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        January 2013

      

      

      We had been working non-stop on the addition to the house since my brother Michael’s and his wife Kara’s wedding. We decided not to start until after their wedding, scheduled for the last Saturday in October, because we didn’t want everything to be a mess for that event. When we originally made that decision, though, their wedding had been planned for September, which pushed back our plans by a month as well.

      When Jason originally bought this house, he never anticipated marriage, kids, guests, and the resulting space necessary to sustain that lifestyle. The good news was that we had plenty of property. The bad news was that the house had originally been built in the forties, so we had no idea what we were going to find once we started demolition.

      Jason and I considered starting the demolition ourselves but soon learned we were in over our heads. Upon professional inspection, problems were found at every turn. The foundation sagged and needed to be supported. The beams supporting the roof were partially rotted from a previous roof leak that we weren’t aware of. The copper plumbing needed to be converted to PVC where possible. The electric, mostly knob and tube, required conversion to a modern electrical panel with 220 volts and circuit breakers. This would require all the wiring in the house to be replaced—no easy task from behind the plaster walls.

      Because we planned on extending the rear of the house back toward the barn, the septic tank and leach field also needed to be relocated. So what started out as a modest addition of two bedrooms and two baths turned into a monumental disaster. Everywhere we turned, contractors needed more money. When we tried to match the existing wood tongue-and-groove siding, we were advised to replace the siding on the whole house with vinyl. When we attempted to match the shingles on the roof, we were advised to replace the roof completely. And most recently, when we got a quote for the windows, the salesman pointed out that most of our existing casement windows were rotting and would need to be replaced over the next several years anyway.

      The good news, if any, was that Jason had no mortgage on the house. While he might not have enough cash to complete a full rehab of the house while we completed the addition, the resulting construction loan would be far less than most Californians dreamed of having for a mortgage.

      On Sunday, January 8th, Jason and I sat on the picnic table in the backyard, waiting for the excavator to arrive. We hoped they didn’t unearth anything else that would slow down the project. I asked, “Do you think we should have waited until after the wedding to start the addition?”

      He took my hand. “Probably, but I think we’ll thank ourselves when we don’t have to go through all of this anguish while we’re settling in and trying to get pregnant.”

      I kissed him. “I can’t wait to be married to you and have a couple of little ones running around here.” I looked at the house and asked, “So, before we start digging, are you sure we shouldn’t move? Think of everything we’ve found so far without even breaking ground. Sometimes I think Sabine and Mark had the right idea starting from scratch.”

      He winced. “Yeah, and I’m not an attorney about to be married to a successful businesswoman. I can’t imagine what that will cost them, but I’d guess well over two million when all is said and done.”

      I nodded. “Well, I hadn’t been talking on that grand a scale. But this is turning into a money pit. I’m picturing the excavator hitting a buried well on his first dig, causing a flood and destroying everything we already have.” I took a look around at our tranquil property and asked a practical question, “So what will happen first?”

      He looked up at the sky, trying to remember the order. “Today, they will be digging for the new septic tank and leach field. At least, because we’re rural, they won’t require a sand mound. That would be far more expensive and, in my opinion, ugly.” He referred to a couple of notes he had taken when the contractor met with us. “Then they will dig for the footings so they can do the foundation, including anything that needs to be under the structure, like the plumbing, heating, air conditioning, and electric. Then the framing and actual construction will start.”

      I worried. “There is no way this is going to be completed by the wedding. I’d better start planning now for another venue.” I bit my lip. “It’s so unfair that my brother had his wedding here, but we can’t.”

      He nodded. “Well, we don’t know that yet, but I have to admit, it seems like a long shot, the more involved this gets. But it’s only January, and the wedding’s in May. That’s four months.”

      I agreed. “Well, it is, but lots of decisions have to be made before that. Like, when we send out the invitations, we need to know what the venue is going to be, which means we really only have like two and a half months.” I felt defeated. “I guess we can use that place that Tea used. I liked it.”

      He nodded. “I liked it too, actually, but there’s no place like home. I get it. Maybe we should hold off on all of this until after the wedding.”

      I shook my head. “No, we already discussed that.” As if deciding for us, the excavator’s dump truck pulled into the driveway, pulling a trailer with a backhoe and front-end loader on it.

      Jason grinned. “Okay, then. Ready?”

      I nodded. “Ready as I’ll ever be.”
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        * * *

      

      It took the next half hour or so for him to get the equipment situated to start digging. We went into the house to make coffee and get our day started. About ten minutes into digging, the excavator, Bill Sharkey, knocked on our back door.

      I sent Jason since I figured there were no questions I’d be able to answer. But he asked to speak to both of us. He stood about six foot two with a ruddy complexion. He had a worried look on his face. He suggested we sit down at the kitchen table.

      We sat across from him. “I don’t quite know how to tell you folks this, but when I started to dig out past the barn, I had the feeling that area had been disturbed at some point.” He hesitated, then finally continued. “Well, I’ve found several dead bodies out there.” He added, “I used to do a lot of this work in Hollister, and I’d expect this kind of thing there, but not out here.”

      I shook my head. “There goes the wedding.”

      He responded, “Pardon me?”

      Jason answered quickly. “Oh, she’s got an odd sense of humor.” He had a few questions. “I know you’re not an expert, but do you know how long they’ve been out there?”

      He shook his head. “Well, I’m not an expert, but it’s not like skeletal remains. These are fully clothed, intact bodies. I’d have to say they’ve been out there a couple of years or less.”

      I felt the color drain from my face. “So, since we’ve been living here. That’s rich.”

      He stared at both of us. “Well, there’s no way I can continue to dig, and I’m required to call the authorities immediately.”

      I decided to sit on the couch. If I had a panic attack, I didn’t want to be sitting at the table.

      Jason asked, “Are you okay?”

      I sat back with my eyes closed. “I’m fine, I think.”

      Bill looked confused. “So, I’ll leave you folks to it. I thought you should know that I’m probably done digging for the day, and you should expect the authorities any time. I mean, I can’t go anywhere because they’ll need a statement, but unless they ask me to dig more, I’ll be done.” He went back outside and pulled out his cell phone.
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        * * *

      

      Within ten minutes, two patrol cars from the Gilroy Police Department pulled into the driveway. While I had a headache and felt a touch dizzy, I had not lost consciousness, so it seemed like I had scored a moral victory with my anxiety disorder.

      I hadn’t had much experience with the Gilroy Police Department, although I found them very efficient when Wanda, Sally Roop, and I had implicated Tommy Pearson in the Burt Roop murder two years ago.

      Ironically, Tommy’s loss became my mom and Tom’s gain since they had purchased his house, which had languished on the market for a year and a half after his conviction. The locals thought it to be bad luck buying a serial killer’s house, but my parents were fine with it, finding it affordable and quite nice.

      One of the cops approached Bill, the excavator. The other knocked on our door. I felt well enough now to answer the door, and the uniformed cop in his early thirties met me there. His badge read Simon Sampson, and he put out his hand to shake. He smiled as we shook hands. “Hi, I’m Officer Simon Sampson of the Gilroy Police Department. May I come in?”

      I smiled, hoping to get off to a good start. “Certainly. I’m Miranda Marquette.” I led him into the kitchen. “And this is Jason Wall, my fiancé.”

      He and Jason shook hands as well. We all sat down at the kitchen table.

      He asked, “So, what’s your understanding of what happened here?”

      I figured I could wrap it up. “Well, we are starting a major renovation project of our house, which includes relocating our septic tank, and Bill started the project today. He’d dug a couple of scoopfuls when he came upon what he thought were multiple bodies. That’s about all I know.”

      His face showed a glint of recognition. “Hey, weren’t you involved in the Tommy Pearson case?”

      I smiled. “Yes, a couple of my friends and I took him down—one of my proudest moments.”

      He nodded. “You don’t think these bodies relate to him in any way, do you?”

      I thought about it. “I have no idea. I don’t know how they could, but stranger things have happened.”

      He took on a serious tone. “So, you are saying you don’t know how or when these bodies got here, right?”

      We both nodded.

      He added, “When did you acquire this property?”

      Jason took this one. “I bought it ten years ago, and Miranda moved in a couple of years ago.”

      He noted, “Interesting. From the age of those bodies, it looks like they showed up a couple of years ago too.”

      I rolled my eyes and said, “That’s the way my luck runs.”

      The officer headed for the back door and said, “Please don’t leave town.”

      I nodded. “I wouldn’t think of it.”
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      Even though I could ride my motorcycle year-round in Northern California, the mornings were cool enough that I often chose the car this time of year. I made the most of my time in the car, calling friends who I thought might be awake.

      Among them, Kara, my new sister-in-law, had delivered her baby, Kelly, on December 29th, ten days ago. So she rarely slept at all, day or night, except when she could catch a catnap here or there. Kelly hadn’t quite figured out the difference between day and night yet and ate about every two hours.

      As soon as I got on the 101, I dialed her number. She picked up immediately. “Oh, thank God, it’s an adult. If you had been a crying baby, I would have lost my mind.”

      I laughed. “I’m glad you are keeping your sense of humor.”

      She tried to laugh. “Oh, Miranda, I look at her sweet face, and I love her so much, but sometimes at 3 o’clock in the morning, I want to send her back. Does that make me a bad mother?”

      I tried my soothing voice on for size. “Not at all. Every mother feels that way from time to time. I hope that a year from now, you’ll be the old pro talking me down off the ledge.” I remembered the first time I saw her in the hospital. “You’re right, though, Kara; she is the sweetest little girl I’ve ever seen. So beautiful. She melts my heart.”

      She let out a long breath. “I know this will get easier, and I’m sure I’ll forget this part. But ten days in is tough. Mikey’s been great, bringing her to me in the night and rocking her back to sleep. I couldn’t ask for more support. I’m exhausted beyond belief. There are times when I’m nursing her, and I’m afraid I’m going to fall asleep and drop her. It’s absolutely my biggest fear. I can see it in the headlines. Exhausted mother drops baby on head, killing her. Police investigating.”

      I laughed. “Wow, you are getting delirious. It definitely wouldn’t hit the papers. It would be all over the internet, though.”

      She tried not to laugh. “It’s not funny, Miranda. It could happen.”

      I disagreed. “Oh, babies are very resilient. She’d be fine.”

      She sounded nervous. “Let’s not even talk about dropping her on her head, okay? I’m sure that’s bad luck in a culture I haven’t even heard of.”

      I smiled. “Okay, deal. Here’s what you need to do. Try to sleep when she’s sleeping. Don’t worry about housekeeping or anything else. Michael can take care of that. So maybe, little by little, as you catch up on your sleep a little bit, you can start to think rationally again. That’s all I’ve got right now.”

      I could hear her smiling. “Thanks, Miranda, that’s a good idea. I’m always trying to clean this or vacuum that in-between feedings. I’ll send Mikey to you if he has any questions about the new order around here.”

      I agreed. “You do that. I’m not afraid of him. Besides, doesn’t he have, like, an unbelievably long parental leave as a federal employee?”

      I could hear Kelly crying in the background.

      I suggested, “Hey, why don’t I let you go, and we can talk later.” Then I remembered my news. “Hey, wait a second. I remembered why I called.”

      She yelled over Kelly. “You’re going to have to speak up, Miranda.”

      I yelled. “Well, they started the excavation for our new addition yesterday and found several dead bodies. In fact, they are bringing another crew in today to determine how many there are.”

      She yelled. “If I heard you correctly, I’d like to say I can’t believe it, but, after all, I guess I can.”

      I decided I’d better go rather than compete with the ten-day-old vocal cords. “Hey, I’ll give you more details when I get them.”

      She laughed. “Okay, Miranda. I’m sure it’ll be fine, as usual.”

      I crossed my eyes. “I hope so.” Then I remembered one more thing. “Don’t forget that I’m coming over tonight to see you and the baby.”

      She yawned. “We’ll be here.”
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        * * *

      

      As I entered the Ion Power Systems building, I wondered if I should have stayed home today to be a resource for the police and the forensic crews who had taken over our property. The estimated timing of the aging of the bodies concerned me considerably. When the excavator originally discovered the remains of several people, I assumed they predated Jason’s purchase of the property, which would have completely exonerated us from any wrongdoing. Now, it placed us right at the top of the suspect list. It made no sense. Who would be burying bodies on our property?

      I barely acknowledged Anna, the receptionist, as I entered the building. She didn’t let me get away with it as I neared the door to the hallway approaching my office. She yelled, “Oh, Miranda, have I done anything to offend you, or is it now that you’re management you don’t talk to us little people anymore?”

      I reversed direction and went back to her desk. “I’m so sorry, Anna. I’m having a particularly bad day. Can you keep a secret?”

      She nodded. “Of course.”

      I whispered, “Yesterday, when they started excavation for our addition, they found several dead bodies on our property, and they appear to have died within the last couple of years. It makes no sense.”

      Her attitude changed immediately. “I’m so sorry, Miranda. I didn’t really mean it, you know, trying to be funny. I had no idea what you were going through. Can you ever forgive me?”

      I laughed. “God, don’t worry about it at all, Anna. We have that kind of relationship where we can bust on one another. You were right anyway; I should have been nicer to you on the way in, so good call.”

      She looked like she wanted to eat her words. “You have a good day, Miranda. I’m sorry.”

      I smiled and headed to my office, reflecting on how smoothly my job had gone during the past several months. I caught Bob during a weak moment and got his permission to hire an assistant. Things had been going considerably smoother since I hired her.

      Marta, probably in her mid-thirties, had an MBA and loads of ambition. Occasionally, I worried that she wanted my job, but I also felt thankful that I had her most days. She sat in the office next to mine, diagonally across from Tea, my other employee, in charge of Finance and Accounting. While I had developed the habit of checking email periodically in the evening from home so I could stay on top of things, Marta stayed in the office until seven or eight at night most days. She explained that she wanted to get ahead, and that was the only way she knew how to do it. I occasionally wondered if, by that, she implied that me leaving the office around five every day meant that I would never get ahead.

      I decided I didn’t have time to worry about that. As a part of my succession plan, I wanted to build a competent staff, and the more Marta knew, the more likely a candidate she would be for my job, should I ever decide to leave or take early retirement. I couldn’t predict how I would feel after I had a kid or two about working full time.

      Before stopping in my office, I went to Marta’s, and, of course, I found her there. As far as I could tell, she always seemed to be there. I sat down in one of her side chairs and asked, “Marta, how was your weekend?”

      She straightened her gray suit. “Well, I organized your files. I reworked your schedule so you are only attending critical meetings. Tea and I are splitting the others. I started to organize all the policies and procedures relating to customer service, ordering, and general operations. I will be updating them into the standard format by the end of the week. That’s about it.”

      I smiled. “Actually, I meant, ‘What did you do for fun?’”

      She looked at me like I had recently arrived from outer space. “Oh, there’s no time for fun when you are on a career path.”

      I couldn’t help but be curious. “Now that you mention it, what career path are you on anyway?”

      She didn’t hesitate. “Well, I’ve never made it a secret that I want to be a vice president before I turn forty.”

      I nodded. “I see. You realize that we don’t have any vice president–level positions here at Ion, right?”

      She didn’t let that deter her. “Well, maybe not now.”

      You couldn’t blame me for being worried about this woman, but, for now, I enjoyed having the help, and I’d help her advance her career if I could. “Well, if anyone can get there, you can. And I’ll support you every step of the way.”

      She barely acknowledged my offer to help her, leaving me feeling that she would do it with or without me. “Oh, yeah, good, thanks.”

      I decided to go to my office. Spending too much time with her depressed me. “Well, have a great day. And if you need anything, let me know.”

      She said, “Sure,” but I could tell she wasn’t paying attention.

      I found Tea in her office as I headed back to mine. She motioned me in. “Hey, Miranda, do you have a second?”

      I said, “Sure, what’s up?”

      She motioned for me to shut the door. Then she spoke quietly. “Hey, I still report to you, right?”

      I smiled. “Yup. No changes there, and none planned.”

      She bit her lip. “Okay, I just wondered because that Marta is acting an awful lot like she thinks I work for her. I don’t know if she told you, but she totally rearranged the meeting schedule, so I’m attending like a quarter of the meetings you used to go to now.”

      I nodded. “Yeah, she did say something about that.”

      She prodded me. “Well, Miranda, you have to take control of that woman. She’s steamrolling over all sorts of people, and they are just letting her do what she wants. Well, I’ll never get my work done if I start going to all these meetings. Then what’s going to happen? I’m going to have to work overtime or start taking work home, all because of your assistant.”

      I said, “Okay, I’ll talk to her. I didn’t realize that she’d just ordered people to do these things. I thought she had discussed the situation with them, and they’d agreed. I guess, knowing Marta, that wasn’t the best assumption.”

      She smiled. “Thanks, Miranda. I figured she was going rogue, but I couldn’t really tell. She does everything like she has absolute authority. I mean, I don’t hate her, but she is pretty abrasive.”

      I wondered if I had made a mistake hiring Marta. Only time would tell.
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      Unlike my assistant, Marta, who had nothing to do but work, my weeknights were completely full. I felt lucky to be engaged to someone like Jason, who respected the fact that I had a life outside of work and outside of our relationship.

      Mondays were reserved for Kara and Kelly. And sure, I’d spend time with my brother Michael, too, if he happened to be there. Tuesdays, I spent with my friend Patricia, her son and my godson, Nate, and Patricia’s mom, Toni. Wednesdays, I spent with my friend Lyanne Melendez and her two daughters, Jennifer and Shakira, now that her messy divorce had begun. Thursdays, I spent with my good friend Detective Wanda Marshall and her foster daughter, Shanice. Friday evenings were spent at my mom’s and Tom’s new house right around the corner from us with Sabine and Mark. Michael and Kara were also invited, but since Kelly arrived, they hadn’t made it yet. I figured they would once they all settled into a routine.

      Now that I saw Wanda and Lyanne weekly, it almost seemed like overkill to do a monthly weekend with our four-woman investigative group, the WAIT (Wine as an Investigative Tool) Club, in Monterey with them and our dear friend Margo, but so far, we had continued that tradition. I didn’t want to stop the meetings because they seemed to have accelerated Margo’s recovery from the whole Heather incident. There was a time, recently, when I thought she and I would never get past it. Finally, I called her one day.

      “Margo, are you ever going to forgive me? You were as taken in by Heather’s act as I was. We can either let her come between us for the rest of our lives, or we can move on.”

      There was a long pause on the other end of the line.

      “Okay, Miranda. You win. I’m not sure if I was angrier with Heather, you, or myself. I always thought I was more perceptive than that.”

      I agreed. “So did I. I never thought I could be fooled by her again, but I was. I can’t afford to punish myself. She’s a brilliant actress. She’s psycho. She’s a lot of things. But if she gets out of prison someday, she’s never fooling me again. I can guarantee you that.”

      And since then, we’d been back to where we were pre-Heather. I was so thankful that we could recover so quickly.

      It had been so successful adding Shanice back in September, she’d been invited every month since, although it was still eight years until she could partake. She seemed a little lost without Heather, despite everything Heather had done to all of us. And they often let us play as five when we played golf together every couple of weeks at the course we had joined in Salinas. When the course was crowded, we played as three and two, which could also be fun and kept it interesting. On those days, we often played a best-ball format just to keep the pressure off any individual golfer.

      To make a long story short, I had a full life that I wouldn’t trade for anything. I could, however, do without this propensity to attract dead people. I never asked to be the Princess of Death, but I wore the crown honestly. This new set of bodies on the property was a real mystery.

      It made me happy not to be going home to face the music of how many bodies had been found in our backfield opposite the barn. We honestly hadn’t paid too much attention to this area, and over the years, it hadn’t sustained significant grass growth. So whoever chose that particular spot to bury those bodies took time to inspect our property.

      It was nearly six when I pulled into Michael and Kara’s driveway, a hundred feet or so from ours. I had developed a habit of just walking in, and Kara had encouraged it since the doorbell might wake up Kelly if she ever did fall asleep. Michael would always make a comment like, “Don’t people even knock anymore?” or “What if I’d been naked?” but I could tell it made him happy I visited as much as I did.

      I always said something as I came through the door, so I didn’t frighten anyone, like, “Hey, Auntie Miranda’s here to save the day.”

      Kara yelled from the family room, “I’m out here nursing. Whoever thought that would be my most spoken sentence in this house?”

      The family room was in the rear of the house next to the kitchen, overlooking the backyard and the stream bordering the property. I found her and Kelly on the couch.

      “I thought Michael might be out here assisting. You know, waiting on you hand and foot.”

      She smiled. “No, he had been up earlier but went back to bed because he couldn’t keep his eyes open.”

      I shook my head. “I thought these tough Army guys were used to staying up for forty-eight hours at a time.”

      She yawned. “I’ll cut him some slack. He’s been up about as much as I have. I told him to go back to bed. You know how Mikey is when he gets overtired. No one wants to be around him.”

      I agreed. “Honestly, I’d rather spend time with you. But never tell him that. I’d never hear the end of it.”

      She smiled wearily. “That can be our little secret.”

      Kelly sighed with the satisfaction of a good meal. Kara swaddled her in a blanket.

      I gushed, “She is so adorable. I hope mine is even close to that cute.”

      Kara nodded. “Well, look at you and Jason. Your kids will be like models. It’s hardly even fair.”

      She took Kelly over to a cradle in the corner of the room and laid her down.

      “There’s almost no point in putting her in the crib. By the time she gets to sleep fully, she’s ready to get back up. I don’t know how she does it.”

      I watched her settle in. “She looks pretty peaceful right now.”

      She smirked. “Oh, yeah, she does that to fake you out. If I tried to take a nap right now, she’d wake up in five minutes.”

      She thought for a second. “Hey, while we are having adult conversation, what’s this about dead bodies on your property?”

      I nodded. “Oh, yeah, the more things change, the more they stay the same. We had an excavator start to dig our new septic tank out past the barn, and the first couple of swipes he took unearthed at least two bodies. They brought a team in today to determine if there are any more.”

      I frowned. “We had visions of having the wedding on our property after we completed the addition, but that seems less likely all the time.”

      She touched my hand. “I know the feeling of having everything up in the air. It wasn’t long ago we were in your shoes.”

      I held my stomach. “I’m getting itchy to have one of those.” I pointed to Kelly. “I get more anxious every day, and I mean that both ways: in extreme anticipation and filled with anxiety.”

      We may have to bite the bullet and book Rosewood CordeValle for the wedding. It is a reasonable alternative to those really expensive venues, and Tea had her wedding there and had no complaints. I don’t think our property is going to be ready, and I’m not sure I have the stomach for a race to the finish while I get an ulcer.”

      She nodded. “Well, it might take some of the pressure off. That wouldn’t be a bad thing. Right?”

      I agreed. “No, it wouldn’t. I need to get myself out of the way. I’ve always pictured us getting married here from the day that Jason proposed in the barn. It seemed to make the most sense. But the important thing is that we are getting married. I need to be flexible. The key here is that we are going to expand the number of bedrooms and bathrooms.” I smiled. “Did I tell you that I think I have Jason convinced to expand the kitchen too in case I ever get my dream of opening a catering business? What better time to get access to a commercial kitchen while we have everything torn apart?”

      She agreed. “Brilliant. Didn’t you say that Patricia might be able to open opportunities for catering at Kharma?”

      I nodded. “Yes, they have internal meetings catered all the time and favor farm-to-table, locally operated businesses. It’s something I keep in the back of my mind, especially as I sit in meetings at Ion, day after day after day.”

      She thought about that. “Hey, isn’t your new assistant helping with that?”

      I nodded. “Yes, but it’s not without a price. She’s been ordering people around, and I didn’t even know it. I’ve got to put her in her place before she gets people ticked off at me on her account.”

      She bit her thumbnail. “Oh, that’s not good. But how’s she working out otherwise? What’s her name again, Martha?”

      I corrected her. “No, Marta, not like Washington. Well, she’s pretty ambitious. No, she’s very ambitious. I wouldn’t be surprised if she weren’t aiming for my job before I’m ready to be gone.” I rolled my eyes. “It’s fine as long as it’s on my schedule, not hers.”

      She smiled. “Well, if you do get this commercial kitchen, you’ll be that much closer to making your catering dreams come true. I get that it’s no coincidence that you are thinking in that direction now that you are planning on becoming a mom, right?”

      I agreed. “You got it. I’m not going to be strapped to an office job while someone else takes care of my babies. That’s not happening. Jason and I have talked, and he’s okay with me staying home and not working, but I honestly think I’d get bored if I didn’t do something.”

      She stared at me, and I wasn’t sure if she would speak, but she finally did. “I’ve been struggling with the same thing. I’d thought about getting my degree, but that seems so far off now, especially with Kelly here.”

      I had a thought. “Hey, don’t worry about this now, because I know you have a lot on your plate, but maybe later. What if you and I went into business together? We get along great. You wanted to go into marketing, and I have an operations background. I’m not sure how many of us it would take to run the business that I have planned in my head. I’ve also thought of Tea because she’s an accountant and could handle all the finances. With the three of us, we would have all the major areas covered.”

      She looked at me quizzically. “I don’t know, Miranda. I don’t know the first thing about food service.”

      I smiled. “So far, everything I’ve done I had no background in before I started it.”

      I added, “I might add a food truck or two also.”

      She stood up and started pacing. “Now that sounds like fun. I don’t even know why. Something about being able to take it anywhere you want, not being tied down, has always appealed to me.”

      I agreed. “That part has always appealed to me too. I love to be out on the open road.” I thought about something else. “But I also read that if you combine food truck and catering businesses, you have the best of both worlds. You already have portable kitchens that you can use while you are catering. And you’ve likely specialized in various foods on each truck. Those can be your food lines for your catering business. It’s almost too easy.”

      She smiled broadly. “Then you add a commercial kitchen at your house, and the kitchens potentially available at the venues we’d be catering, and there are tons of options.”

      It excited me that she shared my vision. “Well, I’m not ready to do it yet, but I’m getting closer all the time. Once I have cooking facilities available, I’m going to start looking for small jobs to test out my capabilities. We could hit the ground running together.”

      She looked worried. “How about the little pumpkin here?”

      I laughed. “Oh, you’ll be surprised how mobile she becomes and how quickly. You aren’t going to want to sit at home with her. She’s going to want action, and so will you. I give both of you six months tops.”

      She rolled her eyes, but I knew I had her.
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      It surprised me when I got home at 7:30 to find a crew still digging in the back field. Jason sat with Officer Sampson from the other day, giving his statement at the kitchen table. I had nothing to lose, so I interrupted. “So, what’d you find out there?”

      The officer said, “We’ve only found two bodies, both women. They are both short in stature with straight black hair. I would guess they are either Native American or Asian.” He seemed to be wrapping it up with Jason and spoke to me. “Ms. Marquette, do you think you could provide us with a statement also? Then I can wrap things up here.”

      I didn’t really want to, but I figured if I didn’t do it now, I’d have to go to the police station, or he’d come back here. Neither sounded all that great, so I tried to get out of it. “I figure Jason knows about everything that goes on around here. I’m not sure you’ll get anything different from me.”

      We both knew it didn’t get much lamer than that, so he held his ground. “Well, let’s see what happens.”

      I figured I might as well get it over with. Jason went to play Super Mario. The officer settled into his seat and started his questioning. “So, had you ever noticed that the ground had been disturbed in the area past the barn before the digging started?”

      I thought for a second. “Well, honestly, I figured that grass never grew there for whatever reason. I never really thought about it. I mean, if you walk around the property, you will find places with more grass and with less. That’s the way it is in the country.”

      He still didn’t seem satisfied. “So, it never struck you as odd that the area where your excavator started digging today had no growth of grass?”

      I repeated my response. “Correct.”

      He continued. “Did you ever see anyone unusual on the property, someone you didn’t know?”

      I nodded. “Yes, about a year ago, we were visited by an Eastern gentleman who came around a couple of times after we found a couple of bodies in Coyote Lake Park. We never did figure out why he came here because the police figured out who the killers were, and they were close relatives.”

      He asked, “Did the gentleman say anything?”

      I strained to remember. “Yes, but it was very cryptic. He warned of a war that our government would deny. He said that the people from the East would wage war against us, but we would never know it. He also said that the bodies found in the Coyote Lake holding pond were a warning. That’s all I remember. I’ve been through it a thousand times in my head, and it makes no sense.” Then I remembered something that came up in court. “Oh, wait a minute, I think the killer’s accomplice admitted to hiring that guy to throw us all off. I’m going to have to get back to you on that.”

      Officer Sampson gave me an odd look as he took notes while a cassette player recorded every word I said. He continued with his questioning. “Have you had any other unusual visitors before or since then?”

      I could think of many strange people who came to the house, but they were all friends or family, making no sense to mention them. So, I just said, “No, not that I recall.”

      He then asked me basic questions about how long I’d lived here, what I did for a living, and other questions that didn’t appear to me to have anything to do with the case. But fifteen minutes or so later, we were done.

      I was thrilled to see him leave and starving since I hadn’t eaten before going to Kara’s. I asked Jason, “Hey, Cowboy, did you eat yet?”

      He nodded while he played Nintendo. “Yes, I had one of those burgers we cooked on the grill the other night. Do you want me to cook you something?”

      I laughed. “Oh, no. If we’ve gotten to the point where I can’t cook myself dinner, I’d better rethink the conversation I just had with Kara.”

      He knew he was being baited. He smiled. “Dare I ask?”

      I rolled my eyes. “Well, you know we’re not doubling the size of the kitchen for no reason, right?”

      He rubbed his eyes. “Well, you were pretty vague, but I wasn’t going to argue when you looked so cute presenting your rationale.”

      I punched his arm and whined, “Oh, don’t go all Brad Paisley on me.”

      He thought back to our original conversation about it. “Well, I guess you did say something about maybe wanting to change careers way off into the future because, of course, you would never leave us high and dry at Ion.”

      I brushed him off. “Okay, but that was just my sales pitch.” I rolled my eyes. “Besides, now that I’ve hired Marta, I might be irrelevant soon anyway.”

      He looked at me seriously. “What’s that mean?”

      I shook my head. “Oh, I don’t know. She’s working, like, seventy-hour weeks. She bosses all sorts of people around and basically looks like the boss that everyone loves to hate. The big question is whether she’s kissing up to Bob. If she is, then my fears will be confirmed.” I continued, but more excitedly. “But don’t you see the beauty of this? You know that I might not want to go back full-time once I become a mom. So, this might be the perfect time to start transitioning out. Once we get the kitchen done, I could start doing a few small catering jobs to get my feet wet and start growing from there.”

      He hugged me. “I have to hand it to you. You are always thinking. I think it’s a great idea. We’d miss you at Ion, but if this Marta is the person to start grooming for your job, that might be perfect.”

      I then remembered the other thing Kara and I talked about. “Hey, how about this? Kara and I were talking about the idea of getting a food truck or maybe several. Then we could supplement our catering business with the food specialty from the truck and use the mobile kitchen facilities.”

      He looked like he had missed something. “What do you mean, we?”

      I smiled. “Oh yeah, I suggested that Kara join me in the catering business. I can’t do it alone, and her specialty is marketing. Then Tea can do the accounting.”

      He protested. “You’re going to take our Finance Department too_?_”

      I nodded. “Yes. Sorry.”

      He looked more nervous about losing Tea than losing me. “You’d better come up with a transition plan for Tea. No one knows what she does.”

      I smiled reassuringly. “We’ve got this. I promise I’ll take care of it. It’s going to be a slow transition. Well, not that slow. Did I tell you she thinks she’s pregnant?”

      He grimaced. “Already?”

      I nodded. “Yes, and I can tell you she’s not going to want to stay at Ion once she has a baby. We had that conversation a long time ago.”

      Veins bulged in his forehead. “This is giving me a headache. I need to better separate my personal and work lives, or I’m going to be miserable. I mean, of course, I want you to be happy. But you’ve become such an important part of my work life; I’m going to need to make sure that things don’t fall apart as you transition out.”

      I smiled. “Well, you at least have the advantage of knowing what’s going on in my mind. If I were just another employee, I’d probably keep you guessing right up until the end.”

      He didn’t seem appeased. “Yeah, I get it, but since I do know what’s going on, I have to deal with it on a realistic level.”

      I put my arms around him. “You have a way of making something fun seem totally disastrous.” I kissed him anyway. “But we’ll make it work.”

      His face softened. “Okay, you always have a way of winning me over. We will figure this out.” He had an idea. “Would you mind if I met with Marta to get a feel for what she knows and how likely she’d be as someone who could move into your job?”

      I thought about it. “Well, I’d prefer if you didn’t ask her if she wanted my job.” I grimaced.

      He shook his head. “No, I’m just trying to get a feel for what she’s qualified to do and what her intentions are. It could really work out for both of us if we play our cards right.”

      It made me uncomfortable, but he could be right. “Okay, but make sure you keep me in the loop. How about this? Could you include me in the meetings? Then we can all be on the same page?”

      He nodded. “That sounds like a great idea.”

      It still made me uneasy, but I let it go for now.
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