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	Shell Shocked

	


Chapter 1

	It was the heat under Dom's skin that made him pound on the door, sudden anger coursing up from the phone in his opposite hand. The kids were watching cartoons mere feet away in their hotel room, but this couldn't wait for a better time.

	"Alec, open up," he said, fist striking the bathroom door again. "Alec. Open this fu--" He glanced back at the kids, "--unny-looking door. Now."

	He heard something very much like a sigh from behind the door, then Alec was letting him into the bathroom. Dom slipped inside and locked the door behind him. When he turned, Alec, toothbrush in mouth, was staring at him like he'd become unhinged.

	"Funny-looking door?" he asked, trying to make light of Dom's obvious temper, but that only made the heat rush through his skin faster. Alec would laugh at him?

	He decided to get to the point.

	"What's this?" he demanded, thrusting Alec's phone in his face, watching his already-pale cheeks go paler. It was exactly what Dom thought it was. He felt first satisfaction, but only briefly; Alec had been laughing at him long before this morning.

	"You went through my phone?" asked Alec around the toothbrush in his mouth.

	"No, I didn't go through your fucking phone. You left it on the desk. You know what I figured when it started up all its noise? That you wouldn't want Alyssa or Gabe messing with it. I went to move it, and it looks like you already know what I found."

	Alec took the opportunity to pull his toothbrush from his mouth, spit into the sink. His dull brown hair was still damp from his shower, his average body toweled dry but still naked. Under different circumstances, Dom would have been excited to have surprised him during his morning routine. Now, he was only disgusted. He glared at the screen and read the last few texts Alec had received.

	"Think we should get a room together. Miss your cock. Leave kids with d, weekend away when you get back. Were you going to reply to these, Alec? Oh, look, you replied to the texts above this. Wishing I was there with you instead. You: Me too. Unnamed bastard: Love to suck you off and drink you down again. d probably spits. You: Condoms. Bastard: Ugh. You: Your mouth is better anyway. So so good. There's more. Shall I keep scrolling back?"

	Alec grabbed the phone from Dom's hand, glaring now. A bit of toothpaste froth clung to one side of his mouth. He slammed the phone down on his pile of folded clothes on the sink counter.

	"Bastard is Megan," he said. His ex-wife. Dom crossed his arms.

	"So? You're not supposed to be screwing her behind my back."

	"It's not like that."

	Dom tried to laugh, but the sound hurt even his ears.

	"Right. And there's an innocent explanation for the texts. You're fucking her and making me babysit while you do it. God, I feel like you really care about me, don't you?"

	"Stop being such a woman, Dominic," snapped Alec. "I get it, you have feelings. You can't expect me to not see Megan. We share the kids."

	"Seeing her is different than--"

	"Than what? You don't think I do what I have to do to smooth things over with her?"

	Dom stared at him, stunned to silence for a moment. Alec was really trying to play this off as some sort of martyr behavior. He suddenly very much regretted agreeing to go with Alec and the kids to the Eggstravaganza here. They'd come in the one car, Alec's. He was stuck.

	"I'm done with this," said Dom. "And I'm done with you."

	"Oh? Where are you going to go?" asked Alec, looking smug. Smug. Dom struggled not to punch him. "You're stuck here. You really want to upset Alyssa and Gabe? They love you."

	Dom forced himself to un-clench his hands. He did actually care about the kids, and Alec knew it. It would be smoothest for them to not have their time here ruined.

	"I'll pretend for the next few days," he muttered. "For them. But the moment I get out of your car back home, don't bother calling me again. And we're through now, Alec--don't expect anything more from me. Console yourself fantasizing about Megan swallowing those few drops you think is so impressive."

	Alec sneered at him. Dom turned for the door.

	"I'm taking a walk. I'll be down in the lobby when you've got the kids ready."

	* * * *

	Half an hour before the Mount Angus Eggstravaganza Kickoff Party, all was chaos inside Yolks on You. Kiko rushed about his store, helping employees with last arrangements, making sure enough of this spring's specialty beer, Golden Goose Egg Ale, was on tap.

	"Chad, have you got Buddy's glass chilled? He's going to want a cold one and some pickled eggs once he's done with his speech," said Kiko as the blond, awkward-looking young man, just turned eighteen, rushed past with unopened jars of pickled eggs. A middle-aged woman with her hair pulled back ran up to him. "What is it, Katie?"

	"We need more chairs," she said. "Everything's already filled up out there."

	Kiko nodded. It was going to be a good year for it, then. He waved her toward the live display at the back of the store where they normally held their Mother Goose story time hour.

	"Make sure Mother's ready for the golden egg presentation," he told her before moving to pull up more fold-up chairs from the basement. He smiled to himself as he worked. The town of Mount Angus, Wisconsin, in the middle of crop and dairy fields, had little to offer but the yearly Eggstravaganza each spring. Kiko's egg-themed store, Yolks on You, had to get by the rest of the year on the odd tourist, various specialty classes, and online traffic, but this time of year, business was good. Very good.

	He pulled the chairs into the parking lot, which had been cordoned off from cars, finding Katie was right. People were standing because all the chairs had been taken. He rushed over to a couple and their two kids immediately, unfolding a chair as he went.

	"Here you are," he said and was ignored. The children seemed excited enough, but there was an iciness between the couple, stiff like a brick wall. The clean-shaven man grabbed the chair from him without a word; the other, a man with dark stubble just the length Kiko preferred, shot the first a glare. He assisted Kiko in setting up the other three chairs and mumbled something that might have been a thanks. Kiko glanced back once at them as he sat up the rest of the chairs in time to see the second man pointedly ignore something the clean-shaven one said, picking up the younger child.

	There wasn't time for Kiko to daydream, though. Buddy Miller was unloading his mascot cow, Buddy Angus, from the trailer, and Katie stood near the microphone, holding Mother, Kiko's goose, tightly in her arms. It was nearly time to begin. He rushed back inside the store to confirm Chad had everything under control before checking himself in the bathroom mirror. All in order.

	Katie looked relieved when he approached the microphone; Mother looked surly in her arms. He asked for silence, waited while parents shushed their children. When it was as quiet as it was going to get, he began.

	"Good morning! I'm Enrique Cooper, owner of Yolks on You, the control center for the Eggstravaganza. Any questions you have, come here to Yolks on You, and we'll get you sorted." He paused for parental chuckles. "Now, my good friend Buddy's about to get us all started with the wreath ceremony here, but first, a little on the egg hunt. Kids twelve and under only, please. Eggs are hidden in businesses all around Mount Angus; find them and redeem prizes. Just take the egg to the counter of the business you find it at, got it? Simple. Oh, and there's one super special egg, hidden somewhere in town. The golden egg."

	Kiko motioned to Katie, who gladly handed Mother over to him. Kiko made a production of finding a golden egg from under the goose, smiling at the murmur in the crowd when he did so.

	"Anyone who finds the golden egg wins five-hundred dollars. Best of luck to you! Here's Buddy."

	Buddy Miller, owner of the brewery, stepped eagerly up to the microphone as Kiko backed off. When Katie seemed reluctant to take the goose from him, he walked Mother back inside himself. He didn't need to hear the brewmeister's speech; he heard it every year. He'd be sure to announce the beer he made for just this event, a golden-hued ale. He'd make a big deal of acting like his Brown Swiss was actually an Angus, and place the painted egg-studded wreath around the cow's neck to symbolize the beginning of the Eggstravaganza.

	Kiko was on his way back outside when it happened. Buddy Miller had just placed the wreath around the cow's neck, and had stepped back amid clapping to where Chad waited with a freshly poured beer and several pickled eggs. Kiko's hand was on the door handle when the explosion went off, loud and sudden. Blood sprayed from the cow; it collapsed to the pavement.

	Dead silence hung in the air for a moment. Blinking back shock, Kiko tore the door open and dashed out into screams and shouts, a new chaos enveloping him. Buddy dropped his half-eaten pickled egg to the pavement, Chad grabbing his beer glass as he fell to his knees.

	"Buddy Angus!" he cried. Kiko rushed past him, grabbed a tarp from the back of the cow's trailer, and threw it over the gore on the pavement.

	"Katie," he shouted at her, motioning for her to get everyone inside the store and away from the scene. She nodded, pale, and he moved to do likewise with the nearest people, leaving Chad to console a sobbing Buddy Miller. Sirens from the police, their station only a few streets over, started up. No one seemed to notice.

	* * * *

	"Stop it, Alec," hissed Dom into his ear, digging his fingers into Alec's shoulder. The man was gasping for breath like a landed fish. "Get it together."

	Alec was pale, very pale, hyperventilating in his chair. Dom had pulled Alyssa and Gabe close; the five-year-old boy was crying, his eight-year-old sister shaking and sniffling. They were taking the exploding cow better than their father, Dom decided, who looked ready to either vomit or pass out.

	"Stand up. Get on your damned feet, Alec."

	Dom pulled Alec out of the chair, shoving him toward the building behind them. His main concern was getting them away from the scene, despite the store owner having quickly covered most of the gore, and after that getting them all calm. He could fucking kill Alec for freaking out on him like this. He prodded at him.

	"Move, Alec," he hissed into his ear. He picked up Gabe and grabbed Alyssa's hand. "Get in the building. Your kids need you."

	Like he was built of stiff mechanical parts, Alec made his way with the flow of other people into the store behind them. Dom managed to grab them a small table away from the windows and three chairs; he sat the children down and shoved Alec into a chair. The man was shaking.

	"Wait here," he said. "I'll be right back." Gabe surged forward, grabbing his hand, crying, but Dom pulled him off and pushed him back toward his sister. "I promise. Right back."

	Dom made his way to the food counter at the back of the strange store. He walked past displays of various eggs and egg-themed crap for sale; plastic eggs, board games, dyeing kits, books. The store seemed to have a small café attached to it; the beer was on tap here, as well as things like egg salad sandwiches. When he approached the counter, the owner ran to meet him behind it, eyes wide.

	Dom stared at him. He was Latino, strange to see in this small town where everyone was white. His dark hair was mussed from dashing around after the explosion, and the helpful smile plastered on his face was undoubtedly forced. His eyes danced when they met Dom's, though.

	"Could I help you?" he asked. Dom couldn't remember his name.

	"You have beer--got anything stronger?" What Alec needed was a drink. Dom glanced worriedly back at the table he'd left him and the children at; they seemed unchanged.

	"Eggnog."

	Dom blinked, turned back.

	"What? Eggnog?" He couldn't tell if this was a joke. If the bastard was messing with him it was the worst time for it.

	"I've got adult and kiddie versions."

	"Eggnog?" asked Dom again. The man pointed up to the sign above the counter that read: Yolks on You. To the side was the menu; eggnog was on it. Dom admitted defeat. "What the hell. Give me an adult eggnog, and some juice and water. And that beer on tap, whatever that was." God, he needed one of those.

	"Right away," replied the owner, with far too much pep for the current situation, Dom thought. Still, he was prompt in retrieving the drinks, and Dom hauled them over after throwing down a twenty and telling him to keep it all.

	"Alec, drink this," said Dom, shoving the eggnog at the man, who was barely blinking. Alyssa was crying now, too, wanting to know what was wrong with her father. Dom tried to settle her and Gabe with the juice, taking a huge gulp of the beer as he sat and pulled the boy into his lap.

	He glared at Alec as the man carefully took the eggnog in his hand. The idiot needed him. He couldn't even handle his kids on a short vacation. When Alec gagged and set the cup down again, Dom felt a small thrill.

	"What is this?" asked Alec, snapping out of his distant state. Dom grinned at him, aware it was out of spite and not caring.

	"Eggnog," he said and took another sip of beer.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 2

	Kiko drove past the weedy yard littered with scraps of metal and pulled into the parking lot of the Dill Pickle, relieved the day was over. He wanted a drink, somewhere the tourists weren't going. They didn't need to see the owner of the kid-friendly egg-themed store having a few; he'd learned years ago that people didn't like that much. And since most tourists didn't like the look of the run-down Pickle, it was the best place for locals to stop.

	He entered, sat at the end of the bar, and had received his usual before noticing a familiar face a little farther down. The guy who had bought the eggnog earlier, right after Buddy Angus had exploded. Kiko pushed the image from his mind; hours of speaking with the cops later, even he wasn't so sure what had happened.

	"Hey," he said, moving to sit next to the man. He looked like he'd had a long day, too, scruffy unshaven face and uncombed hair. Or perhaps he knew how attractive that made him look. "You're out of place."

	The man glanced over at Kiko and he definitely saw a look of irritation pass over his face before he hid it. The man recognized him and wasn't too pleased to see him.

	"Just getting away for a while," he said. Kiko motioned to the bartender to buy the man's next beer. He took note but said nothing more to Kiko.

	"Well, good spot then. You managed to pick the local's place." The man still said nothing. "I'm Enrique--you were at my store, Yolks on You, earlier. You can call me Kiko."

	The man sighed. He was drinking the Golden Goose Egg; he took a large swallow of it.

	"Dominic. Dom."

	Kiko grinned.

	"Are you now? Don't you wait 'til at least the second date to mention something like that?"

	Dom looked at him now.

	"This isn't a date."

	"Why not? You let me buy you a drink." Kiko paused. "Don't tell me you're seeing that asshole I saw you with earlier."

	Dom almost smiled, but at some point the expression became a grimace and he took another drink.

	"No. Not now, anyway. Not that it's any of your business."

	"Oh," said Kiko, wondering at the story behind that but thinking it best not to ask. "The kids yours?"

	"Of course not."

	"You seemed to take care of them like a natural."

	"Well," said Dom, "like you said, their father's an asshole."

	He was looking angry now. Kiko decided to back off a little. He focused on his beer, got another. Dom was beginning to relax some, he noticed, but before he could speak again Dom took initiative.

	"So what did happen with that cow earlier?" he asked. He gave a little half-chuckle. "This was not the light, ridiculous festival I was anticipating."

	"You know, I spent a good part of the day talking to the cops and I'm still not sure," said Kiko, noticing Dill, the owner of the Dill Pickle, slide behind the bar, and approach Dom's empty glass.

	"Cow? Shame about that. Buddy loved that cow," said Dill as Dom nodded at another. "What're you having?"

	"Whatever that goose egg is. Someone shoot the thing?"

	"No," said Kiko, just as Dill responded with a solid, "Nah."

	"You not from around here?" asked Dill.

	"Across the border," said Dom. "Illinois. Suburbs. No one shoots anything."

	"Well, if it was shot, it'd be clean. Nah, that cow was exploded."

	Dom glanced over at Kiko as though wanting a better explanation. Kiko shrugged.

	"Seems that way to me, too," he said. "It's possible to build an explosive that would do that--"

	"Explosives? Hell," said Dom. "Mount Angus is supposed to be this quaint tourist town. Alec made such a big deal of having bought a paper here two years ago and the top article being a pesky squirrel that the police department had to remove."

	Kiko smiled, trying to be assuring.

	"That's Mount Angus. Where the squirrels terrorize the elderly and children alike in the local park."

	"Kids," said Dill, shaking his head and wiping at the bar. "They teach them too many fun things in school, not proper lessons. Then they go around exploding people's property. It's some kid with too much unsupervised internet time. Don't worry, they'll be caught. Probably get a slap on the wrist, though." He moved off down the bar counter, grumbling. Kiko noticed Dom staring after him.

	"Don't mind Dill," he said. "He's just been having it rough lately. Wife left him, his only kid's going off to college in a few months, and he wanted him to stay behind and work the Pickle with him."

	"I suppose his dog died, too."

	Kiko laughed. A flicker of a smile crossed Dom's face. That he was joking with Kiko was a good sign. Still, Kiko knew he shouldn't get his hopes up just because an available, visibly gay man--good looking and about his age, too--was in town. It was difficult, though; he otherwise would be trying to make it work with someone in Madison he'd met online, and to date, those attempts had never lasted long.

	"So why the laughable store?" Dom was asking.

	Kiko blinked. "Sorry?"

	Dom gestured toward him with his near-empty glass; Dill moved to get him another already. Kiko tossed the coaster on top of his, finished at two.

	"Yolks on You. That awful pun. That awful store. Why? Who wakes up one day and decides they want to open a store of egg paraphernalia?"

	"I'm a bit of a nerd, I guess," said Kiko, suddenly feeling uncomfortable. No one he was interested in ever appreciated his business. Dill rolled his eyes and backed quickly away from the conversation. "Mount Angus has had an Eggstravaganza for years. It inspired me."

	"But how do you not go out of business? Who the fuck buys all that egg crap?"

	Kiko felt prickly. He recalled a boyfriend that had referred to his business as the "Huevos Hut" at every opportunity for seven long months; Kiko wondered time and again why he hadn't dumped the guy immediately. He told himself Dom was both curious and drunk, and again had likely had an awful day.

	"Tourists, this time of year," he said. "I run an online store, too. And only about a third of it is crap; I sell a lot of books, educational kits and DVDs, clothing--"

	"Huh. Maybe I'll have a better look if we stop by again."

	"I hope you do," said Kiko. "If only to let those kids hunt for more eggs. The stores hide new ones every day, you know." He paused. "Or you could drop by when I close up again tomorrow, if you wanted to get a drink with me..." He was not being confident enough; defending his business always left him a little drained.

	"Shit. Tomorrow's only Friday?"

	"Yes..."

	"And this isn't going to be through until Sunday?" Dom ran a hand through his hair. "This is going to be the worst, longest weekend in a while. Y'know what I found out today before breakfast? He's cheating on me. With his ex. Ex-wife. Then a cow blows up. Can you imagine the nightmares those kids are having tonight?"

	"I might have a few myself," said Kiko lightly.

	"Shit," said Dom again. "How'm I going to make those kids feel better when their fucking father's up all night afraid? I'm not drunk enough for this." He stared at his empty glass but made no move to have another, perhaps knowing, as Kiko thought, that being further influenced really wouldn't help him much in handling the situation.

	"You want a ride to your hotel?" asked Kiko, though he really wanted to offer Dom a night at his place. He was certain Dom would decline, though, and he didn't particularly want the man to think he was taking advantage of him. Dom shook his head.

	"No," he said. "I walked here. I can walk back. Need the air anyway."

	* * * *

	Hissing accompanied the shoving, and eventually Dom gave up and rolled over to glare at Alec.

	"What?" he hissed back, half-satisfied that Alec looked as though he had barely slept all night. The other half of him wanted to get back to sleep, even if the couch was hard and uncomfortable. Maybe he should have gone back home with the egg store guy the night before; Kiko would probably have let him sleep in, and cook him eggs for breakfast. Dom knew the man had been interested.

	"Get up and have a shower," said Alec. "Alyssa and Gabe were asking for you last night."

	Dom yawned, glanced at the clock next to Alec's bed. Five-thirty. Too early. But if he wasn't going to be allowed to sleep, a shower sounded good. Alec followed him into the bathroom.

	"What?" asked Dom again, taking his shirt off. "They're going to have to learn to live without me soon anyway. Not my fault."

	Alec gave him a disgusted look.

	"You could at least not disappear to go off and get drunk--"

	"Oh, go away, Alec."

	Alec muttered something profane but shut the door gently when he left, likely not wanting to wake the kids. They'd be up soon enough, anyway; Dom had never known Alyssa and Gabe to sleep much past six. He ran the hot water over himself until Alec returned and pounded on the door, then got out.

	"Took your time, didn't you?" muttered Alec as he ushered Gabe past. Dom ignored him and moved to sit on the bed where Alyssa was combing her hair and watching cartoons. Alec said nothing more to him through breakfast, though, which suited Dom fine. When the time came to pay Alec asked for separate checks.

	"I see you've adjusted already," said Dom, but Alec ignored the comment.

	"We didn't get much chance to hunt eggs yesterday, so how about we get a head start today?"

	"We could try that egg place we were at yesterday," said Dom as the kids grew excited, only partially to see Alec's face pale. "I bet there's better odds there right now." He did not mention because of the incident with the cow.

	"I don't know about that," said Alec. "The brewery--"

	"I wanna see the goose!" said Alyssa.

	"They put out new eggs every day, I heard," said Dom. "Besides, wouldn't you rather go to the brewery after lunch, Alec? You don't have to feel guilty about having a drink then."

	Alec glared at him. The kids were now so excited to see the goose that there would be a fit or two to deny them; Dom gave Alec a smug smile back. Alec's phone pinged and Dom turned away, his amusement suddenly gone. Only Friday.

	* * * *

	Chad had just gone out to see to the boxes of eggs for the Grand Hunt on Sunday when Kiko saw Dom and his uncomfortable-looking ex enter Yolks on You. Though he could have been assisting with the eggs, which should have been started yesterday, Kiko left it to Chad for now and went to assist his first customers of the day.

	"Anything I can do for you?" he asked, watching Dom, but the man gave no indication they knew each other at all. The two kids spotted the Mother Goose display and ran off to get a look at the goose in the pen. Dom shrugged.

	"We're here to see the goose," he said.

	"And hunt eggs," said the ex, pointedly not looking at Dom. "You have any still hidden here?"

	"Three less than two dozen," said Kiko, putting on his customer smile. "Here at Yolks on You, we hide a dozen a day. You're in luck that so few were found yesterday. There should be..." He trailed off as the ex moved away, poking through a potted plant on one of the tables in the eating area. Kiko cleared his throat. "The egg search is for the children."

	"Stop being an asshole, Alec," said Dom as the ex pulled a green plastic egg from under a leaf.

	"I'm afraid I can't honor the prize if it's not discovered by anyone under the age of twelve," said Kiko. Alec thankfully returned the egg, but he looked angry about it.

	"I'm sure Alyssa and Gabe can find a few on their own," said Dom. "I'm going to have a look around."

	He moved off into the aisles and displays, leaving Kiko standing near Alec, who turned away from him and made his way to where Katie was talking with the children about geese. Kiko wanted to remain in the store, to get a better chance to speak with Dom, but there was nothing more for him to do, and the boxes of eggs were already a day behind schedule. Sighing, he turned toward the door.

	A loud, sudden noise from out in the side building caused him to hurry. It sounded as though Chad had knocked over several of the boxes of eggs, which would only make more work for them. Each box came from a specific business; if any eggs went missing, Kiko would have to answer for it. He stepped outside and turned toward the smaller building where the truck was parked for loading, knowing immediately something was wrong.

	There was no movement but the odd egg rolling around on the pavement. Bits of plastic, paper, and candy littered the ground, and worse, Kiko could see blood.

	"Chad?" he asked, moving forward with a sinking feeling growing in his gut. He received a moan in response. Kiko rounded the back of the truck and saw a prone body in the midst of broken eggs, blood speckling the pavement and seeping from under Chad's arm.

	"He-hey," said Chad as Kiko knelt next to him, then promptly passed out. In a moment Kiko was on his feet again, dashing back to the store, yanking the door open.

	"Katie," he shouted, not caring how panicked he sounded. "Call 911. Chad--just call. Now!"

	He let the door slam behind him as he dashed back out to make sure Chad was still alive.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 3

	He wasn't sure why he followed Kiko, but he couldn't stay behind listening to Katie's frightened and confused voice on the phone. Dom pulled open the door and went after the sound of Kiko's footsteps, finding him bending down behind a truck partly filled with boxes. Chad was bleeding on the ground.

	"Help?" he asked, but Kiko shook his head.

	"I've got pressure on his arm, but he's passed out," he said, voice quavering. Dom glanced around.

	"Another explosion?"

	"Looks like it." Kiko breathed out, the sound loud and strange. "I don't understand."

	Dom bent down, unable to look at Chad for more than a few moments before focusing on Kiko's face instead. He was clearly concerned with his worker, but there was something else there, too, something Dom understood because he felt it at the moment. Fear.

	"Someone's trying to kill people," he said. Speaking it aloud made his stomach churn.

	"I don't know," said Kiko. "The ambulance could get here faster."

	"If you'd called them they'd be talking to you about that now. Why didn't you?"

	"I don't keep my phone on me during work hours," said Kiko. He bit his lip. "This kid can't die, Dom. I can't look at his parents and tell them he...While at work?"

	"You didn't do this," said Dom, hoping he was right about that. It made little sense for Kiko to try to kill his own employees, after all.

	"Yeah. You should get back inside. Those kids probably need you, after I came in there yelling like that."

	"They have their father," said Dom, but he knew Kiko was right. "You're all right here alone?"

	Kiko swallowed, nodded. Dom hesitated a moment more. If Kiko was the person planting explosives, then he absolutely shouldn't be left alone with Chad. But Dom just didn't feel he was a murderer. He took a breath, stood.

	"How is he?" asked Katie when he entered, and he relayed Chad's current state for her to tell the operator. Glancing around, he saw Alec shaking at a table, the kids trying to reach through the fencing to touch the goose. The kids were his first concern; he grabbed a few coloring books off the shelves--egg-themed, of course--and a package of crayons and sat them down at a table within view of where Alec was, silently promising to reimburse Kiko for the items later. He then approached Alec.

	"Alec," he said as he sat across from him. Alec's eyes traveled to Dom's, wide.

	"What..." he said. Dom scowled.

	"There was another explosion. You heard."

	"Is someone dead?"

	Dom opened his mouth to reply, but the ambulance sirens cut through the air and into the store. He didn't know how bad off Chad was anyway. Instead he simply sat and watched as Alec grew paler staring out the window. The police had arrived, too; one was out with Kiko and the ambulance, the other speaking with Katie.

	"Oh, God," said Alec, shaking. He looked ill.

	Dom wondered on that, on how odd it was for Alec to completely lose it when he had always seemed so cocky and in control. But then, he had never been what Dom had expected in bed, either. Thinking of the time he'd spent with Alec made him feel just as ill, though, so he leaned back and stared at the movements around the ambulance outside.

	Chad was being loaded into the back of the vehicle, which Dom took as a good sign, or at least a sign that he wasn't dead. Kiko had appeared deeply upset; still did, that Dom could see through the window. The man was well-groomed, hair cut short, face smooth, so that even with his upset motions he couldn't mess himself up too much. There was blood on his hands, which he was allowed to clean away after a few photos, and it had stained his shirt. Dom felt his eyes drawn to those tawny hands again and again, then Kiko's face. He considered the possibility Kiko had actually been interested last night at the bar, weighed it against the fact that he'd had more to drink than he should have and probably wanted to get laid to spite Alec.

	He was still puzzling over whether there was actually anything building between himself and the occasionally-annoying owner of a store named Yolks on You, or whether he was reacting to the stress of the past day, when the officer that had been speaking with Katie approached the table.

	"You are?" he asked, sounding less friendly than Dom would have liked. He flipped a paper up on his pad.

	Dom had to speak to the cop for both himself and Alec, who seemed to have decided to stop talking. The cop was more interested in what Dom had to say anyway, curious about what he had seen when dashing out to assist Kiko. When he'd finished, he sent a paramedic over to have a look at Alec. Dom watched him indignantly snap out of his stupor and insist he was fine, then glanced over at where Katie had resumed reading stories to Alyssa and Gabe at the goose display.

	"So you're fine now, then?" he asked. Alec scowled.

	"There's nothing wrong with me."

	"You expect me to believe that, too?" asked Dom, finding it difficult to hold back his fury. After everything Alec had already done to him, to keep lying like this, expecting Dom to simply deal with it...How he had not seen him for the dick he was months ago he didn't know. "You're a damn coward, Alec. And a liar. And--"

	"What is it you want from me?" asked Alec, voice rising. "To tell you you're right? To beg your forgiveness because your feelings are hurt? What?"

	"Call Megan," said Dom, trying to keep his voice lower. "Or text her. I don't care. Get her to come up here and take care of her kids."

	"We're doing fine."

	"No, Alec, I'm doing fine. You can't handle the thought of anything blowing up," said Dom, watching Alec swallow and clench his hands to prevent further shaking.

	"I'm not asking her for help," said Alec through clenched teeth. Dom rolled his eyes.

	"Please. You need it. Don't be stubborn."

	"She--" began Alec, but Dom was through with weak excuses.

	"You know what? I don't care. And those kids deserve a responsible adult looking out for them. Guess what? It's not me. We're through, remember? You're supposed to look after them. If you can't, get someone who can. It's not going to be me, not anymore. It can't be me. So call her." He stood. "I'll go get you something to drink. For your nerves."

	Dom left Alec to glare after him, glad they were in public. Alec liked to yell during a fight. If denying him that was something Dom could do with the last of their time together, he would enjoy it as much as possible.

	* * * *

	The officer drove Kiko home so that he could get a new shirt after handing over his stained one for evidence, after which he hurried back to Yolks on You, trying to make himself feel, or at least seem, normal. He was shaken. Those minutes with Chad had been long, too long, and despite having washed up at home he immediately went to the store bathroom to splash water on his face and scrub his hands again.

	"Hey," he said to Dom as he slid behind the counter, trying to get himself back into his customer mannerisms. His smile failed; his entire body seemed charged with worry. "You all right?"

	"Yeah," said Dom. Kiko noticed he was making more than the normal amount of eye contact and wished he was in a better mood to appreciate that. Brown eyes, gold flecks. "You?"

	Kiko attempted a chuckle.

	"Apart from feeling certain the police suspect me, worrying about Chad, and having half my property sealed off, including all the remaining eggs for the Grand Hunt, everything's almost going well. Can I get you anything, or are you just here to manipulate my mind with that intense stare?"

	Dom broke eye contact to glance toward where Katie was reading a book to the children.

	"I took a couple of your coloring books and a package of crayons for the kids when everything was happening, wanted to pay you for them. Oh, and I think Alec needs another adult eggnog. He hated the one from yesterday."

	"My eggnog's won awards," said Kiko, punching in the items.

	Dom laughed. "I just want it because he hates it. I'm sure it's good."

	"Ah, spite," said Kiko as brightly as he could manage, trying not to think about why anyone would want to cause explosions at his store. It was best to not consider that now, to only work. "Pleased Yolks on You has you covered for that."

	"You sure you're all right?" asked Dom, then, as though not wanting to be overly concerned with Kiko, "Maybe--"

	"I can't take an afternoon off," said Kiko, moving to grab a glass for the eggnog. "This is the busiest time of the year--or it would be if the cops hadn't sectioned off half the parking lot. Without Chad I'm down staff, and I'm not allowed any of the eggs for the Hunt since it's now a crime scene." He trailed off, wondering why he was saying all this. He was probably still in shock from earlier; regardless, he quieted. Complaining too much never left a good impression.

	Dom was staring at him.

	"The Hunt? That big egg hunt they have on Sunday?"

	"Yes, the Grand Hunt," said Kiko, filling the glass with eggnog. "Those boxes Chad was unloading were all the eggs for it--each business supplies and stuffs their own. Yolks on You employees hide them. We were already behind schedule when this happened."

	He set the eggnog on the counter and took the card Dom handed him for payment.

	"You'll get the eggs back on time, right?" asked Dom.

	"Doubt it," said Kiko, then tried to be upbeat again. He didn't want it getting around that there would no longer be a Grand Hunt. "But I'll call around and get more eggs for it. No need to worry about any Sunday events." He remembered overhearing Dom arguing with his ex about calling the children's mother; it struck Kiko that Dom might be leaving very soon. For some reason the thought almost panicked him. Yes, definitely affected by what had just happened.

	"--hope that goes without any more problems," Dom was saying. He moved to pick up the eggnog.

	"Actually," said Kiko, trying to meet his eyes again. "If you want an excuse to get away again I could use a little help with the eggs..." He watched Dom as the long seconds of consideration ticked by, then added, "Normally I'd ask an employee, but..."

	"What'd I do? Move boxes of eggs?"

	"Yes. They're not heavy, though. And if you wanted more. I need someone to help me hide them."

	"I hope this is a paid position," said Dom, the briefest of smiles an indication it was a joke. Kiko smiled back, glad the action was so easy.

	"I think I could come up with some form of payment you'd appreciate."

	Dom leaned back a little but did not leave, staring. The time hung like it had with Chad earlier, but this kind of suspense was a relief, as the worst that could happen was rejection. At this point Dom would have to know Kiko was interested, so whatever decision he made next would determine Kiko's involvement with him. He watched as Dom shrugged, left the eggnog where it was to reach into his pocket for his phone.

	"Sure. I don't think you mean now, so give me your number. According to Alec, they always go to Pasta la Vista for lunch Friday, so that's where we're headed next, and it sounds like you've got the store to look after."

	"It wouldn't be until later anyway," said Kiko, getting a scrap of paper for Dom to write down his number. "Yolks on You is open until nine during the Eggstravaganza."

	"Lifting boxes. Great," mumbled Dom as he slid his phone back into his pocket and grabbed the eggnog. "Just how I wanted to spend my vacation. After getting cheated on and--" He stopped abruptly, eyes flicking guiltily toward Kiko for a moment. "You'll call me, then?"

	Kiko nodded.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 4

	Alec ordered the pepperoni egg-shaped pizza, the only topping Gabe would eat, before glaring across the table at Dom as though telling him to order his own food. The waitress shifted on her feet; Dom held back a sigh and asked to see the menu again. He tried to flash her a smile as he asked for a plate of ravioli, but she was distracted as a child ran up to her, plastic egg in hand.

	"Found one!" he said, waving the red plastic around before opening it. The waitress bent down to him and read the slip of paper inside the hollow egg.

	"You get a free dessert pizza," she said, standing. "Why don't you lead me back to where your parents are and I'll tell you all about the kinds of toppings? We have apple, chocolate strawberry, chocolate peanut butter, chocolate bacon..."

	"Sit back down," said Dom to Alyssa as she stood on the booth to see where they were going. Alec shot him a glare that conveyed he did not want him taking any part in disciplining the kids any longer, but wasn't going to speak it aloud because he didn't want to answer any questions they were sure to have.

	"That chocolate bacon pizza sounds pretty good, doesn't it?" said Alec instead, smiling at his kids. "After we're done with our pizza we'll have to see if there are any eggs still left to find here."

	"I want apple pizza," said Alyssa. "Not bacon. And not pepperoni."

	Dom tuned out the bickering and whining that followed as best he could, concentrating on the printed paper placemat in front of him. There was a simple maze there, a few pictures to fill in with crayons. On the back, however, there was a list of Eggstravaganza events for the next few days, which he folded up and pocketed. When he'd agreed to join in on the trip he hadn't bothered to look up anything about the place, as Alec had already had it covered.

	His hand bumped his phone in his pocket and he felt a small rush. He had Kiko's number now and Alec had no idea. Dom didn't normally move this fast after a breakup, but then, he'd never had a breakup quite like this, and the time and place seemed right. If things didn't work out with Kiko--or if he wasn't actually interested, just friendly--Dom would be back to work by next week and could forget the entire thing. It was a good feeling.

	"What are you so happy about?" asked Alec, ruining Dom's brief better mood. "Didn't you just see...?"

	"Chad'll be fine," said Dom, not completely sure why he was able to recover so much better than Alec. They were simply different people. Nothing was more apparent than that, now that Dom thought on it. "It's a small town. I'm sure they'll catch whoever's responsible."

	Alec pushed a yellow crayon that had rolled toward him back to Gabe.

	"I saw some people checking out this morning, after what happened yesterday. If people don't stay for the Eggstravaganza there won't be one next year."

	"You're not worried?" asked Dom. He wondered that Alec was fine with having his children still here after all that had happened. Alec shrugged.

	"We just won't go back to the egg shop. Someone's targeting the place. Probably drugs. That store looks like a front for them, doesn't it? How else you think they make any money?"

	"Alec, you're here spending money for an egg-themed weekend."

	Alec opened his mouth to say something dismissive when the egg-shaped pizza arrived, followed by Dom's ravioli, which he concentrated on to avoid the parent-child battle as Alyssa refused to eat. He wondered why he hadn't split from Alec for the day; Mount Angus was, after all, a small, mostly-walkable town. Maybe after lunch. It would be nicer to wander around alone.

	A painfully awkward meal passed, but soon enough Alyssa was trying to push past Dom to get out of the booth and run around the place. He and Alec let the children out, the latter telling Alyssa to watch out for her brother as they went. He finished his pizza, watching Dom with an odd expression.

	"What?" asked Dom, pushing his empty plate away.

	"I can handle my kids without Megan. Or you."

	Dom rolled his eyes.

	"I'm not having this argument with you again. You should call her. You won't."

	"That bothers you, doesn't it?" asked Alec, looking pleased. The waitress returned then, to drop off the checks and clear away the plates, and Dom jumped up as Alec tossed his card down.

	"I'll pay at the register," he said, and followed after the waitress, who disappeared into the kitchen with the dishes before appearing at the counter.

	"Did you enjoy the best pizza and pasta in town?" she asked, smiling pleasantly as she ran Alec's card.

	"It was delicious, thanks."

	She laughed.

	"That's good, 'cause Pasta la Vista is the only pizza and pasta place in town!"

	Dom smiled back at her. It occurred to him that she, being a local, might have a better idea about what was going on with the explosions. Nothing he'd heard so far sounded quite right; destructive teens and drug dealers were more like something from a bad TV show.

	"Not worried about business after what happened?" he asked. She lowered her voice.

	"You mean what happened to Buddy Angus yesterday?" She shook her head. "Poor Buddy Miller. He loved that cow. He can't be taking it well." She paused to swipe his card. "Noodlebeard--the chef and owner here--isn't too worried. Actually, last I heard, he's hoping it'll bring in more customers. An exploding cow? That's gotta be good for tourism, right?"

	"Noodlebeard?" asked Dom before he could stop himself. She laughed as she handed him cards and receipts.

	"Oh, that's just his nickname. On opening night a few years back there was an incident in the kitchen, and he accidentally came out to visit a few tables with a full strand of vermicelli stuck to his beard! He'll never live that one down, but he's used to the name now."

	Dom returned to the table with the thought that perhaps he just wasn't very good at asking the right questions for information. He was no detective. Alec sat with the kids, happily going through the three eggs they had managed to locate.

	"Free coloring book," he read out, glancing down at Gabe. "They can't all be coloring books. And this one...coloring book?" He grabbed for the last slip of paper. "Coloring book?"

	Dom gladly watched Alec turn red with irritation.

	* * * *

	After having straightened everything twice to calm himself, Kiko made Katie an egg salad croissant for lunch and tried to stomach one himself. He couldn't help but worry for Chad, but he doubted he'd hear anything about him for a while. He had immediately called Chad's parents and had gotten hold of them even before the police, but now the thought of calling around about the Grand Hunt was daunting.

	"One free box of four egg-shaped chocolates," said Katie, slapping the slip of paper that had been inside an egg down next to Kiko. He jumped slightly at the noise, shaking his head at himself as she took the box and moved to deliver it to the lucky child. Kiko sold a few egg salad croissants, trying to be glad for the business in his store at the moment, but he wanted to be alone, or away. Eventually he composed himself and picked up the phone.

	"Joylove Antiques, finding antiques you love is our joy. Joy Witbek here to help you."

	"Joy, it's Kiko," he said, bringing back the upbeat sound to his voice.

	"Kiko! How goes? Got that mess all cleaned up over there?"

	Kiko swallowed.

	"Well...I actually was calling to tell you we had another explosion here."

	"Really? I hope no one was hurt."

	"Chad's gotten a ride in an ambulance now," he said, "But I'm sure he'll be fine. Unfortunately, boxes of the eggs for the Grand Hunt were damaged, and those that weren't, I can't have. So I was hoping you'd be able to whip up another box. It doesn't have to be as big. I know it's a lot to ask at the moment..."

	"No, no, it's fine," said Joy after a brief pause. "Briana and I can put something together. When do you need it by?"

	"ASAP. A third of the eggs were supposed to be hidden by now, but because of the excitement with Buddy Angus yesterday...We were only getting started, and now everything's either destroyed or confiscated."

	"I'll give you a call when we've got it together," said Joy and hung up. Kiko breathed out, took care of a few customers, and began to call around to the other businesses. The list was long; nearly every place in Mount Angus, and a few a little ways outside of the town, participated. Eventually he reached a point where people were calling him, the news having spread. He picked up the phone to Buddy Miller's voice.

	"I heard it happened again," he said when Kiko answered.

	"No deaths," said Kiko, hearing Buddy sniffling. "I was just about to call you. The eggs for the Grand Hunt are either destroyed or with the police. You think there's any chance you can get me any more in the next day?"

	"Yeah, yeah, no problem," said Buddy, blowing his nose loudly. Kiko winced. "My girls always make too many, we have a whole box just sitting here."

	"Right there at the brewery?" asked Kiko, thinking perhaps Dom could spare a moment already. "All right if I send someone over to get it? You don't know him, but he'll mention me."

	"Yeah, yeah," said Buddy, then, "You'll be at the funeral, right?"

	"What?" For one terrible moment Kiko thought Chad had died and somehow Buddy Miller had found out before he did.

	"I'm having a funeral for Buddy Angus." Buddy sniffled loudly. "When all this egg madness is over. I think...I think Buddy'd want you there. And the goose."

	Kiko blinked.

	"Of course," he said. "Mother and I wouldn't miss it."

	He hung up and pulled Dom's number from his pocket. He could call it from the store's phone, but he had given Dom his personal number, and he wanted him to be able to take the call as he wanted. Kiko slipped into the basement where much of the storage was, as well as workers' belongings. It took little time to tap in Dom's number; much more to bring himself to call it.

	"Hey," said Dom when he answered. Kiko could briefly hear the noise of children and someone complaining about coloring books, then the sound was replaced by cars. Wherever Dom was, he had just stepped outside.

	"Hey," said Kiko, feeling more nervous than he had last night at the Pickle. "I was wondering if you wanted to get started on moving boxes."

	"Now?"

	"If it's a problem--"

	"No, no problem," said Dom. "Where?"

	"Buddy Miller has a box down at the brewery. I told him to expect you."

	"That's the Mount Angus Brewing Company, right?" asked Dom, and Kiko was struck by just how non-local the man was. He'd never want anything beyond this weekend, even if Kiko could get things to go smoothly with him. And this week had been anything but smooth.

	"Right. Buddy Miller's expecting you. Just...be careful with him. He's in a state about his cow still. Tell him I sent you to pick up the box. Can you bring it back here when you're done?"

	There was a pause. Kiko would have thought Dom had hung up except he could hear the odd car.

	"I think I can do that," said Dom after a time. "We're actually headed to the brewery next. It's the getting the box back to you that might be more of a problem."

	"You really can just drop it by," said Kiko, then forced a short laugh. "No need to linger if you think Yolks on You is cursed. But there shouldn't be any more problems. There's not much left here that hasn't exploded."

	"Any news from the cops about that?"

	"No. And who knows if there will be." Kiko paused. "But I should get back to the shop. I've left Katie to do everything herself."

	"I'll get that box of eggs to you when I can, then."

	Dom hung up before Kiko could thank him.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 5

	"They'd better give away good stuff here, not just coloring books," said Alec as he drove up the dirt road that wound up a hill to the brewery. Dom rolled his eyes.

	"The kids like them," he said. "And places like the brewery can't give away alcohol to minors."

	Alec glared ahead and ignored Dom, leaving him to get Alyssa and Gabe out of the car after he'd parked. When Dom entered the building he found Alec already enjoying what looked like a Golden Goose Egg at the bar beyond the merchandise area. Frowning, he led the kids over.

	"Just going to drink, or do you want to take the tour? Maybe learn a little about beer?"

	"I'm good," said Alec, then waved a hand at the kids. "Go, go on, find some eggs."

	Alyssa and Gabe dashed off into the racks of shirts and sweaters, dodging other customers. Dom's first inclination was to go after them and tell them to behave, but he was through with that. His second inclination was to have a beer himself, but apart from not wanting to drink with Alec, he figured someone should be able to drive when it was time to leave. Instead, he went in search of Buddy Miller. He found a young woman ringing customers up and waited his turn.

	"Can I help you?" she asked.

	"I was told to talk to Buddy Miller about a box of eggs. I'm picking them up for Kiko."

	The woman grew more pleasant.

	"Oh, of course! Just one moment." She ducked in a back room for a moment and came out with a large cardboard box, which she set on the floor at the side of the counter. "Buddy's on a tour right now, but he should be back in, hmm, twenty minutes. But you don't need to talk to him, you can just take the box."

	Dom stared at her. It occurred to him that anyone could have access to anything in this town just by asking. No one knew him. She continued talking after realizing he wasn't going to say anything.

	"Just awful about all of it, isn't it? Poor Buddy...he's taking the loss hard. And now all the eggs destroyed or confiscated! It's a good thing we always make up a spare box. Buddy says it's unnecessary, but Deb insists. Of course, this year it's come in handy. You're Kiko's new worker?"

	"Just doing him a favor," said Dom. "He's short staffed since this morning." He bent to the cardboard box, deciding to take it out to the car. "Thanks. I'd like to talk to Buddy when he gets back." If for nothing more than that Dom wanted Buddy Miller to know what had happened to his eggs so that Dom wouldn't find himself part of an investigation if the police went looking for any unusual activity.

	When he returned, he noticed Alyssa and Gabe playing in a round rack of clothes. Alec was still drinking at the bar, blissfully ignoring them. Gabe had a yellow plastic egg in one fist. Staying far away from them, Dom wandered the merchandise while waiting for Buddy Miller to appear, wondering if the entire town of Mount Angus was comprised of a selection of varying themes. Kiko's store was entirely about eggs; everything here had to do with beer, of course. He was trying to comprehend the need for seven different kinds of coasters with the Mount Angus Brewing Co. name on them when the door to the brewery area opened and the previous tour emerged. Dom moved past them as they descended on bar and gift area and made his way toward the cashier's counter.

	Buddy Miller wasn't difficult to spot, the wide-shouldered, plaid-wearing, red-faced man looking mournful behind the counter could only be him. He was exactly what Dom pictured when he thought of the kind of guy who worked in a brewery, right down to the beard. But the flush in his face was not from sampling his product.

	"Here, I'll get you a tissue," said the woman, disappearing into the back room as Buddy sniffled. He seemed to be completely unaware of Dom, who cleared his throat.

	"Buddy Miller?" he asked as the woman passed him the tissue. The man blew his nose loudly; the woman gave Dom a look that pleaded with him to be gentle with Buddy.

	"Yeah, what can I do for you?"

	"I'm Dominic. Kiko sent me to pick up the eggs. I already have them," he added as Buddy began to look around blankly for the box. "I just wanted to meet you."

	"Yeah, yeah," said Buddy, then went silent.

	Dom glanced at the woman but she looked worried, so he decided to not ask any questions, even though he was curious why Buddy seemed to be overdoing his grief at the death of a cow.

	"Thanks for the eggs, then. And sorry for your loss."

	Buddy's lip trembled as Dom turned and made his way back to Alec.

	"You plan on being here awhile?" asked Dom, noting that the yellow egg now sat on the bar.

	"Why?" asked Alec. "Gabe found a good one. Beer soap. Not as good as a shirt, but there's still four more eggs here to find today."

	"I want to borrow the car."

	Alec set his beer down hard.

	"No. You think I'm stupid?"

	"I just have a short errand to run."

	"You go where I'm going," said Alec, "or you rent yourself a car somewhere."

	"I don't know why you're so suspicious," said Dom, frowning down at the near-empty beer. "I'm not the one who cheated. How many of those are you going to have?"

	"I was just done," said Alec, finishing the last of the beer. "The kids want to stop by the ice cream caboose and look for free sundaes. There's probably some eggs left there."

	"I'll wait in the car."

	Dom didn't want to bother collecting the children. He was not about to give Alec any more help than necessary. It seemed to take forever for Alec to return, kids in tow, bar of soap in hand, and Dom had gotten irritated in that amount of time. He said nothing to Alec until they had gotten on the road again, did not even look his way.

	"Drop me off at the Yolks on You on your way, will you?"

	"I told you I'm avoiding the place," said Alec. "Illegal activity."

	"I've been asked to take a box there," said Dom. "It'll be a few minutes at most."

	"No, Dom."

	Dom glared over at Alec, thinking he should never have agreed to come with him this weekend. Alec's phone buzzed indicating a text that he made no move to read.

	"After what you've done--" began Dom.

	"Stop being so dramatic. Life happens."

	"That doesn't just happen. You know what really hurts, Alec? How little you must really think of me. How stupid I was for thinking you were worth my time."

	"Not around them," hissed Alec, referring to his kids, but Dom no longer cared.

	"What, you don't want them to know their father's a chronic cheater? You did it to Megan, too, didn't you?"

	Alec slammed on the brake, eliciting shrieks from both Alyssa and Gabe. Gabe started crying.

	"Get out."

	Dom stared at him; Alec looked livid, hands clenched on the steering wheel, eyes like stone fixed on the view directly through the windshield. He did not look open to further talking, but before Dom could make up his mind Alec spoke again, his voice an attempt at restraint.

	"Get out. Take your box and get out of my car. Do it now."

	Dom slammed the door behind him and walked around to retrieve the box of eggs. After he'd hefted it up, Alec drove off so fast Dom could only blink at him for a few moments before the car disappeared from view. He stared at the road, not at all happy. It was several miles back to Mount Angus, at least, and he was on his own with an awkwardly large box. He cursed Alec, put one foot in front of the other. It was a good thing Kiko would not be needing the eggs until tonight.

	* * * *

	An eggnog seemed like a good idea, and no one would have to know it was the alcoholic version Kiko was drinking. A day like today seemed to warrant it. Thankfully, there had been a steady rate of customers despite the explosions and police presence, but even so, Kiko felt his nerves wearing. He needed either something to calm him or distract him. As he was weighing the eggnog decision, the door to the store opened and Dom entered with a large cardboard box, looking like he wanted to punch the first person to cross his path. Kiko left the counter and immediately rushed over to relieve him of the box.

	"Thanks," he said as the eggs rattled.

	Dom grunted at him, glaring around the store. "You didn't get my calls."

	Kiko winced at the anger in the statement and motioned with his head for Dom to follow him.

	"I keep my phone in the basement." Dom followed him to the door downstairs. "Was Buddy not cooperative?"

	Dom pulled the door shut loudly.

	"I walked here," he said, then, "No chance there's any drugs in those eggs?"

	Kiko was not following. He set the box down against the wall and turned to look at Dom, trying his best to flash a smile and wondering how ridiculous he looked.

	"What?"

	"If you run drugs through here that's probably why you're being targeted with these explosions. And if so I want to walk away. I won't say anything to anyone about it."

	Kiko noticed how intimidating Dom was making himself, leaning forward and scowling darkly. He was several inches taller than Kiko, which was much more a discomfort now that he was using the height to make himself appear threatening. Kiko swallowed, tried smiling again. He spread his hands, hoping they weren't shaking. He should have had that eggnog.

	"This is just a themed shop, Dom. Drugs don't go through here, but if you really don't trust me...you can spend the next hour going through that box. Just make sure the eggs are all put back together properly." He tried to meet Dom's brown eyes. "What have I done?"

	Dom backed off. After a moment, he laughed a little and glanced at the old concrete wall.

	"You are a nerd." He laughed again, a little more loudly. "That's why you talk weird."

	Kiko tried not to be offended. When Dom said it, it sounded more negative than he liked.

	"You don't believe nerds can get mixed up in drugs?"

	"Not when they refer to it as 'getting mixed up in,'" said Dom.

	"I don't know why you'd think that of me anyway," said Kiko, trying not to grumble, trying not to think how typical it was for the white guy to think of him first when thinking of drugs. "I didn't have anything to do with the explosions. And I should get back up to help Katie anyway." He moved toward the stairs.

	"You really don't have any other employees?"

	"No one else permanent. Katie's full-time, Chad's part-time, and I, stupidly, decided not to hire another part-timer this year. Thinking of putting in your application, Dom?"

	"If it comes with a company car," said Dom as he followed Kiko into the store.

	"It wasn't my intention to make you walk."

	"And I wasn't going to," said Dom, shutting the door behind him more quietly this time. "Alec kicked me out."

	Kiko gave Dom a sympathetic smile, wanting to offer his place to crash if Dom needed it, but he didn't think it would come out right at the moment. As he moved behind the counter Dom hesitated, backed off. Kiko rang up the customers, gave out another two egg prizes to children, and answered the ringing phone before noticing that Dom had stuck around.

	"Yolks on You, egg emporium. Kiko speaking. How may I help you today?"

	"Kiko?" He tried to place the woman's voice but couldn't. "This is Chad's mom."

	"Oh," he said, then, "I am so very, deeply sorry--"

	"No, no, don't be...He said you were the one who helped him."

	"I only did what I could," said Kiko, then as the words registered, "He's going to be all right?"

	A pause.

	"Yes. They're going to keep him awhile because of the...because he...he lost some blood, but he's okay. I just wanted to thank you for getting him help right away."

	Kiko hung up the phone more relieved than he'd expected, his mood lifting. Chad was going to be fine. Things could have gone so much worse. Had Chad died...had he been out there, too, when the explosion happened...He shook himself. None of that was the case.

	"Could I help you?" he asked Dom, who was hanging awkwardly around the egg-shaped truffle display. Dom looked up, blinked, and rolled his eyes, hands in his pockets.

	"You don't have to talk to me like that," he said, then, when Kiko arched an eyebrow, "like a customer."

	"Maybe I'd like to serve you."

	Dom glanced around the shop at that, but the few customers inside at this hour were either listening to Katie's reading or far enough away they couldn't hear. Dom shuffled on his feet, took a hand out of his pocket to scratch his stubbly cheek.

	"Look, I'm not into...that sort of thing. No offense."

	Kiko couldn't help but grin.

	"Not a dom, Dom?"

	"That's not clever."

	"Well, I'm not really much good as a sub."

	"You got cheerful fast," said Dom.

	"Chad's going to pull through all right," said Kiko. Dom seemed to relax at the relief in his voice. "I'm sure he won't be back for any more of the Eggstravaganza, but it could have been much worse."

	"That's good." Dom paused. "So you're still going to need my help with the eggs?"

	"If you'll give it."

	Dom paused to glare out the window, though he didn't appear to be looking at anything in particular.

	"Yeah. Nothing else to do."

	"I can give you a meal for your help."

	Dom glanced back at him, the glare fading.

	"Asking me out now?"

	"I can't have you go hungry after running all my errands for me. The bank has their new box ready--they're just a few blocks away. If you don't mind walking."

	"You should get that company car," said Dom.

	Kiko watched him exit, only turning away when another child approached the counter with a found egg.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 6

	When Dom returned with a box of eggs from the church--filled with biblical verses instead of monetary prizes, he was assured when he picked it up--it was very dark, and Kiko was over at one of the tables at one end of the shop. Dom set the box down by the basement door and crossed to the table only to find it set with what almost looked like a picnic--deviled eggs, egg salad sandwiches, potato salad. A beer sat across from a smaller glass of eggnog, and several egg-shaped truffles were set to the side.

	"Kiko?" he asked and the man turned, flashing that smile that always seemed to reach his eyes.

	"I promised you a meal," he said. "I'm afraid it has to be what I have on hand here at Yolks on You. Go on, have a seat."

	There was no one else in the shop at the moment and Dom was hungry. He sat.

	"Is it always like this, empty in here at night?" he asked. Kiko pushed the beer toward him.

	"Business always dies down around mealtimes," he said, shrugging and also sitting. "But since the explosions...it hasn't been as good as normal, no."

	"S'not going to put you under, is it?" asked Dom, biting into the sandwich. Kiko sighed.

	"Probably not." He paused. "Thanks for all the help."

	Dom glanced at him, caught Kiko's dark brown eyes for a moment that was much longer than normal. He couldn't really decide how he felt toward him--he liked the look of Kiko, and his optimism was refreshing after Alec, but his excessive enthusiasm...Dom just couldn't tell whether he despised it or found it endearing. He did find himself attracted to Kiko, but again he wasn't sure whether that was because he'd just gotten out of a relationship with Alec.

	"If you're thinking what I'm thinking..." began Kiko, suddenly inches closer than he had been a moment ago.

	"You're not eating," said Dom.

	"You're distracting me."

	Dom decided to meet his grin with one of his own.

	"Why? I've got all my clothes on."

	Kiko opened his mouth to reply but a customer entered and he got to his feet instead, moving off to help them. Dom watched as he ate, staring at Kiko's ass probably more than he should have, but he figured the man wouldn't mind. When Kiko returned he'd finished the sandwich and was working on the potato salad, filled with huge chunks of hard-boiled eggs.

	"Where were we?" asked Kiko as he sat. "Oh, yes, you were just offering to take your clothes off for me, I believe."

	"Don't you normally wait until the third egg-themed date?"

	"I may not look it, but I'm an incredibly impatient man," said Kiko.

	Dom smiled to himself, took a drink of the Goose Egg ale. He couldn't help but feel a little smug about the entire situation. If only Alec knew how quickly he could move on, find someone better. They wouldn't do anything in the store, certainly, but it was obvious Kiko was interested, and Dom found that exciting. The entire weekend might not be ruined.

	Kiko left to attend to a few more customers, returning to peck at his food and make whatever charged comment came to mind, but it soon became the case that they were no longer alone in the store. Kiko looked vaguely annoyed at that, but Dom leaned back with another beer, holding back a laugh.

	"You could always kick everyone out and close early if you wanted to be alone with me," he said.

	"Can't afford to," said Kiko. "I should actually stay open an extra hour to try to make up for lost business. I'd rather get you alone in the woods sooner than that, though."

	"Go off into the woods at night with a strange man I just met? My mother warned me about that."

	Kiko offered a small smile.

	"When we're done, I'll probably ask you to load the boxes in my truck. The one not in police territory, that is."

	"I can do that," said Dom, sensing Kiko wanted to move to safer topics now that parents were bringing their children back into the store after eating. "Have the cops told you any more about what's going on?"

	Kiko left to ring up a customer, returned to shake his head.

	"No, and I'm not surprised. They probably have no clue what's going on themselves."

	"I thought they'd arrest Buddy Miller."

	Kiko looked truly shocked at that.

	"Why?"

	"His overdone grief. Over a cow? It's suspicious."

	"No, no," said Kiko, shaking his head. "Buddy looks like he'd kill you for looking the wrong way at him, but he's soft at heart. When he first got that cow he was prouder than some parents you meet. He's really upset about it--he'd never kill it, certainly not in front of a group of children, or where he'd have to see. And I just can't imagine him trying to hurt me at all. Buddy's not like that."

	Dom tried to analyze Kiko's expression.

	"Were you two ever--"

	Kiko interrupted him with a laugh.

	"You're joking," he said.

	"I'm just trying to figure out this town. You know it makes no sense?"

	"It makes complete sense," said Kiko, standing. "It's picking up in here again. If you could load up the boxes when you're done? We'll go hide as many as we can after I close up later."

	* * * *

	Despite the late hour Kiko simply couldn't feel tired. His heart beat with the thrill of something new, Dom in the passenger seat as he drove, taking out his phone as it jingled with yet another text. Kiko glanced over at him.

	"Fuck...off," said Dom under his breath as he tapped in the reply.

	"Alec?"

	"Yeah," said Dom, shoving his phone back in his pocket. "Wants to know where I am."

	"It is nearly eleven," said Kiko.

	"I have a keycard."

	A silence fell, disrupted only by the further indication of Alec's continued texting. Kiko began to feel a little nervous, and Dom grew stiffer in his seat.

	"Tell me..." said Kiko after a time, wishing his conscience didn't demand he ask this. "You and Alec...you are broken up, right?"

	"Right," said Dom, not annoyed like Kiko had expected. "And the lesson here is: don't cheat on me."

	Kiko laughed at that.

	"I wouldn't dream of it."

	"Now you tell me something," said Dom, turning to look at him. "How old are you?"

	"What?" asked Kiko in a half-laugh. "Late twenties. Is there a problem with that? You're not secretly fifty, are you?"

	Dom breathed out as though relieved.

	"It's just that you look...you look young. Maybe twenty-one, twenty-two?"

	"Surprise, I'm twenty-nine. Are you telling me you're ancient?"

	"No, thirty-one last month. It just seemed wrong if you were a decade younger. You'd still be a kid, really." Dom paused. "How far is this place anyway?"

	"The turn's just ahead," said Kiko, hoping driving Dom out into the middle of nowhere wasn't making him uneasy. "They hold outdoor plays here in the summer, but it's perfect for the Grand Hunt because it has both trails through the woods and an open space farther in for the plays--the younger kids have an easier time hunting the field."

	Kiko drove them into the field that was used for parking and turned the truck off, plunging them into darkness. He grabbed a flashlight and passed one to Dom, who turned it on immediately.

	"You're sure we're not going to get exploded out here alone?" he asked.

	"No," said Kiko, getting out of the truck and moving to grab a box. It was the eggs from the church and he frowned. "But without this, there's no Grand Hunt, and with no Grand Hunt, there's going to be a big issue for future Eggstravaganzas. I really wish they wouldn't do this," he added as he popped open an egg to reveal a piece of paper. "Every year we ask for no bible verses, just throw in some candy if you don't want to give out anything bigger. Mount Angus has been trying to keep everything secular."

	"It's a church," said Dom, moving to grab the box from the brewery.

	"One of these years someone's going to complain," said Kiko, picking up the box. "Follow me. We'll put about half in the woods and half in the field."

	"I'm surprised you can set them out so early and have nothing happen to them. The bank said they put money in theirs."

	"That's Mount Angus," said Kiko. "Mild and safe. Well, apart from the recent events. That really never happens."

	"That's what everyone says when something happens," said Dom as he followed Kiko along one of the wooded paths toward the field.

	"I mean it never happened, until now. I researched the town's entire history for a project in high school. No explosions."

	Dom started laughing.

	"You researched the town's entire history? Kiko, I'm not surprised."

	"Just hide your eggs," said Kiko, retreating to the far end of the field. There was not much opportunity to talk as they sowed the eggs into the tall grass, but when they had covered it all, Dom moved very close to Kiko.

	"I know it looks like there's multiple trails," he said. "But maybe we should stick together. We could still see each other out here. But if something happens in the forest--"

	"You're not afraid of the dark, are you?" asked Kiko. Dom scowled.

	"No. I'm not used to so many trees. That's all."

	"Well, I wouldn't mind getting closer to you, so the suggestion sounds good to me."

	"Just keep your hands on your own eggs," said Dom, shining his flashlight into the nearest path. "This one first?" Kiko watched him check his phone. "It's already almost midnight. Are we doing all these boxes tonight?"

	He did not sound happy. Kiko sighed.

	"That was the plan. Some of the businesses aren't giving me their replacements until tomorrow."

	"And then more of the same tomorrow night?"

	Kiko tried not to be too disheartened.

	"If you want out at any point, Dom, I can drive you back to Mount Angus. Or you can stay at my place if it's too late..."

	"Third egg-themed date," said Dom. "Spending the night when I only met you yesterday?"

	"Never hooked up with anyone?"

	"We are not getting into that," said Dom, hefting his box and entering the path. Kiko envisioned embarrassing tales that Dom wanted kept secret and tried not to smirk as he followed. They walked along the trail, Kiko watching Dom's shadowy form in front of him, then wound their way down the second. Slowly they emptied their boxes and headed back to the truck.

	"You want a break before the next boxes?"

	Dom groaned at the question.

	"I'll buy you a drink afterward," said Kiko, leaning close to Dom where he peered into the back of the truck. When he turned, their faces were inches apart.

	"You're going to owe me more than one," said Dom, yanking out the next box and then making his way toward the trees. Kiko followed, finding the field more unsettling than it had been earlier. It was eerily silent now, something Dom must have noticed, too, as they rushed through these newer boxes. An uneven number of boxes meant the last they would do together; Dom followed Kiko closely as they returned to the field.

	"And it's only one-thirty," said Kiko as brightly as he could manage in his tired state. He smiled up at Dom, who was so close now that there was no room for the box between them. Kiko let it slide to the ground as Dom leaned in, brushed his lips against Kiko's before pulling back. When Kiko moved forward to finish the kiss Dom pulled back, grinning.

	"That's for keeping me out so late," said Dom. "That's why it's all you get."

	Kiko stared at him, wanting to accuse him of being a tease, but the thudding of his heart in his chest got the better of him. There was something else he wanted to do much more than spar back and forth with Dom all night, the ghost of a kiss the only reward. He'd prepared for this. He dropped down on one knee and reached into his pocket.

	"What are you doing?" asked Dom.

	"I have a proposal," said Kiko, pulling out a plastic egg. Dom was eyeing him; he popped it open. Inside was a condom, which he extended in Dom's direction. "I'd like you to do me the honor of--"

	The pounding of running footsteps caused him to stop. He stood as Dom turned wildly around, waving his flashlight in every direction. It caught grass, more grass, and then a shadow.

	"Hey," shouted Dom, taking off in the direction of the figure. Kiko shoved the egg back in his pocket and followed, the lights from their flashlights jumping all around the field as they ran. Dom put on an extra spurt of speed as the figure reached the trees, but when Kiko caught up to him he was panting alone on the trail.

	"Dom?"

	"He got away," said Dom, and they both caught their breaths in silence.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 7

	"What I don't understand," said Dom as he got out of the truck at Kiko's house, "Is why you're being targeted."

	He squinted at the farmhouse in the dark as Kiko took the goose out and carried it toward the house. He opened an unlocked door and nodded Dom inside.

	"I don't think I'm being targeted," said Kiko as he flipped on the light to reveal a modern-looking kitchen painted grey-green. "Have a seat."

	Dom sat at a breakfast nook and looked around, surprised. This was not what he'd expected. He watched Kiko wrestle a cloth diaper onto the goose and then move to a cupboard, where he pulled out glasses, then another where he pulled out a bottle of whisky.

	"Mother needs his diaper on or he'll mess the house," said Kiko as he sat and poured.

	"I'm actually surprised your house isn't egg-themed, too," said Dom, then blinked. "Mother's not a female goose?"

	Kiko grinned.

	"Mother's a he, but it doesn't really fit with the theme, does it? I should have done my house up with eggs. Then we'd be on our second egg-themed date, and next time we could end up back in my bed. Alas." He took a drink.

	Dom suddenly felt awkward. As fun as it was to start something new, there was no way this could last. Kiko was very interested, but he suspected it would not be easy to deal with him leaving on Monday. Of course, that wasn't really his problem...Still. He cleared his throat.

	"You know I'll be gone in a few days," he said, unable to meet Kiko's eye.

	"Yes," said Kiko, twisting his glass in his hand. "I'm just supposed to pretend you're not here?"

	"I can't promise you anything," said Dom. "And I don't want to. It just leads to problems."

	"You should really consider being clear about what it is you want."

	Dom hesitated, remembering the way Kiko had gotten down on one knee to offer him a condom. This entire weekend, this entire place, seemed unreal. He didn't intend to lead Kiko on. Nor was he particularly sure what he wanted at this hour when his mind had difficulties figuring out what to say that wouldn't create issues. He decided to drop that train of thought; he'd let Kiko know he was going back home after this weekend, so anything he entered into now he did knowingly. He took a drink.

	"I don't understand why you think you're not being targeted. The two explosions were at your shop, and the person tonight...he must have known you'd be there."

	Dom was relieved when Kiko dropped the other subject and focused on this one.

	"There's no reason for anyone to target me."

	Dom stared at him. The answer was obvious to him, but he felt awkward saying it aloud.

	"I noticed Mount Angus is very white," he said, and Kiko laughed at him.

	"Racism? I grew up here, Dom, people are used to me. My mother had more trouble, I guess, but no one's so violent. The most someone might do is avoid you or gossip. Give you a bad deal. No one would be planting explosives."

	Dom watched him take another drink.

	"Maybe they keep it hidden," he said. Kiko rolled his eyes.

	"Of course they keep it hidden. No one wants to be obvious about it, do they? People don't like that. Or are you talking about not letting on who's causing the explosions? Because the culprit would want to keep their identity hidden." He paused. "I just don't think it's about me."

	"What's the motive?"

	Kiko shrugged.

	"The money, I figure. It's not a small amount. Everyone wants it."

	Dom had his glass raised halfway to his lips; he set it down hard.

	"What money?" he asked.

	"The Chamber of Commerce gives away a monetary award to the business that they felt did the best for the community at the end of the Eggstravaganza. It's sort of an incentive to draw the crowds; if you're competing for the money, you'll do more that will make the tourists want to come. It's a good award. Some anonymous donor left a huge amount in his will a few years back, for just this purpose. Guess he wanted to keep Mount Angus on the map."

	"How much money?" asked Dom. Kiko poured more whisky.

	"Twenty-five grand."

	Dom stared at him, consciously keeping his mouth shut. Kiko shrugged.

	"Obviously everyone wants it."

	"Why has no one mentioned this before?" asked Dom. "This is--this is--"

	"Most likely the motive," said Kiko. "Though I'm not sure how exploding my business is the way to get it. I'm never in the running."

	Dom stared at him.

	"We need to make a list," he said. "All the businesses involved, who's the closest each year, and any other--"

	"Dom, it's nearly three in the morning. I can barely think, and I'm going to need to get up in three hours. The police are investigating."

	"Don't you want to know what's going on?" asked Dom. "Don't you want to know why these things keep happening? We could have been blown up."

	Kiko stared at his drink.

	"Three options: my bed, my spare bed, or a ride to your hotel."

	Dom sighed, drank the rest of his whisky in one fiery gulp, and sat back in his chair. He should get back to the hotel. He tried to crush his excitement. He and Kiko could probably figure out what was going on if they just took the time to think about it.

	"The last one, then," he said, and Kiko stood without drinking more.

	"Come on, then," he said. "Help me tomorrow?"

	"How could I say no?"

	* * * *

	When Dom walked through the door to Yolks on You on Saturday he went immediately for an empty table. It was already eleven; Kiko had been up for hours and was trying not to yawn so much in front of the customers. When he got a chance he crossed to Dom, standing in case anyone needed him.

	"Hey," he said. "Get any sleep?"

	Dom did not look up from the notepad he was scribbling on. Kiko saw an open children's placemat from Pasta la Vista sitting on the table; Dom was scribbling down the names of all the businesses on it. He'd written things by some of the names. Kiko could see excessive grief--killed own cow? next to the brewery and extra funding for poor and/or bibles next to the church.

	"Dom?"

	"More sleep than you, I think," he said. "Slept 'til eight. But I've been meaning to write this down for hours."

	"I really don't think churchgoers would try to explode anyone."

	Dom looked up at that. He grinned.

	"We're not going to figure out what's going on until we examine the individual motives. Money, like you said, but why?"

	Now Kiko did slide into the seat opposite Dom. He regretted it immediately; it made him want to sleep. He tried to pull the notepad away but Dom would not let him. Tourists. When it came to it, Dom was just like the rest of them. He had to find something to entertain himself while visiting.

	"The police are investigating. They don't want anyone else getting mixed up in it. That's generally dangerous, anyway."

	"You're really not curious?" asked Dom, eyes meeting Kiko's. "Chad was hurt. We were stalked last night. Something's going on. It can't hurt to try to put a few pieces of the puzzle together. And if we do find anything, we'll go right to the cops."

	Kiko sighed, slouched in his seat. He was curious. He did want to get to the bottom of everything. He very much wanted to have a safe store again. And if that was what Dom was interested in, he wanted to be part of it. He pointed to the paper placemat.

	"Pasta la Vista's been wanting to renovate the top of the restaurant to seat more people. Right now it's an apartment, but Noodlebeard has difficulties keeping it rented. He'd want the money for that."

	"Thanks," said Dom, scribbling that down. "Any more town gossip?"

	"I don't keep up with all of it," said Kiko, forcing himself to stand. "You could try discreetly asking when picking up boxes today. If you still feel like doing that."

	Dom's phone buzzed; he pulled it to him and gave a little half-grunt, half-laugh.

	"Alec's pathetic. He must've had a hard time with the kids yesterday without me. He paid for my breakfast at the buffet that one hotel was hosting this morning. I don't think I've ever seen so many varieties of cheese offered at a buffet before."

	"He's texting you again?" asked Kiko before he could stop himself.

	"Yeah. Wants me to go to some deviled egg competition luncheon at the Dill Pickle. That bar we were at. Luncheon. Hah. Alec knows words like luncheon."

	"Have you been drinking?"

	Dom waved a hand.

	"No, no. Just tired. And I have a project."

	"Well," said Kiko, "there's a box of eggs at the Pickle if you want to grab it. You might be able to get some of your gossip there, too. Wish I could come along."

	"Don't worry; I won't run off with anyone else," said Dom as he replied to Alec's text. "It sounds like something mothers and grandmothers host."

	"Dill hosts it. But you're right. His ex-wife started it. It just happens to be the only thing the Pickle does for the Eggstravaganza besides supply a box of eggs." Kiko paused. "Yolks on You should have come up with it first. It's supposedly very interesting to see the different kinds of deviled eggs. More than you can taste, I've heard."

	"I'll taste a few extra for you. I think those people want to check out."

	Kiko left Dom to writing his list and went back to the counter, pulling up a smile as he went. As long as there were no more explosions here today, he might not lose a dangerous amount of business. And maybe tonight if he and Dom weren't so busy...No. He almost laughed at himself. Expecting things always led to disappointment, and this weekend needed some good surprises, after all.

	* * * *

	"Is that egg from yesterday still in the plant?" asked Alec when he entered. Dom looked up from his notepad in time to see Alyssa and Gabe dash off deeper into Yolks on You. Alec was looking down at him, frowning.

	"I think some kid must have found it." As Dom folded up his menu and closed the notepad Alec frowned in the direction his children had run. "I thought you didn't want them back in here. Drugs."

	"We're only staying a few minutes. They know if they don't find anything in five we're going. Ten minutes isn't enough time for anything to happen."

	Dom completely disagreed with that, but he didn't care to argue with Alec where Kiko might see, so he just laughed. Alec glared at him.

	"This place is bad luck."

	"Then why didn't you just text me to meet you outside?" asked Dom, understanding after a moment. Alec was too intent on watching where his kids were. "You want the eggs."

	Alec shrugged, small smile on his face.

	"Saw some kids at the hotel last night with good prizes--shirts, board game, chocolates. Parents said they got them here. Figured it was worth another brief stop."

	"I'm not surprised," said Dom. "You're greedy, and Kiko does a good job on things like this."

	Alec turned away from watching where Alyssa and Gabe were going. His gaze was accusatory.

	"Is he why you've been late every night?"

	Dom stood.

	"You implying something, Alec?"

	"They ask for you before bed, you know," said Alec, but Dom didn't care to be emotionally manipulated.

	"Why? Because you're still having nightmares about that cow so you can't help them get a glass of water in the middle of the night?" He noticed Alec clench his hands to fists. "You're their father, Alec. We're over, remember? I can do what I please without having to consider what you want. It really is a good feeling. You get angry too easily."

	"You're always the one who causes the fights. You're too sensitive about everything." Alec seemed like he was trying hard to keep his voice from rising.

	"Shouldn't we get going?" asked Dom, ignoring Alec, who turned and stalked off to collect his children. Dom watched as he located Gabe, then Alyssa, who was jumping up and down in an aisle of plush toys, clutching an egg in each hand.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 8

	Kiko tried not to worry as he climbed the hospital stairs, basket of egg-shaped peanut butter chocolates in his hand. Katie had assured him repeatedly she'd be okay handling the lunchtime crowd alone. She was completely competent, and Kiko had wanted to visit Chad, but he had protested until it became clear she wasn't going to let him stick around. So he'd taken the small gift basket she'd filled with Chad's favorite Yolks on You candy and drove to the hospital.

	"Told you he'd visit," said Chad as he entered. Kiko hesitated, knowing the kid's mother was there and staring at him, but he crossed the room and handed the basket over.

	"Thought I'd bring you something," he said. Chad beamed.

	"Thanks! These're my faves. I've been getting so much candy from everyone I'm going to vibrate my way out of here."

	"Chad," said his mother. Kiko knew that tone of voice; she was uncomfortable with her son joking. He couldn't imagine how shaken she was by the entire thing.

	"Grab a seat, boss," said Chad. "What's going on? Any more explosions?"

	"Thankfully, no," said Kiko, hesitantly sitting and glancing at Chad's mother. She stood at that with a sigh, grabbed her purse, and mumbled something about calling Chad's father before leaving the room.

	"Can't believe I was actually involved in an explosion. I couldn't hear anything for so long! Everything was weird, y'know? Thanks for calling the ambulance. Don't think my parents are happy with the bill. Apparently it's expensive?"

	"You're safe. They're happy," said Kiko, not sure what else to say. He couldn't help but feel guilty. If Dom was in any way right and someone was targeting him specifically, he'd put Chad in danger.

	"So do the cops have theories? When they interviewed me they didn't tell me anything."

	"They don't tell anyone anything," said Kiko, unable to hold back a smile.

	"Well, that's not really fair, is it? I told them everything they wanted to know. I guess you have to be, like, watching the show to see what they're thinking."

	"I guess," said Kiko, thinking of Dom off eating deviled eggs and gathering information. Chad might have something worth knowing. "What happened?"

	"I survived an attempt on my life, that's what happened," said Chad proudly. "I am officially the coolest person in Mount Angus. Y'think Lacy'll go out with me now?"

	"You could always ask," said Kiko, wondering whether he'd get anything of use from Chad anyway. He didn't seem particularly reliable. In fact, he seemed a little more out of it than usual. Shock, or painkillers, maybe.

	"That would mean I'd have to break up with Em," said Chad, frowning. "I don't think she'd like that too much."

	"Was there anyone around when it happened?" asked Kiko, and Chad looked up.

	"The cops asked that, too. Nope, I didn't see anyone. The explosion was from one of the boxes."

	"One of the boxes? Not in the truck or the building--"

	Chad was shaking his head.

	"No, no, def a box, boss. I was picking up the one from Joylove's and it went off." He paused again, squinting and frowning. "Or was it the one from the school? I just moved that one, too. I can't remember."

	"I'm sure the police have figured that out by now," said Kiko, thinking Dom was overestimating their ability to untangle a mystery.

	"Who would put an explosive in a box? It's crazy. Like, just blow up the building if they wanna take out Yolks on You, right?"

	"I am very glad they didn't."

	"'Course you are. But you got insurance, right? Anyway, wanna see what they pulled out of me?" Without waiting for a response Chad reached over to the bedside table and rummaged through candies until he pulled out a plastic jar. He passed it to Kiko.

	"All this?"

	"Yep," said Chad, almost lovingly. "Shrapnel. Mostly plastic crap, pieces of eggshell and little toys."

	Kiko turned the jar over in his hand, trying not to be disturbed by the number of items that had embedded themselves into Chad. There were over a dozen nice-sized items, some of them not plastic at all.

	"Is that...?"

	"Metal? Yep! Parts of the bomb, maybe? It's my good luck jar now."

	Kiko passed the jar back.

	"Why didn't the police take this as evidence?"

	Chad shrugged.

	"Who knows? They don't tell me anything. Their loss."

	Kiko stood, unsure how he felt confronted with the fact the police weren't doing as good a job as he'd expected of them.

	"It was good to see you, Chad, but I have to get back to the store now."

	"Right, right! Say hi to Mother for me. Y'know what's great, boss? The drugs here are ah-mazing."

	"I'm sure they are," said Kiko, and left before he ran into Chad's mother again.

	* * * *

	Dom was shocked when he pulled out his phone with his free hand and saw he'd gotten a text from Kiko. He read it quickly, eating the deviled egg he was holding in his other hand.

	I went to see Chad. I'm considering bomb possibilities.

	Dom laughed at that and moved to stand under a tree somewhat away from other people to reply.

	Don't let cops read that. Egg luncheon delicious. Just had chipotle deviled egg. Avocado bacon the best.

	Stop that. You're making me hungry.

	Thought I already did that.

	Are we moving onto flirting? Give me a moment and I'll give you a dick pic.

	Fresh one? asked Dom, then, seeing Alec approaching him, g2g.

	"I see you looking smugly at your phone," said Alec as Dom slid the device back into his pocket. He shrugged.

	"Not my fault you have nothing to be smug about anymore. Have you tried the chipotle deviled eggs? They're delicious."

	"Chipotle? I'd hate them."

	"It was worth a try," said Dom, hands in his pockets. He leaned around Alec to look through the crowd of people. The tables of deviled eggs were set up in lines in what must have formerly been a volleyball court; the sand was still present. There was a box at one end of the last table for people to rate their favorite eggs for the judges to take into consideration. Children ran around, searching for prize eggs, and a young man with glasses and medium-long hair served what looked to be Golden Goose Egg beer at yet another table.

	"What?" asked Alec.

	"Have you seen Dill anywhere? The owner. He has a box for me."

	Alec eyed him.

	"Are you asking me to help you run drugs with your new fuckbuddy?"

	"I can't even laugh at that, it's so stupid," said Dom. "No. I'm picking up eggs for the Grand Hunt tomorrow." He started to walk off, but Alec followed him.

	"So you have been screwing him."

	"It's none of your business," said Dom.

	"You disgust me."

	Dom did laugh at that.

	"Go find your kids," he said, and moved off to buy a beer. Alec stalked off, pulling out his phone. Dom guessed he was complaining to Megan about him. Let them be together. They seemed to deserve each other. He went up to the young man selling the beer, noting that he could not be older than just eighteen. Still a kid.

	"Thanks," said Dom as he passed him the Solo cup. "You by any chance know where Dill is?"

	"Why do you want him?" asked the kid, looking angry.

	"I'm just picking up the box of eggs for Kiko."

	The boy shook his head.

	"Don't. I'll take care of it later."

	"Not necessary," said Dom, taking a drink from the cup. "I'm already here."

	"I said I'll take care of it," said the kid, the anger flaring in his eyes as his voice rose. "I'll drop it by. When do you need it?"

	Dom stared at him, trying to figure him out. Teens were always moody; it came with the territory, but he couldn't figure out why this one would care so much about a box of plastic eggs for children. It was an odd thing to take interest in. As he was trying to puzzle that out, Dill himself walked up and placed a hand on the boy's shoulder. The kid's eyes immediately dropped.

	"I hope my son's not bothering you," the man said. Dom could barely remember him, but he was definitely the man that had served him at the bar on Thursday.

	"No, no," said Dom. Dill nodded, then patted the kid on the back.

	"Good. I raised a respectable one, at least. More than can be said for most of the people here." He nodded vaguely at the adults, mostly women, milling around the tables of eggs. "What can I do for you?"

	"Just wanting to pick up the box of replacement eggs for Kiko."

	"Right. Come with me."

	Dom followed him to a garage behind the Dill Pickle, where he pulled a cardboard box out from under a worktable littered with tools and random scraps of metal. He moved to pass it to Dom, noticed the beer in his hand, then walked out of the building.

	"Where's your car?"

	Dom directed him and thanked him, then returned to mingle with the other people, sipping his beer, sampling the deviled eggs, and eavesdropping. He found he rather enjoyed eavesdropping; no one cared what they said around a tourist, who knew no one in town and would be leaving soon enough.

	"It's a shame she left," one of the women at the chipotle deviled egg table was saying. "She should have stayed behind and managed the Pickle. She would've done a better job."

	"On this for sure," replied a second. "Remember how excellent this event was last year? The guess-the-number-of-chocolate-eggs-in-the-jar event for the kids, suggestion ballots on what flavor profile theme next year's should take, the raffle..."

	"Not only that," said a third, "He's running the business into the ground. The Pickle'll be under this time next year, you'll see."

	"Not if he listens to Dill," said the second. "That kid's smart. Annie says he's one of the three kids with the highest GPA of the graduating class."

	"You actually think a kid could run this place?" asked the third, laughing.

	"He'd be better at it than his father," said the first.

	Dom darted in to grab another chipotle deviled egg, then moved over to the avocado bacon selection. Not just the women gossiped in this town, he noticed; there were a couple of men by the table, reminiscing about Dill's ex's deviled eggs, which Dom understood were both legendary and tragically absent this year. He tried not to be disappointed; he would have liked to taste them.

	He wandered the tables, already full but noticing there were a few he hadn't yet tried. He ate one of each anyway, these also delicious. He picked up an egg rating paper, unsure how he was supposed to decide when everything he'd tasted had been excellent. He numbered everything and slid the sheet into the box, feeling like he'd been doing very little to figure out what was going on.

	"Hey, Alec," he said, nabbing the man as he was popping open a green egg Gabe had found.

	"What now?"

	"I'd like to borrow the car--"

	"No."

	Dom didn't bother to argue with him. Instead he retreated to a tree and texted Kiko again.

	Alec an ass. Pick me up?

	He did not receive a reply for a few long minutes.

	All right. I'll be there in fifteen minutes.

	* * * *

	After Kiko pulled into the grassy lot that served as extended parking for the Pickle, he took out his phone to text Dom, setting it aside again as he noticed the man approaching, cardboard box in his grasp. A plate of deviled eggs was balanced on top of it. He set the box in the back of the truck and then opened the door, sliding into the seat with his plate of eggs.

	"I was under the impression you'd let me pick you up?" said Kiko as Dom shut the door.

	"I'll fall for it one of these nights."

	"I had my hopes set on tonight," said Kiko. Dom paused fractionally, and then their eyes were meeting. He'd leaned closer to buckle his seat belt, and for a moment Kiko was certain they'd end up kissing again. He even leaned forward slightly, but Dom was backing up, smiling.

	"Here where anyone can see? Here, I snagged you a few eggs so you wouldn't have to miss out. There's chipotle, avocado bacon, buffalo, three different kinds of regular..."

	"I'll have them when I get back to Yolks on You, thanks," said Kiko, backing out of the grass.

	"Chad doing all right?"

	"Yeah," said Kiko. "He's enjoying the painkillers. The amount of shrapnel they pulled out of him..." He shook his head.

	"You saw it?" asked Dom, then when Kiko nodded, "Shouldn't that be evidence?"

	"I thought so, too, but I guess not for investigations in Mount Angus."

	Dom laughed.

	"Wow. They really do need our help solving things."

	Kiko scowled at that. He really didn't think meddling was wise. Unfortunately, the more he indulged Dom in it, the more he found himself interested. The culprit was very likely someone he knew, and he wanted to find out who.

	"You said you were thinking about the explosive?"

	"Yeah," said Kiko, turning onto the road into town. "I think it was in one of the eggs. Once it went off, the eggs themselves turned into weapons--there were toys in some of the ones for the Grand Hunt, not to mention the plastic shells themselves can cut deep. Chad had a lot of plastic embedded in him." He paused and swallowed, trying not to think about projectiles piercing into flesh in a mere instant. "He also had bits of metal in him."

	"Part of the bomb?" asked Dom.

	"That, or some of the eggs were stuffed with metal scraps for maximum damage."

	Dom let out a low whistle.

	"Someone really wanted to hurt people."

	"Or kill them. That first one took out a cow," said Kiko. Dom frowned.

	"Why not set it off on Buddy Miller, then?" he asked. "Unless he was the one who planted the explosive..."

	Kiko shook his head, pulled into the back of Yolks on You.

	"It could have been something that went off after a certain amount of time, or more likely after it was moved. That would make more sense. Buddy places the egg wreath around Buddy Angus, which triggers the explosion. Chad was moving the boxes when it happened the second time."

	Kiko sat staring at the back of his store after he'd turned the engine off, trying to settle his stomach. He felt vulnerable suddenly, unable to figure out who would be doing this. No one he knew would want to kill anyone, he was sure. But perhaps he just didn't know the people in Mount Angus as well as he thought he did.

	"Well, you did better than I did," said Dom, passing Kiko the plate of deviled eggs. "You're actually connecting dots. I only heard more gossip about Dill."

	"Makes sense," said Kiko, taking an egg. "His wife just left a few months ago. That's the freshest thing, apart from these explosions." He paused to bite into the egg. "Thanks, by the way."

	* * * *

	


Chapter 9

	Joylove Antiques took up the entirety of an old Victorian house on the corner several blocks away from Yolks on You. Dom walked there, hands in pockets, dodging families scuttling to and from various events and shops. He could imagine Mount Angus at most other times of the year, streets much less full, normal business more of a trickle.

	A bell tinkled when he entered the store and he decided to wander around for a time before asking for the replacement box. He'd always found antique stores fascinating, dusty old hordes of magical junk that might just be worth a fortune. He imagined the children hunting for eggs here were practically wandering through an Eye Spy book, then he wondered whether those were still popular. He stuck around until the bell announced several families entering, one after another, and he decided he no longer wanted to be in such a crowded space.

	Dom made his way to the bottom level of the store, searching for where the register would be. One of the rooms he passed through was filled entirely with sculptures and lawn ornaments made from old metal. Many of the items were fascinating; a dinosaur skeleton, its ribcage made from old pitchforks; posts designed to hold flower pots; an old metal fence turned into a bench.

	"Can I help you?" asked a late middle-aged woman, straight dark hair to her shoulders.

	"I'm looking for either Briana or Joy," said Dom, hoping he'd remembered the names Kiko had given him. The woman smiled.

	"I'm Briana. What can I do for you? Finding antiques you love is our joy here at Joylove Antiques. Were you interested in anything in particular?"

	"Well, actually, Kiko sent me here to pick up a box of eggs," said Dom, taking one last glance around the sculptures in the room before following Briana through to the back of the shop, where the register was. Another woman about the same age as Briana sat behind the desk, her long blonde hair tied back.

	"Joy, where did you put that box of eggs I gave you?"

	"It's just here," said Joy, standing and pulling it out from under the desk. When she passed it to Briana their hands touched and Joy gave Briana's arm what Dom could only label as a caress.

	"Are you sure there's nothing I could interest you in before you run off with this?" asked Briana. "Maybe one of those sculptures you were admiring? Locally made, very unique."

	"By that she means each piece is an individual," said Joy. "They make spectacular garden accents; you'll be the talk of your neighborhood."

	"Also great gifts," said Briana. Dom moved forward and took the box from her.

	"Thanks, but I don't have any way to get one home. Who made them?" He didn't think either woman had.

	"Sam!" said Joy, jumping from her seat. "I completely forgot about his box until now." As she dashed off into the back room Briana smiled and explained.

	"Sam. We let him show his work here. He's really very good, isn't he? Joy's getting his box of eggs. He always sends them through us because his poor wife's sick and he's very busy with their eight-year-old twin daughters."

	"There you are," said Joy, bringing out a tiny box and setting it on top of the one Dom already held. "Lucky we forgot about it first time around, isn't it? Sam wouldn't have had time to make another."

	For one terrible moment Dom feared the small box would explode, having been left for days just so that Kiko would stop by to pick it up. But the seconds ticked past and nothing happened; he sighed in relief and decided to press somewhat. Everyone in this town seemed to have some big secret that was still somehow common knowledge.

	"Sorry to hear about it," he said. "I'd buy one if I could get it home."

	Joy sighed.

	"I tell him he needs to make more small items, they go as soon as they get here. He should've made more for the Eggstravaganza..."

	"He could do so much more for the Eggstravaganza if he only had a little more time," said Briana. "Which is a shame, because he could really use the promotion, the time out in the community--"

	"The prize money?" asked Dom, hoping he didn't sound too eager for a response. Briana shrugged.

	"Of course!" said Joy. "The medical bills the family must have--outrageous. I've encouraged him to sell at fairs and the farmers' market in Madison, but he won't. He owns the scrap and salvage place out by the Pickle, but you know they must barely scrape by on that..."

	"Joy," said Briana, warning edge just barely audible in her voice. She followed it with a tease. "You always were a shameless gossip."

	"He's curious," said Joy. "And Sam won't be able to care about getting a pity sale if he doesn't know about it."

	"I'll think about it," said Dom. "And if I can figure it out, I'll get one after the celebrations are over. You do online sales?"

	"We do," said Joy, passing him a business card with their website on it. "Sam won't list his things, though. But if you shoot us a message we'll see what we can do about it."

	"Thanks," said Dom, shifting the boxes in his arms. "No explosives in these, right?"

	Neither of them laughed at the joke, which was unsurprising, but Joy began talking again.

	"Terrible about those, isn't it! No, ours are explosives-free."

	Briana rolled her eyes, mumbled something about seeing if the other customers needed help, and walked off. Dom had no intention of leaving yet, though. He adjusted the boxes in his arms.

	"This is my first time in Mount Angus, and I can honestly say I wasn't expecting anything like this."

	"Nothing ever blows up here," said Joy, shaking her head. "It's terrible. Someone could have been...I hear Chad's going to pull through from Kiko, that has us all relieved. Poor Buddy Miller, though." She gave a little laugh. "He loved that stupid Brown Swiss. Can't believe he thought anyone would mistake it for an Angus. Can't believe the number of tourists that did!"

	"Isn't it a little odd that he's so broken up about it?"

	"Oh no, no, not at all. He was very attached to that cow. Why?"

	"I was wondering...it seems strange to me, that's all," said Dom. Joy looked like she was about to laugh.

	"Are you saying you think Buddy Miller's behind this? He'd never do that to his own cow. Never." She paused. "Visitors always have such interesting theories about life here."

	"Why do you think this is happening, then?" he asked.

	Joy blew out a breath. "Oh, I don't know. Probably some tourist with a grudge."

	Dom opened his mouth to reply to that, but the sudden noise almost directly above them stopped him. The ceiling and walls rattled; he could hear falling knickknacks and a moan, directly followed by screams and wails. He was startled for long seconds as his mind grasped that another explosion had gone off and right above him. He slammed the boxes on the counter and turned as Joy bolted from her seat and rushed past him.

	"Bri!" she shouted, moving so fast that Dom had a difficult time following her. They ran through the main level and up a flight of stairs, Joy with the ability that comes from knowing every inch of a space, Dom with far less grace. He crashed into boxes of costume jewelry and knocked over a quilt rack, narrowly dodging several small, cluttered tables.

	Everyone seemed to be clustered in a back room, a mother clutching a bleeding child, bleeding herself, shrieking at a man who had to be the father. He too was bleeding, and shouting into a cell phone. The other people that had been in the place at the time had gathered around; he watched as Joy ran to Briana, who was kneeling next to the mother. Joy dabbed at the cut on Briana's face with her sleeve, relief clear in her eyes.

	Dom stared at the scene, realizing the moment he went for his phone that the bleeding father was already shouting at the 911 operator. He noticed the other two families slipping toward the stairs and the exits and he moved to stop them.

	"Hang on," he said. "Don't leave yet, please."

	"Who're you?" demanded one of the parents.

	"I don't want my kids to see this," said another.

	"The police are going to want to question you," said Dom, placing himself at the top of the stairs.

	"We didn't see anything."

	Dom wondered what was taking the cops so long--hadn't they been to the scene earlier when the cow exploded? When Chad was injured? Dom couldn't remember, and these people seemed agitated.

	"Why don't we wait downstairs?" he asked. "It'll be easier on the children."

	He led the way, not pleased with having to turn his back on these people, but they settled into antique furniture and waited. Dom breathed out a sigh of relief and stood by the door to wait.

	* * * *

	As the day continued to pass, wonderfully free of any further explosions in his store, Kiko began to relax a little. There was a good chance that whoever was responsible for the earlier bombs had lost their nerve now that someone had been injured. And Kiko was looking forward to a day full of no drama worse than a few children's tantrums.

	He took over a few of the Mother Goose story readings so that Katie could rest her voice and have the green tea she always brought to work. When he was finished, he brought Mother out of his display and held him so that the children could touch the goose. Hesitant hands brushed the feathers and one child made a grab for Mother's tail feathers; Kiko pulled the goose away.

	"Hey now, let's not hurt Mother," he said, gently, aware some parents took issue with others disciplining their child.

	"But the gold egg's in her," said the child, reaching out again.

	"No, the golden egg is hidden somewhere in town," said Kiko, returning Mother to his display cage. The poor goose had been harassed enough for now. "And you're in luck! It hasn't been found yet."

	"I think you're keeping it so no one gets the money," said the kid. Kiko suspected the child had pessimistic parents; he occasionally heard something that a kid had to have picked up elsewhere. "'Cause five hundred is a lotta money."

	"That it is, and I wish you the best of luck," said Kiko, smiling. He was about to select another book to read when he noticed Katie on the phone, eyes wide, very pale. He put the book back, shot the nearby customers a reassuring smile, and crossed to Katie.

	"What happened?" she asked into the phone, voice lowered either to not draw attention or out of fear of what the answer might be. He heard her take in a little breath. "And the kid?" Kiko waited impatiently until she nodded, thanked the person on the other end, and hung up the phone.

	"Katie?" he asked, but she surged forward, a clearly-false smile pasted on her face as she rang up a customer. Kiko moved to help a child claim a prize, and when they were both free again he approached her.

	"It's terrible," she whispered to him, voice so low he had to lean close to her to hear it.

	Kiko wanted to ask what had happened, but he kept silent. Katie took a sip of her tea and a deep breath. He feared what was coming, but he wasn't surprised by it.

	"There was another explosion," she said. "Someone...someone died."

	"Who?" he asked, suddenly worried for Dom. If Dom had been right, if someone was targeting Kiko, and he'd sent Dom to run his errands for him..."Katie, who?"

	"A--a tourist," she said. "She was only trying to help the kid..."

	"What tourist?" asked Kiko, then relief rushed through him. "She?" He immediately felt guilt that another's death had given him comfort. He swallowed, waiting for Katie to continue.

	"It's just terrible," she said. "Over at the brewery. A little girl picked up an egg. Her aunt--she was helping her search--she thought it sounded wrong. And she--she swatted it away and held the girl when it went off. I don't even know how..."

	"The paramedics?" asked Kiko, shocked.

	Katie shook her head. "She bled--Kiko, she bled out. Oh, God. Right next to that poor little girl..."

	Not caring whether customers saw, Kiko pulled Katie to him for a hug. She seemed like she needed it, he told himself, regardless of what the tourists might think. She sniffled into his shoulder. After seeing the sharp metal and plastic shards Chad had been peppered with, it was not difficult for him to envision how easy it was for even a small explosive to kill a person. Severing an artery would be enough.

	He was still holding Katie when the door opened and Dom walked in, boxes in hand, not looking happy at all.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 10

	Dom waited while Kiko followed him to the basement, leaving behind a Katie insisting she'd be all right handling things.

	"You heard, then?" asked Dom, noticing Kiko's expression had no joy in it. The stairs creaked as they descended. Kiko nodded.

	"Yeah. I guess now it's murder."

	Dom nearly fell down the rest of the stairs, not expecting to hear that. Kiko's hand shot out and grabbed him by the shoulder to help steady him, and he turned to look at the man.

	"But none of them died," he said. "They were only injured..."

	"What?" asked Kiko, looking confused. "Katie just had a call from the brewery and they said..." He trailed off as they looked at each other. "You're not talking about the brewery."

	"No," said Dom. "There was an explosion at Joylove Antiques just now."

	"But no one died," said Kiko, and Dom nodded. "That's good. Let's get down these steps before we fall down." Dom moved to do as suggested as Kiko kept talking. "There was one at the brewery, too. A woman died saving her niece. Whoever's been setting these bombs is now guilty of murder."

	Kiko seemed genuinely distressed by this, and Dom thought he might be thinking of Chad, of what could have happened to him but luckily didn't. Someone died...whoever set the explosives must have known that could happen. Probably wanted that to happen. The thought was disturbing.

	"No one died at the antique place," said Dom, setting down the boxes of eggs. Neither he nor Kiko made any move to go back upstairs immediately. "Some family got cut up, Briana a little, too. Joy looked terrified."

	"They're a couple," said Kiko. He tried a smile, but it was weak. "You'd think Mount Angus would have driven people like them or me out, but sometimes a small town surprises you."

	"Seems to be the case with these explosions."

	"That's not funny, Dom," said Kiko, frowning.

	"Look, I want the culprit caught, too. What do you know about Sam, out by the bar?"

	"You think it's him?" asked Kiko, shaking his head. "No. When would he have the time? He can barely fill a dozen eggs once a year."

	"But he could really use the money," said Dom. "I hear. Sickness and little income. It's a lot of competition to get rid of, but Mount Angus isn't that big of a town."

	Kiko rolled his eyes.

	"You don't think it's Buddy Miller any longer? The other explosion was at his place. Someone died. You were so keen on him until someone dies at the brewery?"

	Dom waved a hand, frowning and staring at Sam's tiny box of eggs.

	"I'm thinking, I'm thinking. This is all so confusing. Real mysteries don't give you hints and directions like shows and books."

	"Real killers don't want to be caught. They don't leave breadcrumbs."

	"Did you learn anything else?" asked Dom, hoping Kiko had gotten a gossipy customer or phone call, or had made a deduction as brilliant as the one about the bombs earlier. "Something we could use to figure this out?"

	"No. Maybe we should call it quits on this, Dom. It's getting dangerous--what if the culprit hears that we're poking into business that isn't ours? Mount Angus isn't exactly a discreet place; at some point it'll get around that we're asking a lot of questions."

	"Isn't that a case for figuring it out sooner?"

	"No," said Kiko, trying to catch Dom's eye. He grabbed his arm, squeezed. Dom could feel worry in the grip. Kiko could not meet his eyes. "I was...concerned, earlier. For a moment. When I'd heard there had been an explosion..."

	Dom stared at Kiko, trying not to feel touched by that; it would only make it harder to leave when the weekend was over. He tried a laugh that he knew sounded forced.

	"It's a bit soon to be worrying about me. We only met a day ago."

	"Two," said Kiko, giving Dom's arm a squeeze before releasing him. "Two days ago."

	"Right." An awkward silence fell. Dom didn't like the way the conversation had headed, so he steered them away from danger. "Any more boxes for me to pick up?"

	* * * *

	Against his own policy Kiko kept his phone on him after that. He couldn't seem to shake the worry after two more explosions; they were definitely linked to the eggs, and Dom was out shuffling boxes of them about. The next time one of them went off could be even worse.

	How goes it? he texted Dom under the counter, feeling like Chad trying to get away with fiddling with a new app while on the clock.

	Fine. Have bakery's box. Want all cakes.

	They make an amazing chocolate cherry. In cupcakes, too.

	Want me to pick you up some? replied Dom.

	No thanks.

	Kiko set his phone down to see to a customer, but Dom didn't respond. He tried not to be concerned. Dom was, after all, just walking around town collecting boxes of eggs. Kiko felt guilty he hadn't offered his truck to him, but then, Dom had said he'd like to walk a bit when he'd last left. He had to be feeling the stress, too; he'd been around for three of the explosions, and that had to wear on a person.

	Where are you?

	oak and third, replied Dom, not bothering to capitalize the street names. Kiko cringed, forced himself to overlook it.

	Stop by Gord's for next box of eggs?

	?

	Gordon's Grocery, down three more blocks on Third Street, texted Kiko, wondering whether Dom noticed the difference in their messaging.

	Got it.

	Kiko bit his lip, set his phone down. Some preteens were harassing Mother through the cage, parents nowhere to be seen. He shooed them away and set to tidying, taking stock of what inventory to bring up from the basement. Katie passed him with the broom, looking immensely tired.

	"If you want to take off early..." began Kiko, but that seemed to worry her more. She shook her head firmly, pony tail swishing across her back, and attempted a smile.

	"No, no. I like work when things are stressful. And with all the explosions..." She shuddered. "I want to keep that from my mind. The kids are with Allen this week, so it's just me at home, and...I'd really prefer to work."

	"I understand completely," said Kiko, as reassuringly as possible. Her mouth quirked up on one side.

	"Actually, I was going to offer to take dinner here and watch the store, let you go out with that guy. Have a date somewhere."

	Kiko stared at her, opened his mouth. Katie laughed.

	"I'm not blind, Kiko. He's around here constantly. I've even seen him staring," here she lowered her voice so no child would hear, "at your butt. So if you need to know he's into you..."

	"That's not necessary," said Kiko, clearing his throat. "I can manage here if you wanted to go home and cook yourself something. You can come back afterward if you want."

	Katie rolled her eyes.

	"I'll pop out for a burger and bring it back here. You go and enjoy yourself. He's a tourist. He won't be around for long. You should take a moment for yourself, after everything here."

	Kiko wanted to protest further, but eventually nodded. He did want this opportunity, and he trusted Katie when she told him she'd rather work. And she looked much happier when he'd agreed.

	"Good! And I want to hear all about it, too."

	"Where should we go?" asked Kiko, shuffling some egg-shaped sidewalk chalk on a shelf. "I don't want to leave you too long..."

	"Don't worry about that. Go wherever you want. What about Pasta la Vista?"

	"Dom went there yesterday." Kiko paused. "And don't you dare suggest we go the next town over to that four-star place. Neither of us is dressed for that."

	Katie frowned.

	"I'll think of something," she said, then, "You know, it's slowed down in here. I think I'll go order that burger now. Be back soon."

	"Thanks again," said Kiko as she moved to return the broom, and waved as she left. He put off restocking shelves for the moment, not wanting to leave the store unoccupied, and considered his luck. On the one hand, explosions, danger, and death. A hospitalized worker. On the other, Dom, and the goodness of other people. Katie was a marvel. He should give her a bonus, or a gift card somewhere, maybe.

	The ping of his phone interrupted his thoughts. He moved over to it, slid it closer, saw Dom had contacted him.

	Got box from Gordon's. You call that a grocery store?

	Kiko smiled.

	Yes. Expecting something else?

	Place has six aisles.

	It has one of everything, replied Kiko, trying not to laugh aloud as a woman and four children entered. He didn't need anyone to think he was crazy.

	It's getting dark. Where else?

	Can you carry any more? asked Kiko, nervously eyeing the customers. They looked interested in a Mother Goose story; at least the woman looked interested in getting her children interested in a Mother Goose story; she was pointing out Mother to the kids and rifling through the book selection.

	Sure.

	Kiko tried adding up the boxes Dom had in tow and counted at least three; he was lying. They may not be heavy, but he probably could barely see over them now.

	Come back here. I'll have more information soon. Customer.

	He pulled himself from the phone and approached the woman, smiling.

	"Hello! Could I help you with anything?"

	She sighed.

	"When do you do your storytelling?"

	"Right now, if you'd like," he said, seeing her deflate in relief.

	"Great. Could I get a beer, too?"

	Kiko poured her the beer and set to entertaining the children she'd towed in while she relaxed at a table. The children ranged in age from what looked like four to nine, and he wasn't surprised she was tired. He read through one book, then another, but she made no move to collect her children. He was expecting Dom to arrive at any moment, and had completely forgotten about Katie until she returned clutching a paper fast food bag.

	"Here, I can take over," she said, shooting Kiko a little smile. "Sorry I took so long. It's the dinner rush I guess."

	Though Kiko protested that her food would get cold she insisted. He understood why a few minutes later, when Dom staggered up to the door, boxes in arms. Katie must have passed him driving back. He moved to get the door for him, then relieved him of the top two boxes.

	"Thanks," said Dom, leading the way to the stairs, but Kiko nudged him with a shoulder to stop him.

	"Let's get these in my truck now, actually," he said. "We can pull up the others from the basement, too, and pick up any remaining boxes on the way."

	"The way where?" asked Dom, following Kiko back outside.

	"To our date."

	Dom laughed, and Kiko felt suddenly self-conscious. He forced himself to shove the boxes he held into the truck bed before turning to look at Dom.

	"That's how you ask me out?"

	Kiko took the boxes he held from him and pushed them in behind the first two.

	"We both seem to understand where this is going--"

	"Yeah, it's going right back to Illinois at the end of the weekend. Kiko, let's just get a bite to eat, together if you want."

	"That's a date," said Kiko.

	"Not always."

	Kiko rubbed his forehead. Dom was making this difficult. Why did he even like the man? He pushed solving the explosions despite the danger, he pushed Kiko away. But he was interested. Katie had confirmed it, even if Kiko hadn't moved on to doubting himself yet. Maybe that was just what he liked about Dom, though; life in Mount Angus was so dull otherwise. Kiko lifted his gaze to Dom's.

	"I'd like this to be a date," he said, watching Dom squirm where he stood, look away, rub his stubbly chin. He couldn't help but smile at that. "You're going to have to say it. If you don't want it to be a date, you're going to have to turn me down. No more avoiding."

	"Kiko, I like you..." began Dom. Kiko crossed his arms.

	"I know that already. You're leaving soon. I know that, too. I get it. I'm not going to try to convince you otherwise. I'm fine with a brief romance." He paused. Maybe the real issue wasn't him after all, maybe it was Dom. "Are you?"

	"I don't normally..." tried Dom again, then sighed and ran a hand through his hair. He laughed to himself, briefly, then looked up at Kiko. "What the hell. Just don't go crazy on me when I go."

	Kiko grinned.

	"Do I look like I'm the kind to go crazy?"

	Dom turned back to the store.

	"Let's get those other boxes loaded," he said. "I'm starving. Hope you're taking me somewhere good."

	* * * *

	


Chapter 11

	Dom ignored Alec's texts, despite knowing how angry it was bound to make the man. But Dom didn't care to have an unpleasant meal with a grumpy ex and his kids, and he didn't have to either. Still, he couldn't quite look over at Kiko as he drove. He pulled up to Pasta la Vista and they got out to get the box, not speaking to each other. When they were driving again, Kiko cleared his throat.

	"Unless you picked up any other information on Noodlebeard, I told you everything I know about Pasta la Vista...We're going to the school next. I don't think there's any big secret there, but schools are always looking for more money."

	"Yeah," said Dom. He glanced at Kiko, looked away when Kiko turned toward him. He felt awkward about having a date that had no hope of going anywhere, even knowing Kiko claimed he didn't care. He told himself he was being stupid--what did it matter? He was on vacation anyway, even if that vacation was in a crazy town full of random explosions. Still, he wondered how many problems he was getting himself into.

	The school had packed three large boxes of eggs, which explained why Kiko had waited until out with the truck to pick them up. By the time they had hauled them away Dom had shoved back any misgivings he had and forced himself to simply enjoy. Kiko was a good-looking, entertaining person who indulged his whims about the explosions. Better date than he could expect to get back home.

	"Where to next?" he asked, and Kiko pulled out a notepad.

	"Looks like we got most of it," he said. "Just a few more stops and we'll be good. I hope you're not too hungry."

	"I don't know what you'd do without me to help you move all this."

	Kiko grinned at him, looking happier that Dom had moved on to teasing.

	"I don't know what I'd do either." His phone beeped and he looked down at it, his expression changing to one that said he'd overlooked something obvious. He tapped a quick reply. "Katie, too. She was kind enough to stay later so we could go out, you know. Suggested it all herself, even."

	"Gossiping about me already?"

	"I didn't say a word, Dom. She's observant."

	Picking up boxes went much faster with a truck and a second pair of hands, and in little time they had the last of the replacement eggs retrieved. Night had descended by then, cold for spring, Dom thought. Kiko turned them onto a road that led out of Mount Angus.

	"Can't help but notice we're headed out of town," said Dom. "Just where is it you're taking me?"

	Kiko laughed.

	"Maybe it's not that wise to ask..." he said, letting the pause lengthen in mock danger before continuing. "A good place, sort of in the middle of nowhere. Catsville has a sign, but it's really only a cluster of buildings. An old schoolhouse that's now a gift shop and art studio, an old church, and a handful of farms and houses. We're going to B and B's."

	Dom found he was struggling to take all this in.

	"Catsville?" he asked. He was finding it easier and easier to believe that an Eggstravaganza was the kind of celebration that just came naturally to Mount Angus. Kiko shrugged.

	"I know it doesn't sound real. Supposedly it was named after the original farm that was here. Everyone commented that it had a lot of cats. The funny thing is that it reportedly didn't have all that many more cats than any other farm, just that anyone passing through commented on them. It stuck as a name."

	Dom stared at Kiko, saying all this like it was completely serious. He'd know, too; Dom wouldn't be surprised if he heard Kiko had researched the history of all the surrounding areas as well as Mount Angus.

	"And we're going to a B and B? You getting us a room without asking me?"

	Kiko's laugh now was deeper, more amused.

	"No, no," he said, shooting Dom a smile. "I'm taking you to B and B's. They've got good potatoes, and it's far enough away from the crowds."

	"I guess that's acceptable."

	"I'm afraid it's not an egg-themed date," said Kiko, taking a left. "I still have two more of those before I'm allowed in your pants."

	"But who's counting?" asked Dom. "It's Saturday night. Not a time for numbers."

	"I'm for any numbers that increase my odds, especially those that don't require counting," said Kiko.

	Dom was relieved they were pulling into a gravel lot, because he had no idea what to say to that.

	In the yellow-orange light outside the building he could see a sign that read B and B's, the name painted above two donkey heads. It took Dom a moment to realize that butting up against the side of the building was fencing surrounding a small field, in which two donkeys stood, twitching their ears and chewing. Dom stared.

	"That's Bob and Bab," said Kiko brightly, shoving his hands in his pockets, presumably to keep them warm. "They're B and B's mascots."

	"And the reason why it's called B and B?"

	"Yes."

	"Kiko, this place is weird. Seriously. Your town has an egg-themed festival. Your shop is egg-themed. Everyone has weird names for their businesses, or farm animal mascots, or there are things exploding everywhere. Everyone's so friendly but I'm starting to think it's all an act. What nasty secrets do you think they have here?"

	Dom wanted a good reply to this. He was not sure what he'd been expecting when he'd agreed to go to Mount Angus, but certainly it was very little of what he'd actually experienced so far. Kiko smiled at the donkeys.

	"I doubt they're telling," he said. Dom rolled his eyes, nudged Kiko with his shoulder as he turned.

	"Let's get inside before we get any colder."

	* * * *

	Kiko asked for a table away from the bar. Out the window, yellow light illuminated part of Bob and Bab's pen; inside, lights advertising beer glowed, and signs depicting the same beverages lined the walls. When Dom ordered a Golden Goose Egg the waitress shook her head.

	"We don't have that," she said. "But we have other Mount Angus on tap."

	"Try the Fattened Gerbil," said Kiko. "That one always wins awards." When Dom stared at him he grinned. "Buddy Miller likes out-there names."

	"It's like he got the memo beer names should be clever and then failed anyway," said Dom after he'd ordered one and the waitress left. He was staring at the list of beers on tap. "Amber Submarine. Death and Taxidermy. Muddy Angus."

	"He's very proud of the name for that one," said Kiko. "The label is a cow half-covered in mud."

	"And he probably can't look at it anymore," said Dom, pushing the list away as their beers arrived. They ordered burgers and their choice of what Kiko again assured Dom were absolutely delicious potatoes, and Kiko added cheese curds for them to split.

	"So," he said when the waitress had left. He wanted to get to know Dom better, despite his mind telling him it was a bad idea. Knowing too much meant you got close, and getting close meant you got hurt when your interest left at the end of the weekend. But he couldn't seem to stop himself. "If Mount Angus and environs are weird, what's Illinois like then?"

	Dom shook his head and smiled as he said the word "environs," leaving Kiko pleased. He used words as a test sometimes; some people were offended by them, and he was not interested in anyone who was intimidated by him speaking. Dom took another drink.

	"You're right, this is pretty good. I think I'm going to have to stock up on beer before leaving."

	"I'm curious," said Kiko. "We're unbalanced--you know much more about Mount Angus and my life than I know about you."

	"Is that necessary for a fling?"

	"For this one," said Kiko. "And I don't think you want to pass up your brief window of opportunity with me. Won't it annoy Alec something awful?"

	"I'm not here because of Alec." Dom took another drink. "Don't know what you want to know though. I live in the suburbs, work as a claims adjuster for a health insurance place. Which is actually why I think Sam's a good bet for the murderer; I have a good idea what his family has to pay for, and it's ridiculous, I can guarantee you that."

	"Talking about the explosions again?" replied Kiko, rolling his eyes as affectionately as he could at Dom. Their cheese curds arrived, deep fried and hot, and Dom took out his notepad. Kiko wanted to chide him, but the cheese curds were too hot to eat just yet anyway.

	"We're running out of time," said Dom. "More people could die at any time for this money. I can't believe the cops haven't shut everything down after the death."

	"I think everyone's very against that," said Kiko, poking at a cheese curd and determining it still too hot. "The Eggstravaganza really is the most important event of the year for Mount Angus. Stopping it would be bad for all the businesses, and probably would put some under."

	"Yours?" asked Dom, not looking up from his notepad, and Kiko felt suddenly uneasy. He didn't want Dom to suspect him, but he doubted there was anything he could really say to prevent that.

	"Not immediately. But if I didn't make up for it somehow, yes."

	"Well, that's no good," said Dom, scribbling in his notepad.

	"As you have noticed, Yolks on You is a bit of a niche place."

	"I'm going to go ahead and remove the school from the list."

	"What, don't think anyone at the school would be building bombs for prize money?" asked Kiko, dipping a cheese curd in the provided ranch dressing and popping it into his mouth. Dom looked up, grabbed a cheese curd of his own.

	"No, I actually think a lot of people at a school would be building bombs for prize money. Think of it: school board members wanting a bigger scholarship for their upcoming honor role student about to graduate. Principal wanting a bigger and better parking spot. New gymnasium for sports. Science teacher wanting more funding for supplies--that's a particularly good one, a science teacher would know how to build a bomb, right? The possibilities are endless. It's not that I don't think the school would. I just also think there are other people who have pretty big motives for this, and are more likely to really need the money. It's a big award." He paused, ate the cheese curd. "These're good."

	"You haven't tasted Wisconsin until you've had beer and cheese curds."

	Dom wasn't paying attention, instead frowning at his pad.

	"I still don't want to cross the church off yet," he said, not noticing when Kiko rolled his eyes. "There always seems to be at least one messed-up person at any church. But Sam's really looking good for this--his business is barely a noticeable presence here, and he has to need the money..."

	"You think it's everyone," said Kiko, slightly surprised when the words came out harsher than he meant. Dom looked up, not pleased.

	"And you don't think it's anyone," he said. "Your little town's not so perfect, Kiko. Someone died today. Someone's doing this."

	There was tension between them now, sudden, and not at all the kind Kiko had been hoping for. He struggled to find something more upbeat to say, something light and funny to break the mood. He didn't want to drive Dom away, not when Dom would be driving away soon enough regardless. Their food came then, thankfully, the waitress slamming down the plates and asking if she could get them anything else.

	"I'd like a Death and Taxidermy," said Dom, and Kiko shook his head to indicate he was good with the last of what he had. He was, after all, driving.

	"You probably think it's me," he said lightly as he stabbed his bleu cheese mashed potatoes with a fork. The comment seemed to work; Dom smiled at him.

	"Only at first. But tell me, are you really never in the running? Your store is basically a year-round Eggstravaganza."

	Kiko sighed.

	"They like awarding it to places that are more likely to make them look good. They've given it to the bank and the school a few times, depending on what's going on in the atmosphere around town. The brewery gets it about half the time; more people have heard of the Mount Angus through beer than anything. I almost won it one year, but they gave it to Joylove's. They really went all-out that year, though. Not sure why they don't more often."

	"You should win some year. Invest in an egg-themed play area for the kids."

	Kiko laughed.

	"I wouldn't do that."

	"No?" asked Dom, trying his parmesan fries. "These're good."

	"No. I'd open a restaurant. Mount Angus doesn't really have a definitively good place for breakfast, and who could do breakfast better? I'd source local eggs, dust off some old family recipes from around the area--"

	"Decorate with cocks," said Dom, nodding.

	"Thinking about cocks? I thought you were too focused on murder for that."

	"Eat your burger," said Dom, wry grin on his face. "You're going to need the energy to help me puzzle out who's behind it all."

	* * * *

	


Chapter 12

	He left Kiko alone about the murder until they were finished eating, instead lightly brainstorming the many outrageous things Kiko could do to make the Yolks on You café unique.

	"It'd need a better name than the Yolks on You Café," said Kiko.

	"Just call the entire thing Yolks on You. A restaurant and store." He paused to finish his burger and have the rest of his fries. "You were right about the potatoes. And the burger wasn't bad."

	"I don't know, Cocks and Cream Café has a nice alliterative sound to it. It evokes the country atmosphere, the morning, breakfast--"

	"And porn," said Dom, but Kiko was grinning at him. He leaned closer.

	"What do you think? Would you come?"

	Dom cleared his throat, noticing the waitress on her way over with the check. As Kiko leaned back he pulled his notepad to him, checking over what he had written. So many businesses and parties eligible for the money, and only the school crossed off. And he could be mistaken about even that. He frowned. He had to start somewhere; crossing out the least likely candidates seemed the best way to go about getting a list of suspects he could look into further.

	"Dom."

	He looked up. Kiko was staring at him, leaning back in his seat.

	"I said are we onto this again?"

	"Help me figure some things out," said Dom, expecting Kiko to resist, but instead the man nodded. "And then--"

	"And then you'll pay more attention when I'm talking about cocks. So. What have you got?"

	"A list of everyone who can win the prize money," said Dom. "With the school crossed out. We need to get this list down to a manageable size and figure out who from the remaining names must have done it."

	"Okay," said Kiko. "Makes sense. I just don't know how you're going to whittle down the suspects. I still don't know why you crossed off the school but not the church."

	"You want me to cross off the church," said Dom, frowning at his pad. He liked having the church on the list; it had a nice unexpectedness to it, he thought. "But wouldn't it just be--"

	"No," said Kiko, shaking his head and leaning forward. "Remember this isn't a TV show? There's not always a dramatic ending. Usually what happens is that the culprit for these things is the most obvious. Most murders are committed by exactly the person you'd think--an angry lover or disgruntled relative or generally the person closest to the victim that has reason."

	"But these explosions aren't like that."

	"It's still going to be the most obvious person, I guarantee you that," said Kiko. "What we're trying to figure out is who is the most obvious. Anyone from the church would be a twist. Cross them off."

	Reluctantly, Dom took up his pen and did so. As much as the idea was more interesting, he really did want to figure out who was setting explosives, and Kiko made sense. He looked up when he was finished.

	"Anyone else on your definitely-not list, Detective Enrique?"

	Kiko ignored him, pulling the pad to the side to better read Dom's somewhat sloppy handwriting. Dom actually liked the look of his face in concentration; it was different than the chipper persona Kiko projected normally, gave him a bit more depth. He realized he was examining Kiko's face with approval when those lips opened.

	"I'd cross off the bank, too. Also the hotel. There was a rumor about six months back that the owners inherited rather a lot. It seemed to be true enough to me, and that means they wouldn't have the need for the money. No to Joylove's, too."

	"Are you sure?" asked Dom. He'd scratched off the bank and the hotel as Kiko was talking, but hesitated at Joylove's. Perhaps it was only the explosion, but he didn't feel good about the place. "If they won it once, they've had a taste."

	Kiko shook his head.

	"No. Joy and Briana wouldn't."

	"But you said they haven't really tried since. What if they don't have the funds to try? Or maybe they do, but it's just easier this way."

	Kiko sighed.

	"One of the explosions happened at their shop."

	"To throw the cops off the scent."

	Kiko shook his head. Dom still hesitated to cross them off, though. As he was considering just who to believe, Kiko or his own uneasiness, the waitress came back and handed Kiko his card. Dom blinked.

	"Did you just pay for me?" he asked. Kiko grinned.

	"I said it was a date, and I did do the inviting. Just," he said as Dom opened his mouth, "accept it, please. Having the money argument is too exhausting."

	Dom closed his mouth. He agreed with that, and it annoyed him. He'd had no intention of allowing Kiko to pay for him, not with the situation as it was. It was only the weekend, and he'd budgeted to pay for himself. He'd almost be irritated at feeling like he should do something to pay Kiko back, except that he'd been hauling boxes for the man all day already. So it probably was fair. He was already intending to go along with anything more arousing that came up. He forced himself to shrug.

	"All right then."

	"This is for helping me with the Grand Hunt," said Kiko quickly, as though suddenly worried Dom had gotten the wrong message. "I'm not trying to force you to do anything you don't want--"

	"You called it a date," said Dom, watching Kiko squirm.

	"I don't mean it like that," he said. "I don't want you to feel obligated--"

	Dom laughed. The confident, joking Kiko was actually endearing flustered like this.

	"Don't worry," he said. "I'm not so easily swayed into feeling like I owe anyone for a burger. But I'm here for more than a burger anyway."

	"Those potatoes were unfair," said Kiko.

	"And the cheese curds," said Dom, grabbing his notepad and standing. "We should probably get going. It looks like there's even more eggs to hide tonight than last night."

	* * * *

	Are you really okay closing up? asked Kiko, sitting in the truck waiting for Dom to stop staring at Bob and Bab. Katie's text was almost immediate.

	Yes. Sorry about the cell phone policy, but it makes me feel safer tonight.

	You're not even going to get a lecture over it, typed Kiko. He couldn't get angry at Katie about it. He himself had broken his own policy today. He might have to consider amending it.

	LOL. How's it going?

	I don't kiss and tell.

	You only kissed him? replied Katie, an implied "get on with it!" untexted. Kiko grinned. He could only hope, really.

	Get back to work or you're fired.

	LOL sent Katie again, then nothing more. Kiko didn't have to wait much longer for Dom to get in and buckle up, frowning out at the donkeys.

	"And they're just normal to you," he said as Kiko started the truck.

	"Well, not exactly. These two are newer, only about three years old. They've gone through a series of Bob and Babs."

	"So when they die they just get more donkeys?"

	Kiko shrugged. Dom shook his head.

	"Now that's even weirder. Don't tell me that's not weird."

	Kiko grinned.

	"I admit it's a little weird," he said. "Did they tell you any useful pieces of gossip?"

	"No." Dom slumped a little in his seat. "Kiko, I don't know that we're going to be able to figure this out."

	"Hopefully the police have already apprehended someone."

	There was a pause while Dom whipped out his phone and poked at it, the glow from the screen illuminating his face in light and shadow. Kiko forced himself to stop glancing over at him. Dom was quiet as he read the screen, tucked the phone away.

	"Doesn't look like they've announced any arrests. Plus, wouldn't it be all over the place if they did? Everyone would be calling up everyone else to gasp about it."

	"I think even I'd hear about it," said Kiko, somewhat disappointed. He wished he could have an undistracted Dom to himself, and beyond that, it wasn't particularly pleasant thinking that another explosion could happen at any point.

	"So the police could use a little help still."

	"Dom, I really don't think they'd listen to us, even if we happen to figure out who did it. We'd be just another couple of crackpots venting frustrations with a town resident to them. Why should they believe us?"

	"We'll have logic on our side," said Dom, now using his phone to light up his list. "Are you sure you don't know anything more about Sam?"

	Kiko sighed and gave in.

	"He's not really a regular in town. But he's got a lot to deal with, you already know."

	"His kids? Anything weird about them?"

	"Just because they're from Mount Angus doesn't mean they're weird," said Kiko, turning onto the road leading to the egg hunt grounds. "The twin girls seem fine. A little quiet for their age, but they probably learned to be because of a sick mother. As far as I know they're fine, whatever you're implying; the few times they've been in Yolks on You they've been polite, and gentle with Mother. It's surprising the amount of children who can't be gentle around a living creature."

	He pulled into the grassy lot and parked, shutting off the truck. He took the opportunity to observe Dom in the low light of the man's phone, the look of concentration on his face, reminding himself it was just the weekend they'd get to spend together. He'd take what he could get, even if Dom was distracted. Kiko was realizing that in some ways, he wished he had someone around who made life a little more exciting than what he normally had to deal with, vomiting children or a disgruntled goose that destroyed the odd paperback he'd left within reach. He wished Dom could stay.

	He shook himself. It must be the effect of all the recent stress, that he'd be thinking so strongly about someone he barely knew, barely met. He tried to hold back a sigh and failed; he was going to have to get over this weekend after Dom left. He could see that already.

	"What is it?" asked Dom, looking up and putting his phone away. He peered out the window. "Shouldn't there be a cop car here or something? You know, staking out the place. After everything." He opened the door and Kiko met him around at the truck bed. "Anyone can mess with these eggs out here. There was someone here last night, right? Maybe we should have reported it..."

	"We thought we saw someone," said Kiko, wondering whether Dom had simply wanted an out then. Kiko was fairly sure there had been a person; he remembered the crunch of footsteps, the fast shadow. He knew also that he was very, very tired, though--maybe they had mistaken a deer for a person.

	"You'd think there'd be someone here to keep watch anyway," said Dom.

	"I doubt the cops could spare anyone."

	"Still," said Dom as Kiko passed him a box and a flashlight. "What Mount Angus doesn't need is a child dying."

	Kiko agreed with that. And Dom had a point; the death of a child would wipe out the Eggstravaganza permanently. No one would trust the safety of their children in Mount Angus ever again. And without tourists, Kiko's business would go under. He had a feeling he was about to become as interested as Dom in finding the culprit behind the explosives. But first, egg hiding. And then, because there would be no children here until one o'clock tomorrow, he had other things on his mind he wanted to do...

	Hiding the eggs seemed to take longer than it had the night before, and all Kiko could think of was how much he wanted to be through with it. He was tired, so tired, after so little sleep last night and so much excitement otherwise. He just wanted to finish this up and take Dom back to his house; but he was getting the impression Dom didn't particularly care to go home with him. He decided he was going to try what had failed so miserably last time.

	"I think I need a proper kiss tonight," said Dom as they pulled more boxes off the truck. Kiko moved immediately to him, heart racing as Dom's lips met his, did not pull away immediately. Kiko broke the kiss, slid their boxes back onto the truck bed. He turned back to Dom and grabbed his butt, pulling him closer.

	They leaned into each other, mouths meeting again. Dom opened up for Kiko's tongue, fingers tangling in the hair at the back of Kiko's skull. His entire body tingled with excitement, expectation. Finally. He'd only met Dom a few days ago, but finally, finally, they were connecting like this.

	Kiko gripped Dom's cheeks through his pants, but the fabric was too thick for the touch to be thoroughly enjoyable; besides, Kiko wanted to feel his skin. He slid his hands under Dom's shirt, rubbed the small of his back, trailed up, then around. The smooth skin under his palms was warm. He pulled them around, across Dom's front, over his near-flat stomach, down to the hem of his pants. He grabbed and tugged Dom directly up against him.

	Dom broke the kiss then, stepping back. He pulled down his shirt and pulled up his jacket, which had nearly fallen off him. Kiko, feeling awkward and disappointed, put a hand to the place on his scalp where Dom had been playing his fingers. Perhaps he hadn't liked that Kiko had, just for an instant, brushed against the hardness in his pants. Kiko held back a sigh. It wasn't like he didn't have a matching eager bulge.

	"Well," said Dom, unable to look at Kiko. "Not to be awkward, but..."

	"It's okay if you're not interested," said Kiko, wanting to give him an out. Dom shook his head, smiled hesitantly.

	"No, it's just...I mean, how much are we going to want to hide the rest of the eggs after we...?"

	"I understand your point," said Kiko, trying to steady his breathing, hoping the pounding in his veins would follow. "But I want it on the record that I very much resent stopping."

	Dom chuckled, moved to grab his box of eggs.

	"Hurry up, then," he said.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 13

	There were too many boxes, Dom decided. He doubted there had been so many last night, and they seemed to be unending. He wanted to finish. He wanted Kiko. He hadn't gone completely relaxed yet after their kiss, and that had been two boxes of eggs ago. It was his own fault, he supposed, for thinking of their closeness, of what they could do if they got closer. Still though, the time dragged. He didn't care that they were finishing earlier than the night before; the task took too long.

	"I'm starting to hide eggs next to each other," he complained to Kiko as they grabbed the last of the boxes. These were the large ones from the school; he bit back a curse.

	"Sometimes that happens," said Kiko. "I'm surprised just how many eggs everyone was able to scrape together this year, even after the first set were confiscated."

	"Everyone must be in this together," said Dom, only mostly joking. Kiko forced a laugh.

	"You really do think it's everyone."

	"I don't think it's you," said Dom. But if he was mistaken, he'd be about to sleep with a murderer.

	"Well, that's a relief," said Kiko. "I doubt the police agree with you, though. I'm probably a person of interest for them still." When Dom shot him a questioning look he shrugged. "Two of the explosions occurred at Yolks on You, the first two. And eggs are kind of my thing."

	"That's ridiculous," said Dom, but he'd had enough of this conversation. "Let's just finish up here."

	"That eager to get back to where we were?" asked Kiko. Dom moved to him and leaned forward as if to kiss him, but pulled back before their lips actually met. Kiko tottered briefly.

	"You figure it out," said Dom and set off to the back field. He heard Kiko following after him, footsteps fast on the ground. Dom was very ready to be done with this. He worked fast, searching for new places to set eggs, mind on Kiko's touch, his hands on Dom's skin. Dom found himself on one of the forested paths, empty box in hand, and realized that he had finished while his mind was occupied elsewhere. He paused, glanced around for Kiko, saw him nowhere.

	He found him on another path, leaning over, pulling eggs out of his own box. A few still rattled in the bottom; Dom approached, watching Kiko work.

	"I'm done," he said, and Kiko straightened and turned to him. "Let's pick up where we left off."

	Kiko dropped the box to the ground, the last few eggs at the bottom clattering, and let Dom pull him back into their kiss. Dom pulled Kiko's mouth to his, opened to let him in, the wind rattling above them in the trees, shaking the just-budding branches. Dom's heart pounded; he couldn't tell if it was his breath he heard coming so hard or Kiko's, or maybe it was both of them, together.

	He let Kiko pull him closer by the hem of his pants, felt the lightest touch over the fabric where he throbbed as Kiko passed his thumbs over the area. Dom pressed forward, wanting more, but Kiko pulled back. Dom stared at him as he backed off, got down on one knee like he had last night. He opened his mouth to ask what was going on, but Kiko spoke first.

	"This didn't really turn out as I hoped last night, but I wanted to try again," he said. He pulled a plastic egg from his pocket. "So here's the proposal in full."

	"Kiko," began Dom, but Kiko shook his head.

	"Dom, would you do me the honor--," he said, popping open the egg. Dom squinted, just able to see a condom inside, "--of allowing me to give you a blowjob?"

	Dom grinned, holding back a laugh. How very Kiko this was.

	"I'd tell you to get up, but I think you're going to be on your knees for this anyway," he said, and Kiko beamed. Dom stepped closer, and Kiko grabbed him by the legs, pushed him up against a tree. Dom went where directed, leaned back against the trunk as Kiko's hands ran up his legs and to his pants hem. Kiko had the button undone and the fly unzipped in moments; Dom gasped at the crisp air that struck him as Kiko slid his pants down to his ankles.

	"Cold?" asked Kiko, rubbing his hands up Dom's legs to his ass, trailing a finger down the crack. Kiko's breath curled warm across Dom's erection, growing harder even in the chill of the night. He wanted to surge forward but held himself where he was, fingers gripping the bark behind him.

	"Kiko," he mumbled, but received no response. Kiko's hands continued to explore him, running their way back down his legs, then up the insides of them, touch gentle over the sensitive skin of his inner thighs. Dom shuddered; Kiko's hand cupped him, fingers sliding back to stroke the spot directly behind, exciting Dom so much that he could not hold back. He thrust forward, just slightly, and felt Kiko's hands on his hips, pushing him back against the tree.

	"Let me take my time on you," said Kiko, leaning forward to kiss Dom's thigh where it met his hip. "Anything you don't like?"

	"Why are you talking?" asked Dom, glancing down at Kiko only to find him smiling smugly up at him in the faint glow of their nearby flashlights. "I thought your mouth was supposed to be busy."

	"You're impatient considering you were the more hesitant to get to this point," said Kiko. "Really, I want to know if there's anything you don't like."

	"What, do you want a safeword? Just keep going. I'll let you know."

	"A safeword would be good--"

	Dom breathed out, impatient like Kiko accused and not caring.

	"Kiko, if you don't get back to where you left off now, I'm taking my cock and leaving."

	"What a threat," said Kiko, caressing Dom between his legs again. He took hold of his sac again, rolled it expertly in his palm. "But I don't think you're going anywhere."

	"Fuck, Kiko, stop teasing me," said Dom as Kiko's thumb just brushed against the underside of Dom's head. He expected a response, but Kiko had apparently taken him seriously about no further talking. His hand trailed around Dom like the ghost of a grasp, but Dom was through begging. He thrust through the fingers, was pushed back against the tree again.

	He heard the tear of the condom being opened, then felt it as Kiko slipped it over him, fingers tighter than before. For the first time Kiko gave him a good stroke, then another, then his hand left to rub behind his sac and between his legs again. Dom let out a little groan. Kiko was going to drive him mad.

	Just when he thought he couldn't stand it any longer he felt Kiko's lips around him, creating a small vacuum just at the tip, swirling with his tongue. Dom exhaled, focused on not thrusting forward. Kiko's fingers bit into his hips to guard against that, ensure that Dom would allow him to tease as he wanted. His lips released him and then Kiko was drawing his tongue up Dom's shaft, hard, ending with a flick.

	Dom gripped the bark more tightly, any cold he might have been feeling before gone now. Kiko reached around with both hands, digging fingers into Dom's ass, kneading, parting. He took Dom into his mouth again, shallowly, then deeper, and Dom gasped. This, this was what he'd been craving. Kiko took him in, swallowed him whole, deeply, deeply, his hands on Dom's ass pulling him in each time.

	It had been too long since anyone had sucked him this thoroughly; Dom felt himself building quickly, so quickly. He released his grip on the tree with one hand to grab Kiko's head, guide him with fingers tangled in his hair. He wasn't sure any longer whether it was him thrusting or Kiko's grip on his ass that was plunging him so far down Kiko's throat, but he didn't care. He groaned as he released and Kiko, hearing him, continued, stroking the place behind his tightened balls, confusing Dom with added pleasure.

	When Kiko pulled away and got to his feet again Dom stared at him, leaning heavily on the tree. His heart still raced, his breath deep.

	"Thanks," he managed, and Kiko grinned.

	* * * *

	"I think I should thank you," said Kiko, rubbing his damp mouth. He reached into his coat pocket for a plastic baggie, which he extended to Dom with the explanation, "For the condom. But I've been wanting to do that to you for too long now."

	"Like a day," said Dom, peeling off the condom and sealing it in the baggie. As he bent to pull up his pants Kiko laughed.

	"Oh, at least two." And now he was stiff as that tree Dom was leaning against. "You mind if I slip off and take care of something?"

	"The only place you're going is back to the truck," said Dom, straightening his jacket. "You're driving me to your house."

	As much as that excited Kiko, he wasn't sure he could make it that long. He was already dribbling excitement into his boxers.

	"I'm not sure it can wait," he said.

	Dom bent, grabbed the box, and tossed the last five eggs Kiko hadn't gotten to randomly between the trees, then straightened. He took Kiko's hand.

	"Truck. Now," he said, and pulled at Kiko so that he was forced to helplessly follow. When they reached the vehicle Dom opened the driver's door and shoved Kiko in, then moved around and got in the passenger side.

	"Dom," began Kiko, but he was leaning across now. Kiko met Dom's lips with his own; the man's kiss was hard, demanding. Kiko strained against the confines of his own pants, wondered how he was going to tolerate this. He pulled back somewhat. "Look, if you--"

	He gasped as Dom placed his hand directly on his stiff bulge, very nearly going off right then.

	"I can't drive you home like this," he hissed.

	"It's my turn to drive," said Dom, leaning close to Kiko's ear. "And I just so happen to know how to drive stick." He punctuated that with another tantalizing push against Kiko's pants. As Kiko leaned back, trying to steady his breathing, Dom slid his hand between his pants and boxers, gripping him and causing Kiko to nearly lose it.

	"I can't--Dom, I really can't last," he said. Not after having seen Dom's expression as he came. Not with how very nearly there he already was.

	"Good," said Dom, and covered Kiko's mouth with his own.

	Kiko struggled to last more than a few stokes, pressed back against the seat with Dom's mouth against his own, his blood pounding so hard in his veins he couldn't hear a thing. Very abruptly Dom let up pressure, disengaged his lips, and turned. Kiko looked desperately at him, but his attention was focused outside the truck.

	"Dom," he hissed.

	"It's the person from last night," said Dom, twisting around. Kiko gritted his teeth.

	"I don't care," he snapped, grabbing Dom's wrist to help him back into the rhythm. "Leave me like this and you're never coming home with me again."

	Dom turned back, slight smile on his face, and kissed him. Kiko was unsure whether it was to get him to shut up or to continue where he'd been, but it didn't much matter to him at the moment. He kissed back, hungrily, greedily, as Dom's hand resumed its ministrations in Kiko's pants.

	He didn't last long. A minute more and he was shuddering in his seat, Dom pressed against him, stroking him as the orgasm ran its course. Dom only pulled back when Kiko relaxed and moaned, sliding back into his seat smugly.

	"Did you really think I'd leave you to go chasing a shadow?" he asked.

	"Shut up," said Kiko, his eyes shut as he regained his breath in his seat. His underpants were heavy and wet, but he felt very, very good. He could change later. "And thank you, too."

	* * * *

	


Chapter 14

	Dom sat back, staring at Kiko steadying his breath only inches away. He looked so relaxed, so satisfied, content to just sit there until everything he was feeling faded. It was then Dom realized that, as much as he'd not left it an option, he'd gotten at least a little attached. Leaving on Monday would suck.

	"Shit," he muttered, turning away. He hadn't meant to feel this way about Kiko. Turned out he was a far better man than Alec. Go figure. And Dom would have to leave.

	"What?" asked Kiko, voice faint, as though he didn't particularly care to come back to reality.

	"Nothing," said Dom, grabbing a flashlight with a harsh movement. "I'm going to have a look around."

	"Mmhmm."

	Dom slammed the door and stalked off toward where he had seen the shadow, trying not to think of the man he'd left behind, content to sit in sticky pants and pleased it had been Dom that had caused the situation. Dom scratched his forehead, scanning the field with his flashlight, jaw set. He didn't normally get attached after just one round of sex. Hell, he wasn't even sure he'd ever been attached to Alec, and they'd screwed constantly, for the first few months at least. Kiko was different in that he seemed to care much more. Dom should have known that was a bad trait to have in a fling.

	After a while, he gave up. Whoever had been here while they were having a bit of fun in the truck was long gone now. Dom was sure it was the same person as last night, too, and that seemed incredibly suspicious to him. The cool wind tickled the back of his neck. He didn't want to linger here.

	When he got back to the truck Kiko was asleep; he started when Dom shut the door.

	"So you're one of those," said Dom, replacing the flashlight in the glove box. "Falls asleep afterward."

	Kiko yawned.

	"I'm just really tired. And you did do a good job relaxing me."

	"Well, wake up, 'cause I don't want us to crash on the road."

	"What were you doing?" asked Kiko, yawning again.

	"Looking for whoever that was. I'm sure it's the murderer," said Dom, certain the moment it left his mouth that it was true. "I thought maybe I could track him."

	"Great," mumbled Kiko. "Just who I want to watch me in a vulnerable situation."

	Dom grinned.

	"He didn't see anything. I was mostly blocking the view." He paused. "I don't have a good feeling about this. What if he was here to plant more bombs?"

	"Yeah, I don't like the thought of someone out here messing with the eggs," said Kiko. "We should probably report this. Two nights in a row now." He fumbled pulling his phone from his pocket, went through it briefly, then passed it to Dom.

	The non-emergency number to the police showed on the screen. Dom looked up at Kiko.

	"You call. I'm still distracted."

	"No," said Dom, realizing Kiko misinterpreted the question in his glance. "I'm wondering who just has this number in their phone?"

	"Well, apart from it being smart," said Kiko, closing his eyes again, "Yolks on You gets egged now and again. I report it, not that anything comes of it. Just want it on record."

	"Ah," said Dom, and called. The voice on the other end sounded either bored or annoyed; Dom was listened to, and he heard the clicking of a keyboard in the background, but he could tell by the lack of enthusiasm that it didn't sound like anything would be done.

	"And?" asked Kiko when Dom handed the phone back.

	"I think it'd be lucky if they even sent an officer past here to take a peek. You ready to drive?"

	"As ready as I'll be tonight with my clothes sticking to me."

	Dom grinned.

	"Good. I want you to drive back in it."

	Kiko sighed, but it was a good-sounding sigh.

	"Seems I have no choice," he said, and started the engine.

	* * * *

	It was after eleven when they finally made it back to Kiko's house. Katie had kindly dropped Mother by after work and diapered him; he scuttled through the house a tiny, menacing shadow. Kiko told Dom to make himself at home and then went upstairs to change, giving himself a brief clean before opting to pull on pajamas. The warm flannel pants and old shirt felt good after a long day.

	When he got down the stairs again, Dom had helped himself to a beer and was lounging on the couch, frowning at his notepad. Kiko crossed to him and sat directly next to him, though he was hesitant to do more. After a few minutes, he spoke.

	"It's a bit late for this, isn't it?"

	"Tomorrow's the last day of the Eggstravaganza," said Dom. "The police still haven't announced any arrests. If we don't figure this out now..."

	"You really think someone would want to kill children for this?" asked Kiko, shaking his head. It was still difficult to believe. Even after everything, the explosions at his store, Chad in the hospital, the tourist's death, he wasn't sure he'd completely believe it was happening if Dom weren't here reminding him.

	"How is that not the intention? The explosives are in the eggs. The children search for the eggs." He paused. "Anyone find the golden egg yet?"

	"Not that I've heard," said Kiko, yawning. He really was tired. He was now beginning to hope Dom wouldn't want to go back to his hotel, more because Kiko didn't want to drive again than anything.

	"Is that weird? You think there's an even bigger explosive attached to that one?"

	Kiko shook his head.

	"No, some years it just isn't found. Five hundred is a pretty big prize; we make it difficult."

	"That'd definitely be the place to hide an explosive, though," said Dom. "The one thing everyone wants? That would certainly be bad."

	Kiko frowned, wanting to take the beer from Dom's hand and drink from it.

	"That doesn't make sense though, right?" he asked. "If, as we've been assuming, the motive is the money, then the culprit wouldn't be trying to utterly destroy the Eggstravaganza; just trying to push out all the competition before whoever it is. They don't want it to stop. They want the money. The death might have been an accident."

	"Who plays with explosives and assumes no one nearby has any possibility of dying? These explosives were set for children to find, Kiko. It's just easier to kill a child, isn't it?"

	Kiko fell silent. Dom was right, and it unsettled him. Either the person setting the egg-bombs didn't care who they injured, or they were trying to go for maximum damage. He stood; he needed a beer, too. When he returned, he set the bottle down and gave Dom's shoulder a small shove.

	"The options tonight are the same as last night, only you have to tell me before I drink this, because I'm not going out again afterward."
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