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      Annabel McBride swooned a little as the jaw-droppingly handsome Marcus Grady strode into her ice cream shop, with his black guitar bag swung over his broad shoulders.

      Anna wasn’t the type to become starstruck, but this man was a sight to behold. His light brown hair fell in layers above his ears, and his short, manicured beard gave him an irresistibly rugged look. Not to mention those smiling green eyes.

      After a sharp elbow in the ribs from one of her employees, Velma Bryant, Anna managed to speak. “You must be Marcus. Welcome. It’s an honor to have you perform at my grand opening.”

      Marcus flashed Anna a half smile. “It’s my pleasure, ma’am.” His voice was reminiscent of honey. For a moment, Anna forgot that she was about to open the doors to her ice cream shop, Bella’s Dream, for the first time. She wasn’t sure if the fluttering in her stomach was nerves, or if it was the result of meeting Seagull Cove’s favorite son, who also happened to be a pop music star.

      Who knew the ice cream business could be so interesting? If Anna had, perhaps she would have retired from her psychological counseling practice in Boston years ago. Of course, if she had done it years ago, it would have been with her sister, Bella, by her side.

      Marcus winked at Anna. “I’m always happy to support a new business in my hometown. Besides, I’m on a break from touring, so I’m in town, anyway.”

      Anna had a feeling that, in addition to Marcus’s generosity, she also had Velma to thank for Marcus’s appearance. Velma had lived her whole life in Seagull Cove, and she couldn’t have been more well-connected if she were the town’s mayor.

      A man with stringy grey hair that fell just below his shoulders impatiently cleared his throat. Then he gave Anna a curt wave. “I’m Ted, Marcus’s sound guy. Where should I set up?”

      Ted was probably used to women losing their power of speech in front of Marcus. Not that Anna had any real interest in Marcus Grady, even if he had been anywhere near her league. Besides the fact that Marcus was in his late twenties and Anna was forty-four, she was not interested in a romantic relationship with anyone. All Anna wanted was to build her business and settle into her new life.

      With her head down so that nobody would see her blushing like a teenager, Anna guided the two men through the large rectangular opening that led from the room that housed her ice cream counter to a larger dining room and gathering space. The far wall was lined with booths, and square wooden tables were scattered throughout the rest of the room. Anna imagined musicians, comedians, and open mic nights bringing the room alive. She smiled as she envisioned book clubs and other gatherings drawing the community into her shop.

      Just like Bella had dreamed of.

      Anna accompanied Marcus and Ted to a vacant area against the back wall. “You can set up there.”

      Ted disappeared, presumably to fetch the sound equipment, while Marcus pulled out a mahogany guitar.

      “That’s a beautiful instrument,” Anna said.

      Marcus rested against a stool and strummed a few chords. “This hunk of wood is more than a musical instrument. She’s more like a faithful old friend.”

      When Ted returned, a man who appeared to be in his early forties was with him. “I’m Donny Donaldson, Marcus’s manager. We spoke on the phone.”

      “Yes,” Anna said, shaking Donny’s hand. “It’s nice to meet you in person. If there’s anything else you need, just let me know.”

      “Thanks. I think we’ve got it from here.”

      Anna glanced at the strawberry ice cream cone clock on the wall next to the counter. It was nearly time to open the doors. She wiped her palms on her black pants and took a deep breath. Anna had been anticipating this day ever since she made the decision to close her counseling practice and open Bella’s Dream while visiting her cousin, Connie, in Florida.

      When Anna turned around to scoot behind the counter, Velma, along with two of her other employees, Jack and Olivia, stood watching her. Anna’s cheeks once again grew warm. “I’m sorry, I should have introduced you to Marcus. I guess I got a little tongue-tied.” Velma was her most experienced employee by far. She had worked for the former owners of the ice cream shop, which had previously been called Seagull Cove Creamery. Jack and Olivia were finishing up their junior year at the local high school and needed summer work.

      Anna and her team were as ready as they would ever be for the steady stream of customers that she prayed would come throughout the day.

      It had to if Bella’s Dream was going to succeed.

      “No worries,” Jack said. “We see Marcus around all the time. It’s not a big deal for those of us who grew up in Seagull Cove.”

      Within a half hour, the sound check was complete, and Anna was opening the doors to Bella’s Dream.

      She kicked down the doorstop, allowing the cool, salty air to drift into the shop. The temperatures had climbed to the low seventies, which was unusually high for late-May. As far as Anna was concerned, it was nothing short of a miracle. Between it being Memorial Day weekend, the sunshine, and Marcus’s music - not to mention Anna’s amazing half-price banana splits - there should be no shortage of customers. She also hoped her free scoops for kids would draw families to her grand opening.

      Anna looked expectantly through the front window. Her storefront was mostly glass. It consisted of two large windows, each with one cafe-style table looking onto Main Street, with a glass door in the middle.

      A young boy with red hair and freckles was Anna’s first customer. He sprinted toward the shop, sounding like a stampede of wild horses. He was a few yards ahead of a man, a woman, and a young girl, who Anna presumed were his parents and little sister. Anna hopped behind the counter to greet her first official customer. “Hello, there!”

      The boy stood in front of the counter with his hands behind his back, looking up at Anna with a wide grin.

      “Are you here for your free scoop?”

      He nodded his head vigorously. “Chocolate, please.”

      The boy’s family caught up to him while Anna fulfilled his request. The woman, who had the same red locks as the boy, ruffled his hair. “Frankie is here for the ice cream.” Then she lowered her voice. “As much as I love ice cream, I’m here more for Marcus.”

      Anna handed Frankie his chocolaty cone. Then Jack and Olivia took over, serving the rest of the family. Then the next customers. And the next. Most people took their sweet concoctions into the adjacent room, where Marcus was strumming his guitar and singing his way through his many hit songs.

      Anna’s heart swelled as she watched her sister’s dream spring to life before her eyes. After so much planning and second-guessing herself, it had all been worth it. Anna hadn’t felt happier since before…well, before her life changed forever just four years, eight months, and three days ago. But today, nothing could steal her happiness.

      Anna stood by the entrance greeting her customers, while Velma took their orders and rang them up, and Jack and Olivia scooped the ice cream and made more banana splits than they probably ever imagined they would make in one day.

      After a couple of hours, the foot traffic slowed down. Anna made herself a cone with a scoop of salted caramel ice cream and brought it into the dining room to socialize with her customers. Salted caramel was definitely her favorite. Or was it mint chocolate chip? Or rocky road? Or cookie dough? Or butter pecan? Or rum raisin? Or… There were so many. She would have to increase her workouts if she was ever going to keep her waistline in check. But that was a problem for another day.

      While Marcus masterfully entertained the crowd, Anna made the rounds, chatting with her patrons, who she hoped would become regular customers. Then she took a break and stood at the back of the room facing Marcus.

      A couple, who had been among the first few customers to arrive, sat at the table closest to Marcus. They looked to be in their late forties. The woman was wearing a Marcus Grady concert t-shirt and was staring at Marcus as if he were the only person in the world. Anna wondered if the man who was with her was her husband. He kept glancing at his watch and looking around the room, as if he were bored.

      A few minutes later, Anna’s cousin, Gianna, along with her husband, Gary, and their five-year-old twins, arrived and sat with Anna’s parents, Judy and Al, and her brother, Albie. Albie’s sixteen-year-old daughter, Sophia, was unable to attend, because she had to work. Anna’s parents had recently retired to southern New Hampshire, which was about an hour away from Seagull Cove.

      Gianna gave Anna two thumbs up as she made her way to her family’s table. Anna went over to greet them, and after a few words of support from her family, Albie pointed to a table near Marcus. Anna couldn’t believe her eyes when she saw who was sitting there. It was Marcus’s girlfriend, Jasmine Hall, wearing an elegant floral lavender blouse over faded blue jeans. And Marcus was inviting her up to sing. What a treat to have two stars in her shop!

      The crowd encouraged Jasmine with ardent applause.

      As Marcus sang his latest hit, “Jasmine’s Song,” he gazed into Jasmine’s eyes. A twinge of sadness crept over Anna as she remembered the only man whom she had ever felt that way about. She shook off her sorrow and reminded herself yet again that she was lucky to have ever loved anyone as much as she had loved Ian. Even if their time together had been short.

      Marcus finished the song to a standing ovation, then Jasmine joined him in a duet. Judging from the smiles on her customers’ faces, and her weary employees, the day couldn’t have gone any better.

      When Marcus’s performance neared its end, customers gradually filed out, and Ted packed up the sound equipment.

      “I can’t thank the two of you enough for helping to make this day a success,” Anna said to Marcus and Jasmine. “I can’t believe you wouldn’t let me pay you for your time. At least take some ice cream home.”

      “I’d better not if I want these jeans to fit,” Marcus said, patting his stomach. “And don’t mention it. I love performing for the people of my hometown. They always had faith in me, even when I was boy. But I am going to slip out as discreetly as possible, or I’ll be here all night.”

      “Go ahead, honey,” Jasmine said. “I’ll stick around to sign a few autographs.”

      Marcus managed to slip out the front door without attracting too much attention.

      A few minutes later, Anna’s family stood to leave, so she went over to say a quick goodbye. “Bella would be so proud,” Judy said. She could tell by her mother’s quivering lip that she was fighting back tears. Al silently nodded his agreement. The only time Al McBride was ever quiet was when he was choked up, so Anna knew it had been an emotional day for him, as well.

      Jasmine remained at her table for more than an hour signing autographs and posing for selfies, while Donny stuck around to monitor the never-ending line. It was obvious why Marcus had wanted to make a break for it.

      Anna wiped down the front tables and the ice cream counter, saying a prayer that its round stools would always be full of happy customers enjoying her famous banana splits - at least they were famous in the McBride family.

      Velma was speaking to two gentlemen whom Anna had seen in the dining room earlier. They were now seated at the counter, and Jack and Olivia were finally taking a break and enjoying a well-deserved scoop.

      Velma motioned for Anna to join them.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      “Anna, I’d like you to meet two of my favorite Seagull Cove residents.” Velma put her arm around the waist of a man with dark hair that was turning grey around his temples. “Of course, I might be biased, because this one is my husband of thirty-five years, Rich Bryant.”

      Velma’s dark eyes sparkled as she introduced her husband. Anna had liked Velma from the second they met, when Anna had interviewed her for a job in her shop a couple of months ago. Velma was tall and thin with short, dark hair, and she had a quiet strength about her.

      “It’s lovely to meet you, Rich,” Anna said warmly.

      “Our son and daughter weren’t able to be here. Our daughter is working, and our son had a previous engagement. But I’m sure you’ll be meeting them soon,” he said.

      “I’ll look forward to it.”

      “And this is Old Joe Wiggins,” Velma said. The man, whose white hair contrasted with his bright blue eyes, waved away Velma’s comment.

      Joe chuckled. “My mother just named me Joseph Wiggins. The ‘old’ part came more recently.”

      “Joe rents the apartment directly above this shop,” Velma said. “He is also a retired private investigator, so you can feel safe knowing he lives upstairs.”

      “You’ll probably be seeing a lot of me,” Joe said, rubbing his ever-so-slightly protruding stomach. “Ice cream is my weakness. I was glad to hear that this would remain an ice cream shop when the previous owners retired. The easy access to ice cream was half the reason I rented the upstairs apartment.”

      Anna smiled. Despite Joe’s white hair, he had a relatively youthful appearance. “I’m pleased to meet you, Joe. But I have to say, you don’t look that old to me. How on earth did you get that nickname?”

      Joe examined Anna with his blue eyes. His easy smile told Anna that he found her compliment sincere. “I’m not that old. Velma, Richie, and I graduated Seagull Cove High School in the same class.”

      “So, why the nickname?”

      “I guess it’s because I’m an old soul. I’ve packed a lot of life into my sixty years.”

      Anna’s gaze fell to the ground. “Me, too, Joe. It looks like we share more than just a building.”

      When Anna looked up, Joe, Velma, and Rich were looking at her intently.

      “Well, welcome to the neighborhood, Anna.” Joe swallowed a spoonful of his chocolate chip ice cream. “Say, if your name is Anna, then who’s Bella? I expected Velma to introduce you as ‘Bella’ because of the name of your shop.”

      Someone was calling Rich, so he excused himself and joined his friend in the dining room.

      Instead of answering Joe’s question with words, Anna brought him to a wall that was decorated with framed photos. She pointed to a picture of a woman.

      “This is my Irish twin sister, Isabel McBride. We called her Bella. She was eleven months younger than me.”

      It was evident from the photo that Bella and Anna were sisters. Anna had long, wavy brown hair. Bella’s was the same length and texture, except her locks were red, and her complexion was lighter. Both shared pensive deep brown eyes.

      Velma had followed Anna and Joe over to the photo wall. “You probably read about Bella’s fatal boating accident in the local newspapers. It was a little more than four years ago,” Velma said, giving Anna a compassionate smile.

      “I named the shop Bella’s Dream, because it had always been my sister’s dream to open an ice cream shop. We were both psychologists, and we shared a counseling practice in Boston. Every Friday, after our last client, we used to visit a nearby ice cream shop much like this one, except a little smaller. They had musicians, comedians, book club meetings, speakers - you name it. That shop grew into a mini-community. Bella used to say that she sometimes felt as if that little ice cream shop did more good for people’s mental health than we did at our practice. She believed that many people were lonely simply because there weren’t as many community gathering spots as there had been in days of old. Anyway, I needed a change, and my family and I always vacationed in Seagull Cove, so here I am.”

      Anna didn’t usually speak so openly about the tragedies in her life, but something about Velma and Joe put her at ease. Besides, people were bound to ask about the name of her shop, so she might as well get used to explaining.

      “I love your vision,” Velma said. “It’s what made me want to continue working here after the old owners retired.”

      “And I’m thrilled to have you,” Anna said.

      Joe remained silent and returned his attention to Bella’s photo.

      “What’s going on in that analytical mind of yours, Joe Wiggins?” Velma asked.

      Joe pulled his attention from the photo. Then his eyes darted between Velma and Anna. “Nah, I must be mistaken. It’s nothing.”

      “Mistaken about what?” Anna asked.

      Joe hesitated. “I could have sworn I saw this woman standing across the street straining to see into the shop when I arrived this afternoon.”

      Anna’s mouth hung open. She was unable to formulate a response.

      “It was only a quick glance. As I said, I’m obviously mistaken, because your sister passed away four years ago. But there sure is someone else out there who resembles your sister,” Joe said.

      The part of the story that Anna had left out was that Bella’s body had never been found, and something deep inside Anna told her that her sister might still be alive. Of course, her family thought she was crazy and was concerned that she hadn’t accepted her sister’s death. After all, Anna and Bella had been as close as two sisters could be.

      Their conversation was interrupted when Jack and Olivia returned from their break. Anna let her young employees go home, since the grand opening was over. She gave them each a pint of their favorite ice cream to thank them for working so hard. “I can’t do this after every shift, but since it’s a special day, enjoy these.”

      “Thanks,” Jack said.

      “We’ll see you tomorrow,” Olivia added as they were on their way out the door.

      When the long line of fans waiting to meet Jasmine had dwindled, Anna and Velma did a final wipe-down of the tables. Then Anna grabbed two trash bags and tied them up to bring to the dumpster in the alley out back.

      An orange cat with olive green eyes greeted Anna with a loud meow as soon as she opened the door. Anna bent down to stroke the cat’s head. He looked briefly at Anna, then bolted toward the dumpster.

      “Silly cat,” Anna said under her breath. “Why talk to me if you want to be left alone?”

      Anna made her way to the dumpster and tossed the bags inside, all the while thinking about her successful grand opening.

      The orange cat darted out from behind the dumpster, letting out another piercing meow.

      “Are you hungry?” Anna asked. “When I get inside, I’ll see if I can find something that would be safe for you to eat.”

      The cat encircled Anna’s leg and meowed again. She couldn’t tell if he was accepting or rejecting her offer for food.

      When she turned to leave, the cat let out a third high-pitched meow. Anna turned around again and approached the cat. Suddenly, she understood exactly what he had been trying to tell her.

      Someone was slouched over and leaning against the dumpster. Anna stepped forward to take a closer look.

      She gasped when she saw Marcus Grady staring back at her. But it was a vacant stare. A lifeless stare. And there was a long red slit running across his neck.

      Anna couldn’t move a muscle. She stood motionless, staring at the body of Marcus Grady. Could this be the same larger-than-life man who had just finished entertaining Anna’s first customers, lying lifeless against a filthy dumpster?

      This can’t be happening.

      The orange cat rubbed its body against Anna’s leg, jolting her back to consciousness.

      Anna knelt in front of Marcus and placed her fingers on his wrist to feel for a pulse, even though she knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that there was no way he was alive.

      “Anna, are you okay?” Velma called from the doorway. Velma exited the building but stopped short when saw the scene before her.

      “Joe!” Velma screamed when she saw the body. “Joe Wiggins!”

      Joe promptly came out, and without speaking a word, he pulled a flip phone from the pocket of his khaki pants and called 9-1-1. After he disconnected the call, he put a paternal arm around Anna’s shoulders. Forgetting that she had just met Joe Wiggins a few minutes ago, Anna buried her face in his shoulder, trying to unsee what she had just witnessed. But it was too late. She was afraid the image of Marcus Grady’s lifeless body would be forever burned in her mind.

      “Why don’t you two go back inside the shop?” Joe suggested, leading Anna to Velma and ushering them both inside. “I’ll wait here for the police to arrive, and I’ll let them know you’re inside.”

      Anna suddenly remembered that if Velma was outside, then the ice cream shop was unattended. The two women returned to the ice cream counter just as Jasmine and Donny were about to leave.

      “Should we tell them what happened or wait for the police?” Anna whispered.

      Velma shrugged. “That’s a tough call.”

      As they contemplated their dilemma, Jasmine and Donny approached them.

      “Are you two okay?” Jasmine asked. “You don’t look good.”

      Sirens sounded in the distance and grew increasingly loud.

      Jasmine and Donny peered through the front windows.

      “It’s Fire-Rescue,” Donny said. “It looks like they’re going around back.”

      Anna quickly flipped the sign on her front door to read “Closed.” After what had begun as a successful grand opening, she was closing her doors several hours earlier than she had planned. This was not the first day in business that she had been hoping for.

      Anna gestured toward the marble bistro table next to Donny and Jasmine.

      “Why don’t we sit down? I’m afraid I have some horrible news,” Anna said.

      Donny and Jasmine sat while Anna and Velma pulled over two additional chairs from the table on the other side of the door.

      “I don’t understand. Why are you closing so early?” Donny asked.

      Anna looked at Velma, who gave her an encouraging nod.

      “I don’t know how to tell you this, but I just found Marcus’s body in the alley behind the shop.”
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      Donny stared wide-eyed at Anna. “That’s impossible! Marcus was just here a little while ago. Wasn’t he, Jasmine?” he asked, as if Marcus’s life depended on Jasmine’s reply.

      Jasmine burst into in tears.

      Donny pulled his chair closer to Jasmine’s and put his arm around her shoulder. “Don’t cry, Jasmine. It has to be a mistake. What would Marcus be doing in the back alley, anyway? He told us he was going home.” He looked at Anna and Velma. “Jasmine and I were supposed to meet Marcus at his house when we finished up here.”

      “I’m afraid it’s no mistake,” Velma said calmly. “Anna and I both saw him with our own eyes.”

      “That’s not all,” Anna said. She paused for a brief moment, unsure of how to tell them the worst part. “It appears as if somebody murdered Marcus.”

      Jasmine stood abruptly. “I don’t believe you.” She marched resolutely toward the back door.

      Donny followed Jasmine, and so did Anna and Velma.

      “Jasmine,” Anna said, “you don’t want to go out there.”

      Fortunately, Jasmine didn’t get far. As soon as she opened the door, she walked straight into a police officer, who escorted her back to the table.

      “Please wait here for Detective Doyle to speak with you.” The officer then addressed Anna. “Ma’am, we’ll need you to provide a list of all the people who were in your shop this afternoon.”

      “I don’t think I can do that,” Anna said. “There were waves of customers pouring in and out all afternoon, most of whom I’ve never met. I certainly don’t know their names.”

      Velma squeezed Anna’s shoulder. “Joe and I will take care of that. Joe has the keenest observation skills and memory of anyone I know. Always has, ever since we were in elementary school, and he figured out who was stealing Teddy Tucker’s lunch money.”

      Just then Joe returned. He stopped and studied Velma for a moment. “Are you talking about me?”

      Velma chuckled. “See what I mean? As a matter of fact, I am. I told Anna you and I would help compile a list of everyone who was here when Marcus was killed.”

      “We’ll certainly do our best. But it seems to me that the police will need a list of people who had a motive to kill Marcus but who weren’t in the shop at the time Marcus was killed,” Joe said.

      Velma shook her head. “You know that’s what I meant.”

      After ensuring that Anna, Joe, Velma, Donny, and Jasmine didn’t leave before talking to the detective, the police officer returned to the scene out back.

      A terrifying thought suddenly occurred to Anna. “I’m glad Jack and Olivia aren’t still here. Can you imagine if I had sent one of them to the dumpster?”

      Anna was still in shock from finding Marcus’s body and was struggling to keep it together in front of her best employee and a man who showed every promise of becoming a regular customer. And Anna needed lots of regular customers, especially now that her shop was bound to be associated with the murder of Seagull Cove’s favorite resident.

      Anna did her best to shake off those thoughts and to focus on Donny’s and Jasmine’s grief. If there was one thing that Anna understood, it was grief. “I’m so sorry for your loss,” she said to both of them.

      “Why won't the police let me see Marcus’s body?” Jasmine asked.

      “It’s probably for the best,” Joe said. “You don’t want to remember him that way.”

      Donny stared blankly through the front window onto Main Street. He opened his mouth a couple of times to speak, but nothing came out. “What are we going to tell his fans?” he finally managed to ask.

      “Let’s take it one step at a time,” Anna replied, even though she suspected that Donny’s question was rhetorical.

      “Who could have done this to Marcus?” Donny asked.

      “I think you might know that better than we would,” Anna said. “Who did Marcus know who had a motive to kill him?”

      “I can’t think of anyone.” Donny looked at Jasmine. “Can you?”

      Jasmine stared intently at the floor, apparently lost in thought. Then she shrugged her shoulders.

      “What about that exuberant woman sitting right in front of Marcus this afternoon?” Anna asked. “She was wearing a Marcus Grady concert t-shirt and sitting with a man who appeared to be her husband.”

      Donny nodded knowingly. “That’s Tilly Donovan. She’s what you might call a groupie. And yes, that was her husband, Walter. I feel bad for the poor guy. Tilly drags him to all of Marcus’s local performances, and she shamelessly gushes all over him while her husband is sitting right next to her.”

      “You could be on to something, Anna,” Jasmine said. “There’s something about her that I don’t trust. When Marcus kissed me on stage after he sang ‘Jasmine’s Song,’ she was glaring at me.” Jasmine shivered. “It’s hard to explain, but it was creepy.”

      Donny waved away Jasmine’s concern. “She’s just an exuberant fan. I think she’s harmless.”

      “Even so,” Anna said, “jealousy is a powerful emotion.”

      Donny shook his head. “I don’t think so. She’s never given any indication that she’s dangerous. Marcus has plenty of fans like her. Every musician does. Her husband, on the other hand…”

      “Do you think Walter could have snapped over his wife’s obsession with Marcus?” Anna asked.

      “They are not from Seagull Cove, so I don’t know them,” Velma said.

      “Walter did leave the grand opening before his wife did,” Jasmine said. “Tilly stayed until the end, but Walter cut out early. It’s possible that he waited for Marcus to leave and somehow lured him out back.”

      “One thing is for certain,” Anna said. “Someone had to entice Marcus into the alley. He had no reason to be back there.”

      “Maybe he went out back to throw something away in the dumpster,” Jasmine suggested.

      “That wouldn’t make sense,” Velma said. “There are trash receptacles all along Main Street.”

      “I didn’t notice anyone suspicious talking to Marcus after his performance, but I was busy signing autographs and taking selfies with fans,” Jasmine said.

      “The two of you probably knew Marcus the best. Can you think of anyone else who had it out for him?”

      Jasmine looked at Donny. “What about Austin Davis?”

      Donny winced. “I hate to think that Austin would kill Marcus over a song.”

      “A hit song,” Jasmine clarified. “One that could have made Austin’s career.”

      “Austin is a singer-songwriter, like Marcus, except he’s not nearly as big,” Donny explained. “Austin is not originally from Seagull Cove, but he recently moved here. Marcus and Austin used to be close friends until they had a falling out this year over a song. According to Austin, he wrote the song for his girlfriend, and Marcus stole it from him. But Marcus claimed that he wrote it himself.”

      “The song went on to be his latest hit,” Jasmine said.

      “Not ‘Jasmine’s Song.’” Anna said. “Not the one he sang to you this afternoon.”

      Jasmine nodded. “That’s the one. Austin couldn’t let it go. He claimed that he wrote it for his girlfriend, Shannon, and that Marcus stole the song and changed the title to include my name.”

      “If that were true, I can see how Austin would be bitter,” Anna said.

      Donny leaned back in his chair. “Since we’re talking about people who had an issue with Marcus, let’s not forget Toby. Marcus and his brother, Toby, also had a major falling out recently.”

      Jasmine shook her head. “Toby would never hurt Marcus. It was just a minor dispute among brothers.”

      “It was more than that. I walked into a screaming match between the two of them about their parents’ home,” Donny said.

      “For the record, I don’t think it was Toby, and I’ll tell the police that,” Jasmine said.

      “Tell the police what?” came a voice from the doorway.

      “Hi, Charlie,” Joe said as he stood up. “Allow me to introduce you to Anna McBride. Anna owns this fine establishment. You know Velma. These are Jasmine and Donny.”

      “How have you been, Anna?” the detective asked.

      Velma looked puzzled. “The two of you know each other?”

      Anna nodded. “After my sister’s boating accident, Charlie was very kind to my family. How are Patty and the kids?”

      “Just fine,” Charlie said. “We heard you were opening an ice cream shop in town. I’m sure she’ll bring the kids by soon.”

      “I’ll look forward to it,” Anna said.

      Charlie gave her a half smile. “I will need to speak with each of you before you leave.”

      “You can use the dining room,” Anna said. “I need to get some fresh air, so I think I’ll go for a walk while you talk to Jasmine and Donny.” Anna was grateful that at least her shop was not a crime scene. The police had only taped off the back alley. It looked like she would be able to open the store tomorrow morning. That is, if anyone would even come. Anna wasn’t entirely sure she would want to be there if she weren’t the owner.
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