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      The body was dead to begin with.

      Well, of course it was; otherwise it wouldn't be a body. But there was dead, Megan thought, and there was dead.

      This one was dead.

      It was also…poking…for lack of a better word…out of the side of lake. Or what would be a lake, when her client was finished digging it out. There was a digger of considerable size in the hole that was to become the lake, the goldenrod sides of it entirely mucked over with mud and the huge bucket still holding a scoop of wet earth. It hadn't moved since Megan had been on site; it was the weekend, and very few private construction companies worked the weekend, even for a celebrity client paying a lot of overtime.

      The client in question, known globally by her stage name, Starr, meandered a few steps behind Megan, chattering about the planned lake and the house she'd already had built to go with it. "It's a lakeside house," she had explained on the drive out. "So it needs a lake to go with it."

      Megan had glanced at the young woman in the rear-view mirror of her Lincoln Town Car, and tried not to sound too amused. "Wouldn't it have been easier to buy property with a lake? Or a house already on one?"

      "Ugh." Starr, in her early twenties and polished in a way Megan would never be, with flawless hair and makeup that made her look fifteen years older than she really was, gave a delicate shudder. "I looked at some. They're all old decrepit houses that would take constant maintenance and soooooo much money sunk into them. I couldn't bothered."

      At least she'd said 'bothered,' Megan thought, because if Starr had said she couldn't afford it, Megan might have had to drive the car into the ditch so she could have a little cry. The pop star was not quite a billionaire, according to every article Megan had ever seen about her. She was merely a many-many-hundreds-of-millionaire, thanks to a childhood of starring in increasingly successful kids tv shows, which had been parlayed into good investments and a young adulthood of being a media sensation as a global superstar.

      She had also specifically contacted Megan's employer, Leprechaun Limos, and asked for 'the murder driver' when she came to Dublin recently so she could check on the progress of her lake house's burgeoning lake. Megan's boss, Orla, lived in a perpetual state of aggravated delight about Megan's popularity: it brought in so much attention to the business that she'd expanded their fleet, and there had been brief talk about rebranding the entire company to Murder Drivers, Inc. Megan had threatened to quit, to keep that from going forward.

      It wasn't her fault she kept driving herself in and out of murders and mysteries. She insisted it was luck of the draw: any of Orla's drivers might have found themselves with an unexpectedly dead client.
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