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			CHAPTER 1

		


			“Mama? I can’t find my sweatshirt. It’s not in my drawer!” Isabella hollered down the stairs.

			“I think you left it down here. Come look.”

			Isabella was excited to spend her first overnight with Cal—Mike, and Brian’s largest client for their detective agency. We all had referred to him as ‘the mystery man’ when we didn’t know that he was the boss and not the chauffeur he portrayed. Cal had become part of our family, with Isabella calling him her ‘grandfather.’ Recently, he’d bought property close by—a large house with a separate cottage in the back where Virginia was living. Virginia was our former housekeeper and now Grandfather’s girlfriend. We loved them both and were glad that they had found each other at this time in their lives.

			As Isabella’s foster mother, along with her Aunt Maria in Santa Fe, I was learning what it meant to be a parent to a 12-year-old daughter who was psychic. It reminded me of the time I was her age, living with my grandmother, who also had the “gift” and taught me so much about my own abilities. My grandmother’s spirit still popped in with messages…sometimes at ill-timed moments. 

			“I’ve looked everywhere. I can’t find it; can you help me, please?” asked Isabella in a frantic state.

			“Weren’t you working in the office earlier?”

			“Oh, right!”

			“Let’s see if it’s there. I’ll go with you,” I said.

			Isabella, with Sweet Pea, our Silky Terrier, at her heels, raced to the club chair furthest from the door. Chagrined, she picked up the sweatshirt off the floor. “Got it.”

			We smiled at each other. “Are you all set? Grandfather should be here soon to pick you up.”

			My saying that seemed to make him magically appear, and as soon as Isabella heard the car pull into the driveway, she ran forward to meet him.  It was a beautiful day with blue skies and warmer temperatures—typical March weather for Las Vegas. Despite that, when Cal entered, he looked upset. 

			“What’s the matter?” I asked.

			“A friend of mine called to say that his granddaughter came to Las Vegas for a stay, and now she seems to be missing. I need to talk to Mike about this and see if he’ll add her to the other girl who I’ve hired him to find.”

			“It’s amazing that so many girls go missing,” I said despondently.

			“It’s easy to do here, that’s for sure,” he conceded.

			“Do you want to wait for Mike, or will you contact him later?”

			“I’ll call him later. Right now, I think that this beautiful little girl and I had better not be late for Virginia’s homemade pizza party. She has all sorts of things laid out so we can put on it whatever we like.”

			I smiled. Pizza was Isabella’s favorite thing to eat. “Are you taking her to the soup kitchen tomorrow for her volunteer work?”

			“Yes, and I’ll pick her up afterward. We’re going to spend the entire weekend together. That’ll give you and Mike a chance for some alone time, too,” he said with a wink.

			My face warmed. “Yes, it will.”

			Shortly after Isabella and Cal left, Mike walked through the door. Each time I saw him, my heart lifted and beat faster. This time was no different. His handsome, dark looks drew attention, and his shy, disinterest was intriguing to women who’d like nothing better than to change that. I had been entirely unaware of his romantic interest in me when we’d worked together to bring down a drug operation. Instead of doing that, I’d broken up the auctioning off of four little girls in a sex trafficking scheme. Isabella had been one of those girls. And now, here we were a year later living like a family—the three of us—Isabella, Mike, and me.  

			Mike looked around. “It’s mighty quiet. Did Isabella leave already?”

			I laughed. “It doesn’t seem possible that she’s the same quiet girl who came into our lives not that long ago, does it?”

			“It sure doesn’t.” He smiled and stepped closer. “So, we’re all alone? No Sweet Pea, either?”

			I nodded.

			“Then, l think we should make up for lost time,” he teased, grabbing my hand, pulling me toward the stairs.

			I tugged against him, causing him to stop and look at me. “Before I forget to tell you, there’s another missing girl Cal wants you to find. She’s the granddaughter of Cal’s friend. He’s going to call you later.”

			He breathed in deeply, shaking his head. “There’s no end to all the girls who come on the run to Las Vegas looking for trouble.”

			“It seems to be that way.”

			Mike’s eyes twinkled as he eyed me. “Now, you’re a different kind of trouble.”

			“Me?” I protested.

			“Do you know how much I love you? Come, my queen, and let me show you,” he urged, grasping my hand and leading me forward.
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			CHAPTER 2

		


			Later, we sat sipping wine in front of the fireplace with one of the last fires of the season. “Are the flight reservations for Isabella and me, and Sweet Pea, of course, all set?” asked Mike.

			“Yup. All done,” I answered. “With all the plans in place, it should be a beautiful Navajo wedding. I’m excited for Karen and Coyote; they’re over-the-moon about it. And I can’t wait to spend a whole week with all my sister-friends, too.”

			“Maybe this time, you’ll be able to stay out of trouble,” he said with seriousness, remembering when the girls and I’d stayed at Loews out at Lake Las Vegas and were kidnapped. At his words, a rush of goosebumps covered my body, a sign indicating that staying out of trouble might not be possible. 

			My thoughts turned to the phone call I’d received from Jacklyn at the Agency for Human Trafficking Services. The same Agency that had helped me become Isabella’s foster mother.  I was hesitant to bring the conversation up with Mike, but I thought I’d better address it. 

			“Mike?”

			“What, baby?”

			“I received a call today from Jacklyn at the Agency.”

			“Really? What did she want?”

			My face heated. “Since the Agency’s new office building is nearly complete, and they’ll be moving into it at the end of June, she wanted to know if there was any change in our relationship.”

			“What does she mean?” 

			“I guess she’s updating the paperwork for the state.”

			Mike’s face turned red. “I’m not going anywhere if that’s what she meant. I hope you told her that. Did you?”

			I nodded and turned away to hide my disappointment that he wasn’t ready to have our relationship go further. However, everything was going so well between Mike and me, and Isabella, too, that I didn’t want to disturb that by forcing our relationship into something else. Yet…

			The doorbell rang, and I rose to get it. When I opened the door, I was surprised to see Isabella’s best friend, Sammy, standing there. His parents were in the car behind him, and they waved. “Hi Sammy, what is it?” I asked as he held out an envelope. “Tickeths for the soccer game on Sunday. There’s enough for all of you, plus Grandfather and histh girlfriend,” he lisped.

			“How thoughtful of you! We’ll be there; you can count on it,” I said, hugging him.

			Mike was right behind me. Good-naturedly, he lightly punched Sammy’s shoulder. “Good man,” he said. “We’ll be there or be square.”

			I laughed at Mike using such an old expression. Sammy politely said, “Good. I’ll call Isthabella and let her know you have them.”

			Before he turned away, Sammy caught my eye and whispered: “He does love you, you know.”

			Before I had a chance to react, Sammy was already in the car, backing out, leaving us standing in the doorway. Sammy’s psychic gifts were astonishing. He seemed to know everything I was thinking, and it was a bit unnerving, to say the least. Remembering his words, I smiled and reached for Mike.

			That night, we decided to dress up and go out to the fancy new restaurant in town. Now that Romano and Mimi had named their restaurant after me, I was determined to try out their competition for comparison. I thought that with Romano as the chef at Rosalie’s, no other restaurant would be able to compete—he was that good.

			As I backed into Mike so that he could zip up my dress, I shivered with each kiss he placed on my backbone, beginning at my lower back. When he reached the top of my spine, he nuzzled my neck, and I quivered with the remembrance of his earlier lovemaking. I was happy and turned to face him. “I love you, Mike.”

			“Ah, my queen, I love you too,” he said, brushing back my curly, wild dark hair that insisted on being untethered, and kissed me full on the lips. I took after my grandmother with her Irish gypsy features—a look that others considered stunning—but with so many beautiful women in Las Vegas, I thought of them and myself as just one amidst many beautiful women here. 

			When we arrived at the casino, we left the car with Valet and stepped inside. The foyer was beautifully decorated with spring flower arrangements. But I was put off by the smell of stale cigarette smoke that overtook the flowers’ sweet aroma. As we walked further along the path through the casino with slot machines and gambling tables on each side, I looked at the girls serving drinks to the players. They wore short outfits that did nothing to hide their intimate feminine areas. Some wore nonchalant expressions and seemed no different from the Purple Passion Lounge dancers, where I’d worked uncover the previous year with Mike and Brian.

			My eyes locked with a young girl who looked unhappy and ashamed of being there. She seemed young and was different from the other girls who looked older and more experienced. The older ones appeared to dare anyone to look down on them for what they were doing. I studied the young girl for a few seconds, more to remember her face. There was something about her that was off. A man dressed to the nines approached her. He was frowning. When he got close, he leaned down and said something to her. She blanched at whatever he said and scurried away, heading toward the bar that stood toward the back. I couldn’t help but wonder who the man was. As I stood there watching, he caught me staring at him. Mike, realizing I wasn’t close behind him, turned and grabbed my hand to pull me away from my reflections. He’d not seen what had delayed me.    

			As we walked further along through the casino, I saw the same young girl standing at the bar waiting for her drink order to be filled. I stopped. “Mike, I want you to take my picture with my cell phone right now,” I said, handing him my phone.

			“Now? Here?” 

			“Yes.” He looked surprised but did as I asked. “I want you to take a picture of the young girl standing at the bar, and I’ll pose as if you’re taking it of me.”

			“Whatever you say.”

			“Hurry. If a man in a flashy suit approaches her, take one of him too.”

			Several minutes later, Mike said, “I have several good ones. C’mon, let’s go. People are beginning to stare…probably wondering if you’re a movie star or something.”

			I laughed. “As if …”

			“I’m serious,” he said. “You could be, you know.”

			At the word movie star, we both became serious. Isabella’s schoolmate had been kidnapped. A homeless man told her he could make her into a movie star, and she, wanting desperately to become one, had believed him. Thanks to Isabella, Sammy, and me, and our psychic abilities, she’d been lucky to escape an untimely death. I shivered at the remembrance.

			When we arrived at the restaurant, a beautiful Asian lady, appearing not much older than me, greeted us. I memorized the words she used to make us feel welcomed and studied how she fussed over us as she seated us. She waved over a man standing back a few feet away. A waiter wearing a tuxedo immediately came forward and asked what kind of water we wanted—bottled or bubbly—as he unfolded our napkins and placed them in our laps. He signaled for a young boy to step forward with water choices and waited while the boy poured the bubbly water for us.

			The table was beautifully set with fresh flowers displayed in a stunning, unique handcrafted glass vase placed in the center of a sparkling white, pressed tablecloth. The menus the waiter handed us were small and lighter than the awkward, larger, heavier folders usually handed out at restaurants. The waiter continued to stand by our side so he could announce the specials of the day. Afterward, he asked, “May I bring you a cocktail to begin your evening?” 

			 Mike nodded. 

			“What may I bring the lady?”

			“I’d like a lemon drop martini, please, with just a small amount of sugar.”

			“And you, sir?”

			“A Scotch on the rocks, and the wine list, please.”

			After the waiter left, I smiled. “This is nice, huh? I’m already looking forward to my meal, aren’t you?”

			Mike nodded but seemed distracted. The waiter came with our drinks and the wine menu. “Take your time; I’ll be back.”

			“Do you want red or white tonight, Rosie?” Mike asked.

			“A nice red would be nice,” I said.

			He smiled at my double words. “Okay, red it is.”

			“Anything wrong, Mike? You seem preoccupied.”

			He covered my hand with his and looked me straight in the eye. “I’ve thought about Jacklyn’s phone call and what she really wanted to know.”

			“Yes?” I asked, hopefully.

			“The truth is, Rosie, that I’m not ready for marriage at this time. You know how much I love you. You mean the world to me. But marriage…”

			My heart dropped. I didn’t know what to say, and I promised myself I wouldn’t cry. But then, my eyes filled anyway. The waiter came for our orders, and I said, “Surprise me,” to the waiter, who turned to Mike in confusion. I rose. “Excuse me. Ladies’ room.”

			I overheard Mike respond, “We’ll have the filet and the salmon specials.” 

			I knew I had to pull myself together. Mike and I’d never agreed that to love each other, we had to be married. Times today didn’t dictate that. Look at my sister-friend Nancy; I scolded myself. She and her boyfriend were happy and had no intention of ever getting married. So what was my problem? I willed myself to go back into the restaurant and finish my meal with Mike and not ruin the evening, despite knowing that whatever food was placed before me would taste like cardboard no matter how tasty it appeared.
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			CHAPTER 3

		


			As I lay in Mike’s arms that night, things had changed between us, and it was my fault. Mike had been honest in expressing himself, and I had taken it personally instead of understanding where he was at this point in his life. This confused him because he thought I’d understand that this didn’t mean he never wanted to be married. I’d taken it to mean that he didn’t want to marry me. 

			I was embarrassed and hurt. I tried not to show it, so I put up a good front and pushed away thoughts of us merely being “friends with benefits.” I wanted and needed more than that in a relationship. I’d be willing to wait it out with Mike, but he hadn’t indicated anything but that he wasn’t ready to commit. Where did that leave me? It was a good thing that in a few weeks, I’d be spending a week with my sister-friends in Santa Fe getting ready for our sister-friend Karen’s upcoming Native American Indian wedding. 

			The next day, Mike stepped into the doorway of the office, where I’d kept myself busy writing another article for Women Living Well magazine. “Ready?” 

			I looked at my watch. It was time to watch Sammy play soccer as the star he professed to be. I grabbed the envelope with the tickets. “We’re meeting Isabella, Cal, and Virginia there.”

			“What about Sweet Pea?” he asked.

			“They’re bringing her. She’ll be fine.”

			“Okay, then. Let’s hit the road.”

			I grabbed my jacket and followed him out to the car. 

			Once inside, Mike turned to me before starting the car. “Are you okay? I’m not trying to upset you, you know.”

			“I know,” I forced out with a sigh.

			“Then, let’s go and have a good time, okay?”

			I hated he’d said that—as if it would be my fault if he didn’t have a good time. What he’d meant was that he hoped that I’d behave and not show my true feelings of being upset with him, I thought unfairly.

			We met the others at the gate and headed to the bleachers where Sammy’s parents were waving us over. As we walked along, Mike put his arm around me and pulled me close. “I love you, you know,” he whispered.

			I nodded my head and smiled sweetly, not saying a word.

			True to his word, Sammy was outstanding as the lead soccer player for his team, and we cheered him on until we became hoarse. Watching him play, I sensed great things for him and saw his future as being very bright. He was exceedingly handsome, sure of himself, and emotionally healthy. He was psychically sensitive, and instead of being a handicap, he’d use his intuition for good, like Isabella. It was something I just knew. 

			“Mama, look!” said Isabella, tugging on my arm and pointing. “Tiffany!”

			Tucked in between her mother and father sitting at the end of the bleacher, Tiffany saw us and waved.  Her father turned and waved, smiling. Her mother sat frozen, looking unhappy. In the distance, their limo sat waiting, their chauffeur outside it, leaning against it. 

			There were other students from the Wilson Charter School watching the game. Interestingly enough, they sat away from Tiffany and her parents, leaving a berth of space around them. Doing so appeared to be a blatant snub to protest the times of Tiffany being a bully. Perhaps too, it was that the students didn’t know how to act around someone who had been “abducted.” The good thing was that since Tiffany’s escape from the homeless man, she was in therapy and had become wiser in handling herself with others. There was hope for her yet, I thought as I blew her a kiss.

			After the game ended, Cal and Virginia stood to wait while we talked to Sammy and his parents. Cal turned to me, “How about joining Virginia and me for an early supper at the Deli?”  

			I looked at Mike, who nodded. “Sounds good,” I said. “It’s warm enough to eat outside where Sweet Pea is allowed.”

			Isabella asked, “Can Sammy come too?”

			Ever the doting grandfather, Cal said, “Of course.”

			Overhearing us, Sammy’s mother, Maggie, asked, “Can we join you too? We’ll make it a celebration party.”

			“Why not?” I said as I looped my arm through hers. “C’mon, let’s go.”

			We sat at a large table on the restaurant’s deck outside, munching our sandwiches and sipping our drinks. I felt Mike looking my way, quietly studying me as I laughed easily at Maggie’s chattering. At one point, he winked at me, and I smiled at him, happy to be with my ever-increasing family and friends.

			Isabella had seen the interplay between us, and I watched her visibly relax. I knew a part of her was overly sensitive to any disruption between Mike and me. As much as I thought she was confident that the three of us would remain together, she was smart enough to realize that there were no promises that would be the case.
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			CHAPTER 4

		


			Time slipped by, and before I knew it, I was packing for my trip to Santa Fe for Karen and Coyote’s wedding. Mike was flying to Boston to help Brian out on a project. Then, both of them would fly into Santa Fe Thursday night to attend the wedding on Saturday. Isabella was staying with Cal and Virginia for the week, and then, they too would fly into Santa Fe Thursday night. It would be wild with everyone back together again for Karen and Coyote’s celebration—including Maria’s entire family. Maria, the other half of our being Isabella’s foster mothers, was a joy to be around. I was looking forward to seeing her and all her family (now my family) again.

			Romano and I were in charge of overseeing the construction of two buildings on the same property that used to house the Purple Passion Lounge, where Romano had been the chef, and I’d worked undercover with Brian and Mike. All this had come about at the request of our friend and valid owner of the property, Mimi. She and Romano were in charge of the restaurant under construction and had thrilled me by naming it Rosalie’s. I knew it was to honor my being instrumental in freeing the four little girls from being auctioned off in a sex trafficking scheme at the lounge—one of whom was Isabella.  I was overseeing the other building, which would hold the Agency for Human Trafficking Services, a non-profit dealing with human trafficking that Jacklyn headed.

			While I was away for Karen’s wedding, Mimi, Romano, and Randy (Romano’s life partner) would oversee some of the remaining items needed to complete the buildings’ construction. The goal was to have a grand opening for the restaurant in May and the office building ready for occupation by the end of June. I hadn’t realized that Mimi was crazy about gardening, and she was excited and more than willing to take on the chore of landscaping, which I was happy to hand to her. 

			Mike and I had pretty much renewed our loving relationship, but his unwillingness to commit was for me like a sore that wouldn’t completely heal. But the fact was that I loved him, and I knew myself well enough to know that would never change, no matter what. So, I immersed myself in everyday living and keeping myself busy. 

			As I was putting the last item into my suitcase, Mike called up to me, “Hey, baby, can you toss down my car keys? I left them on my bureau.”

			“Sure, just a sec.”

			I hurried into the guest room to search for them in the bowl that held his loose change and several ordinary paper receipts. As I pulled his car keys from the pile, one of the keys snagged a crumbled paper receipt, which fell to the ground. Automatically, I hurriedly picked it up and stuffed it into my pocket to look at later. 

			“Here you go, Mike,” I said as I tossed down the keys. 

			“Are you almost ready? I’ll put my bag into the car and come back for yours.”

			“Yup. I just need to pack my cosmetics, and then I’m done.”

			When we pulled out of the driveway, my stomach swirled in excitement and nervousness. It was the first time that Isabella, Mike, and I would each be going our separate ways, and my heart already felt heavy from the loss of our connection. I realized then that a few days away from each other would be beneficial for all of us. We needed to be independent as individuals. I sighed loudly.

			“What’s the matter, Rosie?”

			“I’m missing you and Isabella already,” I said. “How silly is that?”

			Mike reached over and placed his hand behind my head, stroking it. “Not silly at all. I feel that way every time I leave you.”

			“You do?” I asked.

			“Yup.” He didn’t say anything more, and I didn’t feel the need to ask him to explain. It was nice to know we felt the same way.

			We parked the car and unloaded our bags to go into the terminal. Once inside, we stood together before going our separate ways. Mike bent his head and kissed me. “Have fun with the girls, and stay out of trouble, hear?”

			“Why would we want to do that?” I teased.

			His dark eyes flashed with worry. “You know what I mean. Trouble seems to follow you. Last year was a hell of a year, what with you getting hurt and almost dying so many times. We all need a break from anything more like that happening.”

			To hear Mike put his frustration into words made me realize how my involvement in those murders and unpleasant happenings that’d happen in the past year had affected all those in my life. I promised myself that I would be more careful and try not to get involved in anything outside my own little family.

			“No worries. I promise I’ll do my best to stay out of trouble. Say hello to Cowboy (my nickname for Brian, Mike’s business partner) for me, and I might say to you to stay out of trouble, as well.”

			“Fair enough,” he smiled and pulled me against him, kissing me deeply.

			“Get a room,” someone called out, and we both laughed.

			***


			On the plane, I was about to lower into my seat when someone pushed me from behind as he stretched across me to place a suitcase in the overhead bin. Annoyed, I turned to see who it was. The man scowled at me. “What’s your problem?” he growled.

			My problem? I thought. I ignored him and sat in my aisle seat next to an older woman. “How rude!” she said, patting my hand, consoling me. “Don’t pay him any mind.”  

			After we’d taken off, I closed my eyes to rest and relax. I was always a bit nervous until the plane got us safely up into the air. A while later, I was startled awake from a nightmare about scorpions. I must have made a sound for the man across the aisle, who’d bumped into me earlier, was staring at me. As I took him in, I was shocked to see a scorpion tattoo on the top of his hand. “What are you staring at?” he growled and pulled down the sleeve of his jacket.

			I looked away but not before I’d studied him enough to be able to describe him if I ever needed to do so. When the plane landed, I remained in my seat. The same man who’d bumped into me before was now knocking into and annoying others as he grabbed his suitcase from the bin. The lady next to me and I grimaced while watching him. When most travelers had debarked, we removed our bags tucked under the seats in front of us and left.

			I was arriving a day earlier than the other girls. Karen was picking me up at the airport in Albuquerque, and I was excited about seeing her and our other sister-friends and all that awaited us.

			Inside the terminal, I grabbed my large bag off the luggage turnstile and turned in time to see Karen waving her arms above her head and dancing toward me like old times. Her cheeks were pink, her dark hair flowed around her pretty face, and her dancing eyes twinkled. I’d never seen her so happy. She glowed. 

			“Hey there, my beautiful sister-friend,” I said. “Excited?”

			“I can hardly wait for the big day. It’s going to be so beautiful. Wait until you see my dress! It’s the same Indian dress that Grandmother wore when she got married.”

			“Oh, my, gosh! I bet it’s beautiful!”

			“It is!” she answered, clasping my hands into hers. “Here! Let me take your bag.”

			I chuckled as I spotted my car in the crowded parking garage—an orange vehicle was hard to hide. I loved its happy color. I decided to drive the car to Santa Fe to test it out as I hadn’t yet driven it since I bought it. I was glad that we’d gotten it in time for Karen to use while her car and other items were in transit to Santa Fe from Boston.    

			When I finally pulled into my driveway, I automatically looked to the front door. I half-expected to see a dead crow on the handle, like all the other times that’d happened to scare me away. I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw nothing there. 

			I grabbed my suitcase and followed Karen up the walkway. When she’d first moved to Santa Fe, I had talked Karen into staying at the house instead of renting an apartment. It would save her money, and I’d have someone here to watch over the place. Stepping inside my house always left me feeling satisfied to see its beauty and coziness and to know it was mine. Since the air was a bit chilly inside, I switched on the gas fireplace for ambiance and warmth. After I’d taken my suitcase into my bedroom, I went into the guest room where Karen was sorting through some of her things, deciding what she’d move to Coyote’s house now and what she’d keep for the week ahead. 

			“How about a cup of fresh coffee?” I asked.

			“That sounds wonderful.”

			“Right on,” I said as I headed for the kitchen. 

			While the coffee dripped, I glanced through the pantry to see what I’d need to purchase at the grocery store and began to make a list. A few minutes later, Karen came into the kitchen with a suitcase. 

			“I’m going to take these things to Coyote’s house and get them out of the way. Do you want to ride with me?”

			“Why not? I’d love to see Grandmother, too.”

			“She’s about to burst with excitement; you’ll see.” 

			“Has she said anything to you about past lives?” I asked, curious. Grandmother believed that Karen had been her sister (her bossy sister) in a past life. 

			“No, but she asked me if I felt anything when she fastened an antique necklace around my neck.”

			“Did you?”

			“Not really. I’ve been on such a high these past weeks that I didn’t pay attention to anything but how much I’m in love with Coyote.”

			I squeezed her. “I’m so happy for you, Karen.”

			Karen suddenly became shy. “So, Rosie, do you see us happy together?”

			Immediately, a vision came to me of them as an older couple. They both looked happy but somewhat worn as they clutched each other and laughed. She was much heavier, and Coyote’s hair was white—in stark contrast to Karen’s dark hair. Yes, they’d be fine together, no doubt. But life, particularly on an Indian reservation, could be challenging, and they would have their share of ups and downs. That was life.

			“I think you two are going to be very happy together,” I said.

			“Me, too,” she agreed.
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			CHAPTER 5

		

		


			When we got to the Tesuque Pueblo, we parked the car and got out. As we walked the path to the condominiums where Coyote and Grandmother lived, we separated—Karen heading toward Coyote’s home and me to Grandmother’s.

			When Grandmother opened the door to let me in, she looked bright and happy, a smile stretched across her wrinkled face—unlike her sadness at Christmas time with the untimely death of her grandson. “C’mon in, my daughter.”

			“Thank you, Grandmother - my mother. You must be so pleased that things have worked out between Karen and Coyote, especially now that you have your sister back. Only this lifetime, I don’t think she’s going to get away with being so bossy,” I laughed.

			She smiled her toothless smile. “No… not this time.”

			“Karen told me about the dress she’s wearing for the wedding. She said it’s so beautiful.”

			Grandmother’s face lit up. “It’s ancient, handed down for many generations. It’s doeskin and has held up very well.”

			“Can I see it?”

			“Come, I’ll show you.”

			We walked into Grandmother’s bedroom, where she pulled out the dress from the back corner of the closet and laid it out on the bed. It was white leather doeskin covered with beaded designs that were breathtakingly stunning. I’d never seen anything like it before. Turquoise and red coral beaded work surrounded the neckline and trailed down the front, covering its front seam. The hem of the dress was leather fringe beaded with the same turquoise and red coral beads in different sizes, giving it a more freeform look. The sleeves of the dress were fringed as well but without the beadwork. I looked up from the dress into Grandmother’s eyes. 

			“This is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” I said, tears filling my eyes.

			“Do you recognize it?” she asked softly.

			“I think so,” I nodded.

			“I wore this when I was your mother in that life we shared. Back then, when my mother was dying, she told me that if I took great care of this dress and made sure to pass it down each generation, one day I would see my daughters again in a future lifetime.”

			 “How could she know that?” I questioned.

			Grandmother tenderly gathered me to her. “Everything is connected, my child. You will come to experience that more and more, especially now that the Great Spirit is showing us how to see more.”

			Grandmother walked closer to the bed and bent over the dress. She waved me closer. “Look here.”

			I turned to where she was pointing. Centered on the front of the dress toward the bottom was a scene that was part of the beaded design work that trailed down from the neckline. “What is it? What does it mean?” I asked.

			“It is a mountain range. It’s a symbol that means a great journey with an intended destination. So my mother was right. It was always intended for this time now.” She glanced at me with a knowing look. “Maybe you’ll choose to wear it on your wedding day too.”

			My stomach flopped at hearing her words. I’d be honored to wear the dress on that particular day, but at the moment, I had doubts if a wedding was in the cards for me anytime soon. I smiled weakly and said, “Thank you, my mother.”

			Karen joined us, and her eyes glowed with excitement. “Isn’t that the most beautiful dress you’ve ever seen?”

			“It truly is, and you’re going to look stunning in it.”

			“Coyote is having a special headband made for me. Do you know what it is, Grandmother?”

			She smiled and nodded her head. “I think it will be perfect for you.”

			We kissed Grandmother goodbye and left to go back to Santa Fe. We needed to go to Albertson’s market to bring in breakfast and sandwich food, more coffee, and lots more wine. After all, we were going to be celebrating a moment we’d all waited for—to see Karen in a healthy, happy, loving relationship. 

			Susannah had rented a car for the week, and both she and Nancy would be with us tomorrow afternoon. We sister-friends had nearly a whole week to spend together, and we couldn’t wait for it to begin.
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			CHAPTER 6

		


			That night Karen and I met Coyote at the fancy restaurant at the Eldorado Hotel & Spa where we’d previously eaten together. I felt honored that Coyote was doing this as a thank you to me for introducing Karen to him. 

			As I watched him approach our table, it was fascinating to see the complete change in his personality when he was around Karen. Instead of the stoic sheriff he appeared to be, when his eyes spotted his soon-to-be bride, his entire stance softened. There was no question that he loved her as he absorbed her in a tender glance. Watching this, I felt that I was intruding on the intimacy that flashed between them, and my face warmed.

			When Coyote lifted his eyes from Karen and turned to me, his smile was genuine. “Hi, Rosie.”

			“Hi, yourself, Coyote.”

			“Thanks for coming tonight. I want to thank you for bringing Karen and me together. You’ve made me a happy man. Thanks to you, I’ve found the woman whom Grandmother had promised me would come into my life—a true spirit of the Sun—a woman of my heart.”

			Upon hearing his loving words, Karen’s eyes filled. I was touched by what he’d said, happy for them both. 

			Then the waiter stepped to the table and handed us the drinks that Karen and I’d ordered when we first arrived. I lifted my glass and touched it to theirs. “May the Sun always shine upon you both and bring you many blessings.”

			“Cheers,” said Karen, tapping my glass once more.

			“I saw the dress that Karen is wearing for the wedding. It’s so beautiful! It’s amazing to be in such excellent shape after all these years.” I said to Coyote.

			“It has quite a history in our family, that’s for sure.’

			“Karen said you’re having a special headdress made for her. Is that right?”

			“Yes,” he smiled. “And no, I’m not going to tell you about it beforehand, you two, so don’t ask me,” he teased.

			“I know it will be beautiful,” I responded, “especially if it has to fit in with the dress.”

			“When is Mike getting here?” Mike asked.

			“He’s with Brian in Boston. Both of them will get here Thursday night.”

			“Good, I want to make sure my best man makes it here in time.” Both Mike and I had been pleased that Coyote had chosen Mike to stand up with him at the wedding. Since Mike was part Navajo himself, the ceremony’s duties wouldn’t be so far-fetched for him. 

			After a few minutes of silence, I asked, “Anything new regarding Redmond’s death?”

			“Still working on it,” he said, avoiding any further discussion.

			“Oh,” I said, realizing that Coyote didn’t want to upset this wedding week for Karen by bringing up that horrible time when they’d found his nephew’s stiff body. 

			The waiter came back for our orders. We kept it simple by all three of us ordering the daily special. As we sat there enjoying our food and making small talk, I considered how life had changed drastically for all of us at the table—changed for the better in less than a year.

			“Earth to Rosie,” nudged Karen.

			“Sorry, I was lost in my thoughts. What did you say?”

			“Did you bring Isabella’s wedding dress with you? I’ve made arrangements with Grandmother to have all the girls come for their final fitting Friday morning.”

			“I did. Isabella is beside herself to be included in the wedding, and I know that Nica and Angela are too.”

			“How could I not have them?” she smiled, pleased.

			 Restless, Coyote rearranged himself in his booth seat and stretched his arm out behind Karen.

			“Are we boring you with all the wedding talk, Coyote?” I asked.

			“I keep telling myself only a few more days, and then she’ll be mine,” he teased as he pulled Karen closer.

			Karen looked outward, and her eyes widened. I turned to see what had caused her reaction, and I watched as a man headed our way. He was an exceptionally good-looking man—the proverbial tall, dark, and handsome type with a swagger. He walked up to the table to shake Coyote’s hand. “I hear that congratulations are in order. So, you’re finally tying the knot,” he teased. 

			“Karen and Rosie, meet Tom Little Horse, an old friend whom I haven’t seen
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