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“Did I hear you right? You didn’t just say what I think you said, did you?”

The couple, a man in his mid-forties and a woman in her late thirties, were walking—hand-in-hand—through row after row of healthy green plants. Each of these plants, it should be noted, was growing on its own dedicated trellis. Also worth noting was how each plant was equidistant from its neighbors, and the rows they comprised were straight-as-an-arrow and looked so perfect that passing observers could easily imagine some type of machine overseeing everything.

The man, six feet tall, with graying brown hair and a medium build, pulled his companion to a stop and wrapped his arms around her. The woman, shorter than him by at least half a foot, flipped her long brown locks out of her face before returning the hug.

“I meant it. Every word. I want you to be happy. I know you’ve been wanting this for a while now.”

“And you haven’t?” the woman returned.

“If we’re being honest, then yes, I guess I have.”

“You don’t sound that convincing, Zachary.”

“It’s a big decision, Jillian. It’ll mean a lot of money, hard work, and ...”

“... headaches?” Jillian finished for me.

“Well, yeah, there’s that.”

We reached the end of this particular field and just like that, the vines fell away, only to be replaced by practically every berry bush you could think of, and then some. Stopping long enough to pluck a couple of fat ripe blackberries from a passing bush, I handed one to Jillian while tossing mine up in the air and catching it with my mouth.

“That could have ended badly,” Jillian laughed. “Then again, that might explain some of the stains I’ve been finding on your shirts.”

“My aim isn’t that far off,” I complained. “Now, you were saying?”

“Right. Issues. Okay, you mentioned the topic of money.”

I nodded. “That’s an important one.”

“Well, we’re both successful business owners. We have more than enough in the bank to cover any expense which may arise.”

“True, but I don’t think you have any idea just how expensive this is gonna be,” I argued. “We’re talking thousands of dollars here, my dear. Hundreds of thousands.”

Jillian shrugged. “So, what else are we going to do with the money? Now, next up, we have the hard work you mentioned. Well, of course, it’ll be hard.”

“And inconvenient, too,” I added.

“Something like this will never be convenient. But, I think with a lot of patience, and hard work on both of our parts, we can make it happen.”

“What about the headache bit?” I asked, giving my companion a smile. “I don’t think there is anything we can do about that.”

“Sure there is,” my wife countered. “That’s what ibuprofen is for.”

I had to laugh. She had me there. Still, as I gazed out at the open acreage of Lentari Cellars, I had to shake my head. I have grown very comfortable with my life here, in Southwestern Oregon. Now, what I was proposing to do was going to throw everything in turmoil. Having never been one who was good with change, I had to ask myself: was this what I really wanted to do?

Before I go too much farther, I probably should introduce myself. After all, I don’t want to lose you right off the bat. Now, my name is Zachary Anderson, but you can call me Zack. Everyone does. Well, most everyone. My mother, living in Phoenix, Arizona, and my new wife, Jillian, seem to be the only two who ever address me as Zachary. As for me, I’m in my mid-forties. I’d like to say that I’m fairly fit, but let’s face it. Everyone tends to smudge the facts just a bit when asked to describe their physical fitness. I work out (when the mood arises) regularly, and always seem to be chasing my two dogs.

My wife, Jillian, is in her late thirties. She owns and operates a local business in town called Cookbook Nook. It’s a specialty kitchen store offering cookbooks, cooking-based knickknacks that most people didn’t realize they needed, and tasty morsels offered in a small café on the second floor. Jillian keeps herself in good shape simply by working at her store. Having spent an inordinate amount of time at my wife’s place of business, I can attest to the strenuous physical activity necessary to keep that place running smoothly. 

One would think a specialty store like hers, in a tiny town like Pomme Valley, wouldn’t be a good match, only they’d be wrong. Jillian’s store has to be one of the busiest in Pomme Valley, and as such, she is always on the go. Fill this order, grab that from the back, go upstairs to deal with a problem in the café, or run to Gary’s Grocery to replace some missing ingredients: it’s all in a day’s work. The poor woman never stops moving! 

As much as I’d like to suggest putting a step-counter on her, just for curiosity’s sake, I won’t. I know full well that Jillian would want to put one on me as well, and then we’d have the makings of a competition. Seeing as how I spend the majority of my day in a chair outfitted with wheels, I can tell you that my numbers would pale in comparison to hers.

Speaking of my wife, here’s something you probably don’t know. As far as Pomme Valley’s citizens are concerned, she is their guardian angel, their Secret Santa, and would be called Ms. Moneybags if they knew how much she donated to the city.

Let me explain.

Jillian’s first husband, a wickedly savvy businessman by the name of Michael, made an absolute ton of money, doing who-knows-what. Sadly, the poor fellow passed away from cancer, and left everything to his widow. Now, seeing how I never share the financial details about my new wife with anyone, let’s just say that Jillian is the modern day equivalent of Richie Rich. If you don’t know who that is, I suggest you look it up. I consider myself very financially stable, but compared to Jillian, once again the numbers pale in comparison. 

Thankfully, it’s something that has never bothered me. Jillian is free to do whatever she wants with her money. That brings us back around to the guardian angel bit I mentioned earlier. Jillian has taken it upon herself to help her friends open the businesses of their dreams. Bakery? Florist? Realtor? You name the company, and Jillian is probably the silent partner. But ... does she lord this over her friends? Will she ever step in and override anyone’s orders? Nope. Not once have I ever seen her exert her influence over anyone, aside from an occasional nod or look at one of the employees. 

We are a good couple. They say that opposites attract. Well, in our case, it’s true. Jillian is extroverted and very outgoing. She enjoys large groups of people and can effortlessly mingle with anyone, from sharing a joke with the janitor sweeping the floors to having tea with PV’s mayor.

As for me? Well, I’m more introverted. We writers tend to enjoy quiet time alone. I’m happiest in front of my keyboard, laying out complex romance plots, figuring out how to get two characters together who absolutely hate each other, and ...

WOOF!

Oh, yes. I can’t forget them. There are two others in my house that need introductions. Down there, rising no higher than my knees—unless they rear up on their squat hind legs—are a pair of corgis. Pembroke Welsh Corgis, if you’d like to get technical. I can honestly say that I wasn’t a dog owner when I first moved to Oregon. But, less than twenty-four hours later, I had been talked into adopting a canine companion by my best friend from high school, Harry Watt. 

Dr. Harrison Watt, PV’s veterinarian, just so happened to settle down in the same small Oregon town as me. My old friend was married, had two kids, and—this still freaks me out—is an actual doctor. If you had known Harry in his younger years, you’d know why I found that so hard to believe. Anyway, Harry pretty much forced Sherlock, my first dog, on me and didn’t allow me to say no. In retrospect, I’m very thankful he didn’t. That furry little booger has changed my life and I can’t imagine a day going by without having him by my side. Maybe it’s because that little corgi has an innate ability to solve mysteries? 

I kid you not.

Sherlock, just like his namesake, can locate clues so obscure you’d think he was looking at random things. However, once they were applied to the case I was working on, then you’d be able to ...

I’m getting ahead of myself. Sorry ’bout that. Let me backstep a bit.

In addition to being a writer, I’m also a paid police consultant for the local Pomme Valley police. Do I possess any skills that qualify me for the job? Not a one. As long as we’re being honest, let me get something off my chest: the only thing the police department is interested in is my dogs’ opinions. Sherlock and Watson are ... wow, I’m not any good at this, am I? Some writer I am. I’m jumping ahead of myself yet again.

After I first moved to town and adopted Sherlock, I was accused of murder. I won’t go into details, since it’s a story I’ve already told, but Sherlock was pretty much responsible for keeping my tail out of the slammer. Somehow, and I’ve yet to figure out how, that little dog sniffed out clues that were related to the case. It might not be clear at the time of discovery, so I got into the habit of snapping pictures of whatever catches the dogs’ attention. Therefore, if you ever hear me mention something called corgi clues, then you’ll know what I’m talking about.

Anyway, after Sherlock managed to solve the case, and the charges against me were dropped, I bumped into Harry and voila! I had a second corgi. This one was a timid red and white female. Now, I know you’ll laugh, especially knowing she’s a girl, but I named her Watson. Sherlock and Watson. What can I say? I think it’s cute. 

As I was saying, in addition to being a writer, I’m also a police consultant. Thankfully, our small town doesn’t see too much crime. Then again, for a time, everyone thought I had brought the crime with me from Arizona, seeing as how we’ve had murders, burglaries, and all manner of crime befall us and that was after I had moved to town. Vance, the detective who had originally arrested me for murder, became good friends with me and, to this day, still heckles me about the blissful days of BZ.

Jerk.

That was in the past. Today, it’s all I can do to keep myself from daydreaming about the future. After all, after losing my first wife to a terrible car crash a few years ago, I never thought I’d see myself married again. Now, on the other hand, I don’t think I’ve ever been happier, and I would have bet any amount of money that, prior to moving to Oregon, no one would ever have heard me utter those words again. 

On this particular day, Jillian and I were walking through the vineyards of Lentari Cellars. Caden, my winemaster, had been encouraging me to learn more about the fine art of wine-making. The problem was, I hated the stuff, and he knew it. I swear he was doing everything in his power to expose me more and more to the process, hoping that I’ll somehow become more tolerant of the nasty liquid. It’s no secret that I do not hide my disdain of wine. Red, white, grape, berry, it really didn’t matter. No matter how hard I tried, I could not bring myself to take the tiniest of sips.

There are exceptions, of course. A while back, Caden came up with a super-limited dessert wine, made from some I-kid-you-not moldy grapes. Oh, he assured me it was the good kind of mold, but then again, I didn’t even know there was such a thing as good mold. That particular recipe, as Caden calls it, was surprisingly sweet and did not have any of the after-effects I detested from trying other wines. So, come fall each year, Caden dedicates a small chunk of acreage for the exact purpose of creating moldy grapes. His method doesn’t always work, but so far, he’s had moderate success.

There was a final way that I could say I enjoyed the smell—and taste—of wine. Red wine, to be specific. That was when the holidays came around. Jillian has a way of cooking her turkeys with red wine, and for once, I didn’t find myself cringing from the smell. Apparently, if I knew the wine was being served over a nice, golden-brown bird, then I was okay with it. Oh, don’t get me wrong. I’m sure the simple fact that the alcohol was baked right out of the wine had something to do with it. 

Back to the present, Sherlock and Watson were playing a noisy game of tag. One would nip at the hind end of the other, and just like that, the newly tagged canine would tear off after the other, barking like mad and giving off every notion that they alone were warding off the devil himself. Every so often, twin streaks of fire would come frighteningly close to our legs as we continued to explore the vineyards.

“They sure are having fun, aren’t they?” I mused.

“I’ll say. Did you know that Sherlock has a rider?”

“Is that so? Wow. I didn’t even see her. She must be crouched low. Here’s the million-dollar question: does Sherlock know she’s there?”

The hitchhiker in question was a small, African grey parrot by the name of Ruby. She had originally belonged to one Clara Hansen, a woman I was ashamed to admit I had bad-mouthed on more than one occasion. Well, karma had a way of rearing its ugly head. Clara had passed away and guess who ended up taking care of the bird?

Yours truly.

I had originally thought Ruby wouldn’t be able to get along with the two corgis, but much to my surprise, the three of them had become the Three Stooges. Ruby, as Jillian had just pointed out, had started a new habit: corgi riding. She was known to settle on Sherlock’s back, and nothing short of a bath would remove her if she didn’t want to be moved. The dogs came zipping by us for a third time. There, crouched low in the center of Sherlock’s back, and bopping her head up and down as parrots were wont to do when they were excited, was Ruby. I’d try to take a picture of the three of them but somehow, they always know when I’m trying to capture a Kodak moment and the opportunity would be over.

“I gotta tell you,” I began, as we turned to follow the line of marionberry bushes running east, “I really had a good time in England. Yes, it was a little rushed, and yes, some incredibly remarkable events happened.”

Jillian nodded. “I couldn’t agree more. Where are you going with this?”

“Well, it’s just that ...”

“Itching to head out traveling once more?” my new wife guessed. 

“Is it a bad thing?” I asked. “Yes, I love our life here, and I love what the two of us have created. It’s ... that is to say, I guess ...”

“... you enjoy traveling,” Jillian finished for me. “There’s nothing wrong with that.”

“What about you?” I countered. “If I were to ask you what country you’d most like to visit, what would your answer be?”

There was no hesitation whatsoever.

“New Zealand.”

My ears perked up. Being a huge Middle Earth fan, I’ve always wanted to go see the filming locations from Lord of the Rings and the Hobbit trilogy. So, the question was, did my significant other know this, or is this just a fluke coincidence?

“The look on your face says you’re interested,” Jillian observed, giving me a warm smile. “That makes me happy. New Zealand it is. We’ll just have to decide on a time of the year to go.”

The corgis tore by me again. Yes, Sherlock still had his rider with him. In fact, I could hear Ruby squawking with glee as they disappeared behind a row of blueberry bushes.

“Thankfully,” my wife continued, “you and the dogs haven’t worked a case in a while. May I presume that levels of crime in Pomme Valley are returning to those not seen since before the BZ era?”

I snorted with exasperation. “BZ? Not you, too, dear.”

In case you haven’t figured it out yet, BZ stood for Before Zack. It’s an acronym Vance Samuelson, my good friend who’s a detective in the local police force, coined to delineate when the levels of crime skyrocketed. It just so happened to coincide with my arrival in town.

Jillian giggled. “I’m just teasing you, Zachary. I’m only trying to point out that your skills as a police consultant haven’t been called into play recently.”

“Skills as a consultant?” I repeated, shaking my head. “I think you mean skills as a dog handler.”

Right on cue, Sherlock and Watson appeared, but not from around the nearest row of bushes, which is what you’d think. No, Sherlock decided, for whatever reason, to push his way through the bush. Uh, oh. Was he trying to dislodge his passenger?

“Careful, pal. Are you trying to shake Ruby? That’s not very nice.”

We both heard the cackle of laughter coming from Sherlock’s direction. Jillian tapped my shoulder and pointed at my tri-colored dog’s stomach. There, hanging upside down, with tufts of fur clutched tightly in her claws, was Ruby.

“Come on out of there,” I ordered. “I’ll call her to my shoulder. That way, she’ll leave you alone for a bit.”

Sherlock complied, giving himself a good shaking as he did so. Just as soon as the corgi became still, Ruby was back in position. Whistling once, I tapped my arm. The little parrot immediately abandoned her perch and flew to my shoulder.

“Hey there, Ruby. Let’s give Sherlock a break for now, okay?”

“Give us a kiss, Precious! Give us a kiss!”

“That bird sure does adore you,” Jillian said, as she reached up to give Ruby a friendly pat.

“It must be my magnetic personality,” I quipped. “But, you’re right. The dogs and I haven’t worked a case in a while. The last one was, what, the one with the stolen bikes? That was nearly three weeks ago, and I don’t think can count as a real case.”

“Why not?” Jillian asked.

“Well, it was very anti-climactic. Sherlock led us straight to a kid’s house, while he was at home. Turns out the kid was storing the stolen bikes in his garage and selling them online to people in nearby communities. I think Vance said most of his sales were in Medford.”

“The stolen bicycles were in the garage?” Jillian said, shaking her head. “You’d think the boy’s parents would have noticed. Oh, don’t tell me. They were the ringleaders, weren’t they? That’s horrible.”

I placed my hand over hers. “Actually, the boy only had a mother, and she worked all the time. She never parked her car in the garage, so only rarely went in there. She didn’t have a clue what her son was up to.”

“I can only imagine it didn’t go over well,” Jillian said.

I laughed. “Oh, it didn’t. That mother was so angry that Vance had to warn her not to do anything, unless she wanted to be wearing handcuffs, too. But, it all worked out. The son agreed to track down all the bikes he had sold and give them back to their rightful owners.”

Jillian nodded. “Good. So, is that what’s the matter with you?”

“Hmm?”

“Zachary, I do believe you’re bored.”

“What? Me? Bored? Pssht.”

“Pssht?”

The sound of my wife mimicking my sound of exasperation had me grinning.

“Maybe I am,” I admitted.

“Are the sales of Heart of Éire still doing good?”

I nodded. “Still burning up the charts. You’ll hear no complaints from either me or Vance, for that matter.”

“Are you going to write a sequel?”

Heart of Éire came to life as an anniversary present from Vance to his wife, Tori, only I’m the one who wrote it. Yes, it was Vance’s idea, but I’m the one who took that idea and fleshed it out into a full-fledged novel. That was why I was splitting the royalties with him, fifty-fifty.

“No, I don’t think so. The story was wrapped up fairly tightly, all issues were addressed, and the characters had closure with each other and their situations. It doesn’t need a sequel.”

“So, what book are you going to work on next?”

“Ah, I see what you’re doing. You’re trying to get me involved on a project, so I’ll stop moping around. Is that it?”

Jillian laughed again. “Guilty as charged. I know you’re never so happy as when you’re fully immersed in a new story, so I’m hoping to hear that the next book you’ll be working on will be something new for you.”

I nodded. “As a matter of fact, I think I will be setting my next novel in Scotland. Maybe the Scottish Highlands?”

Much to my surprise, my wife was shaking her head no.

“That’s been done to death, Zachary.”

“All right, that’s a fair point.”

“What about Loch Ness?”

My ears perked up. “Loch Ness? What about it?”

“Could you set your next book at Loch Ness? Could you come up with some type of fitting story? After all, if memory serves, it’s located in the Highlands.”

Loch Ness, in Scotland, as a setting for a book? Now that I could get on board with. A smile spread across my face.

“I’ll have to do some serious thinking about that one. I’ll admit, I do like the idea. Should I make it another romance, or try my hand at something new again?”

It was Jillian’s turn to perk up. “Something new? Like what?”

“I don’t know. What about ... well, how about a murder mystery? Loch Ness would make a great setting for someone to get offed by some unusual method.”

“Does it have to be murder?” Jillian asked, frowning. “What about a heist? Or ... I know! How about some type of paranormal romance?”

“Paranormal? As in, have a mortal fall in love with someone who isn’t?”

“What do you think?” Jillian asked.

“Let me think about it. Loch Ness and the Inverness area are absolutely gorgeous. If I set a book in that area, I want to make darn certain I do the area, and its history, justice.”

Jillian slipped her arm through mine. “Good answer, Mr. Anderson.”

“Why, thank you, Mrs. Anderson.”

My phone chose that time to ring.

“Hello? Oh, hey Caden. What’s up, pal? You what? You’re where? Oh, all right. Jillian and I are in Berry Central. We’ll be home in about ten minutes.”

“Is everything okay?” Jillian wanted to know, as I terminated the call.

“Yeah, he wants to talk shop. Apparently, there are a few things he wants to run by me.”

“I see. Well, I can ...”

“Oh, no you don’t,” I protested, as Jillian started to pull away from me. “You’re part owner of the winery now. Let’s hear what he has to say.”

What my winemaster had to say, however, wasn’t good. Oh, don’t get me wrong, provided I go along, it’ll be very good for Lentari Cellars. However, as was always the case whenever Caden wanted to talk to me, it meant he was going after my checkbook. I was going to be asked to spend more money, and I had only one question about it: was there a comma in the price tag?

The answer was yes, by the way.

“We need to expand, Zachary,” Caden began, the moment Jillian and I sank down on the couch in the living room. Sherlock and Watson promptly went for their toys and began a tug-of-war match with a plush animal that was never designed to be pulled from opposite directions. “Guys? It’s a toy, not food. Don’t destroy it, all right? I’m sorry, Caden. You were saying something about wanting to expand? Isn’t that what we did when I bought those extra thirty-five acres? You can’t possibly tell me we need more land. In fact, I think we still have some fields without anything in them!”

Jillian placed a reassuring hand over my own. “Calm down, Zachary. I have a feeling Caden’s request isn’t about land, but manpower.”

Caden grinned at Jillian. “Yes, exactly! I have LC running practically from morning to night, squeezing every last drop we can get out of our grapes, and yet, we still can’t keep up with demand.”

“Out with it, pal,” I sighed. “How many and what’s it gonna cost me?”

“Us,” Jillian corrected, “and if you’ll let Caden finish, perhaps he could tell us?”

“Oh, I’m going to like having you in the picture,” Caden said, as he nodded his appreciation at my wife. “Okay, Jillian is right. We need more staff. If I have a couple of extra bodies, then we can start using those extra vats you purchased last year.”

“We’re not using them now?” I asked, bewildered.

“Nope. How could we? By the time I could get around to bringing in those extra holding tanks, then the existing holding tanks would have already been processed, and they become superfluous.”

“Nice word,” I muttered, eliciting a grin from my winery’s caretaker. “I get it. You need more hands. Well, the winery has been turning a decent profit for quite some time now. I have no problems upgrading the word to hefty. What do you propose?”

“I’d like to hire at least two more people,” Caden nervously began.

“Full-time or part-time?” Jillian wanted to know.

“I was going to start with part, and hopefully move them to full should they prove to be good workers.”

“What about our two interns?” I asked, as I thought of our high school students who had been with the winery for a while now. “How are they doing?”

Jillian giggled. “Honey, I do believe he’s referring to hiring the interns full-time. Isn’t that right, Mr. Burne?”

“That’s exactly right, and please call me Caden. ‘Mr. Burne’ creeps me out. Zack, you like Doug and Kim, don’t you?”

“Shouldn’t we let them graduate from high school first before we corral them into a life of servitude here?” I asked.

Caden sighed and shook his head. “Zack, they did graduate. Last summer. I actually approached them and inquired whether or not they’d like to continue building experience here. Both of them responded with a resounding yes.”

“They already graduated,” I groaned. “Man, that makes me feel old.”

“You are old,” Jillian teased.

“Pssht. As for those two,” I said, nodding, “they’re both good workers. I have no problems with this. Go ahead, I’ll leave the details to you. Just let me know how much and where to send the paychecks. As soon as you give me the info, I’ll pass it along to my accountant.”

“You got it. You rock, Zack. Jillian? Welcome to Lentari Cellars!”

“Why thank you, Mr. ... I mean, Caden.”

The two of us watched Caden hurry for the door, presumably to make two former interns very happy. Right at that time, both corgis dropped the toys they had been playing with and looked directly at me, as though I had just grown a tail.

“What?” I demanded. “If you two are smelling something, then I can tell you it isn’t me. Or her. It’s probably you guys, you little boogers.”

Sherlock continued to stare at me. Or, more specifically, at my shoulder. Ruby was still there. The little parrot had her head tucked under a wing and was seemingly sleeping.

“What?” I repeated, although I did lower my voice. “Is there something wrong?”

“My b-bounty is as b-boundless as the sea.”

“Did you say something?” Jillian asked, as she turned to look at me.

“I didn’t say anything, but I did hear something.”

Jillian and I shared a look before turning to regard the bird sitting on my shoulder. Ruby had just awoken and given herself a good shake. She must have learned that particular behavior from Sherlock and Watson.

“Did Ruby just say something?” Jillian asked.

Then, with a shrill screech, Ruby repeated the strange phrase in a much louder voice.

“My b-bounty is as b-boundless as the sea.”

TWO

––––––––
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The next day began with me taking a hard look at the comfortable, spacious living room in my house, located in Lentari Cellars. There was the couch where I’ve spent countless hours cuddling the dogs. It was also where Jillian and I have spent a lot of time together, sharing the events in our day, watching a movie, and so on. Opposite the couch was the matching blue floral loveseat, which was where we typically sat whenever our friends were over. Completing the seating possibilities were two worn, plush armchairs, also decorated in a (faded) floral pattern.

Clearly, Aunt Bonnie—the woman I inherited the house and winery from—enjoyed her floral prints.

Was this something I really wanted to get rid of? Did I have any business giving away—or donating—all the furniture in this house? I mean, yes, it was mine, free and clear, but what if there were sentimental attachments to some of these pieces? Should I reach out and see if anyone from that side of the family would like to take it off my hands?

Then, my gaze returned to the couch and dropped to the ground. That was where Sherlock had hidden my phone, after being held at gun-point by a crazy reporter. And over there? I could see the stone fireplace, where Jillian and I shared our first Christmas together. It was also one of the places where I confessed to Jillian that I wasn’t going to let anything happen to her when I believed someone could have been after her.

There, okay? See what’s happening here? For every good memory I have, there are also negative experiences tagging right along. I think it would do me good to be able to raze this place to the ground so that we ...

You did know that’s what I was talking about earlier, didn’t you? When I said what the two of us were proposing would cost thousands of dollars, I meant it. After all, we’re talking about tearing down Aunt Bonnie’s farm house and building a brand new, Jillian-approved, manor in its place. And, based on everything the two of us wanted in a house, our new home is going to be super-expensive. The Victorian manor Jillian thought we were going to build was a little over three thousand square feet of living space. Well, after careful consideration, I decided to upgrade the plans to the very first set I caught her looking at, which was a mansion so large that we would essentially be living in our own zip code. Seriously, the plans actually stated that the architect drew them up for French nobility. And the size? Get a load of this: over seven thousand square feet. It’s more than enough for all the goodies I had an architect secretly add.

As for the current house, well, I had no problem signing the paperwork to tear it down. Was I worried about what that side of the family was going to say? No. They could kiss my ... well, let’s just say that I wasn’t going to lose any sleep over it. The only slight dilemma I had found myself faced with was, should I, or shouldn’t I, reach out to the Davies family and offer them their pick of furniture? After all, there might be some type of sentimental attachment to some of the pieces.
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