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About This Book


A new cozy mystery series from USA Today best-selling author Dale Mayer. Follow gardener and amateur sleuth Doreen Montgomery—and her amusing and mostly lovable cat, dog, and parrot—as they catch murderers and solve crimes in lovely Kelowna, British Columbia.

Riches to rags … Chaos has never been so supreme … Now a suspect herself … No calm in sight …

Being a suspect in the murder of her ex-lawyer is not the fun Doreen thought it would be. And, of course, she’s been ordered to stay away from the case, … but she can’t help being interested. So she enlists Mack’s brother, Nick—her new lawyer—to help.

Mack’s first priority is to clear Doreen as a suspect. No one in their right mind would seriously believe she’d done the deed, of course. … But, the fact is, she had both motive and opportunity, so clearing her of suspicion isn’t the walk in the park that Mack would like it to be. Especially not when she insists on sticking her nose into his case, where it doesn’t belong.

And just when Doreen is certain things can’t get any worse, answering her doorbell shows her that this nightmare has just started. Who just walked into her life? None other than her soon-to-be-ex-husband, … Mathew …

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


Prologue
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Saturday Morning …

Three days later Izzy and Isaac, after promises were made to stay in touch, had been dispatched to Vancouver and a family who awaited their joyous reunion. Martin would be in jail for a very long time. He had finally confessed that he couldn’t take his eyes off Izzy, when he was down on the coast for a trip stocking up, and had managed to snatch the girl from her parents and had kept her with him ever since. Nobody had been any the wiser, and, when Isaac had been born, Martin just made up lies about how he’d arrived, and everybody had basically accepted it.

If Izzy hadn’t caught Thaddeus and hadn’t put that message on his leg, she might still have been a captive there. It just didn’t bear thinking about.

As soon as she got dressed and made her way downstairs, Doreen made coffee. Three days had passed since all that. Three days and her shoulder was finally nowhere near as sore. It still hurt to lift her arm above her head, but at least the oozing of blood had stopped, and it wasn’t the gut-wrenching agony that she’d been dealing with. The pain was much lighter now, much softer, more distant. As she sat outside on the deck, she heard a vehicle drive up. Mugs immediately woofed a welcome. She looked down at him and laughed. “It’s Mack, isn’t it?”

Mack, instead of coming through the house, walked around the back, then smiled at seeing her. He had something large in his hand. She looked at it and asked, “What the devil is that?”

He lifted it up, and she saw that it was a table—he’d been carrying it sideways. He plunked it down on the deck beside her, and she cried out, “Where did you get that from?”

“One of the guys at work was getting rid of it,” he said. “I said that you needed it, and he immediately offered it up. I’ve got the chairs in the back of the truck too.” He disappeared and made two trips, carrying two chairs at a time. She just froze. Finally she had a table with four chairs sitting on her deck. She stared in amazed delight.

“It’s just beautiful,” she said. It was glass and acrylic, and it looked lovely. It was also the nicest outdoor set she’d ever had since living here. She immediately moved to sit down at the table with her coffee and grinned up at him. “Now, if only there was something to eat. And more coffee. I’m almost out.”

He sagged into the chair beside her and stared at her. “I doubt it’s that bad but if it is, I can stop and pick up a pack,” he said. But something was strange about his voice.

“I’m really happy you came,” she said, “and thank you so much for the table and chairs.”

He nodded, but he was slightly distracted. He motioned at her shoulder that had been nicked by a bullet. “How are you doing with that shoulder now?”

“I’m better,” she said, cheerfully lifting her cup and taking a big drink. Mack just glared at her. “Okay. It still bothers me. But not like it did.” When he remained silent, she worried. “What’s the matter?” she asked, her gaze sharpening. He shrugged and wouldn’t meet her eyes. “More coffee’s in the kitchen, if you want a cup.”

“I’m fine,” he said.

“Uh-oh.” Something was really wrong. “And that means something pretty ugly is going on.”

He nodded. “There is, and you’ll hear about it soon enough,” he said, his fingers tapping the table.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

“Have you—” And then he stopped.

“Have I what?”

He sighed. “You know the marigolds in the flower garden down at the big Welcome to Kelowna sign? The old one? There’s talk of a new one north of the airport.”

“Yeah, the one that I spent a lot of time on, trying to design a layout for the city? It was a pretty bunch of flowers, as I remember. I can’t remember all of them, but some lovely marigolds were there, I think. They are tearing that one down? Or maybe I misunderstood, and they were designing the new one.” She frowned at that thought. It did explain why that scenario never moved ahead.

He nodded. “Yeah, that one. We found a body there this morning.” He shrugged. “It’s the first I’ve been there and was quite surprised the sign was gone.”

Her eyebrows shot up, and she had to admit—even though it was ghoulish and wrong of her—that she was definitely curious as to what was going on. “I am too. And of course, I’m sorry for whoever it is,” she said, “but don’t keep me in suspense. Who was it, and what’s going on?”

“Well, that’s what I came to ask you about.”

She stared at him in surprise. “Okay, now I’m confused.”

“It might be somebody you know.”

“Someone I know?” she asked incredulously. “Oh, dear, I hope not.”

He pulled out his phone and slowly flicked through the photos there.

“So this is a delay tactic,” she said, “and I admit you’re scaring me.”

“No, it’s not that,” he said, “but circumstances require that I ask you a couple questions.” He proceeded to ask where she’d been an hour ago, where she’d been four hours ago, and if she had an alibi.

She sat back and stared at him in shock. “Seriously, Mack?” she said. “I woke up about an hour ago. I was home alone all night. Why? Who is dead?” Suddenly she leaned forward. “Is it one of the bad guys?”

“Well, maybe,” he said. “I’m sure a lot of people would say it definitely was a bad guy, but a lot of people wouldn’t.”

“Stop now,” she said, raising both hands in frustration. “Just tell me who it is.”

Then he held out his phone.

She looked at it and stared in shock.

“That’s the thing,” he said. “This is our dead body. So where were you last night? And where were you early this morning?”

She stared at the picture of Robin, her former divorce lawyer. Her very dead former lawyer. “What on earth?” Doreen raised her gaze slowly to stare at him.

“And I’m sorry, but I have to ask,” he said. “Did you murder her in the marigolds?”


Chapter 1
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Saturday Morning …

Doreen’s mouth was wide open, as she caught sight of Arnold and Chester, fidgeting where they stood behind Mack. “Are you arresting me?” she asked in a hushed whisper, her gaze zipping to Mack.

Immediately Mack shook his head. “Of course not,” he said, yet he pulled out an official-looking document from the inside pocket of his jacket.

She looked over at Chester and Arnold to see them still standing there, afraid. They obviously couldn’t hear what she had said, but they knew something was up with her. She shook her head. “That’s just unbelievable.”

“I know,” he said, “but you also must understand that we have to check it out.”

Her gaze slowly slid back to Mack. Inside, what she felt was almost anger, yet, at the same time, betrayal. “You know I wouldn’t do such a thing.”

“Of course I do,” he said instantly.

Her shoulders slowly sagged, out of relief or despair she wasn’t sure which. “I never thought I’d be in this situation,” she muttered.

“Well, it’s to be expected, if you keep interfering in these kinds of cases.”

At that, her eyes opened wide, and she stared at him. “But I didn’t do anything, and nothing in my cases was involved.” Then her eyes opened wider yet again. “But your brother was.”

He nodded.

“And you’re right. The lawsuit obviously involved me.” She frowned, her hand automatically stroking Mugs, who had come over for comfort. “What is it you need to know?” she asked quietly.

He rattled off a series of questions, but she couldn’t give him any help with any of them.

“I went to bed around nine-thirty p.m.,” she said. “Yes, I went to bed alone. Except for the animals, of course. Yes, I armed the security, but, no, I have no recording to say it was set and to confirm that I didn’t leave. Nothing like that is available—as you well know, since you put in the system.”

“We need to upgrade that apparently.”

“Well, considering I was attacked inside the house several times, maybe that wouldn’t be a bad idea,” she muttered.

He nodded and made a note. That made her smile and regain a little bit of faith in her world. He wrote it on a small notepad off to the side, not on his official documents, as if it were a note for himself personally.

She sighed. “You know what the town will do when they hear.”

“Some will laugh. Some will cry. Some won’t believe it, and a whole lot won’t care.”

She studied the other two cops, who had seemed to relax now that she was easily talking to Mack, and she said, “As long as you know I had nothing to do with it.” She slid a sideways glance at him, checking his reaction. Seeing the truth in his gaze, she relaxed further.

“I know that,” he said. “We just have to make sure.”

She nodded. “She really is dead?” she asked. How impossible that seemed.

“She really is,” he said quietly.

She looked at him. “What about my ex? Did you check on his whereabouts?”

“Well, we’re looking for him too,” he muttered.

“Because he’d make a much better suspect, you know?” she said.

“The thought has crossed my mind,” he replied. “Don’t you worry.”

“Well, of course I will worry,” she said. “My ex’s girlfriend, who also happened to be my unscrupulous divorce lawyer, has been murdered. We always know that the scorned partner is the suspect.”

“Well, that’s certainly true,” he said. “We are looking at everyone with close ties to the victim. Especially if hard feelings or financial motives exist.”

“Well, that’s a pretty harsh thing to say,” she said quietly. He just looked at her, and she shrugged. “Whatever.”

“Do you think any of your neighbors saw you last night?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “I didn’t even talk to Nan last night. I still haven’t been feeling all that well, so I just went to bed.”

He leaned forward. “You’re still not feeling well?”

Her hand instinctively went up to her shoulder. “No,” she said, “I’m not. I was doing well for several days, then suddenly I was worn out. Maybe I just need a few more days to rest.”

“Have you had that shoulder looked at recently?”

She shook her head. “No, I should probably go to the doctor, but I haven’t bothered.” She looked at him. “So how was she killed?”

“She was stabbed.”

At that, she stared at Mack, the color draining from her face. “Well, that’s up-front and personal.”

“Which is also why your name has to be considered.”

“Can they tell if it was a right-handed or a left-handed person?”

His gaze sharpened. “We haven’t gotten those results yet.”

“Well, let’s hope it’s a right-handed person as my injury would have prevented me from doing this deed.”

He looked at her injured shoulder and said, “That would be very helpful.”

“And, of course, you won’t let me work on the case at all.”

“Nope,” he said decisively. “Absolutely not.”

She glared.

He shrugged. “Come on. You know how this works.”

“Right, new cases are yours. Old cases are mine.”

“And this is not an old case,” he said. “And you remain on the suspect list until we have a better suspect. So don’t add further suspicions.” His glare added emphasis to his terse wording.

She shook her head, disagreeing with him. “But she’s a visitor here right now. It’s not like she even came from this area.”

“That doesn’t mean that we pay her death any less attention.”

“Of course not,” she said, with a wave of her hand. “Don’t mind me. You just shook me a bit. And here I’ve been sad and depressed about Isaac and his mom leaving and returning to the coast.”

“And yet,” he said, studying her carefully, “that’s a good thing. She and her son can have a beautiful life. And she has her biological family to help her raise Isaac.”

“It is a good thing,” she said, “but, I guess, I was hoping to see more of Isaac.”

“You really like the little guy, huh?”

She beamed. “He’s a character, and he’s very sweet.”

“Well, he will have a much better life now,” Mack said. “And just because he’s gone to Vancouver doesn’t mean he’s out of your life forever.”

“And that’s a good thing too,” she muttered. “At the same time, it’s odd, you know? I find these people or make friends—or it seems like maybe I’ll make friends—but then something goes completely wrong, and I end up destroying their lives.”

“Well, you didn’t destroy anybody’s life this time,” he said. “It’s very important to remember that you did a very good thing here.”

“True, they were in a terrible situation,” she said, “but I don’t know. I have just felt a little bit down.”

At that, Thaddeus, who’d been on her lap, walked up closer and curled up on her belly. She stretched out a hand and gently stroked his beautiful feathers. “He’s been better though.”

“Good,” Mack said. “Thaddeus, you doing okay now?”

Thaddeus immediately stretched up his wings and called out, “Thaddeus is here. Thaddeus is here.”

She chuckled. “I don’t know how people can live alone,” she said. “These animals provide so many hours of joy and comfort.”

“And it sounds like you need that right now,” he said, his gaze low and worried.

She caught the odd note in his tone, and she smiled. “I’m okay. Really, I am. I just, you know,” and she gave a wave of her hand at the policemen standing behind her. “This is a very odd day.”

“We’ll be gone soon,” he promised.

“Well, good,” she said. “I don’t really have anything else to offer. I need to contact some people and see about getting some money from somewhere,” she muttered distractedly, as she stared down at the creek. “At least the water is going down, so that’s good.”

“Yeah, you don’t want to take any more crazy unexpected swims.”

“I’d be okay not doing that again,” she said emphatically.

He smiled, stood, and said, “I’ll talk to you later.”

“Good,” she said. “You might bring some coffee, when you come.” He snorted and she smiled. “Hey, at least I didn’t tell you to bring groceries, although it seems like it is about time for another cooking lesson.”

He stopped and looked at her with interest. “What do you want to make?”

“Well, I’m still eating tons of pasta, which is good, since it’s keeping some weight on my frame,” she muttered. “But there must be other things to eat too.”

“Name them.”

“Granola would be nice.”

“You know you can buy that, right?”

She looked up at him in surprise. “Really?”

He nodded slowly. “Yes, really. It’s just as simple as picking it up at the grocery store.”

She frowned. “Maybe it was the price then,” she said. “I thought it was expensive.”

“I guess it depends on what you call expensive, but, if you don’t buy tons and if just you eat it, it won’t be very much at all.”

She nodded. “That might make me happy,” she said, with a smile. “Maybe I’ll walk down to the store and buy some then.” She stopped with a quizzical look. “Just like any store or a specialty store?”

“Any grocery store, like, seriously any store,” he replied.

She smiled. “Good to know.”

At that, he headed back toward the guys.

She knew he turned to look at her again, but she didn’t bother glancing back at him. Inside, she was still in this weird fog. The thought of her ex-lawyer being murdered just blew Doreen away. As far as she was concerned, her ex was probably involved, and that just made it something she thought of as an open-and-shut case; yet Mack and the others had come here.

They’d actually come here, asking about her whereabouts, and she didn’t know what to do with that. It just hurt on so many levels. Yet it was something he had to check out, something he had to determine was nothing. And it was nothing, but she was an emotional wreck because of it. She didn’t even watch as they left. They just disappeared, as she sat here, now with Goliath in her lap, trying to push Thaddeus aside. Instead the savvy bird had crawled up on top of Goliath, and Mugs was stretched out beside her on the deck.

“Well, now what do we do?” she muttered.

But then her phone rang. She stared down at it to see it was Mack’s brother, Nick. She groaned. “Ugh. I don’t want to talk to him. Unless … does he defend the innocent? I might need a lawyer.” She picked up the phone, answered it, and said, “Hey, so are you a criminal lawyer?”

“No,” he answered. “Why?”

“Does that mean you can’t do criminal law?”

He was confused, as he said, “No, of course it doesn’t. I can do it. You’re just better off having somebody else who’s better trained and experienced in it. Why?”

“I think I may need a lawyer,” she said abruptly.

There was sudden silence on the other end of the phone. “Maybe that ties into what I was calling about,” he said, speaking carefully. “Is there something you need to tell me?”

She stared down at the phone. “Well, I didn’t kill her,” she said, enunciating clearly. “And Mack just left, after asking me a ton of questions, as if I were a suspect,” she said. “I didn’t appreciate that, and I don’t appreciate your doubt either. I do understand it from you, at least a little, because we’ve only just met,” she said, “but from Mack? No.”

“Well, I’m sure he was just doing his job and trying to make sure he did it thoroughly because otherwise it would be assigned to somebody else, who would have had to do the same thing,” he said, “and that may not have been anywhere near as pleasant.”

“Oh,” she said in a small voice. “I hadn’t considered that.”

“Well, maybe you should have,” he said, “because Mack obviously believes in you and knows that you wouldn’t do anything to hurt anyone. But, given the fact that it’s your ex-husband’s girlfriend, who was also your unscrupulous attorney who left you nearly penniless, it’s a whole different story.”

“Maybe,” she said. “I mean, I certainly wanted to kill her at times. Both of them actually. In theory of course. Just venting.”

“We always have people we want to theoretically kill,” he said, with a note of humor. “It then becomes a matter of if you did it or not.”

“Well, I didn’t,” she said almost absentmindedly. “And, of course, my vote for a likely suspect is my ex-husband. I’ll bet he’s the one who killed her.”

“And that’s almost too easy,” he said. “You would think he would know a little more about trying to make it less obvious.”

“Good point, which brings to mind the thought that it could be somebody wanting to set him up and to get him in trouble,” she muttered.

“Which comes right back around to you again.”

She winced at that. “Great, so even when I come up with theories on my own, they turn around and bite me in the butt.”

He chuckled. “You need to trust Mack that he’ll do what he can to make sure the suspicion on you is resolved and thrown elsewhere and that you’re free and clear.”

“I suppose,” she said. “Did you have a specific reason for calling?”

“Well, I had heard about the body,” he said. “The fact that I’m involved in all this in a peripheral way just means that it came up on my radar.”

“You didn’t kill her, did you?” she asked suddenly.

His startled gasp was heard clearly on the other end of the phone, and then he chuckled. “No, I didn’t kill her either.”

“Okay, just checking,” she said cheerfully, “because, if you think about it, she is somebody you really didn’t like either.” Suddenly frowning, she continued. “And, by that same token and following that logic,” she said, “Mack is in that same boat.”

“Well, I don’t suggest you start slinging around the theory that Mack is a suspect either,” he said, choking back a chuckle.

“No, Mack wouldn’t like that, would he?” she said and started to snicker. “But then he would get the chance to know how I feel right now.”

“But he was just doing his job, and that would be you just needlessly causing him trouble,” he said, still sounding cheerful.

“Right, and I can’t do that to Mack.” She sighed. “Okay, fine. So how will we find this guy?”

Again came a moment of silence. Finally he said, “What do you mean? Hang on a minute. What are you talking about?”

“Well, we can’t just have my neck hanging in the noose here,” she said. “That’s a very uncomfortable place to be, you know?”

“I’m sure it is,” he said, “but you need to leave the police alone, so they can solve it.”

At that, she laughed. “You’re kidding me, right? This is what I do,” she said, “or, at least, it’s what I was doing.”

“How much of that was cold cases?”

“Mack told you that, didn’t he?” she accused.

“Okay, hang on a minute,” he said. “Somehow I’m missing the train of thought in this conversation.”

“Yeah, I’ve heard that a time or two,” she muttered.

“What are you talking about?”

She shook her head. “Don’t worry about it,” she said. “I just need to make some inquiries.”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa. What inquiries? Don’t you go off doing anything rash now. You have no idea what Mack is doing, and what we don’t want to do is cause him any trouble that messes with his ability to find out what actually happened here.”

“Nope,” she said, shaking her head. “I certainly don’t want to do that.”

“Oh, good, because I—”

“But I also don’t plan on sitting back and doing nothing.”

“That is precisely what you should be doing. Anything else will look like you’re trying to muddy the waters and to make it look like you’re not guilty.”

“But I’m not guilty,” she said reasonably, “so why wouldn’t I?”

His voice took on a tone of alarm. “No, no, no, no. Don’t do anything,” he said. “You’ve got to let Mack handle this.”

“Well, Mack was already here, and he hasn’t a clue who did this,” she said.

“And neither do you,” Nick said firmly. “Please stay out of my brother’s way.”

She frowned into the phone. “Right,” she said, “you don’t know him like I do.”

He gasped in frustration. “No?” he said. “Maybe not, but I know him pretty well, and he is very dedicated to doing what he needs to do.”

“Sure, but that doesn’t mean he can’t have a little bit of help here and there.” She looked down at her pets and smiled. “And we have a special brand of help.”

“Oh, I don’t like the sound of that,” Nick warned.

“It’ll be fine,” she said. “He’ll understand completely.” And, with that, she hung up. She sat here on her new hand-me-down chair at her new hand-me-down table for a few minutes, just enjoying the view, as she thought about how her world could have completely flipped around so quickly.

“I don’t know what’s going on,” she said to her animals, “but we didn’t kill her, and so we’ll find out who did.”

With that, she got up, and, just as she did, her phone rang again. She groaned, as she stared down at it. “Goodness, it’s turning into one of those days.” She answered it, when she saw Nan was calling. “Hey, Nan.”

“Did you hear?” Nan’s voice screamed through the phone.

“Yeah. So I heard. She’s dead. The B is dead.”

“Oh, I don’t think you should say it that way,” Nan said.

“I know. I’m not allowed to say anything now because everybody will judge me for it. Now either I’m guilty or I’m gloating or something else,” she said.

“Oh, dear. You’re having a bad morning, aren’t you?” she asked gently.

“Well, Mack was here, asking me questions about where I was during the whole time period that they suspect she was murdered,” she said. “So how do you think that made me feel?”

“Well, you should be excited, since now you actually understand what it’s like to be interviewed,” Nan said. “And you absolutely know Mack doesn’t believe you did it, so it should make you feel really good that he is at least covering all the angles to make sure he finds out who did.”

She stared down at the phone in surprise. Then sagged back in her chair. “Oh,” she said, “I guess I hadn’t gotten as far as all that yet.”

“Oh, dear, you were upset with him, I suppose.”

“Well, it wasn’t very nice,” she muttered.

“Of course not, but he didn’t do it on purpose.”

“Not unless he killed her himself.”

“Well, Mack has no reason for doing that,” Nan said in a firm voice.

“No, I suppose not,” she said, “but it did make me wonder.”

“Well, how could you possibly think he would do a thing like that?” Nan asked.

“I don’t know. He’s definitely angry at what my soon-to-be ex-husband and my ex-attorney conspired to do, ensuring I wouldn’t get a thing out of the divorce.”

“So what?” Nan said. “You’ve also left that unhappy marriage and have been free and clear here ever since. So Mack has no reason to hold a grudge against them, and you’ve known him long enough to know that Mack doesn’t hold grudges anyway.”

“I know,” she said. “I’m just feeling a little off this morning.”

“Well, you know what the answer to that is, dear. You need to stand up and to figure out what you’ll do.”

“Well, I’m still trying to get details on it. Mack did tell me that she was stabbed.”

“Ooh,” Nan said, as if she’d just heard a secret. “That’s interesting.”

“It’s also very telling,” she said calmly, as she thought about it. “It does mean it’s up close and personal, often somebody who is holding a grudge.”

“Which could also go along with that ex-husband of yours? We don’t know what all happened between them, but something certainly did, or Robin wouldn’t have been here, attacking you.”

“Yeah, well, it also lines up perfectly for anybody interested in putting me in jail,” she muttered.

“But we know you didn’t do it,” she said. “Besides, what was Robin even doing here in town, besides bothering you?”

“I’m sure that’s another part of this whole mystery we must solve.”

“Did she contact you again?”

“Nope, I don’t think so,” she said. “I wasn’t feeling good yesterday, and my shoulder was pretty sore, so I wasn’t on my laptop or my phone.”

“I’m not even sure you could have stabbed her.”

“I probably could have,” she muttered. “But not without some serious pain.” She frowned at that. “Mack should know that I’m still not in very good shape,” she said.

“Stop blaming Mack,” Nan said firmly. “He is doing exactly what he needs to do.”

Doreen groaned. “I can’t help that it still feels so wrong, like a betrayal.”

“No, honey. The betrayal is the fact that somebody killed her here in our town, making it look like it could have been you. How many people even knew your ex-lawyer was here?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “How many people even knew she existed? I certainly didn’t want her here,” she cried out. “I came here to get away from them.”

“Well, in that case,” she said, “maybe we can track down what else Robin was doing here.” After a few moments of silence, Nan went on. “Any contact from him?” she asked.

“Who?”

“Your former husband.”

“Ugh, no! Why would he contact me?”

“I don’t know. It was just a question, dear,” Nan said. “It wouldn’t hurt to make sure you haven’t gotten a clue somehow from someone.”

“Yeah, will do,” she said. “I should check my email at least. I haven’t checked it at all today or yesterday.”

“Well, you do that,” she said, “and then come down here and have some tea with me.”

“I’m drinking coffee right now,” she said perversely. And then she looked down at Thaddeus and Mugs. “But the animals would really love a visit.”

“We all would,” Nan said. “So finish your coffee, check your emails, check to make sure your ex or someone else didn’t contact you. Then come on down here and have some tea with me. It will do you some good.”

“And, in the meantime, you’ll check around and see if anybody at the home has any information?”

“I’d be delighted to,” she said, with sheer joy in her voice.

Doreen was thankful for her grandmother, who could nearly always lift her spirits. Laughing, Doreen hung up the phone. She got up, refilled her coffee cup with the last of the pot, and went upstairs to change into company-ready clothing, since she had just thrown on a pair of shorts and a T-shirt earlier. She put on capris and a little dressier T-shirt, then slipped on her sandals. Sipping her coffee as she wandered up and down the garden, she was really just avoiding her emails.

With a sigh, walking straight to her laptop, she sat down and checked. And then groaned. Because, sure enough, her ex-husband had contacted her late last night. First, she took a picture of the screen, showing that the message was unread, and then she clicked on the email.

Coming to town and I need to talk to you. I’ll make it worth your while.

She winced at that, took a photo of it, and forwarded both images to Mack. When her phone rang a moment later, she picked it up and said, “I didn’t know. I just found it. Nan suggested I should check my emails.”

“Is that all he said?” His tone was briskly efficient.

“Yes.”

“And did he give a location?”

“Um …” She went through the email again and said, “No, nothing here. Just that he wants to meet.”

“Check your phone,” he said.

“Okay, hang on.” She went through her phone messages and said, “No, nothing’s here either.”

“Does he even have your phone number?”

“I don’t think so. But he’d remember Nan, of course, so would likely know to look for me here at her place, even if he didn’t know that she’d moved.”

“Right. I wonder if he’s contacted her?”

“It’s possible,” she said, “but I don’t know why she would give him the time of day.”

“Of course not, but that doesn’t stop somebody who’s on a mission from doing it.”

“I wonder what he wanted to talk to me about,” she said out loud.

“Well, my brother filed some things on your behalf, as well as the complaints against your divorce attorney,” Mack said, “so we should expect some pushback there.”

“Maybe,” she muttered, “but, at the same time, I would have thought it would have just been the lawyers haggling. It confuses me that he tried to contact me directly.”

“Maybe he was trying to find something to make you feel guilty about or to appeal to your emotions.”

“Maybe,” she muttered. “It’s hard to know what’s on his mind.”

“Did you often give in to him?”

“Oh, yeah, all the time,” she said. “It was just so much easier. Besides, that’s the way he groomed me.”

“So, when he wanted something out of you, he would have gone to you directly. And that’s what he’s likely done in this case.”

“Right, trying to get me to drop the whole thing, I presume, or whatever it is that Nick has instigated, and have it all go away possibly?”

“Exactly,” he said. “The fact that his girlfriend, and your ex-lawyer, has been killed in the process is a whole different matter.”

“And it doesn’t make me feel any better at all.”

“Of course not,” he said, his voice gentle. “How are you doing?”

“Still bewildered. Still feeling upset and shocked.”

“Sure you are,” he said, his tone a little bit more distant. “She was with your husband.”

“I’m not—” And then she stopped. “Look. I’m not upset about the fact that it’s my husband’s girlfriend or my ex-lawyer for that matter, although maybe I should be, and I guess I will be when I have a chance to really process what went on,” she said, “but that’s not why I’m upset. I’m upset that you came and had to ask me all those questions. Like I was actually a suspect or something.”

“I get that,” he said. “But remember, if I don’t investigate and document the case properly, it will get thrown out, or I will get reassigned, and you’ll be dealing with somebody else. So I had to ask those questions, with legitimate witnesses, in order to let everybody know that it was all aboveboard.”

“Right,” she said, taking a deep breath, “and I get that on one level. But, on another level, it feels like a terrible betrayal.”

He sighed. “Well, I was hoping you wouldn’t take it that way,” he said, “because I certainly didn’t intend it that way. Just the opposite, in fact.”

“And I’ll deal with it,” she said. “I’m heading down to Nan’s for some tea in a minute.”

“You do that,” he said. “Nan will rally the troops around you to make you feel better.”

“I hope so,” she said. “Anyway I’ve got to go.” And she hung up on him.


Chapter 2
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Saturday Midmorning …

With that, Doreen grabbed up leashes, deciding that Goliath on a leash was a bit of a distant memory, and maybe she should try it again. Goliath had other ideas, however, and Doreen finally gave up and tossed it to the side and said, “What a waste of money that was.”

It had worked for a while, but then she’d gotten out of the habit of using it, and that just meant that putting it on the stubborn cat didn’t go so well now, since consistency was the key in these things, but that was hardly Goliath’s fault. With the animals in tow, and, as unsteady as Doreen felt, she better avoid the river, so she and her animals headed down the other side instead. When she got to Nan’s, her grandmother sat outside, waiting for her.

The spritely old woman bounced to her feet and came running across the grass on the little stepping stones and gave Doreen a big hug, careful of her injured shoulder. “You don’t look so well,” Nan said instantly.

At that, Doreen grimaced. “Thanks.”

Immediately Nan shook her head. “I don’t mean it like that. I just mean that you look very disheartened.”

“I don’t know. I just feel now like I woke up on the wrong side of the bed this morning,” she said. “And it’s been going downhill ever since.”

“And that was probably a premonition,” Nan said, nodding wisely.

She looked at her grandmother and asked, “In what way?”

“Maybe somehow you knew that woman would die. She wasn’t just your ex-lawyer, she posed as your representative in the divorce, then moved herself in with him the minute you were out. Not to mention the crimes she committed, bilking you out of your financial settlement.”

“If I had known someone was out to murder her, I would have tried to stop it,” she said.

Nan looked at her in surprise.

She shrugged. “She was a terrible person, sure, but I’m just trying to move on,” she said.

Nan nodded. “That’s because you’re nicer than I am,” she said. “Come on, dear.” She walked Doreen back to the patio and said, “Sit down. Sit down. I’ve got a lovely surprise for you.”

When Nan dashed back into her little kitchen, Doreen smiled, as she sat down at the patio table, and put Thaddeus on top. Mugs walked over to the side by Nan’s chair and plunked down on the patio. “Right. We need something a little less depressing and a little less sad right now,” she muttered. At that, Nan came back out, carrying a plate of little pastries. Doreen brightened. “Those look marvelous,” she said in delight. “Where did you get them?”

“I went down to that little bakery, Sandra’s, Sandrine’s, whatever it is,” she said. “It’s downtown off Dilworth. Some lovely little baking is offered there.”

“Nan, these must have been superexpensive.”

“And I really don’t care,” she said firmly. “Honestly I didn’t look at the price. I figured that, if I wanted to have a little pastry, these were about the right size, and this way I could have just one—or I could have two, if I wanted.”

Doreen laughed. “Well, you could definitely have one or two, when they’re not terribly big, like this,” she said.

“Exactly, so just enjoy them,” Nan said, with a smile. She pushed the plate a little farther toward Doreen. “And I bought two of everything. Now please take one, take one of each of them.”

And, with that, Doreen complied, wearing a big smile on her face. “I haven’t eaten breakfast,” she confessed. At that, the plate was immediately rescinded.

Nan looked at her in astonishment and then scolded her. “Well, you can’t have sugar if you haven’t eaten.” She stood, then disappeared into the kitchen with the plate.

Doreen stared sadly at the single piece she’d managed to pick off the plate. It was orange and round, and she had no idea what was in it, but it was brightly colored and made her smile. She sat here, with the tea getting cold, waiting for Nan to do whatever she thought she needed to do, worried that Doreen herself was woolgathering over the whole mess. Doreen hadn’t eaten well for the last few days, and maybe that was part of her problem. Still, she really did want to enjoy the pastries, but Nan was right. Doreen probably shouldn’t eat something like this on an empty stomach, already rolling with two cups of coffee.

Just then Nan returned, preceded by the smell of hot buttered toast. Doreen laughed when she saw it. “I haven’t had that in quite a while.”

“Well, you can have it now,” she said, “and I even brought out the cheese for good measure.”

With slices of cheese now atop the toast, Doreen quickly ate breakfast, happy to calm down the caffeine bubbling away inside her stomach. “I just didn’t feel like it this morning,” she said. “And then, after Mack’s visit, it was difficult.”
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   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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