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CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      Wilma Wade tugged at the edges of the Easter Bunny suit, scowling at her reflection in the full-length mirror. The oversized white costume swallowed her, the pink-lined ears flopping to the sides instead of standing upright. A massive blue bow sat crooked at the collar, and the mittens made her hands look like swollen clouds. The worst of it sat in the chair beside her—the ridiculous mascot head, its stitched-on grin mocking her. It was one of those absurd hat-like heads that would show her head beneath the rabbit face. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad if it was fully enclosed, but everyone would recognize her in this suit.

      She exhaled sharply and muttered, “I must have been blackmailed.”

      A voice from the doorway answered, “No, you were guilted, which is much more effective.”

      Wilma turned to find Maggie Trent, the town’s Easter Parade coordinator, leaning against the doorframe, clipboard in hand, an expression of pure amusement on her face.

      “This is the last time I let Wanda Carter ambush me at the bakery,” Wilma grumbled, adjusting the itchy fabric at her wrists. “One minute, I’m buying a loaf of sourdough, and the next, I’m being told I’ll ruin Easter if I don’t ‘volunteer.’”

      “She’s a master of persuasion.” Maggie checked something off her list. “And now here you are, Barwick’s very own Easter Bunny.”

      Wilma sighed, glaring at her reflection. “I was hoping to enjoy the parade from the sidewalk this year, watching the floats, sampling cookies, like a normal person. Not sweating in a rabbit suit.”

      Maggie waved a dismissive hand. “You’ll be fine. You just have to walk down Main Street handing out candy. Maybe pose for a few pictures with the kids at the park afterward. No one expects you to hop.”

      Wilma shot her a dark look. “If anyone asks me to hop, I’m resigning from Easter.”

      Maggie smirked. “I’ll be sure to make that announcement.”

      Before Wilma could come up with a suitably scathing reply, the door swung open wider and Detective Jason Fellow stepped in. He stopped in his tracks, eyes landing on the costume, then shifting to Wilma’s face.

      His lips pressed together, fighting the unmistakable twitch of amusement.

      Wilma pointed a fuzzy white mitten at him. “Say one word, and you’re off my Christmas cookie list.”

      Jason coughed into his fist. “Wouldn’t dream of it.”

      Maggie grinned. “Come on, Jason. She looks fantastic.”

      Wilma huffed. “I look like an overgrown stuffed animal.”

      Jason tilted his head. “Festive.”

      Maggie snorted.

      Wilma crossed her arms, as best she could in the bulky suit. “If you weren’t here on police business, I’d make you wear this instead.”

      Jason smirked. “You’d have to catch me first.”

      Wilma narrowed her eyes, but before she could fire back, Maggie checked her watch. “Parade starts in twenty minutes. Wilma, you’re leading the lineup as planned. Tom Alden’s in place as Grand Marshal. Bake sale is already in full swing. We’re set.”

      Wilma relaxed slightly at the mention of Tom. “How’s he doing? He seemed a little… preoccupied when I saw him earlier.”

      Jason’s expression shifted. “Preoccupied how?”

      Wilma frowned. “Nothing specific. Just not his usual self.”

      Maggie waved a hand. “It’s probably business. Running a garage and car lot keeps him busy.”

      Jason nodded. “Tom’s been a pillar of Barwick forever. Hard to imagine anything rattling him.”

      Wilma wasn’t sure about that, but before she could dwell on it, Maggie clapped her hands. “Alright, Bunny. Get your head on. You’re up in five.”

      Wilma glared at the grinning rabbit head, then reached for it with a sigh.

      She had a very bad feeling about today.
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        * * *

      

      Wilma stepped out of the Barwick Community Center, the bright spring sunshine momentarily blinding her. The warmth was deceptive—beneath the cheerful Easter decorations, a cool breeze cut through the town square, carrying the scent of freshly baked goods from the nearby bake sale.

      She adjusted the oversized rabbit hat on her head and surveyed the scene. Families lined the sidewalks, children clutching colorful baskets, their eyes darting excitedly toward the parade lineup. Vendors manned tables laden with Easter-themed cookies, cupcakes, and pies, while volunteers directed last-minute float adjustments. The high school marching band stood at the ready, their brass instruments gleaming in the sun.

      Wilma almost enjoyed the lively energy—if not for the absurd costume and the promise of public embarrassment.

      “Miss Wade!”

      She turned to see Lena Morgan, her apron dusted with flour, hurrying over from the bake sale stall. She carried a small, foil-wrapped chocolate egg in her flour-covered hands.

      “For you,” Lena said cheerfully, pressing it into Wilma’s palm.

      Wilma raised a brow. “Bribing the Easter Bunny?”

      Lena laughed. “Consider it a thank-you for keeping tradition alive.”

      Wilma glanced at the egg, then slipped it into her Easter basket for later. “Well, you’re making sure half the town gets a sugar rush, so I’d say you’re doing more for tradition than I am.”

      Lena beamed. “It’s the busiest bake sale we’ve had in years. If we keep this up, we’ll actually hit our fundraising goal for the community center renovations.”

      “That’s wonderful,” Wilma said, then noticed Lena glancing toward the parade lineup, her fingers absently twisting the strings of her apron.

      “Everything alright?” Wilma asked.

      Lena hesitated. “I just… saw Tom Alden earlier. He was looking a little pale, don’t you think?”

      Wilma’s brow furrowed. “I thought so too. Did he say anything to you?”

      “Not really. Just seemed off,” Lena said. “I thought maybe he wasn’t feeling well, but you know Tom—he’d never admit it.”

      Wilma nodded. Tom Alden was not the type to complain, not even when something was clearly bothering him. She tucked the thought away for later.

      As she made her way toward the parade lineup, the crowd thickened. Small children darted between parents’ legs, their baskets already half-full from the early candy handouts. The hum of conversation mixed with the distant notes of the marching band warming up.

      Wilma spotted Tom Alden standing beside his cherry-red convertible, chatting with a few town council members. He was dressed sharply in a light-blue suit, a departure from his usual work attire.

      “Wilma!” he called, spotting her.

      She waddled over, adjusting the plush mittens on her hands. “Tom, you clean up well.”

      He chuckled, but it was weaker than usual. “And you look… fluffy.”

      She sighed. “The entire town seems to agree.”

      Tom grinned, but then, just for a moment, a shadow passed over his face. He shifted slightly, lowering his voice. “Hey, if something happens⁠—”

      Wilma’s stomach dropped. “Something happens?”

      Tom hesitated, shaking his head quickly. “Never mind. It’s just—” He exhaled, rubbing his temple. “Guess I’m just getting old.”

      Wilma didn’t buy it.

      “Tom,” she said, lowering her own voice, “if something’s wrong, you can tell me.”

      But before he could answer, Maggie blew her whistle, signaling for everyone to take their places.

      “Gotta go,” Tom said, flashing a half-hearted smile as he climbed into the convertible. “See you at the finish line.”

      Wilma watched him go, a deep unease settling in her chest.

      Something wasn’t right. And she had the awful feeling she was about to find out exactly what.
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        * * *

      

      The Barwick Easter Parade began with the steady rhythm of drums, the high school marching band setting the tempo as the first float rolled forward. Children cheered, waving small paper flags, while parents leaned into their folding chairs, soaking in the warm spring air.

      Wilma walked the route, doing her best to move smoothly despite the cumbersome Easter Bunny costume, passing out candy to eager little hands reaching up toward her. She was already too warm inside the thick suit, her breath trapped in the oversized head.

      The scent of fresh-baked pastries from the bake sale stalls drifted along the street, mingling with the crisp scent of fresh flowers from the floats. A few vendors had set up small booths along the sidewalk, selling handmade crafts, knitted bunnies, and festive Easter wreaths.

      From his cherry-red convertible, Tom Alden rode ahead, smiling as he tossed tiny bags of jellybeans to the kids.

      Despite the cheerful atmosphere, Wilma’s unease only deepened.

      She kept stealing glances at Tom. Something was wrong. He was still smiling, but it looked more forced now, as if it required effort to keep up. The usual brightness in his eyes was missing.

      Then he stiffened, just slightly, before shaking his head as if trying to clear his thoughts.

      Wilma slowed her pace.

      A moment later, Tom’s hand faltered mid-wave. His fingers twitched, hesitated, then clutched at his chest.

      Wilma stopped walking.

      Tom’s face twisted into something unreadable. He sucked in a sharp breath and pitched forward, barely catching himself on the edge of the windshield.

      For a moment, no one reacted. The crowd continued to cheer, oblivious. The marching band played on, their brass notes soaring through the air.

      Then, Tom collapsed against the steering wheel.

      Gasps rippled through the crowd.

      The convertible continued rolling forward, moving slowly along the street, but Tom’s weight pushing against the wheel sent the vehicle slightly off course.

      Wilma’s breath caught in her throat.

      Jason Fellow, standing near the judging table, was already moving. His tall frame cut through the crowd as he sprinted toward the car, his hands reaching for the driver’s side door before anyone else could react.

      A child screamed. Parents pulled their kids back from the street. The laughter and cheers that had filled Main Street moments ago had evaporated into a stunned, hushed silence.

      Wilma tore off the rabbit head, the cool air rushing against her damp skin.

      She ran forward, her heartbeat hammering in her chest.

      Jason shook Tom’s shoulder. “Tom!” His voice was sharp, demanding.

      Tom didn’t move.

      Jason swore under his breath, his eyes scanning Tom’s face, his ashen skin, his unmoving chest. He reached for his radio, barking orders for medical assistance, but Wilma already knew⁠—

      Tom wasn’t going to wake up.

      She stared at his lifeless body, her mind catching on one terrible, gut-deep realization.

      Tom Alden was dead. And whatever had just happened to him hadn’t been natural.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

        

      

    

    
      The joyful buzz of the Easter parade had evaporated, replaced by a low hum of confusion, fear, and disbelief. Parents clutched their children close, shielding their eyes from the sight of Tom Alden’s lifeless body slumped in his convertible. Others stood frozen, their hands covering their mouths, unable to process what had just happened.

      Wilma had seen death before. But never like this. Never in the middle of Main Street, during one of Barwick’s most treasured celebrations.

      Jason Fellow was already in action, kneeling beside Tom in the driver’s seat, fingers searching for a pulse. His jaw was tight, his face grim. A long, tense moment passed before he looked up and shook his head.

      "He's gone," Jason said, his voice flat.

      A murmur rippled through the crowd. Some gasped. Others whispered in disbelief.

      From the back of the parade lineup, Maggie Trent, still gripping her clipboard, took a half-step forward, as if trying to will the situation into something less terrible. "But—but he was fine. He was waving. He was—" Her voice cracked.

      Wilma swallowed the lump in her throat and took a slow step forward, her gaze locked onto Tom’s motionless hand, draped over the side of the car. It looked… unnatural. Limp, like a discarded glove.

      A shrill voice cut through the murmur. "Somebody call an ambulance!"

      “I already did,” Jason said, pushing himself up from his crouch. His eyes met Wilma’s for half a second, and she recognized the look in them. It was the same look he had when they’d stumbled upon their last unexpected corpse—a mixture of frustration and something darker. Suspicion.

      Wilma opened her mouth to speak, but before she could, the sound of sirens pierced the air. The Barwick paramedics arrived in record time, weaving through the crowd with practiced urgency. They moved swiftly, checking for vitals, but Jason’s assessment had already been confirmed.

      Tom Alden was dead.

      The lead paramedic, a tall woman with sharp cheekbones and graying hair, exchanged a look with Jason before pulling him aside. Wilma strained to hear but caught only pieces of their conversation.

      “—no immediate injuries⁠—”

      “—not a heart attack⁠—”

      “—could be poisoning⁠—”

      Wilma’s stomach turned. Poison?

      She took another step closer, her eyes scanning the scene for anything out of place.

      And then she saw it.

      Near the passenger seat, just beneath Tom’s unmoving hand, lay a crumpled pastry wrapper and what looked like a half-eaten cinnamon roll.

      Wilma’s breath hitched. The bake sale.

      She wasn’t the only one who saw it. Jason followed her gaze, his expression darkening.

      “You see it too?” he murmured.

      Wilma nodded slowly. “Looks like he had a snack before the parade.”

      Jason’s eyes flicked back toward Tom’s pale face. “His last one.”

      Wilma glanced at the bakery tent in the distance, where Lena Morgan and the other volunteers stood frozen in place, their aprons still dusted with flour, their faces drained of color.

      If the pastry had been poisoned, the question wasn’t just who would do such a thing.

      The bigger question was why.
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        * * *

      

      The paramedics covered Tom’s body with a crisp white sheet, and the air around them seemed to still, as if even the town itself was holding its breath. Wilma watched as a few townsfolk turned away, unable to look. Others whispered behind their hands, their faces pale with shock.

      The Easter Parade had been officially ruined.

      Jason Fellow stood near the convertible, giving quiet instructions to one of his deputies. Within minutes, the area was roped off with yellow tape and the once-joyous energy of the parade route had transformed into something else entirely—a crime scene.

      Wilma folded her arms, glancing back at the crowd. Several people lingered, stunned and uneasy, unsure whether to stay and gawk or retreat into their homes, where bad things didn’t happen on bright spring mornings.

      The sound of footsteps drew her attention.

      Dr. Eleanor Granger, the town’s medical examiner, arrived with her assistant, carrying a black medical bag. She adjusted her thick glasses, her gray-streaked hair pulled into a neat bun.

      Jason gestured toward the body. “Tell me what we’ve got, Doc.”

      Dr. Granger crouched beside Tom, peeling back the sheet. She gave his face a brief, clinical examination before moving to his hands, gently lifting one by the wrist.

      “No obvious trauma,” she murmured. “No contusions, no wounds.”

      Wilma took a step closer. “Could it be a heart attack?”

      Dr. Granger shook her head. “Doubtful. His skin tone is slightly off, but not in the way I’d expect from cardiac arrest. If I had to guess, I’d say toxin exposure.”

      Jason exhaled sharply, rubbing the back of his neck. “Poison.”

      Wilma felt her stomach tighten. The word lingered in the air like smoke.

      Dr. Granger gave a curt nod. “I’ll have to run tests to be certain, but the symptoms match. Sudden collapse, no signs of external struggle. Whatever it was, it acted fast.”

      Jason muttered a curse under his breath, then turned to his deputies. “I want a full sweep of this area. Start with his car. Anything that looks like food or drink, bag it for evidence.”

      Wilma’s mind was already racing ahead of him. “Did you get the pastry he was eating?” she asked, gesturing toward the convertible. “He must have eaten it right before the parade started.”

      “It was the first thing I bagged,” Jason assured to her.

      “We can’t assume that it was what was poisoned. It might have been something else,” Wilma added, frowning.

      Jason nodded his agreement as he gestured toward one of the younger officers, Deputy Carly Reed, who had just finished securing the perimeter. “Carly, bag up any food or drink in the vehicle. And get a sample of everything to Granger for testing.”

      The deputy nodded and moved quickly toward the convertible.

      Wilma turned her attention back to the crowd. People were watching from a distance, their faces uncertain, wary. She had lived in Barwick long enough to know that soon, those whispers would turn into rumors, and the rumors would snowball into accusations.

      She caught sight of Lena Morgan, still in her flour-dusted apron, standing with the other bake sale volunteers. Her arms were wrapped around herself, her eyes darting between the convertible and the gathered police.

      Wilma wasn’t the only one who noticed.

      Jason followed her gaze and exhaled sharply. “If that pastry was poisoned, we need to start at the source.”

      “The bake sale,” Wilma murmured.

      Jason nodded. “And we need to find out if Tom Alden was the intended victim.”

      Or, Wilma thought uneasily, was the poison meant for someone else?
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        * * *

      

      Jason signaled for his deputies to start questioning the crowd while he turned back to Dr. Granger, who was preparing to have Tom’s body transported for a full examination. The rumble of uneasy conversation had settled over Main Street, the town's excitement for the parade entirely replaced by whispers and furtive glances.

      Wilma didn’t wait for Jason to tell her to stay put—she was already moving.

      She made her way toward the bake sale tents, where a few volunteers stood frozen in place, still gripping their trays and utensils as if they’d only just realized something terrible had happened.

      Lena Morgan was the first to notice Wilma’s approach. She turned, her face pale, hands still coated in a fine layer of flour. “Is… is it true?” she whispered. “Did Tom really…?”

      Wilma nodded, keeping her voice low. “He collapsed. Dr. Granger thinks it may have been poisoning.”

      A ripple of horror and confusion passed through the other bakers.

      “Poison?” gasped Irene Holloway, the owner of Barwick’s general store, her fingers tightening around the tray of hot cross buns she had been about to serve.

      “That’s impossible,” another baker said, shaking her head. “We made everything fresh this morning.”

      Wilma glanced at the display table, where rows of cinnamon rolls, lemon bars, carrot cupcakes, and cookies sat untouched now, the festive pastel tablecloth fluttering slightly in the breeze.

      A terrible thought crept into her mind.

      Jason joined them a moment later, his boots crunching against the pavement. “We found half of a cinnamon roll in Tom’s car,” he said. “Any chance you can tell me where it came from?”

      Lena visibly stiffened, her lips pressing together.

      Wilma’s stomach sank.

      “The cinnamon rolls were mine,” Lena said finally, her voice barely above a whisper. “I baked them this morning.”

      Jason’s eyes darkened. “Did Tom buy one?”

      Lena shook her head quickly. “Not that I saw. He wasn’t even at the bake sale.”

      Wilma inhaled sharply. “Then… how did he end up with one?”

      For a moment, no one spoke. The only sound was the distant chatter of the townsfolk, murmuring amongst themselves.

      Jason sighed, rubbing his temple. “We’ll need to test everything. For now, I need a list of every single person who bought something from this stall.”

      Lena swallowed hard. “Of course.”

      Wilma wasn’t looking at her anymore. Her mind had jumped to a different conclusion, one that left a sick feeling in her gut.

      She had been given something from the bake sale, too.

      Her hand slowly reached into her Easter basket, fingers closing around the foil-wrapped chocolate egg Lena had given her earlier.

      She turned it over, her breath catching.

      What if the poisoned food wasn’t meant for Tom?

      What if it was meant for her?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER THREE


          

        

      

    

    
      Wilma’s fingers curled around the foil-wrapped chocolate egg in her Easter basket, her heartbeat a slow, steady drumbeat in her ears. The moment she picked it up, a terrible realization settled in her stomach like a stone.

      Lena had given it to her.

      A special treat, she’d said.

      Had it been meant to kill her?

      Jason must have caught the change in her expression because he frowned. “Wilma?” His voice had dropped to a quieter, more serious tone.

      She held up the chocolate between them. “Lena gave me this before the parade. Said it was a thank-you for keeping the Easter tradition alive.”

      Jason’s eyes sharpened as he took it from her, turning it over in his hands. “Did you eat any of it?”

      “No,” Wilma said, exhaling. “I was too busy sweating in that awful rabbit suit.”

      Jason let out a sharp breath. “We need to have this tested with the rest of the pastries.” He motioned to one of his deputies, who hurried over with an evidence bag. Carefully, he dropped the foil-wrapped egg inside before sealing it.

      Wilma watched it disappear into the deputy’s hands, a dizzying sense of unease creeping over her.

      “I don’t understand,” she admitted, shaking her head. “Why would Lena give me something poisoned?”

      Jason studied her for a long moment, his expression unreadable. “Do you think she meant to?”

      Wilma hesitated. She had spent years reading people—students, parents, strangers, liars—but when Lena had looked at Tom’s body in pure horror, Wilma hadn’t sensed guilt.

      “No,” she admitted. “She seemed genuinely shocked.”

      Jason rubbed his jaw. “Then that means we have two possibilities. Either Lena poisoned multiple people intentionally, or someone else used her baked goods to do it.”

      Wilma nodded. “And if Tom wasn’t the intended victim…”

      Jason finished the thought for her. “Then we need to find out who was.”

      The thought sent an icy chill through Wilma’s veins.

      If someone had poisoned the baked goods at the sale, then anyone could have been a target.

      Including her.
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        * * *

      

      Wilma and Jason made their way back to the bake sale tent, where Lena Morgan stood behind the table, arms folded tightly across her chest. The other volunteers had backed away, exchanging anxious whispers as the weight of the situation settled over them.

      Lena’s face was pale, drawn, her usually bright eyes dark with fear. When she spotted Wilma and Jason approaching, she straightened, her hands gripping the edge of the table as if bracing herself.

      “I didn’t do anything,” she said before either of them could speak. “You have to believe me.”

      Jason’s voice remained even. “Lena, we just need to ask a few questions.”

      Lena’s hands curled into fists, then relaxed just as quickly. “I’ve been making those cinnamon rolls for years. They’re one of my best sellers. There’s no way—I mean, it’s not possible—” She shook her head, her breath catching. “You really think I poisoned Tom?”

      Wilma watched her carefully. If Lena had done this, she was either an exceptional liar or truly panicked at the accusation.

      “I saw you hand Wilma a chocolate egg before the parade,” Jason said. “Was that from the same batch as the ones you sold?”

      Lena blinked at him. “Yes, of course. I made a small batch of special treats to hand out to a few people. Just friends. People I wanted to thank.” She looked at Wilma. “You didn’t eat it?”

      “No,” Wilma said. “But Tom ate one of your cinnamon rolls.”

      Lena’s mouth parted slightly. “But he never even came to the bake sale. How did he get one?”

      “That’s what we’re trying to figure out,” Jason said. “Are you sure no one else handled the cinnamon rolls?”

      Lena hesitated.

      “What is it?” Wilma asked.

      Lena exhaled, rubbing her hands down the front of her flour-streaked apron. “I set everything up myself, but… Irene Holloway helped with the last-minute packaging. She was putting the pastries into the little paper bags. We were rushing because the line was getting long.”

      Wilma’s mind clicked into motion. If Irene had handled the pastries before they were sold… could someone have slipped something into one of them?

      “Where’s Irene now?” Jason asked.

      Lena turned, scanning the thinning crowd. “She was just here…”

      Wilma followed Lena’s gaze, but Irene was nowhere to be seen. The once-busy bake sale tent now felt like something else entirely—a crime scene.

      Wilma wasn’t sure who had poisoned Tom Alden, but one thing was clear.

      Someone had gone through a lot of trouble to make sure the deadly treat landed in the wrong hands.
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        * * *

      

      Wilma tightened her coat against the chill in the air as she approached Alden’s Auto, the town’s main car maintenance and used vehicle sales shop. The garage sat just on the edge of Barwick’s downtown, a large red-brick building with two open bays, the scent of motor oil and tire rubber lingering in the air.

      A sign by the entrance read: CLOSED TODAY – IN MEMORY OF TOM ALDEN.

      The weight of his death had settled over the town like a dense fog. It wasn’t just the shock of losing someone well-liked—it was the way it had happened. Unexpected. Public. Suspicious.

      Wilma pushed open the side door, stepping into the main garage. The place was eerily quiet, the usual hum of activity missing. A few employees stood in a cluster near the back, murmuring in hushed tones.

      She spotted Dean Harper, a former mechanic who had left town years ago after a falling out with Tom. Now he was back, arms crossed, expression unreadable as he listened to his coworkers.

      Dean had never been particularly warm toward Wilma. He was rough around the edges, the kind of man who spoke in short, clipped sentences and never had time for small talk. When he noticed her standing by the door, his brows lifted slightly.

      “What are you doing here, Miss Wade?” His voice carried a hint of impatience.

      Wilma met his gaze evenly. “Just checking in.”

      Dean scoffed. “Checking in? Or looking for something?”

      Wilma ignored the jab. “Tom was a friend. I just wanted to see how everyone’s holding up.”

      A few of the younger mechanics looked away, their grief too raw to put into words.

      Dean exhaled sharply and rubbed the back of his neck. “It’s a damn mess, that’s what it is.”

      Wilma stepped further inside, keeping her voice gentle. “I heard you and Tom had a disagreement years ago.”

      Dean’s eyes flashed. “That was a long time ago.”

      “And yet, you’re back now,” Wilma said, watching his reaction carefully. “You were at the parade, weren’t you?”

      Dean’s jaw tightened. “So were a lot of people.”

      “True,” Wilma conceded. “But not everyone had a history with Tom.”

      Dean’s hands curled into fists, but he didn’t speak. The tension between them stretched long and thin, like an old wire that might snap at any second.

      Finally, he let out a low breath and shook his head. “I came back because Tom and I were talking about making things right. He was thinking about selling part of the business. Letting me buy in.”

      Wilma blinked. That was new information. “He never mentioned that to me.”

      Dean shrugged. “Guess he didn’t get the chance.”

      A chill ran down Wilma’s spine. Tom had been planning something big, something that could have affected a lot of people. And now, just like that, he was gone.

      She took a step closer. “Dean, did Tom seem worried about anything?”

      Dean hesitated. “I don’t know. Maybe. He was acting a little off lately.”

      “How so?”

      Dean frowned. “Just… checking over his shoulder more. Said he’d made some bad financial decisions a while back and was trying to fix them. But he didn’t get into details.”

      Wilma’s breath caught. Bad financial decisions. Could that have been the real reason Tom was killed?

      She turned toward the open bay doors, staring out at the quiet street beyond, her mind already fitting the puzzle pieces together.

      Tom Alden hadn’t been poisoned by accident.

      Someone had wanted him dead.
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Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/box-2.jpg
MILNA W

DAISY LANDISH






OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





OEBPS/images/beaches-and-trails-publishing.jpg
BEACHES AND TRAILS
PUBLISHING





