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  Chapter 1

I whacked the wall with all the force I could muster using a sledgehammer. My marriage to Don Williams was in limbo. The hunky, cobalt-blue eyed, blondish fox had returned to sheriff’s duties. Eddy Pascal, my devilishly handsome ex, was living in my old townhouse. Don’s housekeeper, Esther, had taken leave to care for her ill sister, leaving us to look after an enormous mansion and fend for ourselves. Even Boots, my rescue cat, was difficult, peeing indiscriminately and having zoomies at three o’clock in the morning. 
My name is Katelyn Baxter, Home Rehab Specialist in Crocus Heights, Minnesota, and after a blissful honeymoon and return to the reality of life, my idle hands itched for a project. I found it on Killdeer St., near my other renovations, one on Bluebird and another on Thrush St.
It was a sweet, brick-faced Cape Cod with an overgrown lawn and didn’t require major work. It was just what I needed, even if fall wasn’t my favorite time of year to renovate a house with winter approaching and bringing with it higher energy bills. I would gamble on a long, glorious autumn with warm temperatures, red oak and maple leaves, and a quick redo before cold weather set in. The real estate agent assured me this was a perfect project for a rehab specialist and a great deal.
Wham! Another whack at the bathroom medicine chest, an old addition by the previous owners. I switched to a small rubber mallet. With a quick hit, a thin notebook wedged behind the cabinet fell from the gap between the wall and the chest. It looked like a composition book, ala high school English literature. I let my tool slip to the floor and grabbed it. Flipping it open, I discovered it had served as a journal. The entries dated back approximately twenty years and were written in perfect cursive penmanship.
Puzzled, I scanned the pages, then gasped, “God help me. My husband is trying to kill me.” The words jumped off the page. A chill ran up my spine, and my nerves already on edge, tightened even more. Leaving my tool on the floor, I hurried out the front door, locked up, and called Myra, my BFF, on my cellphone from the safety of my car. Said car was a staid Buick insisted on by my almost-husband, nearly retired sheriff from Crocus Heights. I hadn’t gotten used to the idea that I could call my husband when issues arose, especially since our marriage license hadn’t passed muster with the registrar of the county. 
I had not disclosed my new purchase of the Cape Cod to Don. It was going to be a lengthy conversation I wanted to avoid for now. His stoic, stable, rule-following nature wasn’t a fan of my house-flipping business. He worried about my working alone and my propensity for finding dead bodies or facing off against felons. He was out solving the burg’s crimes anyway. I’d get around to telling him. Soon.
“Myra, can you meet me at 12345 Killdeer Street?” 
Myra Alexandria Payten had seen me through the difficulties of my marriages (three), jobs (too many to count), and had encouraged me to follow my passion to be a home rehab specialist or a house flipper. 
“What’s up?” Her speech was tight and proper. A trait learned from a private school education and her role as a teacher. 
“I’ll tell you when you get here,” my voice bordering on hysteria.
“Okay.” She clicked off.
Bless Myra; she knew when to ask questions and when not to. I thumbed through the slim composition book, my mouth open, as the writer meandered through a lengthy discourse, writing of several unexpected out-of-town trips by her new husband. She also mentioned hang-up calls and a general unease about being left alone in a new home and neighborhood. 
I looked up as Myra stepped from her black SUV, impeccably dressed but clearly puzzled, evaluating the distressed property. She opened my passenger car door and slid into the seat beside me, greeting me with a small smile.
“You bought a house to flip,” she surmised. 
“I did.”
“And you didn’t do a background check on the ownership.”
“Well, no. I Googled the address. No scandals came up, and the agent who sold the place said nothing out of the ordinary.” 
Distracted by the rumble of a loud muffler, we watched a souped-up vintage orange Dodge Charger speed by.
“That’s dangerous.” I frowned. “Even if it is a quiet street.” Watching the vehicle’s movement through my rear-view mirror, the car emitted a popping noise as it raced away.
“Crazy is more like it,” Myra nodded. “Okay, back to it,” she gazed at me sideways. “But you found something inside the dwelling.”
“Yep.” I located the page with the passage that had leaped out and thrust it at her.
“I was afraid of this when you called with the address.” She fingered the booklet. 
“Afraid of what? What do you know?” Myra was twenty years my senior and had lived in the area her whole life. I was the child of a hippie mother and a drill sergeant father. My family was never stable and always on the move. Ex-hubby Eddy and I had landed in Crocus Heights for work the year we were married and had stayed in the small burg, despite going our separate ways and making job changes. We were evolving.
“Twenty years ago, this house was the scene of a gruesome murder. The new bride was killed, and another woman was convicted of the crime. The murderer was committed to a hospital, Sunnyvale, for the deed, and as far as I know is still there. She had been a lover of the groom and reportedly went mad with grief when he married another woman. The man neglected to tell her he had married someone else and kept their relationship going, even after the wedding.” 
She grimaced and continued.
“The other woman only found out through social posts in the local paper. Back then, it was all the rage to announce engagements, weddings, births, deaths, et cetera in the area paper. She was devastated when she read about the nuptials.”
“So, she cracked and murdered the bride?” I asked. 
“Yes. It was quite a scandal. The paper reported that the killer had written in bright red lipstick throughout the place, things like, ‘You’re next. You are dead.’” 
“Wow. Was she threatening her lover?”
“I don’t know.” She shook her head, “But wow is right. The lipstick matched hers and was found in her purse. That evidence convicted her, and she was committed to the institution for the criminally insane.”
“Great. Just great.” I groaned. “Why didn’t the agent tell me?”
“In all fairness, it happened decades ago. Plus, your agent may not have known. And, you would have been a teenager. Interested in other things.” 
“Yeah, like trying to escape a crazy home life.”
“Uh huh,” Myra submitted. “Which you did.”
“Don’t remind me of Eddy,” I said. He had been my way out, a jailbreak, from a dysfunctional family. We had been high school sweethearts and had a short, explosive marriage, but remained friends. 
“The people who would know the most would be the neighbors.”
“I doubt anyone is left from that era,” I said. 
“Have you told Don that you bought the property?”
“No.” I winced.
“That may be a problem,” she said, her hazel eyes twinkling.
“You think?” I groaned.
“When you tell him, show him what you found; it might change his mind about your decision to keep renovating houses,” she said, her gaze steady.
“How? This will cement his attitude. A dead woman who speaks from the grave about her suspicions that her husband wanted to kill her? Another murder mystery.”
“He would want the perpetrator brought to justice. Besides, this residence might be considered marital property.” She glanced at me, her eyebrows raised.
“How? Our marriage isn’t legit. Besides, I kept my own checking account. The funds from the last renovation were just sitting there, begging for a place to buy.”
“What?” She frowned. “Why isn’t your marriage legitimate?”
“Bernie forgot to sign our marriage certificate. He sent it; he just didn’t sign off as the officiant.”
“That should be a simple fix,” she said. “Don’t worry. He’ll sign the paperwork.”
“Yeah,” I muttered. “If it were only that.”
“Katelyn Baxter, you aren’t thinking of backing out of your marriage?” 
It had crossed my mind. My doubts about getting married again had arisen with the notice from the county license bureau. We had had a fabulous honeymoon in Hawaii and settled back in his Hidden Lake mansion with Esther, his live-in housekeeper. 
Life had been perfect until one thing after another slipped. First, it was Boots, my tuxedo rescue cat, with zoomies, charging our bed in the middle of the night. Then the sheriff’s office had called Don back because the new sheriff, Morgan Chase, went on leave having suffered a heart attack. Then Esther left to care for her sister who’d fallen and broken her hip. All the happenings left me with Boots in a beautiful mansion, staring out at a gorgeous lake with little to do except keep house and wait for Don to come home. Thirty days in, and I snapped when I got the mail and read the notice from the county about our marriage. 
Maybe it was a sign. 






  
  Chapter 2

“I’ll call Bernie,” Myra said. “You go home and tell Don about the project.” 
“What am I going to say?” I grimaced. 
“Does he know about the marriage license?” she asked, arching one eyebrow.
“Not really.” I gulped and studied my fingernails, avoiding her stare.
“Oh, dear.” She sighed. “How long have you held onto that piece of information?”
“Just a few days, maybe a week.” I bit my lip. “He’s been busy, coming home late every night, and I didn’t want to add to his burden.”.
“Katelyn, not telling him right away is going to send him over the brink.”
“How should I tell him?” I was queasy. I thought it was something that could wait. Skittish newlywed that I was. 
“With food,” Myra said firmly. “A good steak dinner. Wine. You’ll figure it out.”
“All right.” Nodding, I could grill a steak. Okay, my cooking skills were questionable. I would order a fabulous steak dinner from our favorite restaurant. He loved the sumptuous food from the supper club with its relaxed atmosphere, lakeside view, and attentive waitstaff. 
“How is Charlie?” I asked. Charlie was her guest at my wedding, which she had graciously hosted last June. Myra had been widowed for several years and appeared happy with her life. It was a surprise that the electrician, an extrovert with an assortment of corny jokes, had caught her attention. I would expect someone more serious suited to her refined nature. Opposites truly do attract. 
“Charlie is Charlie.” She chuckled. “You have a lot to deal with right now. We’ll talk again tomorrow.” With that, and a no-nonsense glance, she got out and strolled back to her vehicle. 
I sat in my car, staring at the red brick-faced Cape Cod with the sweet dormers and imagined the exterior a brighter, lighter color. In the middle of visualizing an updated interior, my reverie was interrupted by a flash of walls covered in lipstick threats. Myra was right. I had to tell Don about the property and the marriage license snag, and soon.
On my drive back to the mansion, I was even more convinced this evening had to be grand. I dialed up Joseph’s, our preferred fine-dining restaurant. After ordering Don’s favorite steak dinner with all the delicious sides, I puttered around, setting the dining table with fine china and stemware, then headed upstairs to my wing of the home. His mansion was gradually becoming our home, with minor changes. We’d added pictures from our wedding, mementos from Hawaii, throw pillows, and softer touches to the decidedly masculine décor. My mind still thought of the estate as more his abode than our home. All in good time.
We’d remained in separate suites, visiting each other’s rooms, convinced that having separate bathrooms would keep our romance alive. Boots, my tuxedo cat, lounged in the cat condo that Esther had given him, and I went over for a pet, hoping for a good reception. He rose and backed away from my proffered treat, eyeing me warily.
“Sorry, Boots. You haven’t had an easy time of it.” 
He darted in, snatched the treat, and backed into a corner.
“It’s a start.” The cat nibbled away at the liver bit.
Checking the time, I hurried to my closet and searched for an outfit that would convey ‘Relax. I’m not hiding anything from you.’ It was a lounge outfit from our Hawaiian honeymoon. He had chosen it because the red floral design brought out the pink in my complexion and the color accented my dark hair. That’s what he said, anyway. I’d always felt more comfortable in a sweatshirt and jeans, working on houses. 
Slipping into the shower, I calculated that the food delivery would arrive in about an hour. He expected to be home earlier than in the recent past. If all went well, dinner would be on the table with the candles lit. Ready for his arrival at seven with his favorite glass of merlot in hand. It was six now, so I’d have to hurry.
“Honey, I’m home!” 
Finished with my shower, I was styling my hair with another new goo that promised gorgeous locks while rehearsing my conversation with hubby in the mirror. It was only six twenty. Hurriedly, I slipped into my outfit. 
“I’ll be right down!” Scrambling to smooth my hair and slapping on lip gloss, I slid into wedge sandals. With a straight posture, I descended the long staircase to the dining room in my best representation of a model’s walk. He sat at the dining table, a cold beer at hand, and noshed on the previous night’s leftover rotisserie chicken.
“Kind of fancy for a Tuesday night,” he said with a grin, gazing at the table with china and crystal. “I was famished. Thought I’d get started. Hope that’s okay. You look great.” He brought a chicken leg to his mouth.
“No! Don’t eat that!” 
He stopped and stared, the food at his mouth. The doorbell rang. Great, the order was early too. 
“I ordered from Joseph’s.” To his puzzled expression, “I thought we’d celebrate your being home early. We should cherish every moment we can, right?” He put the chicken down, and I hurried to the door to take delivery of the entrees, with face flushed, conscious of the night’s mission.
“That’s sweet, Katelyn. Thank you.” He entered the kitchen behind me. With his arms wrapped around my midsection, he sniffed the aroma of the dinner and then nuzzled my neck. “This marriage thing is pretty cool. I’ll change out of this uniform and get cleaned up.”
“Sounds good.” I patted his hands. “I’ll put the dinner on the warming tray.” 
After a quick kiss, he left for the shower. A little voice inside my head echoed, Feed him first. Nervously, I removed his dish from the dining room, plated the steak dinner, covered it, poured myself a glass of merlot, and waited. 
In a short while, he emerged wearing a black Henley shirt and blue jeans, smelling of soap and minty toothpaste.
“Let’s eat!” He grinned widely as he carried the plate to the dining room. “This is fabulous. I’m happy you did this.” He dug into his steak, savoring each bite. His cellphone buzzed. I frowned.
“Your phone is on?” 
“I’m on call.” He took the phone, scanned the alert, and rose. “I have to answer this.” He moved to the kitchen, and I overheard his muffled response. “Yes. I’m on my way.” He returned to the dining room and took another mouthful of food. “Sorry, Kate. I have to go. There’s an incident at the mall. Sounds like gunfire.” 
“Of course.” I stood, muffling a gasp. “I hope no one is hurt!”
“Me too.” He leaned in for a smooch. “Sorry, I’ll make it up to you,” he murmured.
“No worries,” I squeaked. “Be safe,” and hugged him. “We can try for another night.” He went upstairs to change back into his uniform and left. 
While clearing the table and uneasy about the call, I fretted about when to deliver my news. 
After an hour of worried reflection, pacing the room with arms crossed, watching the minutes tick by, I settled on the sofa with a third glass of wine and stared into the fireplace. Mesmerized by the flickering flames with Boots by my side, I called Myra.
“How did it go?” she asked.
“It didn’t. I ordered dinner and got dolled up for the evening, then he was called to an incident. I can’t tell when he’ll be home.” 
“Just tell him as soon as you see him. There won’t be any good time while he is covering for the new sheriff,” she urged.
“And she’s not likely to be back for several more weeks,” I said.
“This can’t wait that long,” she said firmly. 
“Nope.” I gulped.
“Oops, there’s another call coming in. It’s Charlie,” she giggled. “Talk later.” We hung up, and I waited, watching the time, sending good vibes to Don on duty. In between the long minutes, I wondered, what was Charlie to Myra?






  
  Chapter 3

After a breakfast of bacon and eggs with freshly squeezed orange juice (so the carton advertised), I cleared my throat. 
“We need to talk.” My hands gripped my coffee mug.
Don had arrived the night earlier around midnight, tired, and had fallen asleep before I could say anything. Waiting up for him had worn me out, and I fell into a deep slumber after he arrived. 
Finished with breakfast, he rose to leave. I had dressed for working at the new renovation — a gray sweatshirt and jeans, a hint of what I would tell him, and forged ahead. It didn’t go well.
“I bought a cute house to renovate,” I said, and took a sip of the strong brew.
“We agreed you would quit flipping houses, Katelyn.” He sat. 
“I believe it was up in the air and still under consideration.” I tried my darndest to be diplomatic. “You said you were going to step down from being sheriff.”
“I did. It isn’t my fault that the new sheriff fell ill. I couldn’t leave the county in the lurch!” Tensely, he rested both hands on the kitchen island where we’d had our breakfast.
“Yes, I’m sorry about Morgan, but being a housewife isn’t my jam.”
He glared. “You’re more than a housewife.”
“Thank you.” I met his stare, and my stomach warmed.
“Tell me about the place.” Resigned and wary, he reached for his coffee mug and gulped the last swallow.
“It’s a lovely Cape Cod on Killdeer Street.” I added, “It’s quaint. A bit worn...” 
“Killdeer?” He rubbed his temple and squinted while he searched his memory. “Seems to me there was a big murder in a house there. It was a number of years ago. I was in my twenties, just getting into law enforcement. It was a sordid love triangle that grabbed everyone’s attention,” he paused when he saw my expression.
“Katelyn?” he groaned. “Please tell me it isn’t the same place.”
“Sorry.” I nodded reluctantly. “It is.”
“Good grief.”
“I didn’t know. Honest. The agent didn’t say anything, and Myra says it’s possible she didn’t know. If I had asked, she would have had to tell me. At any rate, I didn’t ask. I mean, who asks about murders when they buy a house?” 
“You, of all people, should ask,” he countered with a glare. Pausing, he reconsidered, “It was a long time ago. Okay, it will be good for you to have a project while I’m on sheriff duty. We can revisit your house-flipping later. We’re married now. You can’t just go out and buy property without your spouse’s knowledge. At least, not with this spouse.” He pressed his lips together and cocked his head.
“There’s something else.”
“What?” he asked warily.
I cleared my throat and held out the paper. “We received a notice from the county regarding our marriage license.”
He took the letter, and his face turned a shade of red I’d never seen on him while he scanned the sheet. Gazing at me, “I’ll be damned. Bernie didn’t sign. We’ll get it fixed.”
“I’ll ask Myra to get in touch with him.” I nodded.
“If he doesn’t sign it, we’ll go to a judge and do it again.” He closed his eyes and rubbed his face. He stood. “You’re calling Wayne Hamer in on this job, right?”
“Yes. I thought it best.” Although I’d started the demo without Wayne, I wanted to bring him in on the project. He was a master with wood, a retired carpenter, and a good friend and neighbor at my townhouse building. Bernie had married him and Gretta, another neighbor. I made a mental note to ask him about the status of their marriage.
“Good, I’ve got to go. There’s paperwork waiting from last night’s problem.” He rose.
“What happened?” I asked. “Did anyone get hurt?”
“No.” He shrugged. “Some teenagers set off fireworks.”
“Good.” Pleased, I relaxed. “That took a while?” 
“Mall management was unhappy. It took time to round up the kids and read them the riot act. Call their parents and all that stuff.” 
“Of course.” He leaned in for a kiss and a hug, and then left for work. His explanation left me questioning the length of time he had been gone, but I dismissed it. He had taken the news about the new flip in stride, although I hadn’t told him about the journal. No need to shake out any more problems. The murder took place twenty years earlier, and the notebook might not be relevant. A woman had been convicted and sentenced. It was a closed case, and I had a new dwelling to renovate.
My next move was to call Wayne.
“Good to hear from you,” he said. “Shucks, thought you’d be a lady of leisure, living the good life.”
“You know me. It’s not easy to give up your passion. I’ve got another project. A great little Cape Cod home renovation.”
“Where is at?”
“It’s on Killdeer Street in Crocus Heights.”
“That’s that funny bird that lays its eggs in the grass.”
“Yes, I believe it does.” Crocus Heights named streets after birds. Killdeer sounded like an unusual name, and I had researched it.
“Almost ran over a nest when I was mowing the lawn. Way back.” 
I wondered where this was going. It wasn’t like Wayne to go on about birds.
“Kiddo, hate to tell you this, but if it’s the house I think it is, I can’t work on it. Is it the one where the woman killed the newlywed in the dead of night and left the place a mess?”
“I heard lipstick on the walls. You know it?”
“Yep. I did the work after the murder. It was downright creepy. It was a mess in the living room and the bedroom. The family wanted it done fast, didn’t replace fixtures in the bathroom, just cleaned it. The living room mirror above the couch was mucked up. We cleaned everything. But it was more than lipstick.”
“What was it?”
“Blood. Gave me nightmares for years.”  
“Okay,” I said. My stomach was in knots. “I understand why you might not want to work on it.” The question now was whether I could.
“But the crew did a good job. Don’t let me keep you from the deal. Heck, people die all the time.”
“Uh huh.” I sighed. “But not like that.”
“True. So, you bought the place?”
“Yes. I started the demo work yesterday.”
“Tell you what, if you get stuck on something, I might give it a look-see. But you might want to get Eddy to help you with this one.”
“Eddy?” 
“He’s been hanging around the townhomes. Looks like he’s out of work.”
“Great,” I muttered. 
“Maybe he can work off some of the rent money he owes you.” After he and Lola, his on-again, off-again love interest, broke up the last time, Eddy wanted out of the rent-to-own contract we had on my first flip, the Bluebird house. A young couple who had originally wanted it, but couldn’t afford to buy, came through with an offer, and I agreed on the spot. I was happy to be rid of the pair as tenants, but that left me with a forlorn Eddy. As far as I knew, he was still employed. 
Because I was getting married, I agreed to rent him my townhouse. Wayne and Gretta also lived in the four-unit building. It made sense then. Now, not so much if Eddy couldn’t make the rent. 
“I suppose that might work.” Eddy always had a problem keeping jobs, but he was handy. He knew a little about everything and was a master of none. He grew up much as I had, in a crazy household, and that was our biggest bond.
“Wayne, did you ever hear much about the groom?”
“Struck me as kind of Casanova, if ya honestly wanna know.”
“You met him?” I was surprised.
“He showed up during the renovation. He was always with a woman, never the same woman. Don’t know who they were.” 
“Could they have been sisters, or a mother?” 
“Didn’t strike me as relatives. Dressed a little too flashy, seemed more like dates.”
“And this was while you were fixing up the house, after the woman was convicted?”  
“Yep. The way I remember it, he was in a hurry to fix it up and get it sold. Didn’t want no part of it. Later, I heard the bride’s parents still owned it.”
“Really? So, they hadn’t signed it over as a wedding gift? It didn’t pass to the groom?”
“Nope.”
“Well, I can understand wanting it done fast. Perhaps her parents asked him to fix it up because they were too devastated or lived out-of-state?” 
“Don’t know. Fixed up the whole downstairs.”
“Bathroom too?”
“Sure did.” I heard Gretta’s voice in the background. “Gotta go, wife wants my help,” he said. 
“Hey Wayne? Quick question.”
“Yeah?”
“Your and Gretta’s marriage was performed legally in Las Vegas, right?”
“Yep.”
“So, Bernie’s service wasn’t an official act? No paperwork had to be submitted to the county here?”
“Nope. The welcome-home ceremony you and Myra had was icing on the cake. It sure was fun.” He chuckled. I heard Gretta’s voice again. “Just a minute, honey,” he yelled. 
“Thanks for telling me about Eddy. I’ll call him and stop by later.”
“Sure thing. Gotta go.” He hung up. 
Myra and I had thrown Wayne and Gretta a party to celebrate their marriage and hired Bernie to perform a ceremony. It had been a fun reenactment. They had been snowbirds in Las Vegas, and we were happy to have them back home. Watching their ceremony had spurred Don into a surprise proposal. 
That answered my question about Wayne and Gretta’s wedding. Had Bernie’s qualification as a wedding officiant ever been legal?






  
  Chapter 4

I entered my townhouse, the first unit in line, with Gretta’s next, Wayne and Gretta’s couples home, then Wayne’s old place. A wave of nostalgia hit me. The townhouse had been my anchor while recovering from Jake’s death years earlier. Jake was my second husband. Life was complicated. Don and I had met when I bid on the Bluebird place at auction. Our attraction had simmered in the background while I rehabbed other dwellings and had some issues with dead bodies and bad characters. 
I inhaled and stared; Eddy’s snores reverberated through the room. He lay sprawled on the sofa, with one arm thrown over his forehead, the other tucked at his side. I hesitated. Should I leave? His truck must be in the garage; I would have knocked if it were in the parking lot. As owner of the unit, I had a master key, but legally he was the renter and was due a twenty-four-hour notice before a landlord could enter. Although Wayne had intimated that he wasn’t working, it was still unnerving to find him at home. 
Glancing toward the patio window, there was an easel set up with a canvas. Brushes had been left soaking in a jar, and tubes of paint were scattered on the table nearby. Quietly, I moved to view the painting. A mountain range with a lake in the foreground was the work in progress. Eddy was painting. I took in the scene and smiled. He had an artistic flair, which he indulged in sporadically by drawing scenery and wildlife.
He snorted. His eyes opened and locked with mine. 
“Hey, Katie, what’re you doing here?” He sat up and grinned, his arms out. “How about a hug?” 
“I thought you’d be at work?” Intentionally ignoring his pose and pretending that Wayne hadn’t clued me in that he could be unemployed. “Just came by to check on the smoke detectors. They might need batteries.” It was the best excuse I could think of in the moment to find out what was up with him, and if he was available for work.
“Work? Yeah, about that.” His tone went flat, and he rubbed his head. “Well, the company is having financial difficulties, downsizing, going in a different direction, — all that kind of, you know, guff. They laid off a bunch of people. LIFO, last-in, first-out.”
“So, you get an unemployment check while you look?”
“Nope, I quit.”
“You quit?” My voice rose an octave. “Why!”
“I wasn’t going to let them fire me. They claimed my performance wasn’t up to snuff. After a great review by my boss.” He stretched his long arms and yawned. His tousled good looks still tweaked my heart, and I steeled myself.
“If you quit, that means you can’t get unemployment!”
“I’ll find work, Katie. No worries.” He sighed. “I’ve got leads.”
“Uh huh.” My stomach dipped at the thought he wouldn’t have money coming in and was leasing my old townhouse. But Eddy could charm his way into a job. He always did.
“So, how’s the marriage deal going? You want to get back together?” He teased. He and I both knew better, and I chuckled at his kidding.
“Don and I are fine. I’ve started another project.”
“Really? The new hubby is okay with that?”
“He is, for now.”
“Uh huh.” He squinted. “Don’t sound like him,” and he yawned. 
“He is.” I said firmly. “So, would you want to do some work for me while you’re between jobs?”
“Gee, Katie, what about Wayne? He’s your go-to guy?” He frowned. “I have creative talent, you know,” he teased. “You saw my painting.”
“Yes, you do. But painting canvases doesn’t pay the rent.” I shrugged. “Besides, Wayne isn’t interested in rehabbing the house.”
He scowled, his head tilted, and he rubbed his temple.
“It’s just that he and Gretta have things going on,” I amended. “He’ll check in when he can. So, do you want to work or not?” I was working myself into a dither, trying to avoid relating the history of the project, and failing miserably under his stare.
“There’s something majorly wrong with the house,” he said in a deadpan voice. His brows rose.
“Okay. Well, here’s the thing,” I said, taking a deep breath, “There was a murder there twenty years ago.”
“It’s so bad that Wayne doesn’t want the work?”
“Sort of.” I flinched. “A jilted woman killed the new bride and vandalized the place.”
“Wow,” he said. “But what’s that got to do with Wayne?”
“He worked on it back then. Doesn’t want to work on the place again.”
“But there’s no murder now?” he asked.
“No, it’s an estate sale by the owners, the bride’s family. We would put your wages against the rent of the townhouse.”
“Sure, Katie, that’d help. Count me in.” He brightened and stuck out his hand. I ignored the little warning bell in my subconscious as we shook on it.
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