

    
        
          Fall

        

        
        
          Seasons de Santa Fe, Volume 4

        

        
        
          Jo Carey

        

        
          Published by Jo Carey, 2018.

        

    


COPYRIGHT

Copyright © 2017 by Jo Carey

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

CHAPTER NINETEEN

CHAPTER TWENTY

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

CHAPTER THIRTY

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR

CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE

CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX

CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN

CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT

CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE

CHAPTER FORTY

CHAPTER FORTY-ONE

CHAPTER FORTY-TWO

CHAPTER FORTY-THREE

CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR

CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE

CHAPTER FORTY-SIX

CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN

CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT

CHAPTER FORTY-NINE

CHAPTER FIFTY

CHAPTER FIFTY-ONE

CHAPTER FIFTY-TWO

CHAPTER FIFTY-THREE

CHAPTER FIFTY-FOUR

CHAPTER FIFTY-FIVE

CHAPTER FIFTY-SIX

CHAPTER FIFTY-SEVEN

CHAPTER FIFTY-EIGHT

CHAPTER FIFTY-NINE

CHAPTER SIXTY

Sign up for Jo Carey's Mailing List

About the Author

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

CHAPTER ONE
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Whatever possessed me to agree to this? Maria asked herself as her date droned on about his business successes. He seemed nice enough when she'd seen him around the hotel she managed, the Seasons de Santa Fe. Her friends, Ellie and Lanie, had been telling her that she was never going to find someone to share her life with if she didn't at least go on a date every now and then. Ellie had married Rod Garcia, one of the owners of the hotel, and Lanie, the hotel's event planner, had found and lost the love of her life three times before they finally worked things out. She was glad her friends were happy, but she shouldn't have let them push her into something she wasn't ready for. 

Maria had been alone since her husband went out to get milk and cereal for the kids when their boys were 5 and 7. He never came back. Now, the boys were both young adults, and she was facing the fact that soon, she'd be truly alone for the first time in more than twenty years. The prospect of that frightened her into agreeing to this date. 

It was nice to get dressed up and eat at one of Santa Fe's great restaurants, but her date had talked incessantly about himself since he picked her up. Now, as the evening was winding down, she was forced to keep removing his hand from her thigh under the table. 

When he took a breath to order desert, she said, "This has been nice, Wayne," but I have an early shift in the morning. Maybe we should skip the desert."

Wayne winked at her, and she was certain he thought she was foregoing the restaurant’s world-famous churro sundae so they could get back to his hotel room sooner. 

Maria didn't want to make a scene in the restaurant, but when he wrapped his arm around her waist as they crossed the parking lot, she decided to clear up any misconceptions he might have about how they would be spending the rest of the evening.

"Wayne, stop," she said, turning to face him. "Where do you think we're heading?"

"Back to the hotel for a night you'll never forget."

"Sadly, you may be right. I won't forget this night anytime soon. It will serve to remind me that I need to know someone much better before agreeing to a date."

He put his arm around her shoulders and pulled her in close. She ducked out the back. "Wayne, you need to listen to me. This was our first date. I did not enjoy it, so it will also be our last date. Do you understand?"

"Sure, babe," he said, opening the door of his rental sports car for her. His eyes were glued to her legs as she maneuvered into the low vehicle. 

She was thankful the restaurant was only a few blocks from the hotel. After parking in the guest lot, Wayne came around to open her door for her, offering his hand to help her out. She took it, but when she stepped out, he stepped in front of her, pushing her back against the car. Instinct took over, and Maria swung her purse in an arc and brought it down right on Wayne's nose.

Blood began to run down his face as she stepped back. "Sorry, but you shouldn't have crowded me like that. You need to get inside and put some ice on that," Maria said, as she ushered him through the lobby of the Seasons de Santa Fe. He clutched his nose with both hands, but the blood was running out through his fingers.

"Mom, what the hell happened," her son, Jose, a bellman at the hotel asked the minute they stepped inside. "I'm fine Jose, but Mr. Templeton seems to have a problem. Could you grab a towel from the store room and help him up to his room? He'll need some ice, too. If he wants to call a doctor, ring the desk. We have the number of a local physician there."

Jose did as he was told. Wayne, held the offered towel against his nose as they rode the elevator to the second floor. "She's your Mom?" he asked in a voice made nasal by the towel damming the flow from his nose.

"Yep. Do you want to tell me how you managed to break your nose?"

"Break? Shit. That woman should be..."

Before the man could finish his thought, Jose stepped in front of him. "Remember that's my mom you're talking about.”
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CHAPTER TWO
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Maria ducked into the manager's office behind the front desk of the hotel. She wanted to make sure Wayne hadn't caused any trouble for Jose. She knew she needed to calm down before she drove home. Neil, the manager on duty, hadn't said a word. That was good. She really wasn't in the mood to explain herself.

She was sitting behind the desk when Jose knocked on the door before opening it and slipping inside. "You OK?" he asked.

"Embarrassed, but OK."

"Want to tell me what happened?"

"Definitely not," she said. "Is he OK?"

"He wants me to call the doctor. I'm pretty sure his nose is broken."

Before they could continue their discussion, Neil walked in with a cell phone to his ear. He was grinning. "The boss wants to talk to you," he said, holding out the phone to Maria. 

"You called Rod?" she asked.

"Of course not. He called and when I mentioned you were here he asked to speak to you." He made a feeble attempt to hide his grin.

Maria took the phone and shooed both men out of the office. She took a deep breath to calm herself before saying, "Hi, Rod. What's up?" Rod Garcia's family owned the Seasons de Santa Fe as well as several other hotels across the country. He had hired Maria to manage The Garcia Group's first boutique hotel, Seasons de Santa Fe, and the two had become good friends as they worked side-by-side to open the hotel. He'd now moved on to oversee construction of the next hotel in the chain in Cedar City, Utah. 

"I was just making sure you were ready to be invaded by the film crew from "The Magma Chronicles."

"Oh sure. Everything's all set. Their advance team arrives tomorrow."

"Just remember, it'll be good publicity for the hotel and the area, even if it is a far-fetched concept. Just promise me you won't fall for Greg Eustace's line."

"No chance of that," she said. "It's not Mr. Eustace, but someone on the crew that is a friend of yours, right?"

"Yeah. David Tucker. Tuck and I went through prep school and college together. He's a good guy. I still can't understand why he puts up with the crap he does from Eustace, but that's his choice. You can talk to Dave if you have any issues with the crew."

"Got it. We'll take good care of them. They hired Jose to drive the advance team around to check out the area while they're here. He's excited."

"Great." 

Maria assumed the call was ending. "Give my love to Ellie," she said. Rod's wife and Maria had become friends when Ellie stayed at the hotel when she first moved to Santa Fe. That's where she and Rod met. 

"I will. Now, do you care to tell me what happened on your date tonight? I understand your escort needs medical attention."

Maria let out an exasperated sigh.  "He was jerk. I'll admit my reaction may have been a little over the top. In my defense, I may have been influenced by your lovely wife and our young event planner."

"Ah, so Ellie and Lanie advised you that physical violence was the way to a man's heart? I don't remember Ellie using that ploy on me."

"Wayne seemed like a nice guy. He stays here regularly when he's in town for business. Over dinner he got a little friendlier than I thought appropriate and things escalated when we got back here. He pushed the limit, and I hit him with my purse. Neil called the doctor to come have a look at him."

"I know it's not a humorous situation. I'm sure your actions were appropriate. I'd suggest you call one of the hotels we have reciprocal agreements with and make a reservation for the guy. Have Neil explain that he's been black listed from staying at any Garcia Group hotel."

"Thanks, Rod, but that seems extreme. The problem occurred on my personal time and wasn’t directed at me as a hotel employee. I suspect he'll just avoid me for the rest of his stay, and I doubt he'll stay here again."

"I'll let you decide on the proper course of action, but I don't want you putting yourself at risk. Is that clear?" 

"Yes, sir and Rod, I can assure you after tonight, there is zero chance of me being taken in by Mr. Eustace or any other man anytime soon."
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CHAPTER THREE
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"Tell me again how you managed to get Greg to agree to us staying at this swanky hotel?" Pam asked, as they unloaded their gear in the parking lot of the Seasons de Santa Fe Hotel.

"I know the owner of the hotel, Rod Garcia. We worked out a deal even Greg couldn't refuse," Dave said.

"Whatever you did, way to go," she said, slapping him a high five, before picking up her bag and heading for the front door. "I might survive The Magma Chronicles after all." Whenever she said the name of the show, it was always in a deep, overly dramatic voice. As a geologist and a cultural anthropologist respectively, she and Dave had migrated to reality television as expert consultants. They'd teamed up with Greg Eustace, an archaeologist, to produce several shows that the cable channels loved. They both preferred working behind the camera while Greg was the star. Although Greg was sometimes a pain to work with, they built a successful working relationship that had served all three of them well over the past ten years. 

Greg's latest project was threatening to put an end to their working relationship. The Magma Chronicles claimed to present a realistic look at what would happen if the super volcano, the Valles Caldera, just west of Santa Fe, were to erupt.

Both Pam and Dave had pleaded their case with Greg, when they saw the script. While no one could dispute the fact that if the caldera were to erupt it could well be an extinction level event for the planet, not because of the volcano itself but because of the nuclear material stored at the nearby Los Alamos National Labs. Both Pam and Dave believed that to be an incredibly remote possibility. They felt some of the scenarios presented in The Magma Chronicles had almost no chance of ever occurring. It was fear mongering that they didn't want to be associated with. They both tried to convince Greg to drop the project, but the network signed off on his version of the show, and he was happy to proceed as planned regardless of the validity of the claims the show would make.

"Wow, this is really nice," Pam said as she and Dave stepped up to the reception desk. 

"Yeah. All of the Garcia Group hotels are nice."

"So, if this isn't the only hotel your friend owns, why have we never stayed in one before? Were you holding out on us?"

"It just never worked out that there was one of their hotels where we were filming. Plus, this is a new venture for them—the first in a new line of hotels. Rod was happy to get extra publicity for this hotel, but he didn't need it for the others."

"Hello. Welcome to the Seasons de Santa Fe," Neil said. "Do you have a reservation?"

"Yes. I'm David Tucker and this is Pam Preston."

"Ah, Mr. Eustace's advance team. Welcome. We were expecting you."

After the usual registration process and key distribution, Neil handed envelopes across the desk to the two guests. "Lanie, our event planner said to remind you of your meeting at 3:00 PM."

"Thanks, Neil," Pam said. Neil seemed friendly and efficient. He was nice looking to. Pam found herself wondering if he were single before reminding herself that it wouldn't matter. She traveled too much to have a relationship with anyone. "C'est la vie," she said as they stepped off the elevator on the second floor. 

"What's that?" Dave asked. 

"Nothing. Just bemoaning the effect our lifestyle has on my personal life."

"Ah, you have the hots for the desk clerk."

"Oh, grow up, Dave. You've spent entirely too much time with Greg. He's starting to rub off on you."

"That's a truly frightening thought. I'm going to check messages and unpack. I'll see you down stairs at 3:00."
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CHAPTER FOUR
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Maria arrived for her shift at the hotel, prepared to deal with the advance team for The Magma Chronicles. She was glad that over the past couple of days, the jokes about her disastrous date had waned. She replayed every interaction she ever had with Wayne, but she still couldn't see what she missed. She was sure there must have been some warning sign that she overlooked, but she couldn't see it. Despite all the teasing, she didn't regret her actions. Wayne had been out of line. Her only regret was that she couldn't resolve the situation with words rather than violence. She worried about what kind of example that set for her sons. Jose told her he was happy she'd stood up for herself and was just glad that she was OK. The Seasons de Santa Fe staff breathed a collective sigh of relief when Wayne checked out the morning after the incident.

Maria was hoping the TV people wouldn’t bring more drama with them. She needed a break. "Hi, Lanie. Are you ready for your meeting with the TV people?"

"I think so. Pam Preston seemed nice when we spoke over the phone. She sent a detailed email on how they run casting calls and press conferences. It should be interesting."

"Hopefully not too interesting," Maria said, stashing her purse in the office behind the desk. 

Lanie went to prepare for her meeting, and Maria took over the desk. When the elevator chime sounded, she turned to see who might be headed her way. She smiled when she saw an attractive couple walking toward her. "How can I help you?"

“I’m Dave Tucker with The Magma Chronicles,” he said. “Just call me Dave. We're looking for the Anasazi conference room."

"Welcome. I’m Maria. Lanie's waiting for you. It's down the hall on your left just past the entrance to the restaurant."

"Thanks, Maria. See you later." He walked away smiling.

XXX

After introductions all around, Lanie reviewed her plans for the events the television people had asked her to host at the hotel. None of the events were particularly challenging, but Maria had briefed the Seasons' staff on the importance of everything involving The Magma Chronicles going well. Rod was expecting the publicity to have a huge impact on the popularity of the Seasons de Santa Fe and other hotels in the Garcia Group chain. 

"The first press conference is scheduled for tomorrow morning at 10:00 AM. All the Albuquerque TV stations will be here. There's a lot of buzz in the area around your production," Lanie said. 

"That's great. We're ready for tomorrow," Pam said. 

"Do you have any other questions for us?" Dave asked.

"Is there anything I should be prepared for?" Lanie asked.

Dave gave her a once over. "I should probably warn you about Greg," he said. "He can come on a little strong."

"He's harmless, mostly," Pam said. 

The three gathered their notes and walked back to the lobby together. "What are your plans for after the press conference tomorrow?" Lanie asked.

"Jose is taking us on a tour of some of the locations we'll be using. We've got some preliminary work to do before the crew arrives," Dave explained.

"If you're not busy Friday night, you should take in the burning of Zozobra," Maria suggested.

"We might do that," Dave said as they continued to the elevators.

"He was totally flirting with you," Lanie said after the elevator doors closed.  

"Stop. I'm not listening to you anymore. Look at how my date with Wayne turned out. I've declared a moratorium on dating."

Lanie turned sad puppy dog eyes on Maria. "Forever?" she asked. "That's sad."

"Maybe not forever, but for a long, long time," Maria said.

"We'll see," Lanie tossed over her shoulder with a grin as she headed back to the event office.
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Jose was happy to make the extra money driving the TV people around. He liked his job at the hotel, but being involved with The Magma Chronicles production was cool. The Seasons de Santa Fe had an over-sized van and a large SUV that they used to shuttle guests to and from the airport or to various places in Santa Fe. Today Jose was driving the SUV since he would only have two passengers. He pulled the SUV up to the front entrance and crossed the lobby to the front desk.

"Hi, Mom. Are my passengers ready?"

"I'm sure they'll be down soon. Be careful today."

"Always, Mom. You taught me well," he said, stepping back as two guests approached from the elevators. 

"Jose, this is David Tucker and Pam Preston with The Magma Chronicles," Maria said.

Jose helped carry their bags to the SUV. Pam sat in the front passenger seat while Dave climbed in back and prepped camera gear. He wasn't a professional camera man, but his interest in photography led to him filling in behind the camera from time to time. He wanted to get some footage of the locations they'd be using later so the crew knew what to prepare for. 

"We're heading to the caldera, right?" Jose asked as he pulled out onto the street.

"That's the plan. If we finish there early enough, we might hit some other spots," Pam said. 

"Are you the cameraman, Dave?"

"Just for today. We have real camera people for filming the show. I'm just getting some footage to help the crew be better prepared when they arrive. Did I hear you call Maria, Mom?"

"Yeah. She's my mom and my boss."

"How does that work for you?" Pam asked.

"It's great. I love my mom and my job. It's no problem."

"She seems really nice," Dave said.

"She has her moments," Jose said, thinking back to Wayne's broken nose. He wisely decided not to share that story.

They stopped at the ranger station and checked to make sure all the necessary permits and arrangements were in place to allow them to film on site. The head ranger would be interviewed by Greg for the opening of the story, and other rangers might be asked to participate on camera or answer questions behind the scenes once filming began. 

Jose followed the instructions provided by the ranger to reach the area where most of the filming would be done. He passed out bottled water from the cooler in the back of the SUV. Pam and Dave wandered around the site taking pictures and making notes. "I think we've got everything we need here," Pam said. "Let's head to the overlook spot."

On the way, Jose had to stop the car to wait for a herd of Elk to cross the road in front of them. No one spoke. It seemed they all feared they'd spook the massive animals. "That was awesome," Pam said after the last animal disappeared out of view. "Maybe we can get Greg to add a segment about the animal populations that would be displaced by a super eruption."

"You can try," Dave said.

Jose drove another twenty minutes before pulling off in a designated overlook parking spot. The view made it easy to see the caldera was massive. 

"Do you guys really think this thing could erupt?" Jose asked as they all stood looking out over the valley below them. Pam and Dave turned to look at each other. 

"It's possible, but unlikely," Dave said. "At least that's my opinion."

"I agree," Pam said.

"Why all the interest in The Magma Chronicles then?"

"People seem to love a good disaster story," Dave said. "There have been a lot of books and movies done about an eruption at Yellowstone, one of the US' other super volcanos, but Valles Caldera is a lot less well known."

"Plus, here you have the unique added danger of the nuclear stock piles at Los Alamos," Pam said.

"So, if it did erupt, the nuclear stuff would explode or get dispersed, right?" Jose asked.

"That's it. That’s the big drama that Greg hopes will hook people on The Magma Chronicles."

"I used to think I lived in a quiet scenic area," Jose said. "Who knew?"

"Exactly," Pam said, as Dave retrieved his camera gear and took some footage of the landscape below them.

"Will you be filming at Los Alamos National Labs?" Jose asked as they waited for Dave to finish. 

"Greg tried to get permission, but wasn't successful," Dave said with the camera still at his eye.

"Big surprise there," Pam said. "He'll interview a former LANL worker on camera, and we'll do some filming in the town of Los Alamos."

"Right. That's our next stop," Jose said.

On the way back to the hotel, Jose told them about the burning of Zozobra that would take place the next night. Neither had heard of the celebration, but they both planned to look it up online and decide if footage might be useful for the show. 

"I think Greg would love it," Pam said. "I'm sure he can spin it into some pagan ritual done in a feeble attempt to ward off the coming disaster."

"You two make this Greg guy sound like a real pain," Jose said. "Why do you keep working for him?"

"There's not a lot of work out there for a geologist or a cultural anthropologist," Pam said.
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CHAPTER SIX
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Back at the hotel after their tour, Pam and Dave edited the footage he shot and discussed the challenges the location team would face. They'd seen nothing that should pose any great problem. Greg's production company was experienced working in remote locations. After a conference call with the key staff members and dinner at the burrito place next door, Pam and Dave turned in early to prepare for the casting call the following day. 

XXX

Dave knocked on Pam's door on his way down to breakfast, but she didn't answer. Pam hated casting call days. To her it was one of the worst parts of the job, but Dave loved it. He enjoyed talking to all the hopefuls who just wanted their fifteen seconds of fame. He finished his breakfast and was pouring himself another cup of coffee, when Pam sat down in the chair across from him.

"Good morning, Sunshine," he said. "Tough night?"

"Just the usual. I hate casting calls," she said. "Did you see the line outside?"

"Yeah, it looks like a good group," he said, as Pam got up to leave.

"Aren't you going to have breakfast?"

"I'll get pastries and coffee delivered to the interview room," she said as she walked out. Dave was just taking the last sip of his second cup of coffee when Maria stopped at his table to ask how the tour with Jose had gone. She was proud of her son and how well the guests seem to like him, but she always worried about how he dealt with them. Dave assured her that Jose had been a great tour guide.

"Will you and Pam be going to the Burning of Zozobra tonight?"

"I don't know. Jose mentioned it. It sounds like quite the party."

"Oh, it is. I go every year. I guess I look at Zozobra the same way some people see New Year’s—it's a time for reflection on the past and renewed hope for the future."

"When you look at it that way, it seems like something I should definitely take in," he said. 

"Good luck with your casting," Maria said as she walked away. 

Dave stayed and finished his coffee wondering if the sexy hotel manager had any desire to be on camera. Shit, I'm even starting to think like Greg, he thought to himself, realizing he'd been wondering if Maria would agree to a date if she thought he'd put her in the show. If she would, then she's not my type.

Lanie had set up the casting call to allow them to process the applicants as quickly as possible without the crowd waiting interfering with hotel operations. Jose was assigned the role of gate keeper. One of the hotels' waitresses had agreed to assist Pam and Dave by checking in each person and getting their contact information. 

It took a few minutes for everyone to find their groove, but by 10:30 they were able to process people quickly. Those selected were given instructions on what they needed to do when they reported to the set. Lanie was relieved that it all worked out so well. By 12:30, they'd processed the last group of hopefuls. 

"That's the last group," Lanie said as she walked into the small conference room. 

"Great. I'm ready for lunch," Dave said. "Everything worked out well, Lanie. Thanks for your help." He made a mental note to email Rod to let him know how well his staff was doing. Pam and Dave walked around downtown Santa Fe until they found a small cafe for lunch. It was already past the lunchtime rush, so they could discuss the casting. 

"I think we had a good turnout," Pam said. 

"Yeah, unless Greg decides to add some roles to the script, we should be good. We lined up plenty of extras this morning." One thing they learned over the years they worked with Greg was that he didn't like sharing the spot light with anyone. When he had any creative input into a show, it always featured him with only a few other people getting any screen time at all. 

When they walked back into the hotel, Jose waved at them from the concierge desk. "I'll catch up with you later," Dave said to Pam, as he headed over to talk with Jose.

"I want to get some footage of the Zozobra thing tonight," Dave said. "Can you hook me up?"

"I'll see what I can do," Jose said. "I'll call and let you know the plan."

"Great. Thanks. I want to ask you something, but I don't want you to get angry with me. I hope it's not inappropriate, but is your mom single?"

Jose's grin let Dave know he wasn't offended. "Very. She's been on her own a long time," Jose said, then realized that made it sound like his mom was desperate for a date. "She's not desperate or anything, just picky." 

"Do you think I have a shot?"

"Maybe, if I put in a good word for you."

The two men shook hands, and Dave headed for his room to catch up on emails.
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