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        One glass of cheap California chardonnay cost Emory Gosser Martinez her husband, her job, and her best friend. Unfortunately, that was only the beginning of her  troubles.

      

      

      

      Distraught after discovering the betrayal by her husband and best friend, Tori, cupcake caterer Emory Martinez allows her temper to flare. Several people witness her very public altercation with her ex-friend. To make matters worse, Tori exacts her revenge by posting a fake photo of Emory in a compromising situation, which goes viral on social media. When Tori is found murdered, all signs point to Emory being the prime suspect.

      With the police investigation focused on gathering evidence to convict her, Emory must prove her innocence while whipping up batches of cupcakes and buttercream. Delving into the past of her murdered ex-friend, she finds other people had reasons to want Tori dead, including Emory’s own husband. Can she find the killer, or will the clues sprinkled around the investigation point the police back to her?

      Includes recipes!
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      One glass of cheap California chardonnay cost me my husband, my job, and my best friend. Unfortunately, that was only the beginning of my troubles.

      I slowly regained consciousness when a cold nose nuzzled my ear and then a warm, wet tongue licked my cheek. I squinted against the sunlight streaming through the small window as I tried to open my eyes, but they stopped at the halfway mark. My head pounded even more from the bright light. My face was pressed into my guest bathroom’s chilly white subway-tile flooring, and my entire body ached. I shivered when I realized I was still dressed in a sheer blouse and teeny-weeny leopard-print skirt. The ensemble had been an unwanted early birthday gift from my best friend, Tori. I groaned with the effort of trying to remember what had happened the night before but was rewarded only with brief, fleeting flashes of memory.

      Piper, my golden Labradoodle mix, nudged my face again and whined. I couldn’t remember how I’d gotten home and had no idea how I’d ended up sleeping on the bathroom floor. I hoped my husband, Philip, hadn’t come home from his graveyard shift yet. I raised my left arm and squinted at the blurry numbers on the watch sitting on my wrist. Seven thirty. Philip would have come home an hour ago, and I prayed he’d gone straight to bed and hadn’t seen me.

      Piper whined again and walked into the hallway, trying to tell me she wanted her breakfast and time outside. A moan escaped my lips when my head and stomach started feeling like they were on a Tilt-a-Whirl ride. I crawled to the sink, pulled myself up, and washed my face and mouth. Looking in the mirror, I decided my wild red hair needed a stiff brush to calm the frizzies. Piper nudged my foot with her nose and whined again, but I ignored her. Red, puffy eyes peered back at me, but what made me want to lunge for the commode was the purple, almond-shaped bruise on the side of my neck. A love bite? How in the heck did I get that?

      Uh-oh. I suddenly remembered sapphire-blue eyes that made me feel warm and fuzzy. Randall. Tori’s mysterious cousin who I hadn’t even known existed until last night. How would I explain Randall to my husband when I couldn’t explain him even to myself? It would be worse if he saw me in these party clothes.

      After I removed the sheer black blouse and hid it between the extra towels in the vanity cabinet, I yanked a fluffy pink bath towel off the bar and wrapped the towel around me. I hoped I could sneak into the laundry room and get dressed, preferably in something that went with a scarf wrapped around my neck, before Philip noticed me. Nope, that wouldn’t work. A scarf in August would make him even more suspicious.

      The carpeted hallway muffled my tippy-toe walk while my dog practically danced beside me. When the sliding glass door that led to our condo’s patio and the postage-sized patch of grass that was part of the unit opened, Piper raced past me. The fringe on my towel caught on her collar, and suddenly, my dog became Piper the Super Dog, complete with a pink cape. I, on the other hand, was left standing in broad daylight, wearing nothing but a small lacy black bra and miniskirt that had inched up over my ample derrière. I didn’t need one of my neighbors seeing my lack of clothing over the half walls that surrounded our small piece of land. Why did Tori think she should give me this outfit? And how had she managed to talk me into wearing it to meet Randall? The image of his face pinballed around my head as I slunk back down the hallway. Why had Tori invited him to go out for drinks with us?

      I eased the accordion laundry room doors open. I paused when one of them squeaked, then rummaged through the laundry basket sitting on top of the washer. Dirty clothes would be better than these party clothes when it came time to face Philip, my husband of seven years. After getting dressed in capri-length yoga pants and a very wrinkled, slightly stained T-shirt, I tiptoed to the kitchen and opened the cupboard, looking for antacids and pain relievers.

      My head screamed, and my stomach threatened to send me running back to the bathroom. Once I popped the pills, I hunted for my purse and my emergency stash of concealer. Maybe Philip’s drowsy state and the dim lighting in the bedroom would cause him to overlook my new bruise, especially if I had enough makeup on it.

      I finally found my purse hidden behind the sofa. My mind struggled to remember how it got there, but the only thing I remembered from the night before was drinking a glass of chardonnay with Tori. Oh yeah, and Randall. I would dearly love to forget he was there. My hand went to the love bite. Tori would know what happened. I needed to call her.

      While I tried to cake on the concealer, Piper came back in, without her Super Dog cape, and nudged my hand with her slightly muddy nose. Breakfast time. I cut open a package of lamb-and-brown-rice dog food and dumped it into her ceramic dish. The sloppily painted dish made me smile. I remembered taking my towheaded, preschool-aged nieces to the ceramic painting store and their efforts to make Piper’s food and water bowls as colorful as possible.

      After refreshing her water dish, I tiptoed back down the hallway to the half-closed master bedroom door. I slid my head into the crack and waited for my eyes to adjust to the dim light, since the blackout roman shades had been pulled down. My stomach flip-flopped when I saw our bed hadn’t been slept in. In fact, my husband, with his short wavy-black hair, was nowhere to be found. I rushed back to my purse and pulled my phone out. Had Philip left a message for me? Nothing.

      Perhaps he had to work overtime and couldn’t call me. It happened once in a while, so I didn’t worry too much. Actually, I was a bit relieved, if I were honest with myself, since I needed to figure out what I’d done last night before I felt ready to face Philip. The niggling doubt that, instead of working, my husband and his partner, Officer Amy Doyle, were having an affair swirled around my brain. I had no proof, just suspicions that something or someone was tearing our marriage apart. Randall was someone I didn’t need to think about right now.

      I quickly called Tori’s cell number, hoping she’d be able to tell me how I got so drunk that I blacked out. I rarely drank more than a glass of wine and had two at the most, since more than that gave me the world’s worst hangover. One party during my senior year of high school cured me of binge drinking. I had a very low tolerance for pain and suffering.

      Her sultry voice, an imitation of Marilyn Monroe, announced I had reached her voice mail. “This is Tori, and you know what to do. Ciao, baby.”

      I hung up without leaving a message.

      Tori never, ever missed answering her phone and slept with it even when she had a boyfriend in her bed. I found it annoying when we were together and I was trying to carry on a conversation, but several times in the recent past, I was grateful she answered my call when I needed to dissect Philip’s inattention or his more frequent hurtful remarks. I wouldn’t take her advice, though. She had told me repeatedly to move on and find someone new. Perhaps that was why she had introduced me to Randall.

      I waited a few minutes and called Tori again, this time leaving a message. “Tori, it’s Em. Call me as soon as you can.”

      I started to get worried, letting my imagination run away from me. What if Randall had drugged us or tried to poison us? I shouldn’t let my mind wander like that, but then again, I couldn’t explain my blackout. What happened last night? After a cup of hot herbal tea and a slice of dry toast, I called Tori. Again, I reached her voice mail. Something was definitely wrong.

      After giving Piper a new chew toy and telling her to be a good girl, I grabbed my purse and headed to the garage. I needed to make sure Tori was safe. When I walked into the garage, the empty space where my car should have been gave me pause. What had I done with my Honda Accord? Oh, yeah, I had left it in the parking lot where I worked as an accountant when Tori picked me up for drinks.

      I eyed my rusty beach cruiser and sighed. Five miles from Huntington Beach to Tori’s house in Costa Mesa on a bike wasn’t that far unless you were already in agony. But that was what friends did for each other, and I was becoming certain Tori needed my help.

      As I pedaled, I huffed and puffed while sweat dripped down my cheeks, and I cursed myself for not thinking to bring a bottle of water. When I climbed off my bike, I stood with wobbly legs at the end of Tori’s block. Her four-plex building was located six houses down from the corner where I had stopped, and I saw her red Mini Cooper parked in her driveway. My husband’s white Tahoe SUV was parked right behind it.

      I wasn’t a Peeping Tom, or a Peeping Jane, if that was what they called women who peered into other people’s windows, but I knew I would have to resort to that if I wanted to find out the truth. I really wanted to think Philip was there because something bad had happened to Tori. But wouldn’t he have called me if that were the case?

      Other images sprang to mind of Philip and Tori not making eye contact when all three of us spent time together, acting like they were ignoring each other. And the bottle of perfume he had given me for Valentine’s Day this year was Tori’s fragrance. A wife knew when another woman was on her husband’s mind, but how could I have been so blind thinking it could be Officer Amy Doyle? Why did Tori do this to me?

      I looked up and down the street to make sure no one saw me, then tiptoed across the dying grass bordering a cracked cement walkway. I ducked under a withered ficus tree that barely provided any shelter from the hot morning sun. The tree grew next to her unit’s front window. Even though it wasn’t a good hiding spot, it was the best I could find.

      I looked up and down the street again and observed no one. It was very quiet for a Saturday. I turned, stood slowly, and pressed my nose against the dusty screen and held in the sneeze that tried to erupt. I quickly ducked back down and almost cracked my head on the windowsill. My husband reclined on Tori’s sofa, which faced the window I had peeked into.

      Worried he might have seen me, I waited a moment before cautiously peeking back in. Philip had his eyes closed. I stretched up onto my tiptoes and saw perfectly proportioned, size-two, platinum-blonde Tori in an intimate pose with my husband that would, unfortunately, be forever burned into my brain. I wished I could unsee it. But it was too late for that…

      A sudden puff of wind swirled and caused one of the branches from the tree to hit the window with a loud clunk. I squatted down, but the wind had pushed my frizzy hair into the screen and caused it to get entangled on some of the protruding broken wires. When some of the hairs were yanked from my head, I yelped, although the pain from my scalp was nothing compared to my heartbreak. I rubbed the sore spot and then crept to the front door, ready to tell them to go to you-know-where—but in a polite way because, after all, my mother raised me to have manners.

      By the time I reached the glass front door and saw them together, all thoughts of etiquette fled from my brain. Instead of knocking or ringing the bell, I twisted the door handle and burst into Tori’s unlocked house. Later, I concluded that I had experienced a red-mist moment because my actions weren’t those I would have thought myself capable of. The details were still kind of fuzzy, but somehow, after Tori fell through the screen door and stumbled down the steps, pulling me along for the fall, we ended up on the front lawn.
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      When we both landed, I ended up on top of her and pummeled her with my fists, screaming at the top of my lungs, “You lying, cheating hussy. I’m gonna make you sorry you were ever born!”

      Tori was giving as good as she got. When I tasted blood from my busted lip, I shrieked even louder.

      “Meow… Hey, dude, look, a cat fight.” The slow drawl of Tori’s stoner surfer neighbor finally pierced my brain.

      I rolled off Tori and lay panting in the dusty grass. Her wheezes sounded loud in my ear.

      “Hey, don’t stop fighting yet. It’s just getting good.” Stoner Dude’s roommate and brother, a game software developer, had popped open a beer and now leered over the railing of their rooftop patio. “We haven’t finished taking bets yet.”

      Tori gave him a middle finger wave. “Bug off, Steve.”

      “C’mon, Tor. You and Em need to do some real World Wrestling Federation stuff.” Steve was practically drooling as he brushed his shoulder-length sun-bleached wavy hair away from his eyes.

      I had a hard time telling the two brothers apart, even though they insisted Steve was two years older than Stan. They looked like twins.

      I shook my head as I pushed myself up to a shaky standing position. “Steve, you know that’s all fake wrestling, right?”

      “No way, dudette. That stuff is real.” Stan, aka Stoner Dude, lit up a cigarette and passed it to his brother. The pungent smoke drifted down. It was a wonder they were successful in developing game software.

      A siren wailed at the end of the block, and the brothers and their Maui Wowie quickly disappeared back into their apartment without another word.

      I felt like kicking Tori in the ribs while she still sprawled in the grass, but I thought I’d better not when I saw the black-and-white police sedan pull up behind Philip’s SUV. I glanced back at the apartment, wondering where Philip could be. Apparently he was a coward, hiding in there somewhere, away from the drama.

      The officer unfolded his long legs from his cruiser. He stepped out, and his dark-blue uniform showed sweaty rings beneath his arms while his prematurely balding head threatened to send beads of sweat rolling down his face.

      “You ladies having a problem here?” Officer Larry Callahan, an old high school friend of Philip’s, couldn’t tear his gaze away from Tori’s scantily clad, perfectly developed, golden-tanned chest. He didn’t even notice me.

      “No, we’re good, Officer.” Tori gave him a smile and batted her eyelashes, but instead of looking sexy, she looked creepy with blood dripping from her lip. “I just tripped and fell.”

      “Can I get you medical assistance?” Officer Callahan asked her chest.

      “No. I’ll be okay. Right, Emory?”

      Officer Callahan finally looked at me. “Emory? What are you doing here?”

      “Hi, Larry.”

      He peered at my bloody lip. “Are you okay? Where’s Philip?”

      Good question. Where could that chicken husband of mine be?

      “I’m fine. I accidentally tripped when Tori did.” I looked back at the house and mumbled, “Philip’s using the bathroom. We’ll get cleaned up as soon as he’s out.”

      Larry looked back at Tori’s chest. “We got a call about a fight going on. Disturbing the peace.”

      I opened my mouth to tell him nothing had happened, but he glared at me and shook his head, so I closed it just as fast.

      “Now, if you ladies will take it back into the house and keep it quiet, I’ll be on my way. Make sure Philip calls when he’s available.”

      Officer Callahan adjusted his sunglasses and then got back in his vehicle. Once he had driven out of sight, Tori turned and limped up the steps to her house. I followed close behind but stopped short when she slammed the screen door in my face.

      “Get off my property,” Tori said with a snarl. “I don’t ever want you here again.”

      “I need to talk to Philip first.”

      “If he ever wants to see your ugly face again, he’ll call you.”

      I couldn’t help it. My voice escalated to a shrill shriek as I tried to yank open the screen door. “You’d better watch your back, Tori! I’m not going to let you get away with this!”

      “Go away. You don’t want the cops to come back. What would your mother think if you got arrested?”

      She knew me too well. My mother would be mortified. I backed down the steps and began the walk of shame to my bike.

      “Oh, Em?” Tori opened the screen door and stuck her head out. “You’re the one who’s going to regret this.”

      I limped down the block to my bicycle, happy to see it was still where I’d left it. I had dropped it to the ground in the middle of the sidewalk when I first spied Philip’s vehicle. I wheeled the bike around the corner and found a low concrete wall to sit on. Thick shrubs had been planted behind it to shield the house from the street. I touched my lip gingerly and winced when the gash stung. I imagined how swollen my lip must be. My bones ached, and I couldn’t fathom riding the bike home, so I whipped my cell phone out of my pocket and called my sister.

      “Carrie? Can you come pick me up?”

      “Where are you? What’s going on?”

      Behind the shrubs, a lawn mower sprang to life, the buzzing noise cutting a path of pain through my pounding head. The smell of sharp green grass floated on the air as the mower moved toward me. A sneeze exploded from my mouth, and I walked farther down the street.

      “I’m around the corner from Tori’s house. Can Thomas stay with the girls?” I touched my swollen lip again and shuddered. “They shouldn’t see me in this condition.”

      “What are you talking about?”

      “Just come pick me up, and I’ll tell you then.”

      I gave her directions then found another shady spot to sit under, away from the piercing whine of the lawn mower. It sounded like it had been supercharged, which wasn’t something you needed when mowing Southern California’s postage-stamp-sized yards.

      Carrie finally pulled up in her dark-blue minivan.

      “What the heck happened to you?” Carrie reached into her purse and retrieved a pack of baby wipes then handed them to me. “Don’t you dare get blood in my van.”

      “I’ll try not to.” I sounded whiny, even to my own ears.

      Grateful that Carrie would drop everything to pick me up, I was still annoyed that her life seemed so perfect. Her shoulder-length red hair wasn’t frizzy like mine, and her makeup appeared always in place, even though she didn’t have to cover up a generous number of freckles like I did. My eyes were green with flecks of brown, which often looked muddy, whereas her eyes were a gorgeous solid green. And she didn’t have a husband carrying on an affair with her best friend.

      Carrie shook her head at the tone of my voice, jumped out, opened the cargo hold door of the van, and helped me stow my bike. She carefully avoided getting tire dirt on her impeccably clean white shorts and then used one of the baby wipes on her hands before getting back into her vehicle. After peeking at the love bite on my neck, Carrie kept her lips pressed together in a grim line. She didn’t say a word until I asked her to stop by my work to retrieve my car.

      “Okay, but you’ve got some explaining to do.”

      “I’ll tell you once we get to my condo,” I promised her.

      Once we reached my home and unloaded my bike into the garage, we got comfortable on my sofa. I told my sister, who was older by a few minutes, my entire torrid tale.

      “I knew Philip was bad news the minute I met him.” My twin shook her head. “Tori too. I never understood why you liked her. She’s just not our type.”

      Our type. Caucasian Presbyterians. Did everything by the book. Didn’t color outside the lines. Pretty much summed up how my mother and Lars raised us. Whatever my sister might say about Philip, my mother had adored him from day one. She might have even loved him more than she loved me.

      “I put the blame completely on Tori. She’s the one who ruined my marriage.” I wiped my eyes with the back of my hand. Faced with the reality of Philip’s betrayal, I needed to make some hard decisions. Right now, though, I didn’t want to voice those choices out loud.

      “I don’t know why you’re defending the bas… um, the guy.”

      We didn’t swear either.

      “He gives you a love bite then runs to his tawdry girlfriend for more? And what is Mom going to say about all of this?”

      “Probably the same thing you’re saying right now.” I glared at her. Why couldn’t my sister be more understanding? “Except I’m sure it will somehow be my fault.”

      “You remember, don’t you, that you’re supposed to help me with the party tomorrow?” Her sigh was loud. “How am I supposed to explain your appearance? I can’t tell people you were in a fight. I have a family-friendly reputation to uphold.”

      Of course Carrie would make the situation all about her. I loved my sister dearly, but she was often self-absorbed. Maybe it had something to do with being the oldest, even if only by a few minutes.

      “I’m sure telling people I fell off my bike will work.” I pulled some dried grass from my hair, a reminder of my fight with Tori. “Everyone knows what a klutz I am, anyway.”

      “You want me to lie?” She looked like she’d seen a snake slithering in the street.

      “No. You don’t have to say a thing, Carrie. I’ll lie.” Might as well add that to my growing list of sins. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll be there to help, and it will be fine.”

      “And you’ve just about finished the cake, haven’t you?” My sister, the professional party planner and caterer, was on top of every detail. “I’ve promised my friend that your horse-themed cake will be spectacular. We can’t disappoint her little girl.”

      “I know that. Stop worrying.” A five-mile bike ride would have been preferable to this chat. “I’ve got it under control.”

      “Okay, as long as you’re sure. I’ve got to run and get Sophie and Kaylee to their ballet class.” She turned, put her arms around my shoulders, and pulled me into a hug. “I really am sorry this happened to you. I’m just angry that jerk hurt you and I can’t fix it for you.”

      “Thanks.” I returned the hug. “And thank you for picking me up and letting me spill my guts.”

      “You need to call Mom and tell her.”

      I groaned. “Can’t you tell her for me?”

      “No way.” She grinned. “I’m not about to face the firing squad for something I didn’t do. That’s your responsibility.”
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      I had told my sister another little white lie. The cake wasn’t under control, and it would take a long day and most of the night in the kitchen to finish it. If I had stayed home last evening instead of going out with Tori, I wouldn’t be facing some of my current problems.

      Decorating cakes was a hobby I discovered when my sister became pregnant with my twin nieces. Twins ran in our family. I wanted to do something special for my sister’s baby shower, so I made the cake and then got hooked. Thanks to all the cake-decorating shows and competitions aired on cable TV, I’d pushed myself to try more difficult designs using different techniques. People told me I was talented, and I even won ribbons at last year’s Orange County fair for both my decorating and unique cupcake flavors. I dreamed of opening my own bakery and specializing in cupcakes, especially on the days when I was fed up with crunching numbers at work. Who would have thought an accountant could be so creative?

      I spent the rest of the afternoon and evening working on horse-themed decorations using gum paste, fondant, and royal icing. The hours flew by as I lost myself in the sweet world of creativity, and I blocked out the ugly scenes I had participated in earlier that day. I wasn’t about to let the drama in my life disrupt the happiness my cake would bring to a little girl. My heart felt nothing but pure joy whenever I witnessed a child’s face light up upon seeing their birthday cake.

      When the doorbell rang, I jumped, nicking my thumb with the blade of the X-Acto knife I used to cut cowgirl boots from pink fondant. I glanced at the clock and figured that only two people would visit this late. I hoped for Philip and not my mother.

      Apparently, I was a bad girl and God didn’t listen. My mother, Addie Gosser Whitendale, stood on my porch. Her flawless face, illuminated by the carriage lights flanking the front door, barely concealed her anger. She brushed past me into the house before I even had a chance to invite her in. I took my time closing the door and securing the lock before I turned to face my mother.

      “Emory Danae Martinez, just what do you think you’re doing?” Her voice sounded two octaves higher than normal, and her face had turned scarlet. “What are people going to think about you? About your family?”

      “It isn’t my fault. It’s Philip.” I rushed to get my words out when I saw her take a deep inhale, ready to launch more disapproval my way. “Besides, Tori started it. Carrie’s right. I shouldn’t have trusted her.”

      “Don’t you blame this on Philip. You’re the one who should be ashamed of yourself.” A sob escaped her lips, which was unusual because my mother was a very stoic woman. “And then to post it on Facebook. I am utterly humiliated!”

      “Mother, what the heck are you talking about?” She wasn’t making any sense, which irritated me, since I always seemed to get blamed for anything bad that happened. Plus, I had at least a few more hours of work left before the cake would be finished, so I didn’t have time for this. “Why didn’t you call me?”

      “Don’t you take that tone of voice with me, young lady. Your calls just go into voice mail. Why can’t you ever answer your phone?” Her voice lowered, and she enunciated each harsh word. “You march yourself to your computer right this instant and take that, that…that photo down right now. Do I make myself clear?”

      “Yes, ma’am.” Even though I had no idea what she was talking about, I knew I’d better not argue. I grabbed my cell phone, remembering I had turned it off so I wouldn’t be disturbed while decorating. After the phone powered up, I saw that twenty-five messages cluttered my voice mail. This couldn’t be good.

      I turned on my heels and marched to the guest room, where we kept our computer. While waiting for it to boot up, I sucked on my nicked thumb. I sensed my mother watching me from the doorway. Her perfume, Chanel No. Five, drifted into the room, but I noticed her keeping distance between us. Perhaps she was avoiding the computer?

      “Where did I go wrong with you, Emory?” She sighed and tucked a strand of her shoulder-length salon-colored ash-blonde hair behind her diamond-laden ear. My stepfather treated her like a queen. She favored St. John Knit suits and casual wear, but tonight she wore jeans and a T-shirt, which made her appear much younger than her fifty-five years. “I know it was hard on you when your dad left, but I’ve tried to make up for that and give you a good life.”

      My dad, Joel Gosser, took off before I turned ten years old, abandoning us. He packed up his stuff while we girls were at school and my mom was at work and disappeared. Didn’t say goodbye or even leave a note. My mom eventually found out he had run off to Reno with a twenty-something-year-old hooker. Well, I called her a hooker, but I was sure she was one of his students in the night-school math class he taught at the local junior college.

      Right after we married, Philip found out Joel lived in Las Vegas and thought I might want to contact him. I declined. Until he left us, I had been Daddy’s girl, while Carrie was Mama’s girl. Essentially, I felt blame for his abandonment. Maybe if I had been as perfect as Carrie, he might have stayed. Almost eighteen years had passed, and I still struggled with his leaving if I allowed myself to think about him.

      A few years later, my mom married Lars Whitendale, who loved her to the moon and back. He’d treated us like his own daughters, taking us on lavish vacations and giving us top-notch educations. My twin adored Lars from the very beginning, and they developed a close bond. I respected him and what he did for my family, but from the beginning, I resented him. Irrational as it might seem, I wanted no one stepping into the spot where my dad should have been. Despite my growing respect and fondness for Lars over the years, my mother probably sensed my earlier attitude, which resulted in our relationship becoming strained at times.

      “This has nothing to do with you or Dad.” I looked back toward the computer, which was still going through the boot-up cycle. I couldn’t bring myself to tell my mother about my cheating husband. “Philip and I are going through a rough time right now.”

      Addie almost choked. “As if your behavior isn’t to blame. I’ll be surprised if Philip ever forgives you.”

      Uh-oh. How did they find out about Randall already? I didn’t even really know…

      Finally, the Facebook login screen came up, but when I tried my password, the page failed to load. I tried again, but access was denied.

      “Something seems to be wrong. It won’t accept my password.”

      “Try my account. It should work.” My mother wouldn’t look me in the eyes as she gave me her password.

      Addie’s Facebook page loaded quickly, and a scream erupted from my lips. My vision started going black, and I almost threw up. In bright living color, I stood against a wood-paneled wall with my sheer black blouse unbuttoned and half of the tiny lacy black bra on full display. Randall nuzzled my neck as his hand caressed me. One of my hands rested on his shirtless back, while scratch marks, obviously left by my nails, showed across his rippling muscles.

      “Oh my god! That can’t be me,” I screeched, my hands shaking as I tried to log out of my mother’s account and access my account so I could delete the photo. I couldn’t believe my mother had witnessed this. “There are hundreds of likes and over ninety shares on this photo already. Oh. My. God!”

      Nothing I did would allow me to access my own Facebook account. Whoever posted the photo had also changed my password. And that person must have been Tori.

      “Emory, do something now.” My mother sounded close to having a heart attack. “What if your grandparents see this?”

      “Okay, don’t panic.” I felt panicky enough for the both of us. “I’m going to run over to Tori’s house and have her straighten this out. She’s a computer whiz and can fix it.”

      “You said Tori is part of your problem with Philip.” She looked at me from the corner of her eye. No way would she look at the computer screen and risk seeing that picture.

      “Oh, nothing so serious that can’t be fixed. She’ll help me out.” I seemed to be getting good at lying, even under pressure. I should probably worry about myself.

      “All right, if you think that’s a good idea.” She went quiet for a moment. “I’ll call your grandparents, have a nice long chat with them this evening, and keep them away from the computer. Text me when it’s fixed.”

      “I must have been drugged last night. Nothing else makes sense, and I don’t remember this or how I got home.” After making sure I had fully logged out of her Facebook account, I powered off the computer and turned toward my mother. “It’s not my fault.”

      “You can worry about that later, young lady. Right now, you get that… that picture off of Facebook.” She still wouldn’t meet my gaze. “Expect a serious discussion about this. You’ve got a lot of explaining to do.”

      As I drove the five miles to Tori’s house, I tried to figure out who had drugged me. It was the only explanation for why I blacked out. And why would someone do that to me? Even if Tori was having an affair with my husband, I didn’t see her doing this. If Randall had drugged me, wouldn’t Tori have noticed?

      I pulled into Tori’s driveway and parked behind her Mini Cooper. I slowly got out of my car and wondered what to do since there weren’t any lights on in the house. Dim streetlights barely illuminated the area, so I gave myself a moment to let my eyes adjust to the darkness. Tori might have gone out with Philip or with other friends and left her car here. I fervently hoped she wasn’t home.

      All of a sudden, Jimi Hendrix music pierced the silent darkness, pulsing from Stoner Dudes’ balcony. Pungent smoke drifted down. Maybe she was partying with them. I had never been invited to a party at their apartment, thank goodness, but they had shown up with Tori at a barbeque Philip and I hosted earlier this summer. My husband had been beyond angry about them crashing the party.

      I searched my purse and found the house key Tori had given me months ago. I rang the doorbell and knocked several times, just to be sure no one was home, before using the key. No one answered the door. The inhabitants upstairs wouldn’t be able to hear me over the blaring music, so I felt somewhat safe. I decided to let myself in for a quick look at her computer, hoping to delete the offending photo, change my password, and leave without her ever knowing I had been there. I really didn’t want to get into another fight with her, but I didn’t trust myself not to try to finish what I had started earlier.

      The key slid the lock open silently, but the door made an unearthly squeal when I pushed it open. I startled then stumbled into the house when a car came down the street. I didn’t need anyone seeing me sneaking in.

      The worn shag carpeting muffled my footsteps, and I could barely make out the shape of her glass coffee table, dimly illuminated by the microwave light in the kitchen. I still nearly cracked my knee against the table since it stood at an odd angle from the sofa. Perhaps it had gotten shoved to the side when… I tried to think of something like pixies and fairies so I could ignore the images of Philip with Tori. It didn’t work, and I’d never be able to forget that memory. Ever.

      I made my way to the left hallway, toward Tori’s bedroom. She usually kept her laptop hooked up to a larger monitor in her room. Tori needed glasses to view the small laptop screen, but being too vain to wear them, she’d resorted to an auxiliary monitor instead. I prayed she had left my Facebook page open so I could get out of there without being caught.

      Her bedroom door was shut, and I almost ran headlong into it. I mentally smacked myself for not bringing in my cell phone. The flashlight app would have been handy right now, since I didn’t want to risk turning the house lights on. I turned the doorknob as slowly as possible and inched the door open. I held my breath and listened for a full minute but heard nothing except Tori’s kitchen clock. Tick tock, tick tock. Until now, I hadn’t realized it made such a loud noise. Stoner Dudes’ music came back on with a faint thump, thump. It sounded like rap. I shook my head. First Jimi Hendrix, now Snoop Dogg.

      I pushed the door farther open, took one step in, and then spent another minute holding my breath and listening. My eyes were still blind inside the pitch-black room, and I couldn’t determine whether Tori was in bed or not. I took another two steps into the room and my nose wrinkled involuntarily. Something metallic and funky stifled the air. Tori wasn’t the best housekeeper, but I’d never smelled this in her house before. Not hearing any other sounds, aside from my pounding heart, I tiptoed toward the desk I knew sat beneath the window. Tori hated any light coming in through her window when she wanted to sleep in, so she’d covered it with foil, topped that with duct tape, and finished with a black satin roman shade that hid the ugly mess.

      Feeling a bit more confident that no one else was here, I took three quick steps and immediately tripped over something, pitching face first. Luckily, the top half of my body caught the edge of her king-sized bed, but then the satin comforter dumped me to the floor. My hip bone landed first with a thud, and I envisioned the large purple bruise that would show up tomorrow morning. Gravity made sure the rest of my body followed suit.

      “Oomph.” The noise escaped my mouth when my ribs landed on something hard, yet it gave a little with my weight.

      I rolled onto my side. As I pushed to my knees, my hands touched an arm. A stone-cold human arm.
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      Shivering uncontrollably, I crab walked backward then fumbled for the light switch by the bedroom door. Bright light flooded the room, and I squinted against the glare. I couldn’t control the screams that erupted from my mouth when I saw Tori lying on the floor, with a trickle of blood oozing from her chest and pooled beneath her body. My shrieks echoed in the room, but I couldn’t stop them.

      The room twirled, and dark spots danced in front of my vision. Afraid of passing out, I slumped down on my hands and knees and angled my head toward the floor. I gagged when I saw the sticky red fluid covering my hands, but at least that stopped the earsplitting noises coming from my mouth.

      In a panic, I crawled out of the room, leaving handprints in my wake. I needed to call someone; I needed to get out of there. I switched lights on, found Tori’s phone on the coffee table, and dialed 9-1-1 with hands that wouldn’t stop shaking. I waited for a dispatcher to answer.

      “What’s your emergency?”

      “There’s a body. Tori’s been, been…” I couldn’t finish my sentence. My teeth chattered together, and I wondered if the dispatcher would consider this a crank call.

      “Ma’am? Do you need an ambulance?”

      “Yes, yes, send an ambulance.” I closed my eyes, knowing an ambulance wouldn’t help.

      “What’s your address, ma’am?”

      “Um, um. It’s a friend’s house. Pine Street in Costa Mesa.” The phone almost dropped because I had no idea how to control the shaking going on in my hands and knees. “I can’t remember the street number, but there’s a Honda Accord and Mini Cooper in the driveway.”

      “What’s the nature of the injuries?”

      “Um, she’s been…” I gulped air. “I think someone stabbed her. I think Tori is dead!”

      My knees finally gave out, and I collapsed onto Tori’s sofa, the same sofa where she’d been with my husband just hours before. I didn’t want to sit there. I sprang back up and paced.

      “Ma’am, ma’am, are you still there?”

      “Yes, sorry, I’m here.”

      “Do you want me to stay on the line with you until the police arrive?”

      Police? Oh no. I needed to call Philip. He was going to kill me.

      “No. I’ll wait outside for them to show up.”

      As soon as the emergency dispatcher disconnected, I called Philip’s cell phone.

      “Babe, I told you not to call me.” Philip’s low voice filled the phone. “It’s over. There’s nothing left to talk about.”

      I took the phone away from my ear and looked at it. How did he know it was me? I was using Tori’s phone. Could there have been trouble in paradise and he had broken up with Tori?

      “Philip, it’s Emory.” It would have been easier to get mad and yell at him than to envision the body in the next room. On the other hand, I understood that I probably shouldn’t piss him off because, as my shock wore off, I realized I needed his help. With Tori’s blood all over me, I knew the authorities would suspect me.

      “Why are you on Tori’s phone?” I pictured his thick black eyebrows pulled into a V-shape.

      “Philip, you need to come over right now.” My voice quivered, and tears leaked from my eyes. “Something terrible’s happened to Tori, and I need your help.”

      “What are you talking about? What happened?” His cop voice took over—in charge, in command of his wife, who sounded on the verge of falling apart.

      “There’s blood all over her chest, but I swear I didn’t do it.” My voice turned into a wail. “I need you.”

      The piercing scream of sirens came down the street, and flashing red and blue lights pulsated through the living room windows.

      “The ambulance and police are here. Just come. Please?”

      Philip’s own siren screeched to life. “I’ll be there in a few minutes.”

      The cacophony of police, ambulance, and paramedic sirens split the air. Strobes of red and blue lights oscillating in the darkness overwhelmed me as I stepped outside and made my way to the sidewalk. The sudden onslaught of emergency personnel carried me in their wake, back into the house, and I found myself once again sitting on Tori’s sofa.

      “Miss, where are you hurt?” A young mustached man in a white uniform squatted in front of me, studying my face. He shivered when his eyes strayed to the blood covering my hands and clothes.

      My sour mouth dried up, and I pointed toward the bedroom. “It’s not me. It’s Tori.”

      A police officer, one I vaguely remembered being introduced to at some long-ago Christmas party, replaced the white uniform. “Can you tell me what happened, ma’am?”

      “I don’t know. Tori was just lying there.” My sticky red hands caught my attention, and I grimaced. “I tripped and fell on top of her arm. I didn’t know she was…”

      “What’s your name?” He had inched away from me. “What’s your relationship to the deceased?”

      “Philip!” I jumped up from the sofa and rushed to him, my arms held wide. “I didn’t do it. I swear.”

      He frowned but didn’t push my hug away, so I rested my head on his chest. I clasped my hands behind his back and held on tight. Hoping I’d wake up to find this was only a nightmare, I wanted to be wrapped in his arms and embraced. Except, as I hugged him, I felt how soft he’d gotten around the middle. How had I not noticed that before? How long had it been since we’d been this close?

      “Mrs. Martinez? I guess I didn’t recognize you.” The officer scratched his head and looked toward Tori’s room then back at Philip. “Um, I’ll go check on the status of the crime scene techs. You’d better not touch anything else.”

      Philip stepped away from me and examined my bloodstained clothes and hands. “What the heck happened? What did you do?”

      “I didn’t do anything. I just found her.” Everyone’s assumption that I had something to do with Tori’s demise terrified me.

      “What are you doing here? You should have left things alone.” His voice, low and angry, buzzed in my ear.

      I realized he didn’t want anyone to hear about his affair with Tori. I stepped away from my husband, afraid. What if he told people I killed Tori? He witnessed my fight with her and heard my threats. Would he blame me?

      I shook my head and tried to settle all the thoughts swirling around in there. Despite what I’d seen this morning, I was having a hard time reconciling her betrayal with the vivacious Tori who, only yesterday, made me laugh when she brought me an early birthday gift in my office. It had tickled me, watching the young statistic-analyst guys in my accounting department pop their heads above their short walls when she entered the room. They reminded me of prairie dogs as she sauntered like a catwalk model, her curvy hips swaying in her tiny, low-cut blue jeans. Her wavy platinum-blonde hair bounced against her shoulders, keeping rhythm with her impressive chest jammed tight into a tiny hot-pink sequined T-shirt. She created a bobblehead effect on the guys watching her. Long after she’d left the room, her signature honeysuckle scent lingered on the air-conditioning-generated breeze, reminding those boys of her presence.

      She captivated everyone who came across her path, and while women might want to envy her, Tori managed to make them friends instead. Including me, despite our differences. Physically, I was the exact opposite of Tori, with my frizzy red hair and short stature. I was chubby, thanks to my sampling the goodies I loved to bake, yet my chest remained flat. My clothes were comfortably conservative, and I wore flat shoes instead of the colorful ensembles and stilettos Tori favored. What mattered was our common interests. We enjoyed the same kinds of music, movies, books, and food. Tori’s devil-may-care attitude about life balanced my overly cautious outlook. Now she was gone. Forever.

      “Officer Martinez, what do you think you’re doing here?” A deep voice, sounding like the owner chewed gravel for breakfast, barked right behind me, and I jumped.

      “Captain Newman. My wife is the one who found the body.” Philip edged a bit farther from me, looked at the floor, then shook his head when he noticed Tori’s blood on his uniform. “I came as soon as she called me.”

      “Captain?” a uniform called from Tori’s room. “You’ve got to see this.”

      “Martinez, I trust I don’t have to tell you not to touch anything.” He nodded toward me. “You either.”

      I looked at my husband, whose chocolate-brown eyes glared at me. “Why did you get me in such a mess, Em? Why couldn’t you have left things alone?”

      “You’re insinuating I did this?” I stamped my foot, my anger getting harder to contain. My voice rose an octave. “You realize you’re the one who started it, you idiot.”

      “Officer and Mrs. Martinez,” the gravelly voice boomed across the room, “there’s something you need to see in here.”

      I didn’t want to go back into Tori’s room, and I really didn’t want to see her body again. Philip must have sensed my reluctance because he placed his hand on my lower back and propelled me down the hallway toward the room of death.

      I told myself not to look at the body, but my eyes betrayed me. Tori looked like she’d been ready to go clubbing. Hiked up, her short leather miniskirt allowed a glimpse of lacy red panties. Black Manolo Blahnik stilettos were strapped to her feet, and her painted toes played peek-a-boo out of them. Perhaps the killer had surprised her while she was getting ready for an evening out—on her upper body, she only wore a plunging lacy red bra that didn’t hide the gash in the top part of her torso.

      “Oh no,” Philip groaned.

      I turned to comfort him, despite his betrayal. I knew it was a shock to see someone you cared about lying with her life snuffed out. But instead of looking at Tori’s body, he fixed his gaze on Tori’s large screen computer monitor.

      There I was, black lace bra and all, with Randall’s lips planted on my neck, in living color.

      “You’ve got some explaining to do, Mrs. Martinez,” barked Captain Frank Newman.

      “It’s Philip and Tori’s fault. If they hadn’t had an affair”—I paused and gulped air—“none of this would have happened.”

      A muffled moan sounded behind me. I turned to find the noise. Officer Amy Doyle stood there, glaring at Philip. Her short, curly brown hair shook back and forth, while her lips pressed tightly together. Her hands, bleached white from gripping her water bottle so tightly, quivered. Moisture glittered in her almost-black eyes. Maybe the lighting made me think it could be tears. I glanced over at Philip, who looked like a deer caught in headlights. His normally olive-toned skin turned pale, drained of color. Amy stomped from the room. Had something been going on between them after all?

      The captain’s barking orders made me turn back toward Tori, and then his rough hands gripped my arm.

      “Emory Martinez, you are under arrest for the murder of Tori Carlton. You have the right to remain silent….”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 5

          

        

      

    

    
      I stopped listening to the rest of my Miranda Rights. My mind buzzed, trying to make sense of it all. Who had killed Tori, and why was I being set up for it? I allowed myself to be led to the captain’s car and placed gently in the back seat. He retrieved a silver Mylar blanket from the trunk and placed it over my lap, tucking it around my quivering legs.

      “Officer Martinez, I suggest you stay away from this crime scene and take the night off. Be in my office at eight sharp tomorrow morning.”

      “Yes, sir.” My husband’s voice sounded low and mournful.

      I tried to get Philip’s attention, but he wouldn’t look at me. I wanted to make sure he took care of Piper but couldn’t get the words out. Instead, my husband turned his back on me and walked away. His head hung low, and his feet scuffed the sidewalk while he walked to his patrol car. Amy sat in his passenger seat, her nose buried in a wad of tissues.

      That lying son-of-a-you-know-what would get everything he deserved for cheating on me with not one but two women. At least I hoped he didn’t cheat with more than two women. How could I have been so blind? Captain Newman drove, but all I noticed was how blurry the streetlights were and how quiet the evening had become.

      “Young lady, I didn’t want to arrest you.” He ran a hand through thin graying hair. “What a mess.”

      “I’m sorry, sir.” Tears stung my eyes. “I didn’t kill her. Please believe me.”

      A heavy sigh came from the front seat. “I know. But you were getting ready to incriminate yourself back there, and I had to get you away before you said anything stupid.”

      “I didn’t mean to, Frank.” My hands shook, so I squeezed them together. “The shock kind of made my mouth run on its own.”

      “I’m not going to lie. This looks bad, and I shouldn’t be helping you. My retirement is in five months, and this might blow up in my face.” Captain Newman cleared his throat, which did nothing to help his rough, gravelly voice. He fumbled with the volume on his scanner. “As soon as we get to the station, call your parents and have Lars get the best lawyer he knows. Say nothing until they show up, and please don’t say a word about my advice. Do I make myself clear, young lady?”

      “Yes, sir.” I shivered.

      Mother was going to kill me, and Lars would be pretty angry too. They played golf with Captain Frank Newman and his wife several times a month, and everyone at their country club would find out he had arrested me for murder.

      I had even made his silver wedding anniversary cake four months ago. It was a five-tier chocolate cake with white chocolate and Oreo cookie filling. I had covered four tiers with wedding white fondant and accented the middle tier with lilac-colored fondant billows. It was my first try at making gum paste flowers, and I had to say my pale-pink anemone flowers turned out perfect. I was at the anniversary party serving all one hundred and fifty of his guests, so everyone knew me. To say this might blow up in his face was an understatement.

      Once we reached the police station, Captain Newman had the desk officer take photos of my hands and clothing and then allowed me to visit the ladies’ room to wash up. Three rounds of soap and scorching-hot water later, my hands felt somewhat clean, although what I really needed was a stiff brush to get the rusty-brown gunk out from beneath my fingernails.

      My reflection in the mirror looked as bad as I felt. My hair had partially escaped the ponytail I had pulled it into while working on the party cake and looked frizzier than normal. Dark bags sat beneath my eyes, and the whites of my eyes looked like small red arteries on a road map. I tried to tame my hair with water and secure it in the scrunchie again. That effort didn’t help much. I thought about trying to rinse some of the blood out of my favorite pink T-shirt, which had a cartoony cake silk-screened on the front, but I decided I would never wear this shirt again. It was destined for the trash can if I ever made it back home.

      I stepped out of the bathroom, and the captain led me to his office. His rubber-soled shoes squeaked beneath his lumbering gait on the graying linoleum flooring that covered the hallway. He apologized for the mess as he removed stacks of Australia and New Zealand travel books from the burgundy-tufted upholstered chair sitting opposite his leather executive chair. Even though the wood desk was small, his office felt crowded. He placed his phone in front of me.

      “I’ll give you a moment while I start the paperwork I’ve got to fill out.” Captain Newman paused, his liver-spotted hand resting on the doorknob. “Open the door when you’ve finished your call.”

      Once I could no longer hear his squeaky footsteps, I picked the receiver up and made the hardest phone call of my life.

      “Hello?” My mother answered after the first ring, sounding groggy.

      I glanced at the clock hanging on the military beige-painted wall and noticed plaster chipping in places. It was ten forty-five already? That explained why she sounded groggy.

      “Hello? Is anyone there?” My mother sounded impatient.

      “It’s Emory. Can I talk to Lars?”

      “What’s wrong? Please tell me you got that… that picture down.” My mom’s voice got louder. “I spent half the night waiting for you to text me. Why are you only now returning my phone calls?”

      I rolled my eyes. A little over two hours had passed since I’d left her at my house to go visit Tori. She was really trying to pour on the guilt. “Can I talk to Lars? Please?”

      “Young lady, don’t you take that tone with me. What’s going on?”

      Oh lord, I didn’t want to be the one to tell my mother. Much better to have Lars gently explain my predicament to her.

      “Um, I need an attorney.” The bile in my throat threatened to choke me. “I’ve been arrested for murder.”

      Too late, I pulled the phone away from my ear when her shriek blasted my eardrums.

      “Emory, what did you say to your mother? She looks like she’s going to pass out.” Lars was generally soft-spoken, but he now had panic in his voice.

      “I’m so sorry to bother you, but can you get an attorney for me? I’ve been arrested for murder.”

      A sharp intake of air followed by a slow exhale filled the phone. “Where are you now?”

      “Costa Mesa. Captain Newman has me sitting in his office.”

      “Okay. I’ll call Mel Shearwood. He’s a good criminal defense attorney, and I went to law school with him. We still play golf every now and then.” He covered the speaker and mumbled something to my mother before getting back on the phone. “Hang tight, kiddo. We’ll be there as soon as we can.”

      I opened the door as Captain Newman had requested and sat back down to wait, this time in a visitor’s chair.

      Shortly thereafter, he came back in and set a cup of hot tea in front of me. “Are they on their way?”

      I nodded my head as I blew on the tea to cool it. “He’s bringing Mel Shearwood.”

      “Good choice.” He sat behind his desk and swiveled his chair back and forth while seeming to study the photographs of himself and local dignitaries hanging on the wall. “I spoke with District Attorney McMann. He agrees with me, and we won’t charge you at this time.”

      A sigh of relief escaped my lips. “Thank you. Someone set me up, and Philip was cheating…”

      “Enough, young lady.” The captain held up his hand, palm facing me. “Didn’t I tell you to not say a peep until your attorney arrives?”

      “Yes, but you’re not charging me. I thought I should explain what happened so you can catch who killed Tori.” I scowled. Didn’t they want to catch the murderer?

      He locked his hazel-colored gaze onto my muddy green eyes and overenunciated every word. “You are the number-one suspect. Do I make myself clear?”

      “Yes, sir.” Oh boy. This wasn’t going the way I thought it would when he said I wouldn’t be charged.

      “Wait here and finish your tea. I’ll send Lars and Mel in when they get here.” Captain Newman stood abruptly and left the room. I suspected he was making sure I wouldn’t accidentally incriminate myself again.

      It seemed like I had waited forever, with nothing to do but browse through the captain’s retirement travel brochures, when my stepdad finally poked his head into the office. When he stepped into the room, I jumped up from my chair and hugged him. The wrinkles around his light-blue eyes were deeply creased, and his tan skin made his white hair seem even more vivid. He said he looked much older than his sixty-five years because he spent a lot of time on the golf course before anyone knew about sunscreen. Even though it was close to eleven thirty, he still dressed in carefully pressed khaki slacks and a wrinkle-free golf polo.

      “Emory, this is Mel Shearwood. He was kind enough to meet with us on such short notice.”

      Mel stepped around Lars and held out his hand, which I shook. He was a head shorter than my stepdad, bald, and in serious need of a shave. A thick gray five-o’clock shadow covered the lower part of his face, while bushy gray eyebrows perched over his pale-blue eyes. His skin was leathery, and he also looked like he spent a lot of time in the sun. Unlike sharply dressed Lars, Mel had hastily dressed in a wrinkled river bar T-shirt that stretched tight over his large belly, faded blue jeans, and flip-flops. I tried not to notice he needed to cut his toenails. After all, he was here to help me.

      “Mrs. Martinez, you need to change out of your shirt and leave it with the front desk for evidence.” Mel scratched his chin. “You’d better get a move on before they change their minds and decide to detain you.”

      I looked at my bloodstained shirt. “I don’t have anything to wear home.”

      “You can wear one of your mother’s shirts. She keeps a change of clothing in the trunk of my SUV just in case.”

      Of course she did. Addie would never appear in public with as much as a drop of coffee staining any part of her clothing. “Okay, I guess that works.”

      After changing into my mother’s Ann Taylor white crepe cap-sleeved top, which was carefully wrapped in tissue to prevent wrinkles before being stored in Lars’s Escalade, I handed Mel my bloody shirt. The stained garment was wrapped tight in a white plastic bag.

      “Captain Newman has agreed to give us until Monday at ten to answer questions.” Mel led me to the front of the station.

      “But I have to work Monday.” It seemed inconceivable to skip work. I never called in sick, and since Philip had started working graveyard shifts three years ago, I had taken no vacations.

      “This is more important than crunching numbers, Mrs. Martinez. You must call in sick or take a personal day.” He paused and made eye contact with me. “You can plan on spending most of Monday with me. Now, what do you say we stop off at Denny’s for a
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