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About This Book


Doreen eagerly anticipates her escape to the coast, leaving behind the wintery blues of Kelowna. However, the trip means returning to her old home—back when she was married to Mathew—stirring up a whirlwind of memories. She hopes for a peaceful journey, but, as soon as she steps into the conservatory, she realizes her hobby has unexpectedly followed her here.

Mack takes a few days off work to assist Doreen in sorting through Mathew’s belongings, aware of the emotional challenges she faces when revisiting her former life. His curiosity about her past is piqued, yet what he discovers is both unsettling and intriguing.

Amid this visit, a perplexing mystery unfolds. Why is a victim in the Vidalia patch, Doreen’s cherished garden bed? Could this be connected to Doreen herself? Or is she just unlucky again—or rather is she in the right place at the right time … again?

Sign up to be notified of all Dale’s releases here!


Prologue
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Nan’s birthday party at Rosemoor the week before had been wonderful. Mack drove to Doreen’s house to retrieve Nan’s special birthday gift, placing it carefully in his truck bed before peeking under the wrapping. His expression had been wonderful to see. “Wow. She’ll love this.”

And Nan did. So did everyone else. Doreen felt so much joy to see her grandmother’s face light up, as she and Nan both loved their furry and feathered family so much.

Now, however, the weekend and the party were already a warm memory, and the drive to Vancouver was almost over. Her animals had been very subdued, which made the travel time nice. Mack pulled up into the long fancy driveway, staring in shock at Doreen’s former home.

“I know,” Doreen muttered. “Even looking at it now, it’s hard to believe I lived here for so many years.”

“And yet it wasn’t your home, but it should have been.”

“Right,” she agreed, giving him a bright smile. “It really wasn’t. It was a cage, but it’s still hard to go back in time and to face how long my marriage was and what my life was like here.”

Mack just waited in the truck as she dealt with all these memories, with all these emotions.

Finally she shrugged. “It’s fine.” She opened the passenger door and stepped out. “I can’t believe we’re here. It was a decently long drive.”

“You were looking at flying down,” he reminded her, “then changed your mind.”

She nodded and smiled. “If we had flown down, then we couldn’t have brought the animals.” She let Mugs out. He raced around, sniffing.

Mack smiled. “I guess this was home for him too, wasn’t it?”

“He certainly spent some years of his life here, yes,” she agreed, “but it’s not as if he cares. If he’s with us, that’s what’s important.”

Goliath got out, sitting right next to the truck tire, staring in disdain, as if not believing what kind of place they had brought him to. Yet he usually had that expression on his face regardless.

“What’s the matter, Goliath?” she asked. “I would have thought this would be right up your alley,” she said, with a snicker. “After all, it is fit for a king.”

Mack shook his head. “It really is, isn’t it? Good God.”

Then a tall man in a security uniform stomped up to them, asking, “Who are you people, and why are you here? This is private property. This is a gated community. How did you get through?”

Doreen smiled at him. “The gate guard, Amos, checked our supporting paperwork and IDs and allowed us in. You can check with Amos to confirm. So do you work for the Parkers?” she asked, pointing in the direction from which he came.

He frowned. “No. I work for the Smithsons, the new owners next door.”

Doreen nodded. “I’m the new owner of this property. My name is Doreen Montgomery. I was Mathew’s estranged wife and now in charge of his estate.” She pulled out her driver’s license to share with him. “And your name?”

“Jefferson,” he grumbled as he frowned, checked her ID, and then returned it to her. “Mrs. Smithson has seen a couple roaming around the property recently, and I attempted to speak with them, but they ran off instead.”

Doreen frowned at that, turning to Mack. “Interesting,” she muttered. Facing Jefferson again, she added, “This is my fiancé, Corporal Mack Moreau of the Kelowna RCMP.”

Another vehicle pulled up behind them, and Mack turned and smiled as Nick Moreau got out.

“Hi, Nick,” she greeted him. Turning to the guard again, she explained, “This is my attorney, if you wish to confirm these facts with him. Plus he can provide the name and contact info for the local probate attorney representing Mathew’s estate.”

The guard did take a moment to interrogate Nick and seemed satisfied with his answers. “Thank you for your time.” And then he promptly left.

Nick frowned at them both. “What was that all about?”

Mack suggested, “Why don’t we discuss this inside?”

Nick nodded. “Good idea.” He took another look at the mansion before him and whistled.

“Right,” she muttered, as she walked over and gave him a hug.

“Hey, my almost sister-in-law. How’re you doing?”

“Since we stopped at Merritt and had brunch together,” she teased, with a chuckle, “I think I’m doing just fine.”

“Good.” Nick nodded. “I wasn’t sure how this trip would go for you.”

“I’m fine. Besides, I brought Mack for support.”

Mack chuckled. “That’s me. I’m just here for support.”

“That’s a good thing too,” Nick noted, “because, on the way down, I did get a call from the Vancouver police.”

“Really?” she asked, turning to him. “What about?”

“Apparently you had some break-ins in the garden area. They couldn’t find any damage to the house or any entry points, but the greenhouse was broken into.”

She stopped and stared at him. “The private security man mentioned how those neighbors saw a couple, a man and a woman, walking around here recently. Drat. That was my little corner,” she muttered, her heart sinking as the realization hit her. “Wow, I hadn’t really expected to feel that.”

“Hey, it’s okay,” Nick told her, patting her shoulder. “Let’s get you into the house, and we can look around while we’re here. The police do want me to contact them about it as soon as we have some answers for them.”

“Answers for them?” she asked, turning to stare at Mack. “How are we supposed to have answers for them? We just got here.”

Mack chuckled. “It’s vandalism, and it’s an unoccupied house. I’m pretty sure this is low on their list of crimes to investigate.”

“Right,” she muttered, raising both hands. “Why would they care?”

“You have to understand,” Nick explained, “that Vancouver is a massive city and that you are in a very wealthy area to boot. So they do want to touch base at least.”

She looked back at Mathew’s palatial mansion. She slowly walked up to the front door. “It still doesn’t feel real.”

“Of course not,” Nick agreed. “How long has it been?”

“I stayed nearby for just a month or two before I moved to Kelowna. That period is kind of a blur. It’s just over a year as he kicked me out just before Thanksgiving,” she muttered.

Nick nodded. “And look at how much your life has changed.”

At that, Mack put a gentle hand on her shoulders. “Do you want to go in alone?”

She faced him and frowned. “Heck no,” she muttered. “I still half expect Mathew to jump out of the woodwork at me.”

“Even though he’s dead and gone?”

“He may be dead and gone, but some things never die,” she declared. “I was a ghost of the person you know now while I lived here, and I really don’t want to go back to that timid existence.”

“And you won’t,” he declared cheerfully. “We’re here to take care of the business end of selling this house and its contents. That’s it. And, if you want to keep anything, we brought the truck, so you can take whatever you may choose back with you.”

Thaddeus poked his head out from under her hair and gave a massive whistle.

“Right,” she quipped. “Could have been yours too, you know?” she told him and then laughed. “No, it couldn’t. I refuse to live here. And, even in Mathew’s lifetime, he would never have allowed a bird in the house. Poor Mugs had a hard-enough time here.”

“Why?” Mack asked.

“He had to be perfectly groomed all the time. The maids were instructed to wash his feet each time he came inside from the yard. No jumping around or onto people. He was shut up in a room when we had guests over. No begging for food at the table, or he was shut up in a room again. No treats, except for those the staff and I snuck over to him. And, if he so much as passed wind, Mathew had him kicked out of the room immediately.”

Mack chuckled. “Mugs is much better off where he is now. It’s not as if a dog can control that.”

“No, but I’ve got to tell you that it seemed as if Mugs had this instinctive knack for doing it on purpose, whenever Mathew showed up.”

“Maybe it was his way of getting kicked out, so he didn’t have to deal with Mathew,” Nick suggested, chuckling. He handed over the keys. “I’ll let you do the honors.”

She stared down at them, made a face, and then turned to the front door. Putting the key in, she unlocked it. Pushing it open, she stepped in cautiously. Mugs raced past her, Goliath on his heels, both streaming down the hallway. Mugs knew exactly where to go. “He’s heading for the kitchen,” Doreen shared, “in case you are wondering.”

“He’s not really expecting there to be food, is he?” Nick asked.

“There was always a stash of treats for him in one of the bottom drawers,” she explained, as she went in that direction.

She knew that the others were more or less following her, even as their shocked gazes stared around. She turned to them and admitted, “I know. It’s a little over-the-top.”

“A little?” Mack repeated, staring at her. “This is how you lived?”

“No, this is how I was caged, remember? Language is everything.”

He smiled at her. “You do know …”

“Don’t even say it,” she muttered. “If I wanted this life, I would have stayed. I didn’t want it even when I stayed for too many years. I certainly don’t want it now, don’t want anything to do with it.”

In the kitchen, she walked to the drawer that had always been full of Mugs’s treats. She opened it, expecting it to be empty, yet dog treats were right there. “I’m surprised they didn’t get rid of these.”

She pulled out a few and tossed a couple on the floor for him. He sat down and dug in. Goliath sat beside him, sniffing every once in a while, wondering what the heck he was chewing on but completely disinterested otherwise.

Catching sight of the attached greenhouse out the kitchen window, Doreen walked over to the ten-foot-tall double French doors, unlocked one, and pushed it open, stepping outside into the fresh air. She loved this place still. It was a mix of screen panels and glass windows, so she had a wonderful space to grow things.

Seeing the damage to one of the nearby glass panels, she cried out and raced over to it. “Why would they damage the greenhouse?” she asked in shock.

“Depending on who it was and why,” Nick suggested, coming up behind her, “it could have just been maliciousness. A lot of people just want to destroy things.”

Mack checked this side of the double French doors. “While they seemed to have entered this area, I don’t see any forced entry into the main house itself.”

“But destroying the greenhouse is just so sad,” she whispered, as she stepped farther inside and looked around. “It’s such a beautiful space.”

“This is a greenhouse?” Mack asked from behind her. “No way. This is huge.”

She sighed. “I guess most people here would call it a conservatory.”

“Yeah, ya think?” he muttered, clearly astonished.

It was obvious to Doreen that he was really struggling with what she had as her former home. She added, “Remember that none of this even matters to me.”

“I’m working on remembering that,” he conceded, “but I have to admit, … it’s a shock. This exceeds anything I could imagine.”

Still, it wasn’t anything that she wanted him to feel bad about. As she walked through the greenhouse, conservatory, or whatever Mack wanted to call it, it broke her heart to see the damage. It was all fixable, yet it was senseless, and there was no need to hurt plants like this. She sighed. “We certainly have to put this to rights before we can sell it,” she muttered.

Nick looked over at her. “Do you think it’ll make a difference?”

“A conservatory like this should be in its prime,” she stated, “and obviously it’s not.”

“That’s true,” he agreed. “Depending on how much it costs, it is something to take into consideration.”

“I would like it brought back to the way that it was meant to be, no matter the costs,” she explained. “This was my space, Nick. Can’t you call the property manager who was hired by Mathew’s probate attorney? Surely they can find someone with references and glowing reviews to properly restore this area.”

Nick nodded. “Sure. I can do that. It was probably your only happy place amid all this … other.”

Doreen nodded, giving another long sigh.

“And maybe that’s why it was damaged,” Mack suggested, turning to her.

She stared at him in surprise. “If it was, … that would imply it was done by somebody who knew me.” She frowned. “I doubt anybody here even remembers me anymore. I have no friends here.” She looked around again, shaking her head. “It is sad …” Then she walked over to where the worst of the damage was, planted her hands on her hips, and stared.

Mack came up behind her. “Problems?” he asked her.

She turned to him. “I had Vidalia onions here. I kept them growing all year-round, so we always had fresh onions. I know it sounds silly, … but it was just one thing that I could do myself, and it was always a fun hobby.”

“Okay,” Mack replied. “So, what’s the problem?”

“This particular bed is where the worst damage is, and that makes no sense.”

“Why not?” he asked.

“Because the broken glass window where they entered the greenhouse is on the other wall.” She frowned, but then her eyes lit up, as a trickle of amusement slipped through her. “On the other hand,” she began, “I get that this is not exactly a case-case, right?”

“No, not a case, just vandalism.”

She chuckled again. “But maybe …”

“What is it that’s making you laugh about this?” Mack asked, perplexed.

She snickered. “Vandals in the Vidalias.”

“Hopefully that’s all that is going on here,” Mack noted.

That comment made Doreen study the bed closer again, gasping as she pointed. “Maybe not.”

He turned, and there—sticking out the far end of the garden bed—was something that didn’t belong. He leaned forward to get a better look.

She whispered, “Is that a nose?”

He frowned, turned back to her, with his gaze finally going to Nick, and Mack nodded.

“Yes, it is.”


Chapter 1
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Doreen sighed and left the conservatory-turned-crime-scene as Nick called his local police contact to report this event. She led the way back through the main part of the house, Mack following closely behind her, with Nick trailing slowly along, as he made his call. Mugs seemed completely at home—even if Doreen wasn’t. Goliath stayed nearby, and Thaddeus tucked closer into her neck.

The house remained the same and yet, in some ways, very different. When she mentioned that to Mack, he nodded.

“Is the house different, or are you different?”

She glanced at him and then quickly nodded. “You could be right,” she muttered. “I hadn’t thought of it in that way.”

Nick faced her, pocketing his phone, and asked, “So, where do you want to start?”

“I don’t know if we’re staying here at night for the next few days,” she began, with a bit of a grimace, “but, if not, we should probably find a place to stay.”

Nick suggested, “It probably would be better if we stayed here, particularly since we have the police on the way.”

“Oh my,” she muttered and then shrugged. “That’s fine then,” she conceded, giving them both a smile.

“Why don’t we start with the secret rooms,” Mack suggested, a smile on his face.

She looked over at him and laughed. “What’s this, just a treasure hunt for you? You’re acting like a two-year-old at Christmas.”

“Absolutely,” he admitted. “Everybody wants to find hidden treasure. I am not so different than most.”

She led the way into Mathew’s home office, and there she stopped, looking around and frowning.

“Does it look different?” Nick asked.

“I’m not quite sure. Something is different.” She turned around and pointed, “His desk and his chair still seem to be the same, but I’m not sure about this couch.” She studied it keenly. “I thought a black leather couch was here, not this more modern one—not his usual taste.”

“So could maybe Robin made this change?” Mack noted.

Doreen nodded. “That’s possible. I really don’t know. Mathew never let me decorate the house, claiming I didn’t have good taste.” She wandered over to his desk and sat down. It was hard to take it all in. She hadn’t expected to come back here ever. Now that she was here, it all had such a foreign feeling, a heaviness that she hadn’t expected. She looked over at Mack, catching him watching her, probably understanding what she was going through. Yet she could also see a little worry in his gaze. She smiled up at him. “I’m fine. Honestly.”

“Good,” he muttered, “because you don’t look … comfortable.”

She frowned and then chuckled. “That’s just you being you.” She got up from Mathew’s desk and announced, “We’ll have to go through all the drawers because I know one of these opens funny.”

“Funny?” Nick repeated, racing around to the side of the desk. “What do you mean by funny?”

“A secret drawer is in here,” she replied, waving carelessly at the desk. “He used to taunt me about it, telling me how I would never get into it.”

“Ooh, that’s mine then,” Nick stated, rubbing his hands together. “I love those.”

Even Mack laughed at that. “He always loved puzzles when we were growing up, especially the kinds that nobody else could get. He was all over them.”

“Then you’ve got your work cut out for you on this one,” she declared. “I’m not sure what’s in it. … I think he kept his gun in there.”

At that, Nick stopped in horror and turned to her.

She shrugged. “A guy like Mathew is bound to have weapons around.”

“Of course he would.” He shook his head. “Let’s figure out this puzzle.”

She pointed to one drawer. “I know it had something to do with this drawer, but I don’t know what the trick is.” She left him to it, walking over to the painting on the far side of the wall. She waved Mack over and said, “I don’t know whether this lifts off the wall or swings open. I don’t want to damage it, so can you give it a try? You can reach it a little easier than I can.”

He walked over and took a look and tried to swing it open. That didn’t work. When he tried to lift it off the wall, it didn’t lift either.

When he turned and frowned at her, she shrugged. “Another one of those things that he just loved. Anything that made everybody else feel stupid.”

“I really don’t like this guy.”

“You don’t have to. He’s dead.”

Mack snorted at that. “Even in death, I don’t like this guy.” He then returned his attention to the painting, running his fingers along the back of the frame. Suddenly came a click.

She eyed him in delight as he pulled the whole thing forward, as if opening a door, revealing a safe behind it. “Okay, so that’s the main safe,” she shared, staring at it. “I don’t remember the combination though. I hope … it could be in one of his desk drawers.”

“Which drawer?” Mack asked.

“The secret drawer. He used to keep stuff like that in there because nobody else could get into it.”

Mack laughed, turned to his brother, and declared, “Okay, now back to you.”

“Sure, no pressure,” Nick muttered.

“But that’s okay,” she said, “because you’re really good at this stuff.”

He glared at her from his stooped position and stated, “If that was meant to be sarcastic, that’s not fair. I haven’t had very much time in here.”

“Nope, you haven’t,” she agreed, and then she walked over to a picture closer to the window and looked back at Mack. “This one too.”

“What about that one?” he asked curiously.

“I think another safe is in here.”

“Another one?” He frowned at her.

“Yeah, I could be wrong, but I’m pretty sure. Another one is in here somewhere.”

“Good enough,” he replied. It took another minute or two for him to figure it out, but soon he had that one swinging away from the wall too.

She looked at the safe found behind it and nodded. “I’m sure he changed the combination on this one, but at one time it was my birthday.” Still she slowly and carefully entered her birthday, and unexpectedly the safe door popped open.

Mack crowded her to look inside. He whistled yet again. “Considering he used your birthday for the combination, I guess it’s really not a surprise that it’s full of jewelry boxes.”

She stared at it and frowned. “I guess not. Yet, if Robin had any idea that the combo was my birthday, she would not have been happy.”

“The good news is she apparently didn’t know.” Mack took out one of the many velvet boxes, opened it up, and stared. “Good God, these are what? Emeralds?”

“Hmm, I’m not sure,” she admitted. “I can’t remember the name, but he was working with some high-end jewels at one point. I don’t know if they are emeralds, but what else looks like that?” She pulled out a couple more boxes, opened them, and noted, “These are yellow diamonds. I do know that.” She rolled her eyes at Nick. “I’ve seen these necklaces before, a couple times.”

“Did you ever wear them?” he asked.

“Of course not.” She carelessly waved at one of the matching pairs of earrings. “It’s worth too much. You don’t go out in public with this stuff.” She snorted. “Mathew would never allow it. He would have high-quality imitations made so that nobody knew for sure. So, if they were stolen, the real piece was safe and secure.”

“I guess that makes sense,” Nick muttered, shaking his head, “but, good God, how much … I don’t even want to ask how much money is tied up in this stuff.”

“A lot,” she declared, “and he used to deal in jewels all the time.” She dug down to the bottom under the jewelry boxes and pulled out a bunch of paperwork. “If we’re lucky, these documents will be the insurance riders, which should give us some idea of their value.”

That caught Nick’s attention, so he left the desk and grabbed the papers, flipped through them, and nodded. “That’s exactly what these are,” he confirmed, “so that’s a boon.” He shook his head when he glanced back at the docs again. “Pretty unbelievable.” He carried the papers back to the desk, muttering to himself.

“Maybe so,” she conceded, but she wasn’t all that interested in them. “I know we’re waiting for the police, but do we need to have them involved in any of this stuff?”

“They shouldn’t have to be,” Mack stated, standing beside her. “No reason to get them involved in all of this since it’s your private property.”

“And how the heck does that work?” she muttered, with a headshake.

Just then came a whoop as Nick popped up from behind the desk. “I think I got it.”

She walked around the desk, saw the open drawer, and smiled. “Yeah, that looks like it.”

Sure enough, Nick opened the secret drawer, and there was a small handgun.

She nodded. “I think the gun license is in there somewhere too.” She stared at the weapon with revulsion. “It’s nothing I ever wanted him to have. I’m not really a fan of a guy like him being armed.”

Nick lifted it out gingerly with his handkerchief, frowning at it as he sniffed it. He told Mack, “I don’t think it’s been fired recently.”

Using the handkerchief, Mack took it from him, looked it over, and sniffed it too. “No recent smell of firing. Seems it’s been in this drawer for a while.” He faced Doreen and added, “So, that’s another good thing.”

“I’ll take any good things, considering we have a dead body in the greenhouse,” she muttered, yet with a smile. “Plus anything that makes our job easier right now is good.”

“And,” Nick added, “the license is here. Seems in order. Oh, Doreen, you’ll want this.” He handed her some numbers written on a sticky note.

She smiled and walked over to the first safe. The numbers worked, and the safe door unlocked. Mack stood behind her as she checked it out. She snorted, pulled out one single sheet of paper. “This is so Mathew. You’re too late. I already moved these contents.”

Just then the authorities arrived out front. Mugs alerted them the only way he knew how, by barking furiously. Nick looked out the window and nodded. “I’ll deal with them, and you guys can stay here, if you like.”

“Gladly,” she muttered.

He disappeared from the office, while Doreen watched through the window to see some uniformed cops plus some forensic types in their white jumpsuits traipsing to the conservatory in the back. She realized it would be a bit of a circus now. She called Mugs back into the office and closed the door. She groaned and looked at Mack. “I didn’t really expect to find a dead body here.”

“Neither did I,” he noted, watching the proceedings through the window.

“Do you feel out of the loop?” she asked him.

He turned to her and laughed. “No, I’m on holiday, remember?”

She rolled her eyes at that. “Which is why you’re studying it all so intently. Did you honestly think I wouldn’t notice that?”

“I notice even if I’m off work. I’m a detective. Once that gene turns on, there is no turning it off. It also makes me wonder who had access to the house. Yet, if you and I try to help solve this case, we’ll piss off the local authorities.”

She sighed. “Surely that’s not a smart thing to do.”

His lips twitched, and he murmured, “It’s not a smart thing to do, as I’ve been telling you for a very long time. On the other hand,” he began, giving her a side look, “will you let them investigate this all on their own and not have anything to do with it?”

“I can’t do that,” she admitted, staring at him intently. “It’s my house, after all.” Then she frowned. “God, that sounds weird.”

“Right, it is your house,” he stated. “I know for a fact you won’t let this go on without your assistance.”

“Correct,” she confirmed, as she shook her head. “I can’t.”

“Of course not,” he muttered. “So, as soon as they sort out what’s going on out there, and they get the coroner involved, they’ll need to talk to us.”

“Of course,” she replied, with a nod. “Yet we have alibis. So this should be easy.”

Thaddeus poked his head out of Doreen’s hair. “He-he-he.”

Doreen could only hope he was just being a smart aleck, not giving her advance warning of the mess they were in.

“We do have alibis, indeed,” Mack declared, then did a double take. “Do you really expect them to look at you as a suspect?”

She frowned at him and shared, “You’re the one who always tells me that the spouse is usually the first place anybody looks.”

He smiled at her. “That’s very true, but I don’t think it’ll be an issue in this case. Your spouse is dead. You aren’t the spouse of the dead body in the garden. We don’t live here. We can prove that we drove down today, stopping in Merritt, buying brunch and gas. Plus we found the body ourselves almost immediately upon our arrival. So, whoever has been in and out of this place, like caretakers or whatnot, that’ll be a different story.”

“And I need to find that information for the police, don’t I?”

“Or Nick can share that. As you mentioned, Mathew’s probate attorney had hired a property management company to get a caretaker on the property. I mean, the house was unoccupied, so that sounds like a good idea. The caretaker can mow the lawn and can watch for intruders. Probably cheaper than hiring a private security guard, the way your neighbors, the Smithsons, have.”

“And what if the dead body is the caretaker?” she asked in horror. “What if it was somebody working for the estate?”

“Let’s deal with that if it happens,” Mack stated.

She pinched her lips together to avoid launching one million other questions that were all piling up and incredibly disturbing to her right now.

When Nick finally walked back inside, he smiled at her. “The coroner is on the way, and, yes, the police will need to talk to you.”

“Of course,” she said. “I didn’t have anything to do with it though,” she announced, staring at him.

He smiled at her and nodded. “I know that, and Mack knows that. You just have to convince the police of that.”

Mack groaned, chastising Nick, “Don’t go sending her off so terrified that she’ll be a suspect again.”

“Right.” Nick chuckled. “I forgot that you’ve already been through this once.”

“Don’t remind me,” she muttered, with a nervous smile. “It wasn’t much fun.”

“Of course not,” Nick said. “I’ve already explained that we three, in two separate cars, just drove here from Kelowna, and they can call the restaurant in Merritt, proving that we’ve only just arrived here, based on quite normal travel time. We’ve got the gas and brunch receipts from Merritt, and both of our vehicles are here. Heck, the car hoods may still be warm. Plus, Mack is a cop, which should help give us credibility, but they’ll still need to check all our alibis to confirm that we literally did just come into town.”

Mack added, “I was in at work early this morning in the station at Kelowna, with plenty of witnesses, including the captain. The drive takes about four and a half hours, without stopping for food and gas, and the talk with Jefferson too, so that should help. Plus, your being an attorney should make you an equally viable witness.”

“Exactly, and I followed you both in my own vehicle,” Nick pointed out. “So, if one of us will be looked at as a suspect, then all of us are.”

“Oh dear,” she muttered, staring at him in horror. “I would feel terrible to get you two involved in anything.”

Nick gave her a smirk. “You can’t get me involved in anything because I didn’t do anything.”

“Neither did I,” she declared adamantly.

He rolled his eyes and nodded. “I know, and you don’t need to worry.”

Just then came a knock on the open office door.

She turned and found a man in a suit standing there, a detective no doubt. She frowned at him and asked, “Daniel? Daniel Sherwood?”


Chapter 2
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Daniel gazed at her in surprise. “Is that you, Doreen?”

“It is,” she cried out, walking toward him with both hands out. Yet Mugs remained uncertain and sniffed Daniel’s pant leg. Mugs wasn’t barking but neither was he welcoming. “Daniel, it’s so good to see you.”

He tilted his head. “Yet not necessarily, at least in these circumstances.”

She shook her head. “I don’t know how, but I always seem to end up in trouble.”

“I was talking to—” He turned to Nick and pointed. “Is this your lawyer?”

“So sorry, introductions are in order. This is Mack, my fiancé, and his brother Nick, who also happens to be my lawyer,” she announced.

At the word fiancé Daniel raised his eyebrows at her, and she nodded.

“I know what you’re thinking, and believe me that we can explain.”

“Oh, I can’t wait to hear this,” he quipped. “I had heard that you and Mathew separated.”

“Let’s just say he replaced me, … with the proverbial younger model,” she shared, with half a groan. “Not exactly an easy time.”

“No, of course not, and therefore …”

“Right, and, therefore, you may think that jealousy or whatever would give me a motive to destroy Mathew’s conservatory, but I wasn’t even in town.”

“I understand that you guys drove down this morning?”

Mack stepped forward, held out his hand, and introduced himself again. “I reported to work this morning in Kelowna, before we drove down. My captain and others will confirm.”

“Okay, that should all be easy enough to check,” Daniel noted, “possibly ruling you guys out right away.”

“Absolutely,” Mack agreed. “We didn’t have anything to do with this.”

“So, what are you here for?” he asked, turning to Doreen.

“I’m sure you’ve heard—or maybe not, I don’t know—but Mathew was murdered in Kelowna some time ago,” she began, then pointed at Mack. “I was cleared as a suspect, and Mack found Mathew’s killer. However, since Mathew and I were still legally husband and wife at the time of Mathew’s death, and I was still in his will, it turns out I’m the beneficiary of his estate. Nick’s been working on the legal aspects of Mathew’s estate all along, but we made this trip to begin to deal with the contents of this and other properties, so I can sell them.”

“You are not coming back to live in the house?” Daniel asked.

“Oh no, we’ll live in Kelowna. My grandmother is there.”

“How is she?” he asked. “When last I spoke to you, you mentioned that she was the only family you had.”

“Exactly,” she confirmed. “She is doing great and really looking forward to the wedding.”

“Have you set a date?”

“No, we sure haven’t,” she said, with a laugh. “We just recently got engaged. So I was hoping for a little more time to get adjusted to that, but some people don’t want to give me much time before we set the date, like Nan and others.”

Mack chuckled, wrapped an arm around her shoulders, and kissed the top of her head. “Regardless, I will give you as much time as you need.”

“Yeah, you did promise me that,” she agreed, smiling back at him, “but you know what Nan’s like.”

“I do know what your grandmother is like,” Mack acknowledged, with a smirk and a shake of his head. “As far as she’s concerned, she’ll be dead if you don’t get married soon, and she’ll miss it all.”

“I know, and your mother is no better.” She groaned and looked over at a somewhat impatient Daniel. “It is really good to see you again. Are you handling the case then?”

“I am,” he stated and then frowned. “You know, I did hear rumors about some crazy woman in Kelowna solving all kinds of murders and cases—cold cases. That wasn’t you, right?”

Mack was already laughing. “It definitely was her.”

Daniel noted, “I’m not sure how you ever got into that, but I can’t have you messing with my case.” When she frowned, he immediately shook his head. “I get that you’re some amateur sleuth and that you’ve had some really good beginner’s luck, but no way can I have you involved in my case.”

“Of course not,” she muttered, her shoulders slumping. “That would be way too easy, wouldn’t it?”

He muttered, “I don’t know about easy. Some of these cases never get solved, and we end up with an incredible backlog of cold cases,” he muttered. “If we’re lucky, we eventually solve them.” He pulled out a notebook. “Right, so your husband was murdered. Any chance it would be connected to our dead body here?”

“To say a flat-out no wouldn’t make a whole lot of sense,” she replied, “so I guess the answer to that is a maybe.”

Daniel groaned.

Mack quickly stepped in and explained about Mathew’s murder. Hearing him, Daniel looked disturbed to say the least. “And your divorce lawyer was murdered too?” he asked Doreen.

“Yes, but I had nothing to do with any of it.”

He stared at her for a long moment and muttered, “Good God.”

“I know. It’s been a rough year or so overall, especially the past several months for me,” she muttered. “Thankfully I ended up at Nan’s after Mathew kicked me out. Being with my husband as I was, I never even knew the basics about survival.” She smiled over at Mack and added, “He’s the one who taught me how to cook.”

“Seriously?” Daniel asked, turning to Mack in astonishment.

Mack nodded. “She’s a very special lady,” he shared. “I also know that she had absolutely nothing to do with Mathew’s murder.”

“You may know that,” Daniel pointed out, “so, from your perspective, … she’s off the hook.”

“Not just my perspective, as Mathew’s murder has been solved,” he pointed out. “Again feel free to contact my captain in Kelowna, and he can give you the details, share a copy of the case files, if you feel that is pertinent to your case here.”

“If this were your investigation,” he asked, studying Mack, “wouldn’t you check out this other murder?”

“I guess I would, yes.”

“And wouldn’t you also consider your own position in Mathew’s case?” he asked Mack.

It took Doreen a moment, then she gasped. “Oh my, you can’t possibly think that Mack had anything to do with this recent murder here or with the two prior murders. I mean, Mack works full-time in Kelowna, and he had nothing to do with Mathew’s death. He had nothing to do with Robin’s death either. He’s been the cop trying to solve it on the other end.”

“And you can defend me until you’re blue in the face,” Mack noted, crossing his arms as he stared at Daniel, “but Daniel must still do his job, and he’ll find out all about that for himself.”

“I prefer to think I would find it all out,” Daniel clarified, “if people were honest and upfront.”

“We have been,” Mack stated. “As I already mentioned, feel free to contact my captain, and you can get any of the details you feel are pertinent.”

Daniel nodded but his gaze didn’t leave Mack.

Doreen was shocked. It never occurred to her that anybody would accuse Mack of having anything to do with it. “You do realize that we haven’t even been down here before now, right? This is our first visit since I was unceremoniously booted out.”

“That may well be true,” Daniel conceded, “but this guy’s also come into your life fairly quickly, and I just don’t want to see anything connected to him.”

“Connected to this case?” Mack clarified, his tone settling into a hard line. “Or to make sure she isn’t jumping into something she shouldn’t too quickly?”

Daniel gave a wolfish grin. “You mentioned it, not me.”

“Oh no, no, no, no, no.” Doreen raised her hands, staring from Mack to Daniel. “This isn’t happening. Mack is completely free and clear on all this. But, if I need to get him a lawyer, believe me that I will.”

“I don’t think a lawyer will be necessary,” Mack declared, as he continued to stare at the detective in front of him. “Yet the grandstanding here has a very interesting side effect, especially considering that we are looking for a criminal here in the lower mainland right now, instead of somebody from Okanogan this time. Plus, we happen to have somebody right in front of us, who seems to know an awful lot about you and your ex.” He turned to Doreen to make his point. “Somebody who knows you, maybe your love of gardening,” he suggested.

Doreen frowned at Mack, reminded of his earlier comment about how this vandalism to her beloved greenhouse was somehow about getting back at her. She then turned to Daniel. She knew what Mack was trying to do, and it didn’t take Daniel very long to connect the dots. His face turned bright red, his expression muddled, but it was more fury than anything.

Mack nodded. “So, just a little advice from one cop to the other. I suggest you take good care on how you approach this case,” he began. “I didn’t have anything to do with it, and the case in my corner of the world is all closed up, while the one in your corner is still wide open.”

At that, Nick stepped in. “Hang on a minute. Let’s keep everything nice and friendly,” he suggested. “Daniel, if you have some questions to ask Doreen, maybe we can get to those right now, with her attorney present. We’ve been traveling, and we’re tired, and this wasn’t exactly the easiest arrival we could have asked for. Plus, we haven’t eaten lately and are in need of some food.”

Doreen shrugged. “If any of the old staff were still around, I could ask them to prepare something. Yet you told me that everybody had been let go. Is that correct?” she asked, turning to Nick.

“Yes, all but the caretaker, and he was keeping an eye on the property.”

She frowned at Nick and asked, “And we haven’t seen any sign of him?”

“No.”

She nodded. “So, then that’s suspicious, isn’t it?”

“That potentially could be his body out in the greenhouse.” Mack pointed out, with a nod, completing her thought.

She winced, but it was definitely possible.

Daniel frowned, silently watching their interactions and intently listening.

“And could you identify him?” Mack asked her.

“I don’t think so,” she replied, “unless it’s Philip. He used to work here when I lived here, but I haven’t seen or heard anything from him—or even about him in a very long time.”

“Okay, so Daniel will ID the dead body in the greenhouse and will get back to us to share that info, can’t you?” Mack asked.

Daniel gave him a very stern look, not saying a word.

Nick interjected, “As I understand it, the current caretaker was originally your husband’s hire. The property management company hired by Mathew’s probate attorney kept him on to look after the property, just until we got the details sorted out and transferred to you, Doreen,” Nick explained. “So it should not be anybody you know, but we’ll see. Daniel, if and when you’re ready to remove the body, we’ll take a look to see if she can ID the body.”

“I don’t think she should do that,” Daniel argued. “I don’t know how long the body’s been there, but I can’t imagine it’s a pretty sight.”

Doreen snorted, finding it funny to hear somebody concerned about her sensibilities because she was a completely different person now than she had been so many months ago. She turned to him and explained, “I’ve done a lot of work with the coroner in Okanogan.” She gave Daniel a wry smile. “She’s become a good friend now.” She glanced down at her phone and frowned. “Oh shoot, we forgot to tell her that we were leaving.”

“I can send her a message,” Mack offered. “Weren’t you supposed to meet her for tea or something?”

She nodded. “I was. I forgot.”

“It’s fine. I’m sure she’s more than busy.”
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Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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