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      Valentine’s Day on Secret Seal Isle means flowers, chocolates and champagne brunch. But cupid doesn’t shoot straight to the heart this year. When a secret love nest is found in a storage unit, racy lingerie isn't the only shocking discovery. And the corpse just happens to be the long-time missing wife of Winter’s new love, Blake.

       

      When Rain tries to help clear Blake’s good name, she lands in a bizarre love triangle of her own. Fortunately Cookie is on the case, with her own Valentine, Dylan by her side. That is until their relationship is thrown of course when Hunter arrives to help. Cookie discovers her former partner isn’t ready to let her go. With relationships under fire and a body on ice, Cookie needs to solve another murder and find a way to save Valentine’s Day.
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      Cookie James peered in her closet, wearing only her bra and jeans, looking for something feminine to wear on her date with her boyfriend Dylan Creed. She’d never really been into fashion—that was her best friend Scarlett’s territory. And considering she was an ex-FBI-agent-turned-inn-owner, it meant her wardrobe was severely lacking in the flirty department.

      She’d shuffled through all her hangers once and was on the second round when she heard the front door open, and Dylan shouted, “Cookie?”

      “Upstairs,” she called through her open bedroom door.

      His heavy footsteps sounded on the stairs below, indicating he was coming up to meet her. “Ack!” She ran back over to her closet and pulled out the first blouse her hand landed on; a white button down shirt, a staple from her FBI days.

      At least it hugs my curves, she thought as she shoved her arms into the sleeves and hastily fastened the buttons. Her fingers were still working the top opening when Dylan appeared in her doorway.

      He leaned against the frame, his bright blue eyes sweeping over her. One hand was at his side while the other was hidden behind his back. “Still getting dressed?” he asked, one eyebrow raised.

      “Just about done.” She adjusted one of the cuffs and moved toward him.

      “You really shouldn’t have bothered.” His eyes gleamed with mischief as he glanced down at her ample cleavage, and his voice lowered as he said, “Could’ve saved us some time.”

      She stopped in front of him and placed her hands on his chest, his muscles rippling beneath her touch. “What exactly did you think we were going to do on this date, Mr. Creed?” She glanced at the clock next to her bed. “It’s only eleven in the morning.”

      “I have ideas.” He grinned and produced a single yellow rose, revealing what he’d been hiding.

      “Oh my,” Cookie gushed, taking the flower and burying her nose in the sweet scent. “This smells wonderful.” She looked at him over the rose, her eyes meeting his, and added, “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome.” Taking a step forward, he wrapped one arm around her waist and lowered his lips gently to hers.

      His kiss was gentle at first as Cookie leaned into him, the floral scent of the rose mixing with his pure male spice. Then he deepened the kiss and gently started walking her back toward the bed.

      Cookie pulled back slightly, catching her breath and asked, “Why Mr. Creed, are you trying to seduce me?”

      “Is it working?”

      Her entire body was heated, and she thought he’d had a point when he said she hadn’t needed to bother getting dressed. “Maybe.”

      “Then let me try harder.” He gently took the rose from her and placed it on her nightstand. But before he leaned in for another kiss he asked, “Is Rain here?”

      Cookie shook her head, her eyes trained on his lips, dying for another taste. “Nope.”

      “Is she due back anytime soon?” Dylan ran his fingers over her cheekbone, his touch sending a shiver down her spine.

      “No. She’s out playing with Winter.” Cookie, needing no further encouragement, reached beneath the hem of his Henley shirt and ran her fingers over his eight pack abs, wondering what she’d done to deserve such a fine specimen of a man.

      Dylan sucked in a sharp breath and raised his arms, making it easier for her to pull his shirt off.

      Cookie took a moment to unabashedly gaze at his impressive torso. If there was such a thing as perfection, she was certain she was staring at it. Her phone rang from its spot in her back pocket.

      Dylan groaned.

      “Ignore it,” Cookie said and grabbed him by the waist of his jeans, pulling him in so close that she felt every inch of him.

      “If you insist.” He placed a trail of kisses down her neck as he undid the buttons she’d fastened just a few minutes before. When her blouse was open, exposing her white lace bra, he paused to let out a sigh. “No guests today?”

      “Two,” Cookie said, breathless as she shrugged out of her shirt. “They’ve gone on a whale watching trip. Won’t be back for hours.”

      “Good.” His hands went to the button of her jeans as Cookie’s undid his belt buckle.

      Their lips met again and Cookie melted, letting herself get completely lost in him until her butt vibrated as a text came in. She groaned, pulling her phone out of her pocket, and it clattered on the nightstand where she tossed it next to the yellow rose without even bothering to look at it.

      “Now, where were we?” she asked Dylan, moving in for another kiss.

      “Um, Cookie?” he said, his gaze darting to the phone.

      “Ignore it,” she said again, turning his head gently so he was looking at her instead of the evil electronic device that was seriously blocking her game.

      “It’s a 911 from your mother.” His tone was flat as he took a step back and picked his shirt up off the floor, already starting to pull it over his head.

      Cookie grabbed it out of his hands. “Not so fast, Mister. This is Rain we’re talking about here. The 911 could just be that she and Winter ran out of ganga and are expecting me to find her stash in her hippy room under the stairs so that I can bring it to her.”

      Dylan chuckled.

      “It’s not funny,” she said. But she had to admit that even though she pretended her mother’s antics irritated her—and when the two of them first moved to the island after years of being apart, they had—lately Cookie found herself amused. The truth was if Cookie and Scarlett managed to have as much fun as Rain and Winter did in their sixties, she’d call it a win.  But it still didn’t mean she’d bring her mother pot because she was too stoned to drive and pick it up herself. Cookie was still ex-FBI after all.

      “It’s a little funny,” Dylan said, handing her the phone. “But while you’re probably right, it’s Rain. And that could mean anything from dead bodies to DUIs.”

      “Oh, for crying out loud. Don’t even say that.” Cookie grimaced, knowing he was right. Her mother, while sweet and full of heart, was also a complete trouble maker. If she wasn’t spiking her brownies with Mary Jane, she was putting on X-rated holiday revues. It was just her way.

      With a sigh, Cookie pulled up her mother’s number and hit CALL.

      “Cookie! Thank God you got my message. We have an emergency,” her mother said by way of greeting, her tone hushed. “You have to get over here ASAP.”

      “What is it this time?” Cookie asked. “Did you two get caught skinny dipping down at the cove again?” Just last week Rain and Winter had decided to join the Polar Bear Club and had been “practicing” their skinny dipping debut in the freezing Maine waters. They’d made so much noise, shrieking as they froze their butts off, that someone had called Deputy Swan, the one and only law officer on Secret Seal Isle. Rain had been vague on the details, but Cookie had surmised one of the women had flashed Swan a peek at her assets in exchange for letting them off with just a warning.

      “Of course not, dear. We planned to do that next week.”

      “Right.” Cookie rolled her eyes and sat on the edge of the bed, pulling Dylan down with her. “So what’s the emergency?”

      “We found Lydia,” her mother whispered into the phone.

      “Who’s Lydia?” Cookie tried her best to keep the impatience out of her voice, but knew she was losing the battle when Rain spoke again.

      “Stop acting like I’m inconveniencing you, Cookie James. This is important.”

      Cookie sat up straight, this time giving her mother her complete attention. It wasn’t often Rain used her “mom” voice, but when she did Cookie could be sure she wasn’t crying wolf. “I’m listening.”

      “Lydia is Blake Rosen’s missing wife—you know, Winter’s boyfriend.”

      “Soulmate,” Winter said, her faint voice echoing over the line.

      “Right, soulmate,” Rain parroted. “He’s the love of her life. Don’t you remember her telling you she’d marry him in a heartbeat if it weren’t for his wife? The one that went missing over five years ago and kept him technically married?”

      “Sure, I remember.” Not even a week ago, Winter had been mooning about her new boyfriend. They’d been a couple since right after the new year. Cookie hadn’t taken her too seriously. In her view, five weeks into a relationship was hardly enough time to know if someone was your soulmate. Cookie had known Dylan for almost a year, and she still didn’t have a clue. She loved him, sure. But soulmate? She shook her head. “And now you’ve found her? Where is she, working at a diner in Hancock and suffering from amnesia?”

      Cookie smiled, amused at herself for coming up with a scenario that was even too ridiculous for Rain and Winter.

      “Nope. But that would be a far better situation than the one we have on our hands,” Rain said in all seriousness.

      All humor fled as Cookie narrowed her eyes, staring at Dylan. “Mother, I think you better tell me what’s going on.”

      Her mother sighed into the phone and when she spoke again, her voice was shaky. “We found Lydia in a freezer. She’d dead.”

      Cookie sucked in a sharp breath. “Whose freezer? Blake’s?” Since over half of all female homicides turned out to be the result of domestic violence, there was a reason the authorities always looked at the spouse first.

      “Sort of. I mean, I guess so,” Rain hedged.

      “Mom, where are you?” Cookie picked up her shirt and started stuffing her arms into the sleeves.

      “Sunfish Self Storage down by the ferry terminal.”

      “Unit number?” Cookie asked as she grabbed Dylan’s hand and tugged him off the bed.

      “Thirteen.”

      Of course it was. “We’re on our way. Don’t touch anything.”
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      Even though the island was so small everything was basically within walking distance, Cookie asked Dylan to drive her to the self-storage. Besides it being February and bitter cold, she didn’t want Rain and Winter to spend any more time than necessary with the body. Knowing them, they’d already unwittingly tampered with the evidence.

      Dylan held the door open for Cookie, and she rushed into the small office, eager to get out of the blistering wind. The warmth stung her cheeks as she walked up to the counter and eyed the thin, unkempt man leaning back in his chair with his feet propped up on the desk and crossed at the ankles. A small thirteen-inch television flickered on the wall in front of him.

      Cookie cleared her throat.

      The man turned his bloodshot, glassy eyes toward her and squinted. “Hey.” A sloppy smile claimed his lips as he added, “Aren’t you the hottest thing to come through my door since July.” The guy chuckled at his own joke.

      Dylan coughed, covering his laugh.

      Cookie shoved her elbow into his rib, silencing him. “Thanks, I think. I’m actually here to meet someone at their storage unit.” Cookie gestured to the glass door to the left that led to the warehouse of units. “Mind if we just slip through?”

      The man dropped his feet to the floor and pushed himself up, trying to stand, but he stumbled and grabbed onto the desk to right himself. “Whoa.” He laughed. “Guess that weed was stronger than I thought.” He took two steps, filling the little office with a crackling sound.

      Cookie glanced down and spotted a pile of vending machine snack wrappers. Damn, where had he put it all? He appeared to be just about six feet tall but looked to weigh no more than a hundred and forty pounds. She was willing to bet ten pounds of it was from the junk food he’d just consumed.

      She was also willing to bet it was no coincidence that he was higher than a kite since Rain and Winter had just happened to find themselves rummaging around in someone else’s storage unit.

      “Who are you here to meet?” the guy asked.

      “Rain and Winter. Two women I’m betting you know. They need help moving something.” It wasn’t a total lie. Lydia would have to be moved at some point, but Cookie was hoping the M.E. would take care of that.

      “Ah, Rain and Winter.” He gave them a conspiratorial grin and an exaggerated wink. “I know all about them. Real cool grandmas. My nana could take a couple lessons from them.”

      Dylan’s body shook with silent laughter, no doubt about the grandma crack. Rain would be mortified if she knew anyone thought she was a day over forty.

      “I’m sure they’d love to give her few pointers,” Cookie said and tugged Dylan over to the door. “We’re kind of in a hurry, so if you wouldn’t mind buzzing us through…”

      “Right.” The man nodded his head a few times then seemed to remember what it was he was supposed to be doing and pressed a button under the counter. A loud buzzer sounded, and Cookie pushed her way through to the stark white hallway with bright orange garage doors.

      “That was interesting,” Dylan said as he followed Cookie past the first row of storage units.

      She let out a harrumph and turned right, following the numbers toward unit thirteen.

      “Are you sure this is it?” Dylan asked when they got there.

      The door was closed, and as far as Cookie could tell the place was deserted. Cookie pressed her ear to the metal door and heard the faint sound of laughter. Good Lord, what were they up to? Considering her mother’s grave tone on the phone, whatever Rain and Winter were doing, it couldn’t be good. “This is it,” Cookie confirmed.

      “You’re sure?” he asked, his expression skeptical.

      “Yep. Go ahead and open it.”

      Dylan shrugged and reached down, grabbing the metal handle, and the door rattled as it went up with apparent ease. Cookie and Dylan stood there for a moment, their mouths open as they surveyed the scene.

      A queen-size bed covered with a royal purple silk bedspread was pushed up against the back wall. A matching shag rug covered the concrete floor, and in the corner next to the bed was a nightstand with a large candle and two empty wineglasses. A floor lamp was set to low, giving the space an intimate feel with romantic lighting.

      To the left, there was a sub-zero freezer looking out of place, and standing in front of it were Winter and Rain. Both of them were dressed in pushup corsets, black stockings, and garter belts. To the right was a chest of drawers, the top drawer open with various bras and silk lingerie spilling over the side.

      “Well, hello there,” Dylan said not even bothering to try not to laugh. “Let me guess, Playboy Bunnies?”

      “I am a bunny,” Rain said, using both hands to lift her breasts and enhance her cleavage. “Winter is a burlesque dancer.” She reached over to her friend’s breast and flicked a tassel dangling from it. “You should see what she can do with these.”

      Cookie’s gaze landed on Winter’s chest and indeed, she realized, Winter’s corset stopped just below her breasts and she was wearing pasties, complete with tassels.

      “I think I’m a natural,” Winter said and started gyrating so that her tassels swirled around with vigor.

      “Yes!” Rain pumped her fist into the air. “You’re getting really good at it. I bet you could get a job with Miss Millie’s Maidens over in Hancock. I hear they’re always looking for fresh tassel talent.”

      “I am impressive.” Winter stared down at her chest as she increased the speed of her spinning.

      “I wonder if I could do that.” Rain reached for a pair of tassels sitting on top of the freezer with one hand and started to unlace her corset with the other.

      “Mother!” Cookie cried, finally finding her voice. “What in the ever-loving hell are you two doing?”

      Rain dropped the pasties and immediately stopped undoing her laces. A look of contrition washed over her as her cheeks flushed. “Nothing.”

      “It looks like you’re trying on another woman’s lingerie,” Cookie said, peering at her mother’s enlarged pupils. It was no surprise to Cookie that her mother, and no doubt Winter, had been getting high before they rummaged through Lydia’s intimates, not to mention that would confirm where the storage worker had gotten his stash.

      “It’s not like she’s going to be able to use it again,” Winter said in a small voice.

      “Right,” Rain agreed. “It’d be a shame to let such quality silk go to waste.”

      A dull ache formed over Cookie’s left eye, and she forced herself to remain calm. “You do realize this is a crime scene, right?”

      “Yes,” Rain said, somewhat defensively, as she turned to point at the freezer. “We didn’t touch anything inside there.”

      Winter turned her attention to the freezer, and Cookie noted the visible shudder that rolled through her mother’s dear friend. The older woman wrapped her arms around her body and rubbed her arms as if she were imagining what it would be like to be trapped in the cold.

      “At least there’s that,” Cookie said, shaking her head. She moved in front of the freezer, noting the framed picture of a pretty brunette and dried roses lying in front of it as if it were a gravestone. “Is that Lydia?” Cookie asked Winter.

      “Looks like her. I’ve only seen her in a picture in Blake’s study.”

      Cookie nodded and after pulling her sleeve down to cover her fingers, she reached over and lifted the top of the freezer. Sure enough, a frosty version of a woman with long brunette hair stared back at her with glassy eyes. “Damn,” Cookie muttered and let the freezer close with a thud.

      “Should I call Swan?” Dylan asked, placing his hand on the small of her back.

      “No!” Winter and Rain said at the same time.

      Cookie turned and crossed her arms over her chest. As much as she distrusted Swan with anything more serious than a traffic ticket, there were protocols to follow. “I don’t think I really have a choice.”

      “But he’s so lazy he’ll immediately blame Blake,” Winter said. “And I know he didn’t do this.”

      Cookie raised her eyebrows in question. “The husband is the first one the authorities will suspect. And clearly this unit is some sort of love nest.” But even as she said the words out loud, her analysis felt off. Why would a woman and her husband use a storage unit for a secret tryst? She supposed it was possible they were role playing and pretending to have an affair to spice things up in the bedroom.

      “No,” Winter insisted. She reached into the chest of drawers and grabbed a handful of garments. “Blake doesn’t even like lingerie. Something about his mom and dad and an ill-timed nooner that he accidently walked in on traumatized him. He said ever since then, every time he sees a silky negligee it kills his mood. He prefers me to go naked.” She gave Cookie a self-satisfied smile. “I just strip. Economical when you think about it.”

      “It so many ways,” Rain added.

      Cookie’s eyes met Dylan’s.

      He shrugged. “Sounds reasonable.”

      Cookie had to agree. For once, Winter was making perfect sense.

      “I’ve heard the nooner story, Cookie,” her mother said. “It’s true. Blake wouldn’t be into any of this stuff. Too bad too, because I know Hale would lose his mind if he saw me shake my groove thang in this little number.” She wiggled her hips and leered at Dylan. “Wouldn’t you like to see Cookie⁠—”

      “That’s enough of that,” Cookie said, holding her hand up. “What Dylan would like to see me in is not up for discussion.”

      “Sure it is,” Dylan muttered.

      Rain giggled while Cookie shot him a not-now look. “Listen,” she said to Winter. “I tend to agree with your assessment about Blake, but the fact is I don’t have a choice here. The local law has to be notified. And unfortunately, that’s Swan. But I’ll do what I can to make sure the case is thoroughly investigated.”

      “She’ll call Hunter,” Rain said with authority.

      “I am not going to call Hunter,” Cookie insisted. Hadn’t she been deputized? She didn’t need Hunter. Besides having access to FBI records, he was no more qualified to lead a case than she was.  “He doesn’t have to handle every investigation here on the island.”

      “You promise Blake won’t be unjustly accused?” Winter asked, wringing her hands.

      Cookie knew better than to promise that so she said, “I’ll do what I can,” and pulled out her phone to make the call.
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      Cookie and Dylan stood outside the closed storage unit, waiting for Rain and Winter to change out of Lydia’s lingerie. It’d been close to ten minutes already, and Cookie’s patience was running thin considering she’d already called Deputy Swan and he could arrive any minute.

      “Hurry up,” she said, pounding a fist on the metal door.

      “Just a sec,” she heard Winter call. “Your mom’s just trying to squeeze back into her leather pants. I think we might need a shoehorn to get them over her backside.”

      “Hey!” Rain called out, clearly offended.

      “Leather pants?” Dylan asked.

      Cookie closed her eyes and shook her head. “Mom saw a picture of Hayley Holloway in a pair of skin-tight red leather pants, and all I’ve heard for the past week is how hot she’d look in them.”

      “Right.” Dylan nodded as if her explanation was perfectly reasonable for a sixty-something-year-old inn keeper. Cookie chuckled, loving the way Dylan just rolled with her mother’s shenanigans.

      The sound of metal clanging indicated the door was rolling up, and Cookie turned to see her mother in skin-tight red leather pants, black knee-high boots, and white-with-red-hearts cropped T-shirt that appeared to be two sizes too small. A faux fur jacket was slung over her right shoulder.

      Cookie blinked as she gazed at what appeared to be an aged rock star stuck in her glory days.

      “Someone’s ready for Valentine’s Day,” Dylan said.

      “Hale and I have a date later. You like?” She turned around and glanced over her shoulder as if she were posing for a fashion shoot.

      Cookie let out a groan but secretly admired her mother’s self-confidence, despite the fact her leather pants weren’t exactly tight in the rear.

      “I think she looks hot,” Winter said, defending her friend.

      Rain laughed. “I knew my daughter was too uptight for this outfit.” She placed a hand on Dylan’s arm and waggled her eyebrows at him. “I just hope that for your sake she drops the inhibitions once you’re in the bedroom.”

      Dylan grinned at Cookie, and her face flushed with heat.

      “Aha!” Rain’s eyes gleamed as she pointed a finger at Cookie. “I knew it! The apple doesn’t fall far from the tree after all.”

      “Mom, do you think we could move on from my love-life and focus on the dead woman in the freezer?” Cookie pressed her fingertips to her temples, hardly believing the words that had just come out of her mouth.

      “Of course, Cookie. We can discuss ways to enhance your sex life during dinner,” her mother said matter-of-factly as if it were ordinary family meal conversation.

      “Oh for crying out⁠—”

      “There you are,” a male voice said, interrupting Cookie’s outrage.

      She turned and spotted the doughy, dark-haired deputy working his way toward them. He moved with a lumbering gait, as if he was having trouble putting one foot in front of the other, and his cheeks were rosy. No doubt he’d already been into the sauce. It was a rare occasion when one encountered Deputy Swan sober. It appeared today wasn’t going to be one of them.

      Another man rounded the corner, his long strides quickly overtaking the deputy. He was tall, with a medium build, and had silver hair.

      “Blake!” Winter said, rushing to meet him.

      He wrapped an arm around her waist, tucking her in close and bending his head to say something Cookie couldn’t hear.

      Winter pointed at the storage unit. “She’s in there.”

      Blake’s face turned to ash as he slowly worked his way into his wife’s love nest. Once he was in the middle of the unit, he stood stock-still, taking in the surroundings. His eyes focused on the bed for a long moment, and then he noticed the still-opened drawer. He sucked in a sharp breath and shook his head in pure disbelief.

      He glanced back at Winter, who’d stayed just outside of the unit by Rain’s side. “How did you know to come here?” he asked.

      Winter visibly swallowed and glanced away before confessing, “I read her journal.”

      “What?” He turned and walked back to Winter, staring down at her in confusion.

      “I… um, the other day when you were in the shower, I was in your study, or I guess the room that used to be Lydia’s study. Anyway, I was looking for a piece of paper to write you a note and let you know I had to run an errand. But while I was rummaging around for a pen in the top drawer, a small key that had been taped to the underside of the desk was jarred loose and just plopped down, taunting me.”

      “So you decided to use it?” Cookie asked before she could stop herself.

      Winter grimaced. “I don’t know what came over me. The curiosity was overwhelming.” She stared into Blake’s disbelieving expression. “I was sure the key went to the decorative box on the desk, and I never even stopped to think there might be secrets in there. I just… well, anyway. That’s where I found her journal. The last entry was over five years ago and she wrote about the hot… um, her encounters here with her lover.” Winter looked at Blake with compassion in her eyes.

      “Whoa, nelly, oh boy were they—” Rain stopped herself when Winter and Cookie both glared at her.

      Cookie shook her head. Now was so not the time. The man may have just learned his wife had been having an affair and was dead—or that his secret had finally been discovered.

      Rain bit down on her lower lip and glanced away, a contrite expression on her face.

      “So instead of telling me about it, you and Rain just decided to come here?” Blake asked, disbelief in his tone.

      Winter put a soft hand on his chest, staring up at him with tears in her eyes. The woman who’d been trying on negligées and laughing with Rain was long gone, and Cookie was relieved to see her taking this seriously, even if Rain was still bordering on the ridiculous. “I didn’t want to upset you if it turned out to be nothing… but then we found her.”

      “Where is she?” Swan demanded.

      “In there, cooling off,” Rain said, pointing to the freezer. “She looks great for being dead for five years.”

      Her mother had a point. Other than being blue and lifeless, the body hadn’t deteriorated at all. It would make the forensics much easier to tackle.

      Swan stalked over to the freezer and yanked the top open. “Yep. She’s a popsicle.”

      Blake walked up behind him, gasped, and then closed his eyes as his face paled. His body swayed, and Cookie was afraid the man was going to pass out.

      “Whoa,” Cookie said, moving to stand beside him. She wrapped her arm around his waist, steadying him. “Are you all right?”

      Blake shook his head, his entire body trembling.

      “You wouldn’t be either if you’d just been caught red-handed,” Swan declared, pulling his handcuffs off his belt.

      “What?” Cookie, Rain, and Winter all said at the same time.

      “It’s obvious Blake killed Lydia. Look at how upset he is that his current lover found his wife.” He pointed at Blake, who was shivering, making it clear to Cookie that he was in shock. Who wouldn’t be after finding out their missing spouse has spent the last five years just a few miles away in a freezer?

      “You’re going to have to come with me, sir.” Swan snapped a cuff onto Blake’s right wrist and was reaching for the left when Winter grabbed hold of the deputy and forcibly pulled him away from her man.

      “What is the matter with you? He didn’t do it,” she insisted. “How could he? He didn’t even know this place existed?”

      “He wants you to think that.” Swan grabbed her wrist and removed her hand from his arm. “Now let me go before I take you in for obstruction.”

      Winter’s eyes narrowed and she opened her mouth to protest, but Blake cut her off. “Don’t, Winter,” he said, his voice low and hoarse. “I don’t want you mixed up in this.”

      “But I’m the one who found her. I’m already in the middle of it,” she insisted.

      “Please,” he pleaded. “Don’t make this worse. I’ll go and answer his questions. I’m sure I’ll be home in a few hours.”

      Swan snorted his disbelief.

      “This is crazy,” Cookie said. “You don’t have any evidence.”

      “I will after we get a confession out of him,” Swan said, securing the second cuff around the man’s wrist. The deputy yanked Blake out of the storage unit, and with a somewhat steadier step, marched him back toward the office.

      “But he doesn’t even like lingerie!” Winter yelled after him.

      The deputy ignored her, and a moment later they disappeared around the corner.

      “No!” Winter buried her face in her hands while Rain rubbed the woman’s back in a supportive gesture.

      “She told you Swan was a bad call,” Rain told Cookie. “Should’ve called Hunter.”

      “Even if I had, we still would’ve had to inform Swan,” Cookie said, irritated. What exactly had Swan been thinking? There was less than zero evidence linking Blake to the murder of his wife. At best, Swan had reasons to question the man, but to arrest him? No. He was the laziest excuse for a law enforcement officer Cookie had ever witnessed.

      “You have to help him, Cookie,” Winter pleaded, tears streaming down her face. “He’s innocent. I can feel it in my bones.”

      “He’s really not the murdering type,” Rain said. “I can sense these things.”

      “I’m sure you can,” Cookie said absently, staring at the freezer. Swan hadn’t searched the unit for clues. He hadn’t even called anyone to come get the body. She sighed. Even if Winter hadn’t been her mother’s closest friend, she already knew she’d get involved. Swan was just too incompetent to handle a potential murder case.

      “You’re going to need help with this,” Dylan said, reading her mind.

      She nodded. “I know.”

      “Your mother’s right. You should call Hunter.”

      Cookie glanced up at him, meeting his deep blue gaze. “Are you okay with that? Having Hunter hanging around again?”

      He gave Cookie a half shrug and a cocky smile. “I’m pretty sure that after our date the other night, I don’t have much to worry about.”

      Cookie’s mind filled with memories of them locked in her bedroom, and her lips twitched into a smile of her own. “You’re right. You don’t.”

      Then she pulled out her phone and dialed.
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