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				Chapter 1
			

			
				Sara
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				What do you do in the middle of a trial when you learn your husband is having an affair with your client? Neither suicide nor murder were options. I sighed as I stared into the liquor cabinet. I just finished the last two fingers of Scotch, after being out of Xanax all week.
			

			
				“Oh, get real, Sara. Kill the sorry bastard. No one would care. Barring that, drink gin.” My older sister, Elizabeth, thought she had the perfect solution.
			

			
				Liz is always the pragmatist. Kirk O’Malley is her bio dad and Anya was Liz’s bio mom. Anya died in childbirth, and my step-mom, Fancy, adopted Liz while married to Kirk many years ago. Liz is tall, svelte, and she dances like a dream. Her fabulous, dark brown hair creates the perfect foil for her startling grey eyes, which Liz inherited from her Irish father. Her skin has a touch of color, inherited from her Egyptian mother. She has a wonderful figure I would kill to have. Men grow glassy-eyed when confronted with Liz’s 38C delights.
			

			
				Once again, I wished I had a set of 34Cs instead of my paltry 32AAs. I always wondered if my Jack Ass would not have wandered if I had a mouthful instead of my tiny niblets. Then again, it is demeaning to reduce Jack’s philandering to the size of my breasts, even if Robin’s breasts are closer to my sister’s breasts than to mine. Jack grew slack-jawed and hard-dicked more than once, staring at my sister’s boobs when he thought I was not watching.
			

			
				I tried to make Liz burst into spontaneous flames with my withering glare, but it did not work. “You know I am allergic to gin.”
			

			
				Liz held out her right palm toward me. “Psst. Silliest thing I ever heard. Whoever heard of an allergy to juniper berries?”
			

			
				My stepmother nodded as she struggled not to burst into laughter. “I agree. I told you that many times.”
			

			
				My stepmom, Fancy Winslow, is a stunning redhead, with aqua eyes, translucent Irish complexion, and a brilliant mind. She is married to my dad, Dr. Richard Winslow, and they have five kids: Bella, Charlie, Liz, Dara, and Ronan. I made it an even half dozen. Dad will tell you kids are not cheaper by the half-dozen.
			

			
				I sighed as I shook my head. “You two drive me nuts. All I know is I break out in hives whenever I drink gin. Sounds like an allergy to me. Listen, I need constructive ideas. What do I do?”
			

			
				My other older sister, Dara, walked in then. Dara looks enough like me to be my twin, but she is almost a year older than me. She picked up an apple and rinsed it off in the sink. “Divorce him, withdraw from the slut’s case, and give her the file. Or hell, just kill the son of a bitch, like Liz said. Grow a backbone. For heaven’s sake, you are a strong woman. You are a lawyer, not to mention you raise terriers. I have told you all of this at least a hundred times. What more do I need to say?”
			

			
				Fancy nodded. “Dara’s right, honey, although I would not suggest you kill Jackson.”
			

			
				I rolled my eyes at them for at least the hundredth time. “I told you guys if I withdraw while we are in trial -”
			

			
				“She will lose. Her ex will get custody of the kid. BFD. Not your problem.” Dara’s killer instinct reared its ugly head.
			

			
				I crossed my arms and continued to glare at her. Maybe this time she would burst into flames if I glared at her long enough.
			

			
				Dara looked away before I did, and I took it as a win. “Listen, I understand your concern is for the little boy, but it would be her problem if her adulterous behavior with your husband resulted in her losing custody of the kiddo. It would be on her head, not yours. She should have thought of the logical consequences of her behavior before she put your husband’s dick in her pretty little mouth.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				I cringed and rubbed my hand across my forehead. Again. “I should never have told you about that.”
			

			
				“But you told us, sis. You’ve been in the trial for a month. It’s the craziest thing I’ve heard at a trial. How can a judge stop a trial?” She rolled her eyes in disgust.
			

			
				I shook my head and rolled my eyes back at her for the umpteenth time. “Like I already explained a kajillion times, the judge called it to trial but passed it after he called it so the social study investigator could update her report.”
			

			
				Exasperated with the whole mess, I sighed. Dara was right: this case comprised the craziest can of worms I ever heard about at the courthouse. I wasn’t aware a judge could call a case and then continue it until he did it.
			

			
				Elizabeth frowned and shook her head. “Well, this Robin woman needs to hire another attorney. She was supposed to be your friend. The slut should never have slept with your husband. Yes, we know Jackson is a prime man whore, but friends do not sleep with their friend’s spouses. Robin did, and what is worse, she did it while you represented her in a custody battle—which is one more reason you should never represent your friends in family law matters, Sara. This comprises a serious conflict of interest, and you have no option other than to withdraw. If you don’t withdraw, you commit malpractice. Enough said.”
			

			
				Liz tossed her gorgeous hair back off her face to reveal her lush eyelashes framing her beautiful, almond-shaped grey eyes. Gosh, I wish I had eyelashes like hers.
			

			
				I frowned and shook my head. “Elizabeth, you don’t understand.”
			

			
				She shook her head and flipped her hand up at me again. “Enough said, Sara, I understand. I think you don’t understand the seriousness of the situation. File your Motion to Withdraw, set it for a hearing, and get out of this godforsaken mess.”
			

			
				As I put my head in my hands, I sighed again. “Oh, God…”
			

			
				I started thinking about other things to distract myself from my ridiculous dilemma. I often said I must be the only Italian American girl in the country with Average Looks. There was nothing glamorous about me, as my husband told me too many times to count over the years since we married. It always struck me as odd how Jack claimed he loved my copper-toned tresses before we married and hated them afterwards. I wondered why the Jack Ass married me in the first place, considering he told me how inadequate he considered my looks many times during our marriage.
			

			
				Oh, yeah, my trust fund. Thank God Dad did not turn control of my trust fund over to Jack when we married. Of course, it infuriated Dad to learn Jack and I eloped the way we did. I will never forget the disappointment in my daddy’s eyes when he learned we ran off to Vegas to get married. Dad had little to say other than, ‘girl, you will rue the day you married that man.’
			

			
				Boy, he nailed that one, even if he used old-fashioned terminology. I figured he picked up the phrase from my stepmother.
			

			
				Maybe new highlights would help bolster my shattered self-esteem. I would have to talk to my hairdresser about it. He claims to be the Queen of the World of Hair Color. He took my hair color from ginger snap red, which Jack insisted was unacceptable for an amber-eyed Italian girl, to a more subdued strawberry blonde shade that worked well with the odd eye color I inherited from my dad. Yes, some new highlights might help. Maybe I would go all the way to blonde this time. Mom is a natural blonde. Perhaps I could find out if blondes really have more fun. It would be an improvement to have some fun in my life. I studied what I perceived as my nondescript reflection in the glass pane in the kitchen cabinet door. It might be interesting to be an amber-eyed blonde. Fancy says the first time she met Dad, his hair was sun bleached so blonde that he looked like he had golden hair, golden eyes, and a rich, golden tan. Dad laughs when she tells that story, his beautiful, golden eyes sparkling. Yes, I thought, I want to find out how I might look blonde and golden.
			

			
				Hmm… I wonder why I think Dad’s eyes are beautiful, but mine are odd. Come to think of it, Jackson, you got some explaining to do. Why did you praise my ‘intriguing, unusual, amber eyes’ before we married, and now you call them ‘weird, freakish aberrations?’
			

			
				The man makes me crazy.
			

			
				My shoulders slumped, and I sighed as my mind went back to The Problem. “How do I get myself into these crazy jams?”
			

			
				Fancy shook her head. “You didn’t force that woman to have an affair with your husband, and I doubt you forced Jackson to hop in the bed with her.”
			

			
				“Fine, whatever. How did Robin Cangelosi wangle her way into our lives so much that I accepted employment as her attorney in this blasted case? And how did she and my husband become lovers? Why do I feel so guilty? And why the blazes can’t I walk away from the damned girl and throw her to the legal wolves?”
			

			
				Sighing again, I shook my head in frustration. I loved Liz, Dara, and Fancy, but they could be royal pains in the northbound end of a southbound mule. None of them appeared to grasp the urgency of my dilemma about my client. How could I legitimize pulling out of a trial already in progress?
			

			
				I winced as I raised my aching, stiff body off the couch as I struggled to ignore the knowing glances between my step-mom and my sisters. Tumbling down those blasted stairs combined with the freaking Custody Battle from Hell had triggered pain running from my low back and extending down my leg in double time. It felt like a family of minor demons occupied themselves by sticking their pitchforks down my leg. “I think there’s a bottle of Patron downstairs in the bar.”
			

			
				Liz frowned as she turned to me. “I thought you gave up margaritas.”
			

			
				I stopped walking towards the elevator. She was right. I love the taste of the high-priced liquor, but I hate the way tequila makes me feel the next morning. “Oh, shut up.”
			

			
				Bite me.” She tossed her hair over her shoulder again as she glared at me.
			

			
				I grinned. Elizabeth can always make me smile, no matter how dire the circumstances. “Yeah, sure, you wish. I’ll let Bianca bite you.”
			

			
				Dara and I co-own Bianca, a gorgeous silver Skye terrier. Bianca is a temperamental little bitch and will bite when pushed. Fancy and Dad have owned, raised and showed Skye terriers for over twenty years now. We say it was Dad’s fault we became obsessed with these silly dogs. His family owned Skye terriers when he was a kid growing up in Boston, and he bought two about the time he married my stepmom.
			

			
				Fancy taught all of us how to handle the dogs in the show ring. I will always perform better in front of a courtroom judge than a dog show judge, but I have finished several champions. Three of our dogs received group placements with me at the end of the show lead. Fancy, Dara, and I co-own several beautiful Skyes, but only my beloved Hairy Potter lives with me.
			

			
				Last year, Bianca was in the whelping box with six puppies at my house. Believe me, that created a lot of shit to shovel, especially when one considered the shit my marriage had become. Jackson Talbott offered anything but support of me or the litter of puppies while they lived with us. To make matters worse, Bianca had the audacity to snap at Jackson when he tried to pick up one of her puppies. My god, I think it was the only time he ever showed an interest in one of my dogs, and the mama dog snapped at him. Jack blew a gasket over her snap, even though it comprised nothing more than a warning. Her teeth never connected with his flesh. If she meant to draw blood, he might have lost a finger. It upset her when the mean man tried to steal her puppy. After those puppies went to their new homes, Dara took Bianca home with her to keep peace in my family.
			

			
				Dara sniffed and shook her head at me. “Bianca bites no one unless they are mean to her or to me. Like Liz says, ‘enough said.’ When will your trial resume?”
			

			
				“It resumes in a month. I still can’t believe the judge granted the other attorney’s request to supplement the social study. And for the record, I still want a margarita.”
			

			
				Hell, I wanted a whole pitcher of margaritas, maybe a boatload.
			

			
				I glowered at my family. Fancy struggled to bite back laughter with surreptitious glances at Dara, Elizabeth, and me.
			

			
				Elizabeth burped her baby on her shoulder as she frowned, rolled her eyes at me, and shook her head. “No margaritas for you, Miss Sara. You can’t stop drinking them once you start.”
			

			
				“That’s right, sis. How about a glass of wine instead?” asked Dara with a worried glance at Fancy and Liz.
			

			
				I rolled my eyes again and shook my head as I walked over to the window. “You make it sound like I am an alcoholic. Fine, I think I will go downstairs and snag a bottle of Scotch from Dave.”
			

			
				Then it was Fancy’s turn to frown at me. “No one said you are an alcoholic, Sara. Don’t be so melodramatic. However, we all know you have a weakness for tequila. Look, go downstairs, and ask Dave to give you a drink. You don’t need an entire bottle.”
			

			
				“Amen to that,” said Liz. “Besides, you always want the good stuff. You could not drink Johnny Walker Red to save your soul if Glenlivet is available.”
			

			
				I glowered at her. “Sorry, not sorry, but I prefer Talisker to Glenlivet, and I prefer single malt Scotches to blends. My step-dad owns an Irish bar where I worked during summers while in college. Kirk taught me to appreciate fine liquor. And you own this bar—oops, fine eatery. So what?”
			

			
				The baby let out a hearty burp as Elizabeth smiled. “What a good baby girl. You prefer tequila and like you mentioned before, you prefer Patron, to be specific. Please do not drink up the profits from my club while you stay here. I know we are just here visiting, and I realize Dave runs the club now, but there is no reason for you to dip into my profits. Slow it down, sis. I understand you’re upset with Jackson, but don’t take it out on me or yourself.”
			

			
				Dara nodded, her face grim with concern. “You know she’s right.”
			

			
				As I shook my head again, I sighed. I took a deep breath and rubbed my hand across my forehead. My dog lolled his tongue out as he grinned at me, doggie-style.
			

			
				Liz moved to Cairo when she married Dr. Ari Hotep. Ari is this drop-dead gorgeous, tall, dark, and sexy Egyptian man with an unexpected British accent from a British education. Dave Wilson inherited management of Elizabeth’s fancy-schmancy Galveston restaurant and bar when she moved to Cairo, and Dave does a fabulous job. Elizabeth and Ari came home to visit family and to check on her bar. Oops, Liz said not to call it a bar anymore. She wants us to call it ‘an exclusive eatery and supper club.’ My sister caught some flack in a court case in Cairo about owning a bar, so she changed the place’s name. Now, it is ‘Nefertiti’s,’ replete with Egyptian artwork. Yes, sure. The joint still looked like a bar to me, even if it serves upscale food and fine liquors, but if Liz wanted to call it an upscale eatery and supper club, so be it. Who was I to question her?
			

			
				Last month, Dave notified my stepdad, Kirk O’Malley, that there seemed to be some financial discrepancies he could not explain between his books and the bank account. My dad, Richard Winslow, never married my mother, Melanie. Dad married Fancy, who used to be married to Kirk. My mother, Melanie, is married to my stepdad, Kirk, who used to be married to my stepmom, Fancy, who is now married to my dad, Rick. Typical blended American family, right? Let me tell you, it put me into therapy for two years. If that didn’t give a person a headache, nothing would—unless it was this freaking mess with Jackson and Robin.
			

			
				Dave urged my stepdad to send in a forensic accountant to figure out the issue about the missing money. Since I was the attorney in the family, who majored in accounting in my undergrad studies, Dave and Kirk recruited me to figure out the financial situation of Nefertiti’s. Busting my hump reviewing bank records failed to reveal to me the source of the blasted problem. Kirk authorized me to hire a forensic accountant if I deemed it necessary. If I had not learned about my husband’s skank-assed affair with my client, I would hire my husband, reputed to be one of the top forensic accountants in Texas. Now, it looked like I had bigger fish to fry, at least in my personal life, and damned if I intended to fork out good money to pay my husband to do forensics on my sister’s bar. Oops, her exclusive eatery and supper club. She insists we no longer call it a bar.
			

			
				I went downstairs to the office and stared at the spreadsheets again. My preference would be to do this work in the quiet of my home or in my private office in Clear Lake. At least, the house was quiet whenever Jack took off on his freaking sailboat, and there was never loud music coming from the next room like at Nefertiti’s. If I played music at my office, it put me and my clients at ease. The music in the bar gave me a headache, and I was sick and tired of having a damned headache.
			

			
				Like Dave, I was at my wit’s end over the forensic mess. His records seemed impeccable. The bank records looked correct, yet they did not reconcile to his records. I shook my head again, disgusted that the problem lay right in front of me and yet somehow I missed it. Dammit, why did Jack have to pick now to cheat with Robin when I needed a blasted forensic accountant? With a sigh of unmitigated disgust, I pushed back from the antique oak desk with a sigh, arose from the chair, rubbed my forehead again, and entered Nefertiti’s through the office door.
			

			
				I took a deep breath and shut my eyes as the music assailed my ears. Why did they always have to play the music so damned loud? I knew it was Krazy Kilt Karaoke Night, but the level of noise went way beyond ridiculous. As I shook my head in frustration, I walked over to Dave as he tended the antique bar Kirk had imported from Ireland, and I rubbed my forehead as I leaned against it. “Hey, Dave, could I have a Coke? I have a killer headache.”
			

			
				He nodded as he popped a cap off a bottled Coke for me. “Sure, boss lady, here you go. Still trying to reconcile the accounts?”
			

			
				I tried to smile. “Yes, but I think the task is impossible. The error appears to be hiding in plain sight, and I fear I’ll never find it.”
			

			
				“Never say never. See if the Coca-Cola helps. Hey, some guy came in here looking for you earlier.”
			

			
				I shook my head as I took a sip of the ice cold Coke. “You are the boss, not I. Things are supposed to go better with Coca Cola, and I hope they do. The man must want Liz.”
			

			
				Dave grinned as he shook his head at me. “Nah, I told him Liz married and moved out of the country. I didn’t bother to tell him she’s here visiting right now. The dude gave me bad vibes and I would not give out much info to him. Anyway, he said he meant the youngest sister, Sara. I told him you might be in later this evening, but I didn’t tell him you were in the office or that you were staying upstairs.”
			

			
				My eyes narrowed as I frowned and peered around the restaurant. “Thanks, Dave. Hmm, the man wasn’t my husband, was he?”
			

			
				Dave shook his head again. “No, I know Jackson, and this guy was not him. This fellow had dark hair, slicked back with way too much Brilliantine, kinda like men wore their hair in the ‘50s. His hair alone was enough to set me on edge. The dude kept his shades on when he came in, even though it was dark outside this evening. He was a big, burly guy dressed in a dark suit, but without a tie, and his shirt appeared rumpled. The dude sounded downright angry, and I thought he was looking for a fight. He kept slugging one fist into the palm of his other hand. He didn’t give his name, and he scowled when I told him you were not here. Oh, yeah, he said ‘youse’ instead of ‘you,’ and ‘da’ instead of ‘the,’ that kind of accent. I figured he was from the East Coast, New York, or maybe New Jersey. The dude scowled and stormed out without another word when I said you weren’t here.”
			

			
				The description sounded a lot like Sonny Cangelosi, Robin’s ex-husband, but I shrugged and feigned ignorance of the unknown man’s identity. It freaked me out to think Sonny could track me down to the bar. The man gave me a severe case of the Willies. “That’s weird. Who would look for me here? No one should know I am here except my family and my blasted husband. Hey, what’s the latest storm doing in the Gulf?”
			

			
				Dave grimaced. “It’s still way off the coast of Yucatan, but the meteorologist on the news tonight said it could bounce off from Yucatan and come north to hit anywhere from Brownsville to New Orleans, or it could surprise us, sail across the Gulf, and hit Florida. Who knows what it will do? It’s hurricane season in the Gulf of Mexico.”
			

			
				I sighed. “Oh, great, that means we could wind up smack dab in the middle of the storm path. Well, it’s September, which means it’s prime hurricane season. Kirk and Liz can tell us what to do in case a storm makes landfall here.”
			

			
				Dave nodded again. “That’s what I figured. Listen, tell your sisters that you girls shouldn’t go out alone. They still haven’t caught the Rosenberg Ripper. I know Liz likes to go walking in the evening, because it’s cooler then.”
			

			
				My shoulders sagged as I shook my head in disgust. “Well, wouldn’t that just figure? A hurricane barreling down on us and a serial killer on the loose.”
			

			
				Dave smirked as he shrugged. “He’s only known to have killed four women.”
			

			
				My frown deepened as my foot tapped with impatience. “Oh, yes, that makes me feel much safer. He’s only killed four, to our knowledge. I wonder how many other young women he killed. Where is our friendly psychic tonight? He could ask the spirits what we need to do.”
			

			
				Dave laughed. “Now, that’s funny. Mr. Jones is over in the corner. It’s downright pathetic to watch that poor man keep asking his spirit guides to send Johnny back. What the heck are ‘spirit guides,’ anyway?”
			

			
				“Beats me. The best I can tell is they are like guardian angels. Jonesie needs to give up the pipe dream of getting Captain Johnny back here as resident ghost and to search for another spirit to chat with about things on the other side. I understand Johnny ‘moved on,’ as Jonesie puts it. Hmm, Jonesie appears to be talking with someone… or should I say something?” I rubbed the furrow in my forehead as I continued to frown. “I hope this ghost is friendly. It terrified me to awaken when that last ghostly clown screamed ‘boo!’ in my face.”
			

			
				Dave chuckled. “Yeah, Jonesie says it was a helluva mistake to talk to Lafitte, much less to invite him in to stay awhile. He did not realize Jean Lafitte had such a dad-blamed nasty streak. Jonesie thought Lafitte would be the perfect replacement for Johnny since the two were involved in all kinds of shenanigans together when they were alive. Now, he realizes Lafitte was a pirate.”
			

			
				“Like Captain Johnny wasn’t a pirate while he lived? But I agree. I never dreamed I would say it, but I miss Captain Johnny. He scared me witless when I first met him, but Johnny became a cool, friendly ghost by the time he left to watch over Elizabeth in Cairo. We could almost have called him Captain Casper. Liz says Theo misses the old reprobate something terrible.”
			

			
				Dave burst out laughing at the idea of how Captain Johnny would have responded to be called Casper. “Call Jolly Johnny English ‘Casper’? Oh, I do not think so, dear heart. I would not dare to call him Captain Casper. Why don’t you go over and introduce yourself to the spirit Jonesie is interviewing?”
			

			
				I took a long sip of my Coke. “Oh, this tastes good. Maybe the caffeine will help my headache.”
			

			
				Dave’s eyes narrowed. “Do you want some aspirin?”
			

			
				I shook my head. “No, thanks. My mother told me to never take drugs from a handsome man in a bar.”
			

			
				Dave laughed as he handed a fresh beer to one of the UTMB residents. “Handsome, huh? I knew I loved your mother. Well, thank you, ma’am, and your mom, too. ‘Handsome’ is the nicest thing I have been called all week.”
			

			
				I rubbed my forehead again. “You know, on second thought, I’ll break Mom’s rule. Please give me a couple of aspirins, handsome. Listen, could you turn the music down just a little? The noise is killing me.”
			

			
				He laughed again. “I will turn the volume down for you. Just remember it’s Saturday night, a hurricane may blow into this area, a serial killer is on the loose, and the natives grow restless. Heck, they feel terrified. I can’t turn the volume down too much on Krazy Kilt Karaoke Night.”
			

			
				I glanced down at his military-styled kilt and gave him a wry grin. “Okay, I understand. I’ll check how the ghostly interviews are going.”
			

			
				Mr. Jones grinned as I walked up to the table in the corner. It used to be Captain Johnny’s favorite spot in the house. Mr. Jones often sat there in the shadows as he chatted with local spirits. “Hey, Jonesie, how’s it going? Did you find a replacement yet?”
			

			
				Mr. Jones beamed at me, his blue eyes twinkling. “Yes, my dear, I believe I found the right fellow.”
			

			
				I arched a brow at him, a trick I learned from my stepmom years ago. “Oh, you do? Well, do you think this spirit might talk to me?”
			

			
				“I think he might do better than talk, Sara.” Mr. Jones leaned back in his chair and grinned again.
			

			
				It surprised me to see the air shimmer. I had not expected Jonesie’s interviewee to appear for me. As the features materialized, I gasped. “Captain Johnny! We thought you were, uh, well, gone.”
			

			
				I felt my cheeks redden with embarrassed heat.
			

			
				Captain Johnny chuckled. “As did I, but the Big Man Upstairs gave me choices. I could be reborn, but Tamsin and I would never reunite if I chose that option. Or, based on the help I offered to Kirk, Theo and Elizabeth’s family, I could try for my wings. If I gain them, Tammie and I shall be a team, together forevermore.”
			

			
				I thought my eyes might bulge out of my head. “Get your wings? You mean to say you could become an angel?”
			

			
				The ghost chuckled. “Yes, Sara, a guardian angel. Amazing, isn’t it? Despite my despicable behavior as a human, I won points protecting Elizabeth and Theo and for pulling Kirk out of the drink all those years ago. I chose the second option. Of course, the Lord allowed Tamsin to come along to assist me. One might say she is my personal guardian angel.”
			

			
				Captain Johnny beamed with ghostly pride at the beautiful, dark-haired, blue-eyed woman who materialized beside him. “Oh, go ahead, my love. Show Sara your beautiful wings.”
			

			
				Tamsin Fitz Simmons smiled up at Johnny. “It would be my pleasure, darling.”
			

			
				I gasped as the angelic entity before me spread her arms to reveal her wings, the same exquisite color of blue as her eyes. My step-mother called the eye color ‘Selk blue’ because so many of her Selk relatives possessed eyes the same color. “It’s a great privilege to meet you, Lady Tamsin.”
			

			
				The pretty angel smiled at me. “I think I met you long ago when you were born at Waterside Estate.”
			

			
				My cheeks reddened again. “No, that was my older sister, Dara. She is upstairs. I hail from Atlanta. I’m a Georgia girl by birth.”
			

			
				Tamsin blushed. Her reddened cheeks surprised me, because I never suspected guardian angels could blush. “Oh, merciful heaven, I didn’t realize my daughter, Fancy, had six children!”
			

			
				“I’m her step-daughter, although she has always treated me like the others. I was the surprise awaiting Dad—Richard—when he came home from his time travel adventure. Dara and I look like twins. Oh, yes, and Mom—Melanie—married Kirk O’Malley some years later when he came forward in time. Our family is uber weird.”
			

			
				Tamsin’s brow wrinkled as she frowned. “Uber?”
			

			
				Surprised by her question, I laughed. I figured Tamsin would have questions about Dad’s affair with Mom, or that Kirk married Mom after he came here and learned Fancy and he were no longer married. “Oops, my bad. Uber means outstanding or supreme.”
			

			
				“Oh.” Poor Tamsin still looked confused.
			

			
				I bit back my laughter. “It’s a way to say our family is extremely weird.”
			

			
				Tamsin’s mouth fell open. The angelic entity looked offended by my comment. I covered my mouth to keep from laughing at the confused spirit, and I left the table, chuckling. Pleased to discover my headache had all but disappeared, I walked over to the stage by the karaoke machine.
			

			
				“Welcome back to Nefertiti’s for Krazy Kilt Karaoke Night! How many of you guys are repeat offenders?” I shouted.
			

			
				The audience laughed as over half of the crowd raised their hands.
			

			
				“I know a brilliant lawyer if you need one,” I said in an exaggerated stage whisper as I imitated Groucho Marx and his cigar. The crowd howled with laughter again.
			

			
				“And how many of you are ‘fresh fish’ tonight?”
			

			
				About two dozen people raised their hands as the crowd chanted, “Fresh fish, fresh fish!”
			

			
				In prison lingo, ‘fresh fish’ meant ‘new meat.’ We use the term to refer to newcomers to Nefertiti’s.
			

			
				With a glance towards my office, I grinned and started ‘strutting my stuff,’ as Liz called it. “Oh, it’s a live crowd tonight! Then, I’m going to start tonight’s frivolities with an oldie but goodie.”
			

			
				I started the karaoke machine with the old theme song for ‘Welcome Back, Kotter.’ As the music played, I did my best imitation of Dara Winslow as I sang. Dara sings like a proverbial angel, but I do not. However, I can carry a tune unlike our brother, Charlie, who could not carry a tune in a bucket if his life depended on it.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Welcome back.
			

			
				Your dreams were your ticket out.
			

			
				Welcome back.
			

			
				To the same old place you fussed about.
			

			
				Well, your name has changed since you hung around.
			

			
				But their dreams are the same, though most skedaddled town.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The audience laughed and clapped. I grinned and kept singing my twist to the old Kotter theme song. It was like the original, but different enough, as Liz put it.
			

			
				At that point, Liz, Ari, and Theo walked into the restaurant. Ari carried Baby Isis, who blew kisses to the people who were waving to them. Isis never met a stranger and already knew how to work the crowd, and the girl was only nine months old. As they came up to the karaoke stage, the audience went hog wild crazy. When I thought the volume could not get any louder, Bella, Miguel, little Carlos, and baby Caridad came to the stage as well. It surprised me Dara did not come down from the apartment to join the fun. After all, she was the singer in the family, and she was usually the first one on the stage.
			

			
				Everyone jumped up to give my family a standing ovation, as Elizabeth struggled not to cry. I hugged everyone, and then I stepped forward to begin, ‘I Called the Witch Doctor.’ When we reached the refrain, Theo stepped forward in a grass skirt he grabbed from Dave to sing the refrain.
			

			
				“Ooh, eee, ooh, ah ah...”
			

			
				As the youngster sang, the crowd again went crazy.
			

			
				At the end of the second verse, Ari stunned us all as he grabbed a second grass skirt and joined in with Theo to sing the Witch Doctor refrain. The audience broke into hysterical laughter as the distinguished Dr. Hotep joined his son to sing, each clad in a grass skirt.
			

			
				After ‘Witch Doctor,’ we moved on to the Jackson Browne song, ‘Doctor My Eyes,’ which Liz and her husband sang. He’s an ophthalmologist, for heaven’s sake! They had to sing it. It became their song years ago when Ari began doctoring my sister’s eyes to help control the Stargardt disease which threatened her vision. Next, Bella and Miguel sang ‘Addicted to Love’ before we all sang ‘Bad Case of Loving You’ to the audience. As the thunderous applause ended, we made our way to the reserved tables in the corner, where Theo let out a whoop of delight as he ran to greet his favorite ghost.
			

			
				“It’s wonderful to see you. No one told me you would be here,” Theo said to Captain Johnny.
			

			
				The ghost smiled at the youngster. “Well, lad, I had to come when I heard you would be here.”
			

			
				I sighed. It must be nice to have your own guardian angel in training, I thought with a wry smile. I hope the Good Lord knows I could use a guardian angel of my own about now.
			

			
				People began moving to the karaoke stage to sing while we huddled around the corner table and visited. Later, we went upstairs with our ghost and his angelic companion to talk more freely. Theo wanted to show Johnny photos of everything they had done since the day Ari and Liz adopted him.
			

			
				“And here is the interior of the Great Pyramid, Johnny. Remember how frightened I was the first time I went there?”
			

			
				Johnny shook his head. “No, lad, I did not accompany you that day. We met later that evening. I believe my appearance rather alarmed you.”
			

			
				Theo flushed red with embarrassment. “Oh, that’s right. I had forgotten we did not meet until later.”
			

			
				Captain Johnny twirled one end of his mouse ache as he nodded. “Aye, lad, you seemed quite kerfuffled when we first met.”
			

			
				Theo’s cheeks turned a darker crimson. “Well, yes, but we soon became the best of friends.”
			

			
				Johnny’s blue eyes beamed with affection as he smiled. “Indeed, we did, Theo. Oh, look, Tamsin, Theo brought photographs of the sea life in the Red Sea.”
			

			
				Tamsin bent over the photos, voicing amazement at the diversity of sea life. “I never saw creatures like these.”
			

			
				Theo nodded, eager to tell her all about the unusual sea creatures. “They call them ‘dugongs,’ and they look very much like the manatees found in Florida. Johnny told me sailors sometimes mistook them for mermaids, but we both think the sailors had been at sea too long if they mistook dugongs for beautiful maidens of the sea.”
			

			
				As they became lost in conversation about Egypt, I glared at Dara. “Why didn’t you join in the family fun tonight? You usually grab any chance you have to get up and sing for a crowd.”
			

			
				Dara shrugged and continued filing her nails. “Not that it is your business, but I had my reasons.”
			

			
				I frowned and shook my head again. Years ago, I learned Dara won’t talk unless she wants to talk, so I dropped the subject. She can throw a mean left hook, and I did not need another headache.
			

			
				We went upstairs to the apartment, and I squealed with excitement when Mom, Kirk, and my younger brother, Callan, came in about 11 p.m. “I didn’t know you were coming, too!”
			

			
				Mom hugged me tight. “It was a surprise. Why are you wincing? Does your back hurt?”
			

			
				I shrugged. “Yes, I think I must have pulled a muscle. My back aches.”
			

			
				I did not miss Dad nod to Kirk, or that the two of them slipped outside with Miguel and Ari.
			

			
				The men all stood on the balcony overlooking the bar patio below. I stood back inside the living room where I could hear them without them realizing I listened to their conversation.
			

			
				“What’s wrong with her back?” growled Kirk as he cracked his knuckles.
			

			
				Miguel shrugged and took another swig from the longneck in his hands. “She claims she pulled a muscle, but she has a black eye, too. It’s hard to see the black eye because she covered it with concealer and her makeup. Bella and I suspect Jack roughed her up. Again.”
			

			
				“Pulled muscle, my ass,” snapped Dad. “Sara admitted to Elizabeth and Dara that Jack shook her until she fell down when she confronted Robin and him. The fool girl is much like that little dog she loves so much. She does not know when to walk away from an impending fight. When she arose, she got right back in Jackson’s face, and he shoved her. She claims she lost her balance and fell down the blasted stairs. It’s no wonder she has a black eye. She’s lucky the fall didn’t kill her.”
			

			
				My eyes widened with shock as Kirk turned purple with rage. Fancy told us he used to have a horrible temper. Liz and Bella remember some arguments Fancy and Kirk had back in the day. I observed he lost his temper rarely since he fell in love with Mom. She seems to have a calming effect on Kirk, which we all appreciate. However, when he lost his temper, it was never pretty. “Did you say the sorry bastard shoved our girl down the stairs at the Morgan Point house? Damn, they built that old mansion over a hundred years ago. It’s older than your house in San Antonio. Those stairs are freaking steep.”
			

			
				Dad nodded. “Yeah, the stairs are steeper than the ones in our Del Monte house in San Antonio. Sara should have called the police and had Jackson arrested for domestic violence, especially since he already shook her before he knocked her down the stairs. Let’s face it: the sorry bastard terrified her. She grabbed her dog and ran for safety.”
			

			
				“She wouldn’t go anywhere without Hairy Potter,” Kirk said, his voice soft and thoughtful. “Do we need to pay a wee visit to Mr. Talbott?”
			

			
				Dad glowered again. “Unless we go now, we would miss him in the morning. He’ll be out on his damned sailboat with his little tart.”
			

			
				“I could pay him a visit,” suggested Johnny, with a naughty grin.
			

			
				The men glanced at each other, savoring the idea of a ghostly visit to Jack Talbott from Captain Johnny. The idea of Captain Jolly Johnny English paying a visit to Jackson Talbott appealed to me, and I figured I would have a chat with our friendly ghost about that possibility.
			

			
				It seemed like an appropriate moment for me to walk out onto the deck. I cleared my throat, and the men all fell into an awkward silence. “Are you guys doing okay out here?”
			

			
				Kirk smiled and reached over to tousle my hair. Mother says he does this when he wants to lighten the mood or to distract you. “Aye, lass, we’re fine. Hey, did ye hear how to get to heaven from Ireland?”
			

			
				I must have heard this story at least a hundred times, but I grinned and feigned ignorance. “No, tell us how to get to heaven from Ireland.”
			

			
				He beamed at me, winked, and tousled my hair again before he bent to kiss my cheek. “Well, long ago, when I was a wee laddie going to confirmation classes in Ireland, Sister Mary Margaret grilled us one Sunday morning to see if we understood the concept of getting into heaven. She asked us, ‘If I sold my house and my carriage, had a big sale, and gave all my money to the church, would that get me into heaven?’ ‘No!’ all the children shouted.”
			

			
				I giggled; we have heard this story so many times any of us could tell it by heart.
			

			
				Kirk grinned before he continued his story. “Sister Mary Margaret smiled. ‘If I cleaned the church daily, maintained the garden, and kept everything neat, would I get into heaven?’Again, the answer was a resounding ‘No!’”
			

			
				I laughed, and Kirk winked at me again. “‘If I gave sweets to the children and loved everyone, would I get me into heaven?’ We yelled at the top of our lungs, ‘NO!’ Sister Mary Margaret was bursting with pride for us. ‘Then how can I get into heaven?’ So, of course, I shouted, ‘Sister, you’ve gotta be feckin’ dead.”
			

			
				Everyone burst into laughter. I know the story by heart, but the story never gets old.
			

			
				“Good one, Kirk.” Dad’s amber eyes, so much like mine, twinkled as he grinned at me.
			

			
				Kirk beamed at us, delighted by our response to his story. “We’re an interesting people, the Irish. Brings a tear to your eye, doesn’t it?”
			

			
				Still laughing, my brothers-in-law, Ari and Miguel, wandered back inside. Miguel ambled over to the fridge to grab another beer.
			

			
				I remained outside with Dad and Kirk. They are great dads, and I love them both. Dad stood on one side of me, rubbing my aching back as Kirk
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