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      Just because I didn’t find my cousin Martina dead didn’t mean the police, particularly Officer Wilcox, didn’t jump to the conclusion I must have done it. After all, Marty, as the family always called her, was mad at me for inheriting Gram’s estate leaving her with only a few token items. She’d challenged the will, which was forcing me out of the carriage house where I’d been living in the months since I had learned Gram wasn’t doing well.

      If that wasn’t enough, I was the closest thing to an outsider there was in Seales, Kentucky. I hadn’t lived there in nearly fifteen years and I had only come back because of Gram. It might seem strange that a young woman on her own twenty-four hundred miles away would sell her business and drop everything because her grandmother was dying, but Gram and I shared a bond.

      Lisa and Barb, two of my friends from acupuncture school, thought I was crazy but they helped me pack up my personal belongings and recommended an attorney to set up a contract so that my associate, Suzanne, could purchase the business in a manner that gave her enough to live on. In all, it had taken me barely a month to get everything sorted and to be on my way in my trusty Honda Fit driving from just outside of Portland, Oregon, to Central Kentucky.

      I’d been dating a nice guy named Adam, but it wasn’t serious enough that we expected to stay in touch. While we were sad to be parting, he was the one who gave me one final goodbye kiss before I put the car in gear and started my drive. I texted him regularly, but it’s not the same as being there, and I knew that soon enough he’d have someone else in his life.

      Sitting at the police station in a pale gray-beige room that smelled like a warehouse of cigarettes and stray cat urine, I was rather glad that we weren’t together. I didn’t have to worry about what he’d think or if he’d believe I had murdered my cousin. Hopefully, he knew better. I had no doubts about any of my other friends back there nor did I have doubts about my immediate family. It was only the other people in Seales, Kentucky, that concerned me —people who would have known Marty far better than they knew me.

      The room I was in was probably ten by ten, not unlike the treatment rooms in my old office. However, the depressing color of the walls and the smell made them far less welcoming. The old table, white laminate with a chipped top, was bolted to the floor. My chair, a metal folding thing that didn’t match the two black folding chairs across the table, had a chain around the leg so I couldn’t pick it up and toss it. Not that I would, of course.

      There was a gray camera in the corner and the glass across from me was no doubt a mirror behind which Officer Wilcox and whoever else was in the department were likely watching me. Now and then the air conditioning turned on with a click and squeak, and warm air was blown about the room. Once I heard people talking in the hall outside but no one came in. No one offered me water.

      It’s not like Seales has a big department. The town is smaller than some of Portland’s better neighborhoods. It was settled by people who were farmers and then by those who had services the farmers needed. Like other areas in Kentucky, they also made bourbon. At some point while I was gone, it had become something of a bedroom community for Lexington but that didn’t mean it was much larger. We just got a larger grocery store.

      I didn’t have much to do while I waited. My phone didn’t work well enough in the little interview room which could have doubled as a cell to allow me to do something interesting to pass the time. Even my games were slow. I tried calling my mom but that call didn’t go through. I suppose if the police tried to charge me, they had to let me call someone.

      Finally, I heard sounds outside the door, the heavy steps of someone walking close by and felt the slight rattle of the table. I heard whispering voices, or maybe they weren’t whispering, but it sounded like that through the heavy door.

      When Officer Claire Wilcox and another plainclothes officer came in, the door squeaked, a low irritating sound that made the hairs on the back of my neck raise, rather like fingernails on a chalkboard.

      Officer Wilcox was slightly younger than I was, tall and willowy with breasts that ought to be implants, not that I’ve heard they are. It’s just that the size of them suggests some sort of augmentation, though it could have been of the lower level kind, such as a well-padded bra. She definitely looks nicer in a uniform than most actresses who play police officers on television and in the movies, which is saying something.

      The man with her didn’t even seem to notice. He was only slightly taller than Wilcox and his hair was dark to her blonde. His skin was swarthy and the prominent cheekbones made me wonder about Native American heritage of one tribe or another. He was a few years older than Wilcox as well, with lines starting to form at the edges of his eyes. To be fair, they seemed to raise upwards as if he smiled more than he frowned, but maybe I was projecting.

      “Ashley Jericho, is that correct?” the man asked, sitting down first.

      Wilcox hurried to seat herself beside him.

      “That’s correct, though I typically go by Ash,” I said. I hate the name Ashley. It sounds like a girl who came from money and doesn’t have a brain in her head. Maybe that’s because I do come from money and I’m cute enough that no one ever thought I had a brain in my head. Besides, I have certain talents that make people think I’m a little naïve.

      “Detective Byron Cabot,” he said. “You’ve met Officer Wilcox.”

      I gave a single tip of my chin. I couldn’t say I’d met the officer. She hadn’t introduced herself, just come to the carriage house where I’d been loading up the last of my personal items to move to my parents’ before the deadline of the lawsuit and insisted I come with her. I’d had to fight to grab my purse and phone.

      Fortunately, Gram’s houseman, Morgan, had stepped outside of the big house upon seeing the police vehicle and he gave me a nod, letting me know he’d finish getting my personal items out of the carriage house and call my parents.

      For all I knew, my mother was trying to persuade my father to get an attorney, right now, just in case. Bad enough that her only daughter had run off to the left coast and studied acupuncture—acupuncture of all things!—and then not returned. She didn’t need me coming home only to be arrested for murder.

      Don’t get me wrong. I like my mother. Mostly we get along just fine. She just never understood why I had to study acupuncture and live so far away when Kentucky was a perfectly lovely place to live. I have to admit that I agreed with her. It’s hard to compare the high mountains and stunning views of the Columbia River Gorge with the low rolling greenery of Kentucky, but both have their place and both have their beauty.

      It was nice to be so close to Portland while I set up my first acupuncture practice. I had built-in clients because people talked about acupuncture there. I had been thinking I was ready to come home when Gram had taken ill. Gram being ill was the last straw which pushed me to make the move.

      “Tell me about your relationship with Martina Beauvoir,” Cabot said, interrupting my thoughts.

      I drew in a breath and looked down at my hands. I have short, stubby fingers, not at all suited to playing the piano, and my nails were cut unfashionably short. I don’t wear polish, unlike many women in the area, nor do I wear any jewelry. Up until a few years ago, I wore a watch but now I use my phone like everyone else.

      “Marty was my cousin,” I said.

      “Marty is Martina?” Cabot clarified. His voice was rough and deep but there was something kind about it, as if he hadn’t yet made up his mind.

      “Yes,” I said. “Marty and I are just a few years apart. As kids we always got along. She was a couple years older than I was, and she often took the lead. We spent a lot of time at Gram’s together, though I spent more time with Gram. We kept in touch, mostly by phone and Facebook when I moved west.”

      Cabot nodded. “Why the lawsuit?”

      “Gram left the estate to me, except for specific bequests for Marty, mostly little things. She did get some money out of it, though it wasn’t anywhere near what I got. If she hadn’t started the lawsuit, I’d have let Marty rent the big house for almost nothing, if that’s what she wanted. I like the carriage house out back. It’s where I stay when I come back for a visit.” I’d gone over some of this for the attorney who was representing me in the lawsuit that Marty had filed to contest the will.

      “So you must have been particularly upset about the lawsuit,” Cabot said.

      “I was hurt by it,” I said, already thinking that they wanted me to admit anger. I didn’t need an attorney to avoid saying that. “I was also surprised. I never expected that Gram would have left the estate so unevenly to me. I know she wanted me to have the house but not everything.”

      Though if I were honest, if she hadn’t left me everything I couldn’t have afforded the house and all that came with it. At one point my grandfather had tried horse breeding. He was too impatient to stick with it, but we still had a small stable which Gram rented out to boarders. Naturally, she hired someone to take care of that so it didn’t bring in that much money. So even just the property wouldn’t have paid the bills.

      Only the bourbon factory did that, and Gram had left all the family shares to me, completely.

      “Why did she leave you the house? She knew you lived out of state, didn’t she?” Cabot asked.

      “Gram and I were close,” I said, hoping he wouldn’t ask for more. I mean, how was I supposed to say that I was psychic like Gram and could feel the past by touching certain objects? I’d spent much of my time as a child living in her house learning how to block that gift. How was I supposed to tell him that Gram was just as psychic and that I was one of the few who could see the ghost of her beloved Siamese cat, Penelope Blue?

      Cabot waited, but I waited him out, just staring at him. I didn’t know what else to say, at least not anything else that wasn’t likely to get me labeled a loon and perhaps put me that much closer to sitting behind bars.

      “Can you tell me where you were early this morning?” Cabot asked.

      I wondered if his refusal to give a time were deliberate. “I got up about six or so and started packing. I took a load of my stuff over to my folks, where I’ll be living, not long after—the car was already loaded. I was finishing up loading up the last of my stuff when Officer Wilcox brought me in here.”

      “Did you see your parents?” Cabot was making notes.

      “My dad helped me with the boxes. They’re mostly books so he used a hand truck to take them inside.” I tried to remember what time that was, maybe seven?

      “Do you remember what time that was?”

      I shook my head. “Maybe seven or so? My mom made breakfast and I ate there before coming back.”

      Cabot nodded. “Did anyone see you return?”

      “Morgan came out to ask if I needed any help with the last of my things and to say he was sorry I had to move out. It’s nice for them to have someone in the carriage house. The property is large and having more people around means less chance of someone who isn’t supposed to be there hanging out. Gram had a few problems with vandalism and kids loitering. Fortunately her horse boarders are good about knowing who belongs and who doesn’t. We’re small but Gram hired a groom to take care of the stables and we have someone part time for when the groom is off.”

      Cabot nodded. “Do you remember what time that was?”

      “No, again, I wasn’t paying that much attention. Maybe an hour before Officer Wilcox came by? Morgan was just coming out for a break. He normally gets outside about once an hour.”

      Morgan was paranoid about someone damaging the gardens so he was always looking out when he could. If he went more than an hour looking out or coming out through the door, that was a lot. Of course, seeing a police car, he’d have practically run outside, worried he missed something.

      “Then I think we’re done here,” Cabot said. “We’ll probably have more questions as they come up.”

      He went on to warn me not to leave town, not quite in those words but the gist was clear, however it seemed that assuming my alibi held up, I couldn’t have murdered Marty, which was what he was saying.

      I’m not sure what’s worse. Knowing my cousin was dead or knowing that someone killed her. I didn’t even know how she’d died, much less why.

      Bad enough that I was a suspect in her murder, at least briefly, though I had no idea if I was completely off the radar, I was vaguely worried that Marty’s death might have something to do with Gram’s estate. If that were the case, Morgan and Win might be in danger.

      And so might I.
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      I ended up having to call my dad to take me back to Gram’s because while Officer Wilcox had been eager to take me to the station, almost rude, in fact, she was suddenly too busy to drop me at the house, though she’d made like she would in front of Detective Cabot. The dynamic was interesting to me.

      I considered asking her why she was so hostile to me in particular, but years of living in the Northwest had made me reticent about asking things that seemed so personal. Also, modern day communications made me wary of her trying to suggest that I was wrong. I’ve seen too many manipulative patients not to know better.

      Seales is the main city in Bram County, squeezed between Woodford County and Franklin Counties in Central Kentucky. While I might think of it as squeezed, it doesn’t mean there aren’t distances. Downtown is a fair ways from where my folks live in a little subdivision of large lots and seventies-era ranch homes with basements, some on banks tall enough for the basements to be walkouts, like the house my parents own.

      Which meant I had some time to kill on the sidewalk in front of the police station. It’s an older building in white stucco and brick. The courthouse was a newer building just behind the station, all fresh new red brick and with a modern sort of federalist look. No domes for us, though. Seales wanted to keep it practical, though there were architects that had submitted proposals for a building with a dome large enough to rival that of any city around.

      The cracks in the sidewalk spoke to the age of the place, though everything was clean. Our downtown seemed to alternate between old two- or three-story red brick buildings and those covered half in brick and half in cream or white stucco. The library was an old mansion around the corner. On Main Street, we had the police station across from the city hall, and an assortment of offices and restaurants and even some boutique retail shops like Grace’s Chocolates. Grace’s was in a smaller house, basically a red brick cottage sandwiched between two large buildings that had always been some sort of commercial buildings.

      I always thought that if Seales had had row houses like Boston or New York, the commercial buildings were what the row houses would have looked like. Each of the buildings had two doors, one on either side, with a narrow window without shutters on either side of the door. They rose up three stories tall, all in red brick or red and black brick.

      All the buildings downtown were well kept. Four churches anchored the ends of Main Street, two on each end, not quite across from each other, but very close. In the center of downtown was the old movie theater that did special movie runs, usually to raise money for some charity or other. How they stayed in business, I wasn’t certain.

      A few cars drove past me, certainly not enough to cause any sort of traffic congestion, though I knew making the left turn off of Main onto Park could be a bear. There was always just enough traffic to make you wait, usually until the one traffic signal turned yellow. Then you had to hope no one was going to try and run the light and hit the side of your car.

      Geri’s Café was making French fries and I could smell them from where I stood. My stomach growled, though I don’t particularly like fries, and I’d eaten a good hearty breakfast at my parents’. Still, when there was nothing else to do, I could think about being hungry.

      It was slightly humid but not horrible, for which I was thankful. There wasn’t a good place to sit in the police station, unless you were waiting to be processed.  I didn’t want to stand around in there while the young woman manning the metal detector stared at me, lest I was up to something nefarious.

      Finally, my dad arrived while I was pacing around in front of the station. So far I hadn’t drawn any unnecessary attention, for which I was grateful. He pulled up in his blue Ford F150.  I got in.

      “What was that about?” he asked.

      “Did Morgan call you?”

      “He said you had gone off with the police but didn’t know why,” my dad responded.

      I sighed. I had hoped they’d heard. I was certainly shocked when Officer Wilcox had blurted it out, not even cushioning the news about Marty.

      “Did you hear about Marty?” I asked.

      “You didn’t have to go identify her? I thought that had been done,” my dad said. “Her mom called shortly before Morgan did.”

      “No,” I said. “I guess she was killed.” I couldn’t say murdered no matter how true that might be.

      My dad waited, his hands drumming on the steering wheel as he waited to turn right onto the road out of downtown. It took only a minute but my dad fidgets.

      “They wanted to know where I was. One of the police officers thinks I might have done it because of the lawsuit challenging Gram’s will.”

      “What?” my father’s voice was low and distracted sounding. Not that I expected he was distracted, it’s how he sounds when he’s surprised. Like he thinks he must not have been paying attention.

      I repeated what I said. I noticed that my father’s grip on the wheel got tighter and he started driving a little faster than normal. I was familiar with both those signs of anger from when I’d been a teenager.

      Naturally he said nothing further to me. Some fathers yell. Mine gets silent when he’s mad. I let him be mad. I was mad myself.

      Pretty soon, we arrived at the carriage house.

      “Will you need extra time to get your things?” my father asked getting out of the car. “I can call your lawyer and he could get the time extended, I’d think.”

      “I saw Morgan,” I said. “I bet he finished packing for me.”

      As I slipped out of the car, Morgan came out of the back door of the big house, carrying two glasses filled with sweet tea. Gram had always insisted he have sweet tea on hand or sometimes lemonade. Today was clearly a tea day in his mind.

      He stepped off the single concrete step onto the concrete driveway that led around to the carriage house. Several boxwoods and low growing evergreen bushes lined the space between the big house and the drive. As it rounded the back, the narrow foundation plantings grew to a rounded herb garden with plenty of lavender and rosemary. There was even a small white fence that was half falling over under the foliage. It made the place smell good and there were always plenty of bees and hummingbirds around checking out the flowers.

      “Miss Ash,” Morgan said. “Are you okay?”

      “I’m fine,” I told him.

      Morgan stands just a little taller than I am, his dark, bald head liver-spotted with even darker blotches than his skin. His eyes are nearly the same color brown as his face. He’d been Gram’s house man forever. He’d lived in the house, married there, though his wife had passed about a decade ago. He was well paid and smart enough to have done anything he’d wanted, but he’d stayed with Gram, feeling his life of service was the best way for him to be useful.

      I know his son sometimes got on him about his profession, but Morgan never complained. These days he was helped around the house by a young woman named Win who bounced and sang and giggled where Morgan stepped with near silence and always with precision.

      “Officer Wilcox certainly acted as if she thought you’d done it,” Morgan said. “As if.”

      I smiled a little at him.

      My father took the tea and sipped it, thanking Morgan.

      “Ridiculous,” he finally said.

      “Exactly,” Morgan said. “But now that bee is gone, she can get to the real work of finding who did do it.”

      “Why’d she come after Ash?” my dad asked, looking across the yard. It was still green from all the rain, the large laurel bushes and low trees making a private space in the back.

      “Didn’t you know?” Morgan asked, raising an eyebrow. “Claire Wilcox was one of Martina’s best friends, at least lately. The two were as thick as thieves, and if I had to lay money on it, I expect Claire was the reason Marty decided on the lawsuit.”

      I watched as Penelope Blue faded in on the doorstep behind Morgan. She wasn’t quite real looking, just a bit of fuzziness around her that could have been fur. She looked at me with her dark blue eyes and then proceeded to wash a paw. Penelope Blue had a tendency to be around when important things were happening. Whether I was charged or not, this was clearly important.

      Not that I really needed Penelope Blue to tell me that this was important. After all, my cousin was dead and I’d been questioned. Things were too far up in the air for me to make sense of everything, particularly as I wondered why Claire would apparently have it in for me.
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      Morgan and I finished loading my stuff into the car, and I drove across town to my parents’ house. While their home is nice enough, after living in Gram’s carriage house for the last few months, my old bedroom was quite a comedown.

      My folks had a three-bedroom, two-bath, brick ranch home with a finished walkout basement dating from about the time I was born. They’d rented up in Frankfort before buying the house. My father works in human resources and his company has offices in Frankfort, Lexington, and Louisville. It’s a bit of a commute from here, but my mom wanted to be closer to family. My father’s family was from Lexington, so Seales was a bit closer to that side of the family, too.

      My bedroom was the one in the front corner of the house, looking over the street. It’s a quiet street that ends in a cul-de-sac just a few houses down. Some are ranches and some are two stories, only three of them have basements, which made my parents’ house highly desirable. In the summer, most of my friends and I gathered in the basement in the afternoon to hang out because it was cool down there, and my mother didn’t bother us very often.

      When we were old enough to drive, sometimes we’d head out to Gram’s and hang out in the barn or in the big house, someplace Gram wouldn’t find us underfoot. Marty was usually with me then, but I hated to think about her.

      Inside, my folks’ house still smelled of lemon cleansers and pine, cleaning products my mother had used for as long as I could remember. While other people might be changing to more environmentally friendly, Mom stayed old style, mostly. What she has changed doesn’t leave off much of a scent and I suspect the smells I associate with the house have seeped into its very bones.

      About five years ago, my folks replaced the old, worn carpet and put in a nice walnut finished bamboo hardwood with help from my brother. He’s in banking and lives in Charlotte, but when he came to visit on vacation, his girlfriend, who’s a real estate agent and fancies herself a house flipper—she’s actually pretty handy—helped him and my dad put the new floor in. It looks good, changing the whole look, modernizing the front area, though the kitchen now looks starkly outdated with old pine cabinets and a cream laminate counter.

      Mom changed out the old appliances so now they’re all stainless, and she’d talked about painting the cabinets, but Abby, my brother’s girlfriend, talked her out of it, saying that new cupboards and either granite or quartz would update the value of the place further. To be honest, it didn’t take much persuading for my mom to change her mind. It’s just a matter of deciding when they want to do it.

      If Marty hadn’t contested Gram’s will, my folks could have stayed at the big house while redoing the kitchen. Mom was set to get a small bequest, a bit more than Marty, about the same as Mom’s sister-in-law, Daisy. I got the rest. Oddly neither Mom nor Daisy had a problem with me getting the house.

      Marty hadn’t even seemed that upset when the will was read. She’d sort of laughed, saying she didn’t want the responsibility of everyone looking at her to see what would happen with the big house and the business. I’d probably do a better job.

      A few days later she filed the lawsuit. Which hadn’t made sense then and didn’t make sense now.

      I started pulling in my luggage and the rest of the boxes of personal items I had taken. Someone was mowing the lawn down the road, the faint sounds reaching my ears. The screen door banged on the front of the house as my father headed out to the driveway to help me carry stuff in, having beaten me home by a few minutes.

      We worked in silence. My mother wasn’t around, having headed off to my aunt Daisy’s shortly after she cooked me breakfast. Daisy had called as I was leaving to go collect the last of my stuff, so I’d missed getting the news about Marty from my family and instead heard from Officer Wilcox.

      As I brought my luggage into my room, leaving the last of the boxes to my dad, I wondered how Marty had been killed. No one had asked me about weapons of any sort. Had it been made to look like an accident? There were so many questions I didn’t have the answers to.

      I was just finishing up putting away the clothing in one of my suitcases when my cell phone rang. It was Cheri, one of my best friends from high school and one of the people I stayed in touch with even when I lived on the west coast.

      “Hey,” I said. I wasn’t sure how to answer. Likely Cheri was calling about Marty because we’d all known each other. It’s not like Seales was a huge town or anything.

      “I’m so sorry to hear about Marty. I can’t believe you didn’t call me!” Cheri said, sounding almost breathless. I realize that sounds like she’s always running, but rather than movement making her breathless, it was often that Cheri talked so quickly about so many things that when she finally paused to take a breath, she really needed to take a breath.

      “I heard after breakfast,” I said. “I was still getting out of the carriage house. If that’s changed, no one has told me. Dad talked about calling the attorney.”

      “That’s horrible,” Cheri said. “Now Morgan will be there all on his own.” Morgan would have been there all on his own with Win no matter what had happened. It wasn’t like Marty could just move in. I just couldn’t live there.

      “Marty dying didn’t change that,” I said.

      “It must be horrible,” Cheri said. “Here you were in a fight and she dies and you two couldn’t even have made your peace together. You must be ripped up inside.”

      Actually, I was too much in shock and rather angry with the police and even scared, but I wasn’t sure ripped up was the correct word.

      “I’ve been so busy, I haven’t even heard how she died,” I said. “I should go over and see Aunt Daisy.”

      “I’ll go with you,” Cheri said. “That way if there are any hard feelings, you’ll have someone with you.”

      “My mom is there,” I said. “She went over after breakfast, of course.”

      “Of course she did!” Cheri said quickly. “Anyway, what I heard was that Marty was found in her bed, dead, and it looked like an overdose, although who would believe she actually did drugs, I don’t know, which is why the police are looking for who might have murdered her. I mean, they think something like heroin with the needle and all you and know that’s not the sort of heavy drug use that she’d do. So you know that she had to be murdered. Did you know her friend Claire was on the police force?”

      “I found that out, yeah,” I said.

      “What do you mean, found that out? Did something happen and you aren’t telling me? How can I help if you just let it go and don’t tell me?”

      “I was taken in for questioning this morning,” I said. Cheri might talk a lot and she might like to gossip, but chances were someone else had seen me out on the street in front of the police station and everyone would know by this evening anyway. Even Aunt Daisy, which worried me. Hopefully my mother was talking to her.

      “No!” Cheri said. “They couldn’t believe that, not even Claire who is not exactly on anyone’s nice list but really…it’s not like you’d hurt a fly. You help people! You’re practically a doctor.”

      I didn’t correct Cheri as she went on about my healthcare credentials. I wasn’t practically a doctor. I hadn’t studied to be a doctor. I had studied acupuncture, which was a masters level program and had nothing to do with being a doctor. A healthcare provider, yes. Doctor, no.

      “I should give that woman a piece of my mind, not that anyone ever really does because she just taps her utility belt, like she’s about to draw down on you or something ridiculous and then walks off without saying a word. I swear I got that ticket for not signaling because she knew it was me and she knows I don’t like her although I can’t say that I’m any different from most of the town. I do not know what Marty saw in her!”

      “How long had they been friends?” I asked. “I don’t remember a Claire Wilcox when I lived here.”

      “She moved here about five years ago, I think,” Cheri said. “Just from Lexington. I guess she went to the police academy in Lexington but was never hired on over there for some reason so she took the job here. She’s never really fit in, although she and Marty hit it off.”

      Marty worked as a dental hygienist in Versailles. It wasn’t a huge commute and she liked the drive. It made me wonder how the two had met. Marty tended to prefer riding horses to socializing, so it wasn’t like they met up at something in Lexington.

      “How did they get to know each other?”

      “I think Claire has a horse out at your Gram’s, or she did. I think the place was too expensive for her but she started there when she first moved out from Lexington. She was always complaining about how much she was being charged and how she didn’t need all the extras and how she liked caring for her horse. I think I may have mentioned it to you on the phone when it first happened because your Gram was getting tired of hearing about it from Jaci.”

      Jaci was Gram’s head groom—well her only full-time groom. Jaci kept all the accounts, lived above the stable itself, and did most of the work for the horses. We had one other person come in weekly to cover when Jaci wasn’t around.

      The other barns on the property, from back when my grandfather had done his time attempting to breed racehorses, had long since been torn down or converted to small homes which were rented out. Jaci could have had one, but she said she liked living over the barn. Less of a commute, not that there was much of one.

      “That would make sense. Marty keeps her horse at Gram’s and they were probably out there at the same time. What doesn’t make sense is that Marty would have let someone go on about the costs,” I said.

      “You know Marty—she was never one for listening to what she didn’t want to hear and likely all she wanted to hear was about Claire’s horse. She’s a fine saddlebred and I think there were some races involved as well, not that Claire did the riding or anything and I’m not even sure Claire owned the horse at the time. Maybe she purchased it after it retired?” Cheri trailed off in thought.

      A racehorse would have intrigued Marty and was probably why they started getting to know each other. Marty would have known about the stables, actually all the stables as she tended
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