers at her. She cleared her throat. “I’d better hang up before I make a fool of myself.”

“Wait! This weekend, I’m off. How about you and DOC?”

Trooper Anglin grinned broadly. “Yes. I’ll text you when I’m close by.” She quickly hung up without saying more, when she noticed the lieutenant giving her the evil eye. She lowered her phone below the desk and texted.

 

Sorry. Had to go. He was watching. M.

Sorry 2. Having fun with u. S.

Me 2. C u weekend. Need 2 find hotel room. Suggestions? M.

 

Sierra sighed. She wanted the trooper to stay with her. She wanted her grandmother to meet Merle too. She gnawed at her lower lip, debating. Should she make the offer or not? 

 

No hotel. Stay with me and my grandmother? S. 

R u sure? M.

Sierra waited a long moment before answering. Yes please. S.

Okay. Text u when close. M.

Okay. Looking 4ward to plucking gray hairs. S.

Funny lady! M.

 

Trooper Anglin grinned and slid the cellphone in a pocket. She went back to completing the speeding reports.

Sierra went back to watching Trooper Anglin playing with her new puppy. One of the videos had the trooper fast asleep with the puppy snoozing on her back. Merle was in her underwear, boxers and a sleeveless T-shirt. Whoever made the video admired the trooper’s muscular body, keeping the camera focused on her body as she moved around in her sleep. Her solid breasts needed no bra for support. Her nipples had hardened under her T-shirt as if she was having an erotic dream. Both hands protected her crotch no matter what position she moved into. Her arms, thighs and legs were well-formed and muscular. Her belly muscles rippled whenever she moved around on the bed or breathed in and out.

Sierra couldn’t remember how many times she watched that special video. It was more than once. She wondered if Merle Anglin sent her the video to excite her. She realized the trooper had no idea what a turn-on the video was for her. Merle sent the video because it included her cute puppy soundly asleep with its owner. She doubted if Merle had any idea how sexy she was without trying. Or maybe she was just overly sensitive because she was celibate and had been so for too long. She sighed when her phone buzzed and then she heard her name over the PA system. She rose and left her office locked as she headed downstairs four flights to the ER.
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The following morning, Sierra opened an e-vite sent from Cynthia about a cleanout party over the weekend. Inside the invitation, it explained Cynthia was cleaning out the formerly sealed third floor of her house. She hoped to re-design the empty floor as an art studio for a dear friend. Sierra grinned. Everybody knew the dear friend was Evangeline Humphreys. The party started on Friday after work and lasted until all the records were disposed of in some fashion. Guests were invited to bring whatever they liked to drink within reason since the triplets would be there too. Cynthia and Evangeline would pay for the meals and non-alcoholic drinks. Housing would be divided between the judge’s home and the doctor’s home. This was the first in a series of cleanout parties, depending on the amount of work that got done over this first cleanout party.

Sierra pulled out her cellphone to tap Cynthia’s icon. “I just got your e-vite, Cynthia. It sounds like fun.”

Cynthia was jogging back home as she answered the phone. “What did you think? Are you coming?”

“I called to ask if a certain trooper and her cute puppy could come as well.”

Cynthia chuckled. “How long have you been dating Trooper Anglin? How come I didn’t know about this before now, Siri?”

“Number One, she’s too young for me. Number Two, we aren’t dating or sleeping together either.”

“Why not? It’s obvious you like her if she’s coming to my party. The kids talk about her all the time. They’d love to see her again under more positive circumstances.”

“As would I, Cynthia.” Sierra paused to rub her temples as she sat at her office desk. “You don’t think she’s too young for me?”

“I think she’s a grown woman Sierra. I’m betting she’s over twenty-one, probably closer to thirty if not older. Anyway, you like her. I like her. My kids like her. I’m sure Marley and Evangeline like her too. Who cares about anybody else?”

“Your kids, huh?”

Cynthia chuckled. “If their stubborn mother would realize how I feel, maybe she’d say yes whenever I ask her to marry me.”

Sierra sighed. “We both are such messes with our women, aren’t we?”

“I keep thinking the time isn’t right yet. Or it’s too much for her to handle with the Bass shit still fresh. I don’t want to pressure her with my hopes and dreams.” Cynthia sighed. “It’s why I agreed to this art studio thing.” She groaned. “Ask me what her first project is?”

“Well, tell me?”

“She wants to paint me nude in mid-climax.”

Sierra giggled. Then she sighed. “I think I might like to see how that’s done and try it with a certain trooper.”

“Hey, you weren’t supposed to agree and then take it one step further, friend of mine. You were supposed to be shocked.”

Sierra giggled. “I kept imagining my trooper naked and in mid-climax. I’d certainly want to do more than just paint her.”

“Your trooper and my kids. The women involved have no idea of our plans for them. We are a silent mess, aren’t we?” Cynthia sighed as she slowed down to sit on her front stoop to drink some water. “Yes, bring the trooper. I hope the puppy is housebroken.”

“I forgot to ask. If he’s not, I’ll have her leave him outside at my place.” Sierra paused. “I’ll see you this weekend. Do I need to bring any tools?”

“Nope. We’ll supply the coveralls, safety goggles, headcovers and masks. Hmm. Wear construction boots and bring thick gloves too.”

“Okay. I’ll see you soon. Thanks for the invite.”

“You’re welcome. See you soon too.”
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Soon as Cynthia swiped off, Sierra called Merle. “Can you talk?”

“Good morning to you too, Doc,” Trooper Merle Anglin remarked, watching the early morning rush hour’s traffic, heading down the gently sloping hillside ward toward her hiding place behind trees and boulders in the median.

“Oh, sorry. I didn’t mean to be rude. Good morning. How are you today?” Sierra asked.

“I’m better now that you called.” Trooper Anglin pictured the doctor sitting in her office at her desk.

“You must be in your patrol car. Catching speeders again, right?”

“How did you know?”

“You sound very relaxed. You’re even teasing me.”

Trooper Anglin sighed. “Please don’t ask me how the thing you overheard turned out. I don’t want to talk about it. I can’t.”

“We won’t.” Sierra paused. “I called you for two reasons.”

“You’re cancelling on me, right?”

“No! I am not doing that. I wanted to tell you to bring heavy-duty boots like construction boots and heavy-duty gloves.”

Trooper Anglin issued a delighted chuckle of relief. “Now I’m curious. What are we doing that we need that gear?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe it’s a fantasy of my mine to date a woman in tight jeans, and an even tighter white T-shirt. She’d wear beige construction boots and matching leather gloves, and a jeans jacket lined in flannel.”

“And what would the fantasy woman do with you all weekend, Doc?”

“She’d help one of my friends empty out an entire third floor full of records and stuff to make way for an art studio.”

Trooper Anglin kept an eye on the traffic as she spoke on her cellphone. “Hmm. This isn’t a fantasy, is it, Doc?”

“Nope. I hope you don’t mind. I got an e-vite this morning from Dr. Motts. She and the triplets’ mom need help cleaning out the doctor’s third floor.” Sierra paused.

“Go on.”

“I volunteered us and your puppy. Is it housebroken?”

“How do you know I don’t have a bad back, Doc?”

“Do you?”

“No.” Trooper Anglin whipped out her radar gun on two expensive sports cars. “Just under the limit, Dipsticks. See that you stay that way, huh? Race those sporty cars on a racetrack where they belong!” She sighed. “Sorry for the distraction. Yes, the big guy is a gentleman. While he likes tearing up living room pillows, he doesn’t make poopy in the house.”

Sierra couldn’t tell if the trooper was into volunteering to help her friend. “If you didn’t want to do it, I can make an excuse to get us out of it.”

Trooper Anglin watched the traffic for a long moment. “I like you a lot, Doc. If these are your friends, I’d like to help them.” She continued to monitor the traffic. “Are you sure they won’t mind DOC? He’s kinda of a big guy.”

“I can think of three people who will want to adopt him.” Sierra kept thinking about the video of the trooper sleeping. She was dying to ask who made it.  The puppy looked much smaller in it. She wondered if the woman was still in the trooper’s life. While she wanted to know, she was afraid of the answer.

“Hey? Talk to me, Doc. I can hear you breathing, so I know you’re still there.”

“I was thinking about things.”

“What things?”

“You sent me a video of you and the puppy when he was much smaller. He was asleep on your back.” Sierra paused. “You were in your underwear boxers and a tank top. He’s was sleeping on your back until you moved around.”

Trooper Anglin groaned. “Sorry about that. You weren’t supposed to see that one.”

“A girlfriend made it, right?”

“She thought she was. I didn’t think she was.” Trooper Anglin flushed. “She was being an ass about the video. She threated to show it to a bunch of folks if I didn’t … you know. I thought I’d gotten rid of all the copies.” She cleared her throat. “You can delete it if you like.”

“What if I said that I found myself looking for the gray hairs you mentioned.”

Trooper Anglin cleared her throat several times and her voice sounded low and throaty. “You’re at work. I’m at work, so we can’t talk like this. I mean, change the subject, Doc.”

“Why should I?” Sierra responded defiantly.

“Woman! Get off the phone now, before I get off. Can I be any clearer?”

“I could help you with that, Trooper Anglin. Folks tell me I’m a good listener. I’m a good talker too.”

“I gotta go before I get blue balls or something.”

“The human female animal doesn’t have testicles. If you like, I could give you a quick physical just to be sure. Then there’s the complete physical that takes several hours to complete. I favor that one. I like examining my subjects at great length. Just to be sure I’ve touched everything thoroughly.” Sierra looked down at her breasts. Underneath her lab coat, her blouse and her bra, her nipples were rock hard. She moaned softly. “Better go before things get more complicated than they are now.” She swiped off then hustled into her private bathroom to take care of herself.

Trooper Anglin wasn’t as lucky. She had no bathroom. And she couldn’t take care of herself either.


 

 

 

CHAPTER 4: I rode my bike here without stopping for anything. 

 

Early Friday morning, Sierra heard a doorbell ringing or thought she did. She hated early morning doorbells. It usually spelled bad news. A horrible life or death accident where law enforcement needed her on the scene immediately. She threw on clothes, and they were off with lights and sirens. Today, she climbed out of bed in a sleep fog. The doorbell rang again and again. “I’m coming. I’m coming. Stop ringing the bell, okay!” She grabbed a flannel robe to cover her short, see-through nighty. She marched down the hallway bare-footed. She flung the doors open. “I don’t care who you are. Stop ringing my bell like that!” She looked up into sparkling hazel eyes.

“You forgot, didn’t you, Doc?” Trooper Anglin grinned as she took in the open flannel rope barely covering a gauzy thin nightgown. She could see pointy crimson-rose nipples and the dark hair of her pubic area.

“You said you would text me when you were close.”

“I did. You didn’t return my texts.”

“How did you find out where I live?”

“Duh, I’m a state cop.”

Sierra studied her trooper. Merle Anglin wore a pair of jeans that hugged her body, and a white T-shirt peeked from under a short jeans jacket. They both had that worn look of a favorite outfit. Her beige construction boots and the matching leather gloves looked as if she’d worn them on a regular basis too The trooper wore everything she liked on a woman. She liked how they looked on this woman very much. She studied Merle’s hazel eyes. They looked tired. “Did you drive straight here?”

Merle shrugged then dropped her eyes to her feet. “Maybe I didn’t want to wait to see you. Maybe I thought if I waited, you’d find something else to do this weekend.”

OEBPS/image10.jpg





OEBPS/image4.jpg





OEBPS/image2.jpg





OEBPS/image6.jpg





OEBPS/image8.jpg





OEBPS/CoverDesign.jpg





OEBPS/image3.jpg





OEBPS/image0.jpg





OEBPS/image11.jpg





OEBPS/image1.jpg





OEBPS/image5.jpg





OEBPS/image7.jpg





OEBPS/image9.jpg





