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			CHAPTER 1

		


			I searched the crowd as they stood just beyond the security gate at the airport that held people back from the passengers getting off the airplane. When I saw him, our eyes locked. He smiled and lowered the dog onto the ground. Isabella and I raced forward. I flew into Mike’s arms, while Isabella scooped up Sweet Pea into hers.

			“How was your trip?” Mike asked, holding me close.

			“Short,” I laughed. As promised, Isabella and I had flown to Santa Fe for the three-day Columbus weekend so that Isabella could spend time with her Mexican family and sister-friends. Mike had stayed behind with Sweet Pea to check out an office rental space that his realtor said was soon going to be available. Since most often, any rental space was taken in a matter of hours after being offered, Mike didn’t want to take a chance of losing out on it. It’d be a perfect west coast office for him and Brian to expand their successful detective agency, based in Boston. 

			“Any luck with the rental?” I asked as we headed to the baggage area.

			He grinned. “Yup. Got it.”

			“No kidding? That’s great! Where’s it located?”

			“Right in the center of old Las Vegas near 6th Street.”

			“That’s fabulous!” I crowed as I reached for Isabella and guided her along with us as she held Sweet Pea in her arms. 

			“Did you have a good time in Santa Fe, Isabella?” asked Mike.

			“Yes, we’re going there for Thanksgiving, too, right, Mama?”

			I nodded. 

			“You’re coming too, Mike!” Isabella said with excitement. She whispered to Sweet Pea, “And so are you!”

			Sweet Pea smiled her doggy smile and wagged her tail.

			Since becoming Isabella’s foster mother—a role I shared with her aunt Maria in Santa Fe—Isabella had become more relaxed, not so concerned about being agreeable with everything, and no longer worried about not having me as her mother. At 11 years old, she was looking for family stability, and with Mike’s and my growing relationship, things at home were pretty settled and loving. Now, if only I could say the same about the construction site where I was one of those in charge of overseeing two separate projects. That thought brought up unhappy memories.

			It didn’t seem possible that it’d been less than a year since Romano and I’d been in charge of overseeing the project of building a restaurant and an office for the non-profit agency dealing with human trafficking. Both on the same land that’d held the Purple Passion Lounge where we’d worked together. So much had happened. I sighed, and both Mike and Isabella looked at me, worry crossing their brows.

			“Oh, it’s nothing,” I reassured them. “I just was thinking about some of the loose ends that need to be cleared up.”

			Mike and Isabella locked eyes, and I tried to ignore them. I was excruciatingly aware of the fact that I’d escaped death several times during the last few months. First, when I’d been lovingly forced out of the way by Romano’s husband and thrown into the air while Randy took the full force of us being hit by a speeding car. I had ended up with a concussion and a few broken ribs while Randy had a badly broken leg, arm, and some internal injuries, making his recovery a tough one.

			It was mainly because of Mike and Isabella that I’d escaped another near-death experience after I’d been kidnapped and stuffed into a drawer at the morgue. It was no wonder both of them looked worried since that’d happened only a few weeks ago. I still had aches and pains as a reminder. I grabbed Isabella and pulled her close enough to kiss the top of her head as Mike grabbed me and did the same.

			Once home, Isabella asked if she could run over to our neighbor’s house to give ‘Gramma Irene’ a gift of her favorite salsa she had bought for her in Santa Fe. “Sure, just don’t take long.”

			Mike lifted a brow. “How long do you think she’ll be? Long enough?” he asked suggestively.

			“Sorry, no quickie, handsome. I love taking our time, and I don’t want that to change,” I whispered into his ear as I pulled him close.

			“Fair, enough, my queen,” he said before giving me a long teasing kiss that made me want to reconsider his offer. 

			Mike’s phone rang, and he answered it, turning away. It was Brian, his business partner. Mike excitedly told him about the new rental office and pointed things out to him that the photos he’d forwarded to him hadn’t shown. I watched his happy face, so glad that their west coast office was going forward and that he’d be here with Isabella and me in Las Vegas. It would’ve been so disappointing for all of us if that hadn’t worked out. 

			My cell phone rang, and I was delighted to see it was Romano. “Hi, Romano. How are you and Randy making out? Is the nurse still coming every day to help him?”

			“He’s up every day exercising so that when his casts come off, he should be in pretty good shape.”

			“How’s his spirit? It’s not always easy to get through something like this, you know.”

			“Tell me about it,” he chuckled. “Yes, all is good with us. The construction site has a few issues we need to discuss, though.”

			“What’s up there?” I asked, discouraged. “No more bones, I hope.” Two skeletons had been left on the construction site causing us issues. Although we’d been able to identify the bones, we still hadn’t found the person responsible for their murders. 

			“No, nothing like that, but I think the new site manager is cheating us on the construction materials.”

			“What happened to Butch? You mean he’s no longer the site manager there?”

			“Not since you left for Santa Fe. I talked to Mimi about it, and she said to set up a meeting when you got back.”

			“Let’s meet first thing in the morning then. How about 9 o’clock here at the house? Can you let Mimi know? I’ll tell Mike.”

			“Sure thing. See you tomorrow.”

			I hung up the phone, unhappy with this new problem. Unfortunately, I didn’t know enough about construction materials to ensure that they met code or not. But I knew someone who would know—Cal—Mike and Brian’s largest client. We’d called him ‘the mystery man’ for the time that we didn’t realize that he was the boss and not the chauffeur he portrayed. Also, he’d unwittingly become part of our family with Isabella calling him her ‘grandfather.’ He was looking forward to buying property here, and he’d asked me to help him. We’d made arrangements to start our search after I’d returned from Santa Fe, so now was as good a time as ever to reach out to him.

			I sought out Mike. “Did you know about the situation at the construction site?”

			“Mimi called me.”

			“Why didn’t you say something?”

			“I thought I’d wait until you at least had the chance to take your coat off,” he teased as he pinched my cheek lovingly.

			“We’ve set a meeting for tomorrow at 9 o’clock. I hope you can join us. I’m thinking of calling Cal. We could use his advice, don’t you think?”

			“Good idea. Especially with Cal’s experience in construction.”

			“Does he know if you’ve found a place to rent for the business?”

			“Not yet. He’ll get to see it when we discuss his latest assignment for us—another young girl who’s gone missing here in Las Vegas.”

			“There are so many missing young girls, aren’t there?” I asked.

			“Way too many. It’s disturbing to realize that 5 to 6 people go missing each day here in Las Vegas. Who knew?”

			“The thing that bothers me is how many of them didn’t have a choice. Human sex trafficking has become so prevalent, and it’s so sad.”

			“All we have to do is look at Isabella to know how close she came to being a statistic in child sex trafficking,” Mike added with a shake of his head. He pulled me close. “Thanks to you, that didn’t happen.”

			“I was lucky. The right place at the right time.”

			“Quick thinking is more like it.”

			At that time, I’d escaped with four little girls who were going to be auctioned off. I had reacted without thinking about anything but getting them as far away as possible from what’d been awaiting them. And, eventually, it had ended well for all of them. Isabella was now my foster daughter as we both wanted, and the others had made it back to their families in Mexico. I sighed, thinking about how easily some of our fellow humans were willing to hurt others without thinking about the consequences.
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			CHAPTER 2

		


			The following morning I stirred in bed, ready to get up. I was wired to start the day. Next to me, Mike was snoring softly, and when I looked at the clock, it was too early to get up. My thoughts raced as I thought about the girls who’d been murdered and their bones planted at the construction site. We had identified the remains as a former dancer at the Purple Passion Lounge and her roommate. They’d been killed more than five years ago, and we’d made no headway in identifying the actual murderer, although we thought we knew who was responsible for their deaths. When we’d searched through the files of missing young girls at that time, Susan and her roommate were only two of many. That was a worry.

			As I stirred, Mike groaned and automatically reached out and pulled me close to him in a spooning position. He began to nuzzle my neck, whispering sweet things into my ear that made me blush, and things went from there to a very satisfying love-making session. Afterward, as we lay together satisfied, there came a knock on the door. “C’mon in, Isabella,” I called out.

			Already in her school uniform, Isabella and Sweet Pea jumped up on the bed as they usually did most mornings. She asked, “Do you think it’d be okay to take salsa to the two headmistresses?”

			“I think that’d be a great idea. After all, who doesn’t love good salsa from Santa Fe?”

			“You’re so funny, Mama.”

			“Who wants some of my famous scrambled eggs?” asked Mike.

			“I do,” Isabella and I chorused.

			“Then get up, my queen, and get dressed. Want to fix the toast, Isabella?” 

			“Yes, I do!”

			I smiled as I watched the two of them head downstairs, feeling so blessed to have them in my life. I wanted to make sure that nothing happened to either one of them. Lately, it seemed that there had been so much trouble surrounding us. It’d be nice to escape to Santa Fe for Thanksgiving, this time with Mike and Sweet Pea along. A few days ago, I’d had just a quick moment to say hello to Coyote in Santa Fe, the sheriff there, before we returned to Las Vegas. I knew he wanted to see if my psychic abilities could answer some of the questions he had about the human trafficking going on there. I’d promised Coyote that Mike and I would sit with him at Thanksgiving time to review some of his files and see how we could help him. 

			Isabella was so excited about returning to school that I was barely able to grab her and kiss her goodbye. She raced out the door and ran to the school bus that’d drive her to the private Wilson Charter School. She loved going to school and was doing well in her 5th-grade class. The only problem had occurred when a taller girl had tried to bully her, but that had ended quickly enough when Isabella had pushed her down and made her cry. Strangely, that incident had made them odd friends of sorts.

			Virginia arrived soon after Isabella left for school, and I was happy to see her. She was fast becoming more than a housekeeper and a babysitter for us, and I was glad that we were becoming closer as friends. We chatted while I pulled cookies from the freezer that I’d serve at the meeting. When I began to fix the coffee, my cell phone rang. Since my hands were wet, I said, “Virginia, can you please pick up my phone from the counter and answer it. Tell whoever it is to please hold, and I’ll be with them in a second.”

			Virginia’s face turned pink when she saw who it was. “Hello, Cal. No, this is Virginia. I’m answering the phone for her while she dries her hands.” Pause. “I’m good, thank you. I hear you’re heading our way soon. That’ll be nice. Thanks, I will. You, too. Here she is,” she added, holding the phone out for me to take and flapping her hands in front of her as if she were hot. 

			Oh, my! I didn’t realize there was a possibility she’d be interested in him. That could be a lot of fun, I thought. “Hi, Cal. When do you think you’ll head our way. Remember, you’ve got a room right here, and Isabella will be disappointed if you don’t stay with us. We’d all love to see you,” I said, emphasizing the all. “Good, we’ll see you tomorrow, then. Drive safely, okay?”

			After I hung up, I teased, “Do you have something you want to tell me, Virginia?”

			She looked mortified but then smiled. “Cal’s such a nice person, isn’t he?”

			“Yes, and I’m glad you think so too.”

			“You are?” Virginia asked.

			I put my arm around her. “Yes, I am.” 

			The doorbell rang, and Mike beat me to it. “C’mon in, everybody.”

			I was ecstatic to see Mimi and Romano again, and we greeted each other with hugs and kisses. “Let’s go into the dining room. I have coffee and cookies waiting for us.”

			Upon hearing the word cookies, Romano patted his stomach and pulled out his pants at his waistline. “See? I’ve lost a lot of weight, haven’t I? That means I can have two cookies,” he said, hopefully. Mike, Mimi, and I eyed each other and burst out laughing. 

			After we grabbed a coffee and sat down, Mike said, “Rosie and I haven’t talked about what’s going on at the construction site, so Romano, why’d don’t you fill her in on what makes you think the materials are deficient and not part of the contract?”

			“Late Saturday afternoon, I stopped at the site. Plywood and studs were unloaded, and then new ones re-loaded on the truck with the materials that had been delivered earlier. When I asked the new site manager what he was doing, he told me to get the f… out of the way. He said that the order they’d received earlier was wrong and that the driver was there to take it back. But the new materials didn’t look as nice.”

			When we smiled, he said, “You know what I mean.”

			“And why were they there so late in the day?” I asked.

			Romano said, “Your guess is as good as mine. Maybe so the day crew wouldn’t question the exchange?”

			Mike pushed the stack of papers forward that he’d brought to the table with him. ”I’ve looked through the contract as you wanted me to do, Mimi. It clearly states that the material used would be above standard. For example, they’re to use 2x6” studs instead of 2x4” studs. The plywood would be ¾” and not ½” and so on. 

			“That’s right. My father distinctly had me put that into the contract,” added Mimi. “I guess he knew what could happen.”

			“Before we head down there, I think it’d be a good thing to stop at the building supply company and get a copy of the invoices for the items that were already delivered. They should have left copies at the construction site, but first, I want to see what the company has on file. Mimi, you should come with me in case they wonder who I am to be asking for the invoices.”

			“Aw right. That’s a good idea.”

			“Rosie? Did you get hold of Cal?” asked Mike.

			“I did, and he’s going to be here tomorrow.”

			“Good. Cal is experienced in construction work, and he’ll be a good one to talk to us about what to look for regarding the materials and the cost estimates.”

			“Is this something that always happens on the larger construction jobs around town?” I asked.

			“Everyone’s watching their bottom line, and sometimes it’s easy to pull the wool over anyone’s eyes if they’re not double-checking everything. Remember, there’s always greed, and this is no small job that you all are vested in, especially since none of you have experience in contractor work,” Mike said.

			Miserable, we nodded. 

			“Mimi, although you’ve hired a local accountant here to handle the accounting of the expenses, it’s up to all three of you to make sure the figures you turn in are correct.”

			Unhappy, we looked at each other, hating the idea that we should have been more on the ball. Maybe we were in over our heads with this, I thought. But Mimi was having none of it. “Look, don’t be discouraged, we’ll get this straightened out, and then we’ll set up daily meetings with the new site manager going forward. We can take turns doing that.” Both Romano and I perked up at hearing this. 

			“Who is this new dude, Mimi?” asked Romano.

			“Red Scarvoni. He’s taking Butch’s place. I’m going to check in with my father to see if he knows anything about him or his family.”

			“Good idea,” Mike agreed as he rose to answer his phone.

			“Did I miss anything else while I was away? Any news regarding who murdered the girls?” I asked.

			Romano and Mimi shook their heads. “Nothing yet.”

			“This next part of the construction will fly along now, so we’ll need to watch every move,” said Mimi.

			We nodded in agreement.
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			CHAPTER 3

		


			When Isabella returned home, she was quiet and not her enthusiastic self. Something was up. I knew if I waited long enough, she’d come to me and talk about whatever was bothering her. 

			Isabella was pretty savvy and certainly had gained a lot of “street smarts” living in Mexico with her parents and siblings. Her father was an abusive man, and her mother had sold Isabella to become a domestic to save her from how they were living in Mexico. She wanted Isabella to have a better life in America—not realizing she’d signed her daughter into a sex trafficking scheme. Despite what she’d endured so far, Isabella was a wise old soul with an understanding of life that was unusual for her age. She just needed time to figure things out on her own.

			I began to look through the MLM property listings to see what was for sale in the Henderson part of the Las Vegas valley. It was fascinating to discover so many small charming housing complexes and neighborhoods tucked away in the Las Vegas area. Vegas hadn’t become property zoned and planned out until much later in the 1990s and 2000s. So behind shopping malls and other industries were surprisingly beautiful neighborhoods and smaller housing complexes that you’d never know were there. Vegas was a surprise for many reasons, but housing was one for sure.

			I saw a large house for sale not far from us that had great potential. It even had a small guest house on the property. Immediately, it came to my mind that it’d be an excellent place for Virginia to rent. I chuckled to myself. I’d never played matchmaker before, but it could be fun. However, I’d keep that to myself at the moment. 

			My cell phone rang, and I answered it without checking to see who was calling. “Hello?” 

			My heart dropped as soon as I recognized the voice. It was my dead fiancé’s police partner, Jerry. “Haven’t figured it out yet, have you?” he asked, slurring his words. He sounded very drunk.

			“What are you talking about?” I asked, already knowing what he meant.

			“You want to know who murdered those girls, don’t you? Want to know if there were more than those two?” I gasped, and he laughed. “Pay me enough money, and maybe I’ll tell you.”

			I flared with anger at the thought that everything boiled down to money; how I hated that! “I already know who killed those girls,” I stated with authority. “So, no thank you, not interested,” I lied.

			His laughter died, and he whined, “You’re not even interested in where they’re buried?” he asked, sounding deflated.

			“Nope,” I answered. “You already told me, but you probably don’t remember it because you were so drunk,” I lied again.

			“I don’t think so, lady. I never told you that,” he challenged.

			“The desert is a great place to bury bodies. The problem is remembering where. Isn’t that right, Jerry? And you don’t remember, do you?”

			“I do so. Just because the creek dried up doesn’t mean I can’t find the place again.”

			I perked up at that. I’d learned something new—a creek was involved. I needed to learn more. “You mean that old creek off Route 15?”

			“No, you don’t. I’m not saying another word without you paying me money.” And he hung up before I could respond. 

			I tried calling him back, but he didn’t answer, and I decided not to leave a message. I didn’t want him to think I was desperate. My hands began to shake with anger. The audacity of that man to call and expect me to give in to his demand for money! He’d been right, though, about my wanting to know who’d murdered the girls. I’d give almost anything to learn who’d been the one to kill those girls whose bones had been dumped at the construction site. I was pretty sure it’d been the former chief of police who had ordered their deaths, but I didn’t know who had done the actual killing. 

			It still pained me to know that it’d been the police chief who had ordered the death of my fiancé when he’d refused to be involved in the drugs being sold by those from the chief’s precinct. Now that the police chief was dead, I couldn’t do more than grumble about it.

			I called Mike to let him know what’d happened, but he didn’t answer. I left a message for him to call me back. I sat at the kitchen table and held my head in my hands. I leaned forward and closed my eyes. As a psychic, if I concentrated hard enough, sometimes I was able to get visions. I tried to picture a running creek in the desert that was now dry. A flash came to me of an area I’d seen as a kid when our science class had gone out to the desert to study the fauna that grew in our climate. There had been beautiful small colored flowers on plants that ran in bunches alongside a small creek area. I could still envision their vibrant purple color. I remembered the trip well because it was one of the only times I’d been on a school outing that I hadn’t been teased or bullied by the boys in the class. Where had we gone that day? It couldn’t have been that far into the desert, and yet I remembered it had taken some time for the bus to get us there. I envisioned that trip in my mind from the time I loaded onto the bus until we got there. If my memory was right, it was about a 45 to 60-minute drive from town. I knew that I’d want to search that area—something to do in my spare time.

			Isabella came into the kitchen and plopped down in the chair across from me, holding Sweet Pea in her arms. “Mama?”

			“What, sweetheart?”

			“I thought that I’d invite Tiffany to ride home with me after school tomorrow if that’s okay with you.”

			“She’s in the 6th grade, a class ahead of you, isn’t she?” 

			“Yes, but we’re in the same art class.”

			“I didn’t realize that you’ve become close friends, Isabella. What changed your mind?” 

			“Well, I feel sorry for her. Nobody likes her. I think they’re afraid of her because she’s bigger and stronger than a lot of kids.”

			“Hmm. That’s an interesting thought. Isn’t Tiffany nearly two years older than you?”

			“Mama, I think she needs a friend.”

			“Well, I guess the question then becomes, do you want the same thing—to be friends with her?”

			Isabella looked down, lost in thought.

			“What is it, Isabella?”

			“Mama, she asked if she could come home with me. I said I’d have to ask you first.”

			“Are you sure you want to do this? You have a choice, you know.”

			“I know.”

			“Here’s the deal then. Before anyone of your friends can come to the house after school, I need an okay from their parents. So tell Tiffany to give you her home telephone number so that I can ask her parents for permission to have her here.”

			“Okay, I’ll call her right now. I have her cell phone number.”

			I watched Isabella as she walked away to get her phone she’d left upstairs. I wasn’t entirely comfortable with Tiffany as a friend for Isabella since she’d been the one to knock her down on the first day of school. She’d never said she was sorry or had helped Isabella pick up the books she’d knocked out of her hands. I sighed. I was aware that I could be somewhat overprotective of Isabella, so maybe it was time I relaxed a bit more and let Isabella give their relationship a try.

			 When I called Tiffany’s mother, it sounded as if she were occupied with something else and not interested in speaking with me. “So then,” I finished, “is it okay with you if Tiffany comes to our house after school and stays for dinner? We’ll drive her home around 8 o’clock?”

			“Don’t bother to drive her home. Have Tiffany call here, and the chauffeur will pick her up.”

			“Well, here’s our telephone number in case something comes up.”

			“That’s not necessary. If Tiffany needs anything, she can call.”

			“It was nice speaking to you …”

			“Yeah, you too. Sorry, I’ve got to run.”

			I hung up the phone with my mouth hanging open. I drew in a deep breath and knew trouble was brewing with our having anything to do with Tiffany and her family. I felt sorry for Tiffany because she seemed to be on her own. No wonder she wanted to find a place to go to after school other than her home, I thought, unfairly.
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			CHAPTER 4

		


			When Mike got home, he came and pulled me into his arms. His eyes twinkled, and he was excited about the new office space. “Tomorrow, after Isabella leaves for school, I thought we’d take a ride to some of the furniture stores to look for desks, chairs, couches, and stuff for the new office.”

			“Sure, that sounds nice,” I answered quietly.

			“What wrong, Rosie?” he asked as he tipped my head up and looked deep into my eyes.

			He put his arm around me and walked me over to the couch. “Sit down and tell me.”

			I told him about my conversation with Tiffany’s mother, who didn’t seem to care where her daughter went after school—as long as it didn’t cut into her plans.

			Mike shook his head. His eyes hardened. “I can relate,” he said. “It’s not easy being a kid left on your own.”

			 That was one of the few times Mike had referred to his childhood, and I felt his sorrow. I leaned forward, put my arm around his shoulder, and kissed him full on the lips. “I love you, Mike.”

			 He returned the kiss with ardor. “I love you too, Rosie.” He searched my eyes. “What else is bothering you? I can tell you’ve something more to say.”

			I was amazed at how quickly Mike had become attuned to me, familiar with my thoughts and emotions. I told him about my telephone call from Jerry, and he immediately began to set up boundaries for me, which I hated him to do. It was something we argued about from time to time. I not only didn’t like to be restricted from doing what I wanted to do—within reason—but I firmly believed that I didn’t need his approval for anything I felt was necessary for me to do. 

			“Before you go trotting off and getting yourself in trouble, I think the first thing we need to do is make a plan. Did you let the police chief know about the call? I can’t imagine Roberto will be happy to hear of this.”

			“No, I wanted to run this by you first. I have to say that I was surprised Jerry called because I thought he was still in jail.”

			“Since he’s not accused of murder, only withholding evidence, I’m sure he’s out on bail and won’t be going before the judge for a while.”

			“What should I do if he calls again?”

			“We’ll have to talk to Roberto about that. But I think you should push the record button on your phone as soon as possible so you can record every word he says. You downloaded the Tape a Call apt like I asked you to do, didn’t you?”

			“Yes, I did.”

			 “Jerry asking to be paid for information only puts him in a worse bind legally. It proves he knows much more about what happened back then than he’s willing to admit.” 

			I nodded in agreement.

			Mike cleared his throat. “Now, as far as you going out to the desert on your own, that’s not going to happen,” he stated firmly.

			I felt my face grow hot. I hated it when Mike tried to tell me what I could or could not do. However, I held back a snippy reply. “Then you’re going to have to make time to go with me. Agreed? Or maybe Cal can join me.”

			“Do you think you know where Jerry is talking about?”

			“I know it’s been a while, but I remember a school trip so vividly that I think I might find the spot… eventually.”

			Mike tipped his head back and forth as if to say maybe.

			To change the subject, I asked, “How are you coming with finding the young girl missing here in Vegas?”

			“I spent time with Roberto this morning. I’m glad he’s allowed me to use their empty office down there, but I’ll be happy to have my own office space to work. To answer your question—I’m stuck for the moment. It seems as if we’ll always be looking for someone since there are so many girls who’ve gone missing here.”

			I had to agree. Ever since I’d read the tarot cards for my client, Melissa, I had come to see Vegas in a different light. Having been pushed out of my comfort of the more loving, spiritual way of living by being exposed to her murder and its harshness, I had become somewhat hardened. 

			Sweet Pea came running down the stairs and stood at my feet. She barked and then headed to the sliding door in the kitchen. I opened the door to let her out and watched her make her way to the side of the house, which was her private area. 

			Watching Sweet Pea, I remembered that it’d been my sister-friends who had given her to me as a gift after Jeff’s murder. It seemed impossible that more than three years had passed already. So much had happened. I was in such a good spot in my life now. Isabella and Mike were here with me, and I had new friends that meant the world to me—Romano, Randy, and Mimi. I had a new family back in Santa Fe—Maria, Miguel, Angela, Armando, Ricardo, little Miguel, and Rosa. And, of course, I still had my besties—my sister-friends—Karen, Susannah, and Nancy. And to think of all the lonely, sad tears I’d shed during the time I was alone after Jeff’s death. My eyes watered as I thought of how blessed I was. 

			Isabella had followed Sweet Pea down and stood by me. She leaned into me, and I kissed the top of her head. Then Isabella wrapped her arms around me, and it was a special moment. She looked up at me and smiled. “What’s for supper, Mama?”

			I laughed, back to the reality of having a hungry kid waiting for dinner.
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			CHAPTER 5

		


			I woke up excited that Cal would be arriving later. I went downstairs and fixed the coffee while Mike took a shower. When Isabella came into the kitchen, she asked, “Is Grandfather coming today?”

			I smiled. Isabella had taken to Cal, calling him Grandfather in the same honoring manner she had referred to the old Indian woman in Santa Fe as Grandmother. That same Grandmother of today had in the past been both of our mothers, and I had been Isabella’s sister. Past lives were so fascinating how they could become entwined in modern times. 

			“Yes, he is. Did you pick up your mess in the bathroom?”

			Her expression said it all. “I’ll go back up after I eat, okay?”

			I nodded. “Have you planned what you and Tiffany are going to do after school?”

			“Is Mike going to grill hamburgers tonight?”

			“He can if that’s what you’d like for supper.”

			“I thought we could make brownies for dessert then. Does that sound okay?”

			“Sure, there’s a mix in the cupboard you can use.”

			“Yes!” she said, making the victory motion of a pumped fist. Something learned at school, no doubt. I knew Isabella was working hard to fit in at school, and this was just one example she used. 

			After Isabella left for the school bus, Mike turned to me. “Ready? Shall we go shopping for the new office?”

			“As long as I’m back at 3 o’clock at the latest. Cal said he should be here by then.”

			“Isn’t Virginia coming today? She’ll be here to let him in.”

			At my pleased expression of envisioning them together, Mike said, “What? What’s going on?”

			“Nothing,” I smiled. “I’ll get my purse.”

			If we looked at one couch or one desk, we looked at 20. We sat in various spots on each sofa and tried out each desk chair to test them all out. We ended up buying the same desk for Mike’s office and the spare office with different small leather couches and stuffed chairs for guests. We chose several pieces of artwork to make each office have a slightly different feel and look. In the front area, we decided on a smaller, more feminine desk and a suede leather L-shape couch for clients and prospective clients to sit on that would take up the entire area opposite the desk. I was pleased, though tired, with what we’d chosen, but it was Mike who looked all done in. Shopping wasn’t his bag—pun intended. 

			When we arrived home just before 3 o’clock, we saw Cal’s car in the driveway. Entering the house, we heard laughter and headed into the kitchen to see Cal and Virginia sitting at the table sipping tea. Virginia’s pink cheeks gave away her pleasure, and when Cal turned to greet us, his cheeks were as pink as hers. His eyes sparkled, and my heart lifted. It was beautiful to see both
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