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            Diamond Rings

          

        

      

    

    
      Lydia Doherty stared at the row of diamond rings in front of her. Normally, if she ever entered this jewelry shop, she would admire the artisan sea glass pieces. However, today, her focus was entirely on the shiny engagement rings. The diamonds sparkled enticingly, and each band had an interesting design on it. They were all lovely and could be worn proudly until death did one part.

      

      “Which one do you like?”

      

      Lydia wanted to let price be the determining factor, but she was pretty sure that the man she was with would be able to detect that this was the reason for her choice. She took a piece of her newest flavor of taffy, Chocolate Cherry, out of her purse. She quickly unwrapped it and stuffed it into her mouth to give her a moment to avoid responding. As she tasted the sweet confection, her thoughts drifted to the taffy shop she owned and how she would much rather be there than in this jewelry shop right now.

      

      “Well?”

      

      Lydia finished her taffy and looked up at her brother. Impatience was creeping into his face.

      

      “They’re all beautiful. It’s hard to pick,” she said finally.

      

      He seemed appeased that she answered him but still wanted to make a final decision. Lydia wasn’t sure what to tell him. She was glad, however, that they had finally gotten the saleslady to give them a moment alone. That had made the discussion even more unbearable as the young woman with curly blonde hair stressed how every girl dreamed of the moment she would be proposed to and how the ring should be perfect. She was now assisting another customer, so Lydia and Leo could look at the diamond rings by themselves.

      

      “So, you think Suzanne would like any one of them?” Leo asked.

      

      “I think she would,” Lydia told him. “But do you think that maybe you’re rushing into this? Is it possible that you’re buying a ring too early?”

      

      “I love Suzanne, and she loves me,” Leo said with a shrug. “What else is there to consider?”

      

      Lydia bit her lip. She thought that there was actually quite a bit to consider. She thought Leo and Suzanne were a great couple. She really did. She also liked that Suzanne had gotten approval from the people who raised her and her brother. When their Aunt Edie had briefly returned to Ocean Point in between stops on her world travels, she had said how much she like “that sweet” Suzanne. Though he has since passed on, Uncle Edgar had also shown how much he approved of Suzanne by orchestrating that Leo and Suzanne would meet again when work needed to be done on the family home. Lydia thought that Suzanne would make a great sister-in-law.

      

      However, despite how good they seemed together, they had not actually been together that long. They hadn’t even been dating the entire summer yet. Lydia couldn’t help thinking that Leo was rushing into an engagement, though she knew the reason why.

      

      Suzanne and another woman had been kidnapped when a killer’s plan went awry. It was only due to some quick thinking and code-breaking on Lydia’s part that Suzanne and the other woman were saved. Leo was someone who liked to jump into action, and as a detective for the Ocean Point Police Force, he usually got the chance. However, he had been placed on desk duty for that case because it was the woman he loved who was in danger, he was “too close to it” to see the clues objectively.

      

      It seemed that now he was jumping into action to try and prove to Suzanne how much he loved her. However, Lydia wasn’t sure that right after a trauma was the best time to make life-changing decisions.

      

      Lydia tried to figure out the best way to phrase everything that she had been thinking into something that her brother wouldn’t be offended to hear. There had been some bad blood between her and her brother for a while after Uncle Edgar had given out what seemed to be an unfair split of the inheritance between them. However, things between them had been getting better. This was in part due to Suzanne. Uncle Edgar had given Lydia enough money to open up her own salt water taffy shop on the boardwalk of the Jersey Shore, but he had also given Leo a gift too. He had provided an opportunity for Leo to reconnect with the person he had a crush on in grade school. Now the relationship between Leo and Suzanne was blossoming.

      

      “Leo, you know that I think Suzanne is amazing. And it’s not just because she offered to help me decorate my new house. I think she’s creative and smart and kind.”

      

      “I do too,” Leo said affectionately.

      

      “And I like the two of you together too,” Lydia continued. “But I think that it might be too early for a proposal. You don’t want to do it based on fear…

      

      Leo cut her off. “Are you sure that you’re not projecting your own issues about engagements onto this?”

      

      She opened her mouth to protest but then paused. This was something she hadn’t considered before, and he might have a point. Lydia had been engaged before, but she had ended up throwing her engagement ring back at her fiancé before leaving him. Her fiancé had not been supportive when her uncle became ill, and she began to recognize his pattern of selfish behavior. Until that moment, she had considered herself in love with him. This relationship had certainly affected her in regards to dating. She was more cautious now, and she was taking her new relationship with a handsome lifeguard who had helped her with some investigations before slowly.

      

      However, Lydia hadn’t thought that this had affected her views on marriage in general. Was it possible that her worries for her bother were just her jaded feelings toward engagements because hers had ended badly? Or was she really being practical and hoping to help him avoid a mistake?

      

      “I don’t think this has to do with my engagement,” Lydia said slowly. “And I would love to see you propose to Suzanne. I just think it might be a better idea if you waited a year. Or at least a few months.”

      

      Leo didn’t seem to want to hear this. He shook his head. “If you’re not going to be helpful, I can pick out the ring on my own. I thought it would be nice to have a female’s opinion, but I’m sure I can figure this out on my own.”

      

      “Oh, so I’m not here because I’m your sister? I’m only here because I’m the one woman you could ask to help you with something like this?”

      

      “Well, Aunt Edie isn’t in town,” Leo mumbled.

      

      Lydia took a deep breath. She had to admit that it hurt a little to hear that she was only asked here by default. However, it was possible that Leo felt this way because of her attitude toward his idea to propose so soon. She would have to appear more supportive to let him know how much she cared about him. She had been so glad that they had been getting along and she didn’t want to lose her brother again.

      

      “That one,” Lydia said, pointing to a ring with a braided band and two smaller stones offsetting a larger one. “I think that’s the one that matches Suzanne’s style the best. She needs something timeless but also unique and just a touch eccentric. This is like the rooms she decorates – classic but fun.”

      

      Leo grinned. “I was leaning towards that one myself.”

      

      Lydia returned his smile, happy that the one she picked wasn’t the most expensive of the options. He gave his sister a small hug.

      

      “Thanks for being a part of this. I know you’re nervous that I’m making a mistake, but I know I’m not. I want to spend the rest of my life with Suzanne, and I’m sure she does too. We’re going to be very happy. I’ll just need to find the perfect way to propose.”

      

      Lydia nodded, trying to absorb his optimism and ignore the nervousness she really felt.
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            The Festive Flounder

          

        

      

    

    
      Lydia looked at the appetizer that had been delivered to her table a few minutes before and let out a laugh. Her date, Daniel, looked up at her.

      

      “I’m sorry,” Lydia said, trying to contain her giggles. “We’ve been looking forward to trying this new restaurant together, but it’s clear that we’re both distracted tonight. I keep thinking about my brother, and something is clearly on your mind too. We haven’t started eating. We both have these glum faces on, and I realized what a stark contrast it was to this place.”

      

      Daniel joined her laughter. They had been excited to try the new seafood restaurant that opened on the boardwalk, both because they had heard it was a fun place to visit and because they were looking for a place to enjoy seafood that wasn’t affiliated with the seafood market that was owned by the ex-boyfriend of Lydia’s best friend, Trina. However, the Festive Flounder was more of a tourist trap than they expected. Everything had silly names and the mini crab cakes that they had ordered were arranged to look like a tap dancing crab.

      

      “Leo told me that I should scout out this place to see if it would be romantic enough for a proposal,” Lydia said. “Can you imagine it here amongst all the singing fish on the wall?”

      

      “It would make for quite a story,” Daniel said.

      

      “He’d have to tell Suzanne that she is quite a catch,” Lydia joked.

      

      “And that he is glad he caught her,” Daniel replied. “And that he will no longer have to look at the other fish in the sea.”

      

      They continued laughing and then began to enjoy their appetizer. Though they had thought the arrangement was silly, they found that the food was very tasty.

      

      “What was bothering you?” Lydia asked as they made their way through their food.

      

      Daniel looked away. “I suppose I was thinking that I’m still the loner I was when I first came to town.”

      

      “Oh?” Lydia asked, feeling a tad insecure. Maybe going out to eat on what felt like an official date was putting too much pressure on them.

      

      “Not in regards to you,” Daniel said quickly when he saw her face. “No. I’m very glad that we’ve been spending time together. Even if it does occasionally involve chasing down killers.”

      

      “Then, what makes you want to stay alone?”

      

      “Well, I decided that I would try to get more involved in the town. I wanted people to stop commenting on how mysterious I seemed to be. I never meant to be mysterious.”

      

      “Saying something like that makes you seem mysterious,” Lydia teased.

      

      “I liked my privacy. But I am warming up to this town too. And I wanted to help it. You remember the shenanigans we uncovered on one of our cases and how money for the community center had gone missing?”

      

      Lydia nodded. “How could I forget? We were accusing the mayor of being a suspect.”

      

      “Well, since I also do give swimming lessons to children at the community center, I thought helping it to raise the money that was lost again would be a worthwhile investment. So, I joined a committee.”

      

      “A committee? Daniel, you are becoming a true member of the community. You’re on your way to becoming a resident and not a tourist.”

      

      “I’m regretting it,” Daniel said. “All of the fundraising ideas sound like they’ll have me doing something I don’t want to do.”

      

      “Like being a part of a dunking game where kids throw balls at a target to make you fall into a pool of water?” Lydia joked.

      

      “That’s the least awful of them all.”

      

      “That’s really something that they are considering?” Lydia asked, surprised.

      

      “I don’t want to dwell on this anymore,” Daniel said. “It’s bad enough that it occupied my attention earlier and there’s nothing I can do about the committee’s decisions tonight. I want to hear about your day.”

      

      She smiled at him. “Well, my new taffy flavor is doing well. But I had to leave the shop to help Leo with his engagement ring shopping. And you know that I have mixed feelings about this. I want to be supportive, but I think Leo is acting rashly.”

      

      “You’ve told him your opinion. There’s nothing else you can do right now,” Daniel said, supportively.

      

      “I know. But the love lives of the people I care about keep distracting me. I’m also worried about Trina.”

      

      “Because of her break up?”

      

      “I do think it’s for the best,” Lydia said. “I never really thought that Carl gave her the attention she deserved.”

      

      Daniel shrugged. “I liked him when we went on that double date, but I also thought he was a murder suspect. You’re probably a better judge of his character.”

      

      “He wasn’t a bad guy, but he wasn’t a good boyfriend either,” Lydia summed up. “And I know in the end that Trina will find someone who truly makes her happy. But she’s nervous about dating new people, and she’s on a date tonight. I hope it goes well.”

      

      “I bet it will,” Daniel said. “Even if they don’t have Festive Flounder Flatbread wherever they ended up going.”

      

      Lydia chuckled and picked up her menu to finally decide on her entrée. She and Daniel enjoyed discussing the names of the dishes and finally settled on what they wanted. Lydia was commenting on how she would never have thought that she would order a dish with the word “scintillating” like the salmon steak she had picked, but then her cell phone started ringing.

      

      “It’s Trina,” Lydia said, looking at her phone.

      

      “Answer it,” Daniel advised. “If she’s on her first date after the breakup, she might need to hear from a friend. And I don’t mind.”

      

      Lydia thanked him, and she answered the call.

      

      “Liddy, it’s awful!” Trina said.

      

      “What happened?” asked Lydia, wondering why their waiter had chosen this moment when she had clearly just answered a call to come and take the rest of their order. Daniel spoke to him as Lydia focused on her friend’s anguish.

      

      “He left me!”

      

      “He left you?”

      

      “We saw a movie together, and it seemed fine. Traditional date thing to do. Then, we went out for coffee, and I thought things were still going well. And when I went to the ladies room to wash my hands, one of the female employees pulled me aside and told me that my date lived right around the corner and he would probably try to invite me back to his place. And it made sense because then I realized that he got our drinks in to-go cups even though we were seated at a table. I wasn’t sure whether I would accept this invitation or not. I was considering it. But then he never asked me. He pretended he was feeling sick and left the coffee shop. He barely said goodbye and just ran away. I don’t know what I did wrong.”

      

      “I’m sure you didn’t do anything wrong.”

      

      Daniel waved to get Lydia’s attention, and she asked Trina to wait one moment.

      

      “I ordered the meals we picked to-go and added a third dinner for Trina,” Daniel said. “It sounds like she needs you.”

      

      Lydia paused, looking at him for a little too long. He finally asked, “What?”

      

      “I think you might be perfect,” Lydia said finally.

      

      He laughed it off, but she had meant it. Now she knew what it meant to have someone who supported you and the people and things you cared about.

      

      She told Trina that she should go directly over to her house where they would all have some seafood with silly names and would try to turn the night around.
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      Lydia yawned. She was glad that she had a machine to help her pull the taffy in her shop. She was definitely too exhausted to do it by hand this morning. She watched the cherry taffy move on the machine, preparing it before she added the chocolate taffy to the combination. She could feel herself becoming slightly hypnotized by the movement of the machine’s arms because of her fatigue.

      

      It ended up being a much later night than she expected. She had enjoyed her seafood dinner at her house where she and Daniel tried to cheer Trina up. Her beloved French bulldog mix, Sunny, had also tried to cheer her – though this might have been due to a desire to get some flounder and not just out of love for Trina.

      

      After Daniel left, Lydia continued to be a supportive friend until the wee hours of the morning. Sunny had fallen asleep almost as soon as the food was finished and started snoring. However, Trina had seemed immune to tiredness and had continued to energetically question what she had done wrong on the date.

      

      “Everything all right?” Jeff asked, entering the kitchen. He was one of Lydia’s first employee hires and had proven himself time and time again. He had been one of the people who believed in her and the shop when someone wanted to make it look like she was a poisoner.

      

      “I’m just tired,” Lydia said. “But I won’t let that stop me from making more chocolate cherry taffy. It seems like it’s selling well.”

      

      “People really love it. And I’m a people too. I think I might need to sample this batch when it’s finished to make sure it’s just as good as the last one.”

      

      “Okay,” Lydia said with a laugh. “And I might have to do the same thing.”

      

      They chatted about how much they enjoyed combining the two flavors and whether they thought the potential for rain would make for a slow day of business on the boardwalk. Jeff was a surfer on his off-hours and said that the waves had started to get rough that morning.

      

      However, when the door to the shop opened a few minutes after they had officially begun the work day, Lydia was feeling hopeful about the day. But a moment later, she realized that it was Trina. As much as she loved Trina, she wasn’t great for business because Lydia always gave her taffy for free.

      

      “I didn’t sleep at all last night, Liddy,” Trina said after they greeted one another.

      

      “Well, we did end the night rather late.”

      

      “I just can’t stop thinking about it,” Trina said. “I don’t know what I did to make him run off like that.”

      

      “What if he really was sick?” Lydia suggested.

      

      Trina shook her head vehemently. “He was fine all night until I sat down at the table with him. He had even tried to show off after the movie and reenacted some of the moves the action hero did onscreen. He couldn’t have been sick all night. He just started pretending to be sick when he started thinking about kissing me.”

      

      “I’m sure that’s not it.”

      

      “What else could it be? An employee at the coffee shop said that Max would try and take me home. Instead, he ran away, pretending he was going to vomit.”

      

      Jeff couldn’t help overhearing and tried to show he was supportive of her ordeal.

      

      “Men,” he scoffed. “What’s wrong with us?”

      

      “He made me feel like there’s something wrong with me,” Trina said. “I don’t know what it is and it’s driving me crazy. And before you comment on this – it couldn’t have been that I was obsessing over something and looking like a crazy person on our date. There was nothing bothering me then. I might have been a little nervous because I hadn’t been out with anyone except Carl for so long, but I don’t think it was overwhelming. I really feel like I was acting like myself. And that’s why this is so upsetting. Does being myself make men want to vomit?”

      

      “Anyone who wants to vomit when being with you is not someone you should be with,” Jeff said as if this was a profound thought.

      

      “He is right,” Lydia admitted. “And it doesn’t sound like he’s someone you’d want to be with if this is how he treats people. He obviously brought enough women to that coffee shop that the employees thought they should warn you of his intentions, and then he runs off with a bad excuse. You deserve so much better.”

      

      “I’m not sure how much I really liked him,” Trina said. “But it still hurts my feelings how he acted. And I really do feel like I did something that made him run off. I want to find out what it was. Otherwise, I might keep making the same mistake on other dates. Oh, I don’t think I could stand it if this kept happening.”

      

      “First, take one of our chocolate cherry taffies,” Lydia said, handing her friend one. “They certainly cheer me up. And now, listen to me. This isn’t going to be something that happens again. You’re an amazing person, and any man would be lucky to date you. You’re funny and charming and have amazing hair that always looks a million times better than mine does.”

      

      “That’s just because I’m a hairstylist. And if you’d let me do something with your hair, you could have ringlets like this too. They’d just be brunette instead of red. I mean unless you want me to dye your hair too.”

      

      “I don’t want you to do anything with my hair. I want you to believe in yourself.”

      

      Trina sighed. “I feel like I’ve lost my confidence when it comes to dating.”

      

      “Well, I can understand that. It was a long time until I started seeing anyone after my fiancé fiasco. And the only reason why I did was because Daniel is such a great guy – and he did save my life.”

      

      “But I can’t wait around until a handsome lifeguard sweeps me off my feet. I need to go on dates to get over Carl. That’s why I got a dating app and met Max. If I stay at home thinking that I’ll be alone forever, I know I’ll call Carl again, and that’s not what I should do. I just wish I knew what I did wrong with Max, so I don’t make the same mistake. I wish I could ask him.”

      

      “Why don’t you?” Jeff asked.

      

      “What do you mean?” Trina asked.

      

      Lydia tried to indicate that Jeff should not continue the suggestion, but he didn’t seem to understand her gestures.

      

      “Why can’t you ask him what you did? You know he lives near the coffee shop. You might be able to find him.” Then, he looked at Lydia. “Is there something wrong with your arm?”

      

      “No,” Lydia said, stopping her motion that was supposed to quiet Jeff. “No. My arm is fine.”

      

      “He’s right,” Trina said, considering the idea. “Why can’t I just ask him? There’s nothing to lose from this relationship, but maybe I can salvage my next date. Lydia, would you come with me for moral support?”

      

      “Sure,” Lydia agreed unhappily.

      

      The sky decided to start raining as they headed to the door. Lydia didn’t know what she found more disheartening: going out in this weather or facing a bad date for answers.

      [image: ]
* * *

      “How aggressive should I be?” Trina asked as they walked down the residential street near the coffee shop with an umbrella. “Should I demand he tell me or be genteel and try to ask casually?”

      

      “I’m not sure we’re even going to find him,” Lydia said, hoping that they wouldn’t, and they could be saved the awkward exchange. “We don’t know which house is his.”

      

      “It must be that one,” Trina said, happily as she saw a mailbox with the name “Bryant” painted on it. “That’s his last name. This must be his house.”

      

      “Great,” Lydia said as they walked up to the door.

      

      “So, which approach should I take?” Trina asked. “Or should I see whether he even answers the door for me?”

      

      Trina rang the doorbell and got no response. As she rang it again and again, Lydia ignored the rain and headed toward the window and peered inside.

      

      “Trina, I don’t think he’s going to answer the door,” Lydia said.

      

      “Is he scared to face me?” Trina asked, leaning on the bell. “Or, is he still pretending to be sick?”

      

      Lydia’s face was grim. “I don’t think he’s pretending. Based on the way he’s lying on the floor in there – I think he’s dead.”

      

      She looked through the window once more to confirm her theory, and it looked more apparent to her. She took out her phone to call Leo at the police station as Trina seemed dazed.

      

      “He’s dead?” Trina said. “Then, he wasn’t faking on his date with me?”
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      “Don’t ever let me go to anyone’s house ever again,” Trina said while trying not to hyperventilate.

      

      “What do you mean?” Lydia asked.

      

      “I mean that this is the second time I’ve stumbled across a dead body when I went to visit someone at their house. And that’s two times too many!”

      

      “I agree that it’s awful to come across something like this, but I don’t think I can stop you from ever going to anyone’s house. Am I supposed to stop you from visiting Sunny and me?”

      

      “No,” Trina said, calming down enough to smirk. “I’ll really need a girl’s night there after all this.”

      

      Lydia glanced back towards the house. Leo and his partner, Detective Grey, were inside with the medical examiner and some uniformed officers. She and Trina had been told to wait outside until they were told to leave. Luckily, it had stopped raining.

      

      Lydia had been comforting her friend who was taking the death harder than she was because Lydia had never actually met the person who died. She kept an arm around Trina supportively.

      

      “What do you think happened?” Trina asked after a moment. “Do you think he really was ill and that’s why he left? Do you think this sudden sickness is what caused his death?”

      

      “I couldn’t tell much from what I saw except that the man was dead. He was lying on the ground, and I didn’t see his chest move like he was breathing. But I couldn’t see his face,” Lydia said. “It’s very possible that he felt his symptoms at the coffee shop, and they became worse when he got home.”

      

      “He didn’t have to run away if he was so sick that it could lead to his death,” Trina said. “I know it was a first date and he didn’t know me well, but I hope he didn’t think that I wouldn’t help someone in their time of need. I wouldn’t have left him to die.”

      

      “I know that.”

      

      “I just thought that he was faking. It seemed to come on so suddenly, and he took his coffee with him. I really thought he was trying to get away from me.”

      

      “People don’t always like to show their vulnerability. Especially if he as trying to impress you on a date, he might not have wanted to show any perceived weakness. He probably was trying to get away from you, but it wasn’t because he didn’t like you.”

      

      Trina sighed. “I feel really bad about all the terrible thoughts I was thinking about him last night. While I was calling him a scumbag, he was suffering and dying.”

      

      “Well, the medical examiner will be able to find out more about the cause of death. He might not have suffered long.”

      

      “What are you two talking about?” Leo asked as he approached the pair.

      

      Lydia turned to her brother. “You can’t be annoyed with us for discussing this death when we were the ones who found the body.”

      

      “I don’t get annoyed with you for discussing the deaths. I get annoyed with you for interfering with police investigations on our murder cases,” Leo clarified. “But I’m not annoyed right now.”

      

      Lydia noted that he seemed to mean what he was saying. Usually, Leo would be annoyed to see them at a crime scene, even if they were there as unintended witnesses. However, today, he seemed in an exceptionally good mood. Lydia noticed that he was absentmindedly reaching into his pocket every so often, and she realized that the engagement ring must be in there. Well, if the thought of proposing to Suzanne mellowed him out when they saw him at work, then maybe the proposal wasn’t such a bad idea.

      

      “Because there’s no case?” Trina asked, distracting Lydia from her thoughts about the engagement’s perks. “Because you don’t have to solve this? Max Bryant died from an illness?”

      

      “The medical examiner is going to run some tests to make sure the cause of death is conclusive,” Leo said.

      

      “It might not have been because of an illness?” asked Lydia. “You think he might have died because of foul play?”

      

      Leo ignored the question and asked one of his own. “You saw the deceased last night?”

      

      “That’s right. We went on a date together. I met him on a dating app a few days ago, and we decided to see a movie and get coffee. But he left the coffee shop in a hurry.”

      

      “I don’t think there’s a need for either of you to stay around here any longer,” Leo said. “But I will ask that you come into the station later today to write an official statement about coming across the body. And if you wanted to bring some of that chocolate cherry taffy, I wouldn’t object.”

      

      “I can do that,” Lydia said.

      

      “And I can give a statement,” Trina said. “I just need to try and make sense of everything I’ve been thinking and feeling recently. I think getting no sleep last night is finally catching up with me.”

      

      “If you’d like to rest up before making your statement, I will understand,” Leo said. “Lydia, could I talk to you for a moment?”

      

      She nodded and took a few steps away with her brother, so Trina wasn’t a part of the conversation.

      

      “What is it?” Lydia asked. “I thought that you and Detective Grey were here as a formality and support because I was the one who called about the body. But do you suspect that this wasn’t a medical matter? That it was murder? Do you not want to upset Trina? How was he killed?”

      

      “Why are you always trying to get involved in my cases?”

      

      “That isn’t why you asked me over here?” Lydia asked, feeling confused.

      

      “No,” Leo said, rolling his eyes. “I wanted to ask what the Festive Flounder was like. Is it a good place to propose?”

      

      Lydia laughed. “No. I don’t think that’s the right place for you to profess your undying love. Unless you really do want to do it with dancing crab cakes.”
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      Trina and Lydia had returned to Lydia’s house because it was closer and Trina said that she wanted some puppy love after an ordeal like finding a dead body. Sunny was happy to oblige, but she was even happier to take a nap next to Trina, who fell asleep on the couch soon after she sat down.

      

      Though she was still tired, Lydia didn’t feel like resting. Her thoughts kept circling back to the body they had found. The way Leo was speaking, it sounded like he thought the death wasn’t due to an illness. She found herself searching on the internet for fast-acting illnesses where the symptoms came on suddenly, and she started to suspect foul play as well.

      

      “Maybe it was poison,” she said aloud after searching through dozens of webpages.

      

      She only heard snoring in response. However, after an hour, Lydia thought it was time to wake up her friend and lazy dog. She had made sandwiches while they were sleeping and she insisted that Trina eat something even though she was still upset. Sunny had offered to eat the food on her behalf, but Lydia thought it was important that Trina have some nourishment before going to the police station.

      

      After the nap and snack, Lydia and Trina made their way to the station to give their statements. However, as they walked towards Leo’s desk, they saw that they weren’t alone.

      

      “What’s she doing here?” Trina hissed when they saw who it was.

      

      “She must be trying to get a story for the paper,” Lydia said. “And someone did just die.”

      

      However, despite how civilly she was describing what the woman was doing there, Lydia couldn’t say that she was pleased to see Brie Rankin. Brie was a reporter for the local paper, and they had a rocky relationship.

      

      Their issues were fueled by Brie’s best friend, Amber Allen, who decided that she and Lydia should be enemies because they both owned sweet shops on the boardwalk. Since Amber sold ice cream and Lydia sold salt water taffy, Lydia had always thought that there should be enough business for the two different desserts. Perhaps Amber was just looking for an excuse to be catty towards her. However, she had recruited Brie to report some not-so-flattering words about Lydia in the paper. Brie never lied, but she didn’t mind mentioning when the taffy shop was the scene of a crime.

      

      Lydia thought that she and Brie might be on better terms after they did some investigative reporting together for a case, but since this also resulted in Brie losing her source at the medical examiner’s office, she didn’t seem to think any more fondly of Lydia.

      

      “She must be looking for a new source for police news,” Lydia said.

      

      “Well, we shouldn’t have to wait too long,” Trina said. “All Leo ever says to the paper until a case is solved is: no comment.”

      

      The two friends stood to the side and waited for Brie to leave. They couldn’t help overhearing the conversation, and it did seem to continue after Leo said, “No comment.”

      

      “Are you sure you can’t tell me anything?” Brie asked.

      

      “Not during an active investigation. Right now, it’s still too early to see what this death will be ruled, and we will want to make sure that the family has been properly informed before anyone else is. And now, if you’ll excuse me, I have a lot of work to do.”

      

      “It seems like I’ll have a lot of work to do too to get a new story,” Brie teased. “But I don’t mind. I know that you’re just upholding policy like you do the law.”

      

      “That’s right,” Leo said.

      

      “I really admire how you protect and serve in the community,” Brie said, allowing her voice to grow flirtatious. “I think we all sleep a little sounder knowing that Detective Doherty is on the job.”

      

      “Is she hitting on him?” Trina whispered in an outraged manner.

      

      Lydia nodded, feeling more and more awkward about listening to this exchange. She tried to retreat, but Trina grabbed her arm. She was eager to hear what would happen next. Lydia just frowned. She didn’t like overhearing romance directed toward her brother, and it was even worse when it came from someone who might be considered an enemy.

      

      “Well, I do my best to help the town while I’m on duty,” Leo said, trying to remain professional.

      

      “And when you’re off duty?” Brie asked, moving closer to him and smiling beguilingly. “Do you ever help individuals as well as the town as a whole? Because there is something that I need. A date this Friday. I need to see the band at Crabby Craig’s, and the friend I usually go with can’t make it. What do you say?”

      

      “I’m sorry. I can’t.”

      

      “We wouldn’t talk about your case. That’s not what I was after.”

      

      “My heart belongs to someone else,” Leo said. “And even if it didn’t, I don’t think it would be proper for someone in my position to date someone at the press.”

      

      Brie looked embarrassed but nodded.

      

      Lydia and Trina were so focused on the detective in front of them that they missed seeing the other one until he was right next to them. Serious Detective Grey nodded a greeting and asked, “Are you here to give your statements?”

      

      “Yes,” Lydia said, trying not to jump in surprise at his arrival. “We were just waiting for Leo to finish up his conversation.”

      

      Trina said quietly, “It’s going to be hard not to talk about that at the hair salon. That would be a very juicy piece of gossip.”

      

      “It’s important that we take your statements,” Detective Grey said, leading them forward. “He should know that you are here.”

      

      As they approached Leo’s desk, he smiled at them. Lydia was worried about how Brie would react to seeing them there, but she was staring at Detective Grey. Lydia wasn’t sure she liked the look in her eyes, but Brie didn’t stay long. She told the detectives to contact her when they were ready to comment on the case and left.

      

      Lydia watched her go, wondering what she could have been thinking. However, then, Leo asked his first question.

      

      “Did you bring the taffy?”

      

      “Yes,” Lydia said, taking the salt water taffy out of her purse and handing it to him. He gladly took the candy and exchanged it for some pads of paper.

      

      “You should both know the drill by now about making statements,” Leo said.

      

      “I know,” Trina lamented. “I’ve come across two dead bodies now. A coworker and a date. I’m not sure which was worse. They were both pretty bad.”

      

      “Before you write your statements, we just wanted to ask for a few points of clarification about your date last night,” Detective Grey said.

      

      “Carl and I broke up, so I joined a dating app,” Trina said. “And I know some people have had horror stories about bad first dates when people don’t look like their picture. But I think finding the guy’s dead body the next day is even worse.”

      

      “Yes. I suppose that is so,” Detective Grey said. “But we would like to know more about what you did that night.”

      

      “It was a first date. We didn’t do very much. What type of girl do you think I am?” Trina demanded.

      

      Detective Grey looked uncomfortable. Lydia interceded. “They’re just trying to understand what the victim did before he died to understand what killed him. I’m guessing they’re going to want to know what he ate and drank to see if he was poisoned.”

      

      “Oh,” Trina said. “Right. Well, we shared a popcorn at the movie theater. And I’m not sick, so that couldn’t be what made him sick. And then we both got coffees at the coffee shop. He got them in to-go cups which later I thought was because he wanted to ask me to go back to his place with him. But then he took his cup with him when he left.”

      

      “The coffee cup we found at the scene most likely did come from this date,” Detective Grey said to his partner.

      

      “You think his coffee was poisoned?” Lydia asked.

      

      “We’re waiting for test results on the remaining liquid in the cup, but we suspect cyanide,” Leo said. Then, he grimaced.

      

      Lydia was sure that he was angry with himself for letting that information slip. However, with one of her delicious salt water taffies in his mouth and with one hand in his pocket holding the box with a diamond engagement ring inside it, clearly, his mind wasn’t all there with them.

      

      “Cyanide,” Lydia repeated.

      

      “Oh no,” said Trina. “Not again.”
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      Lydia and Trina walked slowly down the boardwalk. The skies were still grey, but it seemed like it had stopped raining for the day. They were ultimately headed towards Doherty’s Taffy and Trinkets but were taking their time. Lydia didn’t want to face potential customers when her mind was stuck on cyanide.

      

      “Are you okay?” Trina asked.

      

      “I should be asking you that,” Lydia said. “You’re the one who knew Max.”

      

      “I know. But you look upset too.”

      

      “I guess I’m just thinking about the murder weapon. The last time that cyanide was used to murder someone in town was when my taffy shop was opening. And the killer was trying to frame me for the crime. Leo nearly arrested me.”

      

      “Those aren’t very pleasant memories.”

      

      “It was awful,” Lydia said. “And now I keep thinking about that as well as this murder. Who would want to kill this man?”

      

      “Well, it wasn’t me,” Trina said, holding up her hands. “I hope Leo and Detective Grey don’t think I had anything to do with the death. I had just met the man, and he was nice on our date. I had no reason to kill him.”

      

      “I don’t think that they consider you a real suspect. They had to ask those questions about your date with the victim to see when he could have been poisoned.”

      

      “I wish I could have been more helpful,” Trina said frowning. “I kept replaying that date in my mind over and over again that night, trying to figure out what I might have done to scare him off. But I kept focusing on what we said to each other and not when we drank the coffee.”

      

      “You were still very helpful with what you remembered. You remembered that when you first got your drinks, they were too hot to start sipping. And you spoke at the table for about ten minutes before you wanted to wash your hands because your drink dripped.”

      

      “I also wanted to check my hair in the mirror,” Trina admitted.

      

      “And when you came back to the table, he said he wasn’t feeling well almost immediately and fled the shop,” Lydia said. “If he didn’t start drinking the hot coffee until it cooled and you had visited the ladies’ room, then the cyanide could have been added when the drink was by the counter or if someone came by the table when you were gone.”

      

      “Yeah. But that means the poison could have been added to the coffee anytime that we were in the shop. The police figured that out already. I don’t feel like I’m really helping. And I do feel bad about that. Max and I were a match on the app. What if he was my soul mate?”

      

      Lydia stopped walking and looked at her friend. “Do you really think that?”

      

      Trina shrugged. “Oh, I don’t know. I don’t know what to think anymore. I thought Carl was the one for a while. But he never put me ahead of his poker games or fish deliveries. I know it was only a first date and that’s probably why it seemed so nice – well, until he ran out of there and I thought he was faking an illness, but he was really being poisoned. But Max paid attention to me. He really paid attention. He cared what I thought about the movie, and he didn’t mind listening to how I felt about my work at the salon. I would have liked to see him again.”

      

      “I’m so sorry,” Lydia said, giving her a hug. “I knew that this was upsetting, but I didn’t realize how much.”

      

      Trina accepted the hug and then tried to play cavalier. “I’m probably reading too much into this. We might never have called each other again. And I guess I never got to see what would happen if he tried to invite me back to his place. And now that I think about it, it was strange that a coffee shop employee would warn me about that. Maybe he was dating a ton of women, and I didn’t matter to him at all. But now I’ll never know. And I still feel sad. I’ll probably always wonder. It might have been horrible, but it also might have been amazing.”

      

      The friends slowed their pace and moved toward the railing. They leaned against it and looked out towards the water. Lydia couldn’t help noticing a lifeguard stand on the beach as well, and thinking about Daniel. It would have been wildly unfair if someone had taken him away from her on their first date.

      

      “Max represents what might have been,” Lydia said.

      

      Trina nodded. “And I wish I could have done something to help him. And now I wish there was something I could do now.”

      

      Lydia tapped the railing as she made a decision. “Well, maybe there is something we can do. Maybe we do a little sleuthing and see if we can turn up any clues that Leo and Detective Grey missed.”

      

      “You mean we should ignore their direct orders not to get involved?”

      

      “Leo is so distracted with happy thoughts and nerves about his proposal that he won’t even notice, and I think it could be helpful. If that employee at the coffee shop was willing to warn you about Max’s move, then she might be willing to talk to you again. It’s clear she knew the victim, and she might be more apt to tell you things than the police.”

      

      “I’d rather share secrets with me than that sourpuss Detective Grey,” Trina agreed.

      

      “We’ll just ask her a few questions,” Lydia said.

      

      Trina nodded enthusiastically, and they set off toward the coffee shop. Lydia hoped that their few questions might lead to some answers about why this happened.
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      Lydia entered the coffee shop and immediately smelt the sweet aroma of the fresh coffee brewing. Due to her lack of sleep and her general love for the caffeinated beverage, Lydia felt sorely tempted to order a cup. She had to remind herself that the beverage might have been used as a murder weapon, and the person who added the poison might be inside the shop to stop her from making the purchase.

      

      Pulling her eyes away from the flavor board, Lydia turned towards Trina who wasn’t right by her side as she expected. Trina had been standing in the doorway but looked sheepish when Lydia caught her eye, and she hurried toward her.

      

      “Sorry,” Trina said. “I guess I got a little freaked out thinking about our date and what happened after. But I’m okay now. I want to talk to that woman again and see if we can find anything else out.”

      

      The two friends started scanning the shop. Lydia noticed that there were still several customers sipping coffee at the shop, which most likely meant that the news of Max Bryant’s cause of death hadn’t spread around town. She wondered if the employees had even learned about it yet. The victim hadn’t died at the shop (even if he was most likely poisoned there), and she didn’t know who Leo and Detective Grey had spoken to yet.

      

      “That’s her,” Trina said, pointing to the woman behind the counter.

      

      They approached the area where orders were placed, and drinks were made. A man with curly hair was at the register and greeted them with a smile.

      

      “What would you like to order today? If you’re not sure, I could recommend several of our specials.”

      

      “I’d actually just like to speak with her,” Trina said, indicating to the other employee.

      

      The man seemed to bristle and addressed his coworker. “I don’t know how professional this is, Robin. Having friends visit you at work that don’t want to place an order with me. Do you give discounts when you shouldn’t? Is that why they can’t talk to me?”

      

      Lydia could see Robin gritting her teeth, but then she forced on a smile. “No, Curt, I don’t give unapproved discounts. Perhaps there’s another reason that they don’t want to talk to you?”

      

      “Such as?” Curt demanded.

      

      Lydia felt like she was going from one awkward encounter to another. First, there was the flirting with the brother, and now she had walked in on this tension between coworkers.

      

      “Never mind,” Robin said.

      

      “Well, deal with your friends quickly so you can get back to real work.”

      

      “Let’s not pretend that this is a normal day,” Robin said. “There’s clearly something going on since we’re supposed to talk to the police later. And for your information, I’m not sure who these ladies are. They must be customers that you are making this scene in front of.”

      

      Curt opened his mouth in shock, but Robin didn’t let him say anything else. She walked to the end of the counter, and Lydia and Trina followed so they could have a private word.

      

      “Now what can I help you with?’ Robin asked.

      

      “Do you remember me?” Trina asked.

      

      Robin stared at her for a moment, and then, recognition dawned. “You were here last night with Max. I’m sorry. I hope you don’t think I was out of line to tell you what I did.”

      

      “Not at all,” Trina said. “I appreciated the heads up.”

      

      “I didn’t know exactly what happened, but I later saw you at the table alone. I hope it wasn’t my interference that ruined your night.”

      

      “Nope. It wasn’t that,” Trina said.

      

      Then, Lydia asked, “What did you mean before when you said you had to speak with the police?”

      

      “I’m sorry I said that in front of a customer, but Curt knows how to get under my skin. I don’t know exactly what’s going on. But the police spoke to Mr. Briarson a little earlier – he’s the man who runs the place. And after they left, he was complaining about having to send our security tapes to them.”

      

      “Do you have security cameras inside the building?” Lydia asked, hopefully. If there were cameras inside, then it might be possible that the killer was caught on tape adding the poison to the drink.

      

      However, Robin shook her head. “No. It’s only by the front door. Mr. Briarson installed it to stop local kids from writing stupid things on our specials board outside. But if the police want to see it, then something must have happened. Do you think there was a robbery here? Like a wealthy tourist’s wallet was taken?”

      

      “What did the police say to you exactly?” asked Lydia.

      

      “The detective said that all employees who were working last night should come in to make a statement, but none of us really know why. I think the one detective wanted to take statements right away. He looked more serious, but the other detective said they were waiting on results anyway and he had an engagement that he needed to get to.”

      

      “He said engagement?” Lydia asked, wondering if her brother’s proposal was happening right now and what Suzanne would say. She really hoped that Leo had listened to her and hadn’t gone to the Festive Flounder.

      

      “He did. And he said they were waiting on results. I wonder what that could be. Is it a fingerprint test?” Robin asked and then shook her head. “I shouldn’t be talking about this at work. And I don’t really know anything anyway. What was it that you wanted?”

      

      “It was about Max,” Trina said. “Did he bring a lot of women here?”

      

      “Enough of them.”

      

      “How did you know him?” Lydia asked. “Was he merely a regular customer? Or did you know him outside of work?”

      

      Robin bit her lip and looked away. “I knew him outside of work.”

      

      Trina gasped. “You dated him?”

      

      “Yes. But I wasn’t trying to interfere with your date because I had feelings for him or anything. I’m seeing someone else now. And he’s free to date whoever he likes. And I wouldn’t want to ruin anything for you. But I thought I might as well tell you when I ran into you.”

      

      “The gall!” Trina said.

      

      “I’m sorry,” Robin said.

      

      “The absolute gall of him. Taking me on a date right in front of his ex-girlfriend,” said Trina angrily. “That’s so rude!”

      

      Robin smiled a little. “Well, I did think so at first. Then, I started to realize that this coffee shop is right by his house. It was inevitable that he would come in here. And he barely remembered my schedule when we were together. There was no reason to think he would remember it after we broke up. But, I have to admit – the first time he came in here with another woman, I had a reaction like you just did. I wanted to kill him.”

      

      “You wanted to kill him?” Lydia repeated.

      

      “Well, at the moment,” Robin said. “But as I told you, I’m over him now. And I think I’m better for it. Even if the break up did hurt at the time. His reason was so arbitrary. He said he didn’t like that my hair always smelled like coffee. But he always had liked that smell, and I can’t help it when I work here all day. But I’m probably making him sound awful to you. I don’t mean to do that. You can form your own opinion.”

      

      Lydia and Trina exchanged a look, absorbing everything they had just learned. Though Robin said that she was over the relationship, a broken heart could be a strong motive for murder. As an employee here, she would also have had an excellent opportunity to tamper with the drink.

      

      “I hope I didn’t ruin things for you,” Robin said. “Do you think you’ll see him again?”

      

      “No. I don’t think I’ll be seeing him again,” Trina said.
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      After talking to Robin at the coffee shop and barely managing not to give in to temptation and order an iced coffee, Lydia and Trina headed to the police station. Lydia wasn’t certain that Robin was the killer, but there were definitely some reasons why the police would want to talk to her. She hadn’t been able to tell them anyone else who might want to wish Max Bryant harm, but she was his ex and had access to his coffee. It would have been easy for her to slip the cyanide inside his drink order. Maybe she had even told Trina that Max would try and seduce her right away to scare her off and keep her away from him so he wouldn’t have anyone to help him when he started showing signs of poisoning.

      

      Lydia wanted to tell Leo and Detective Grey about this, but she had another reason for wanting to talk to them in person. She wanted to see if Leo had proposed and to hear the story of how it happened. She might have to start planning an engagement party or bridal shower. She would have to whip up some special taffy for those events. She knew that Leo’s favorite flavor was raspberry swirl. Maybe she could find out what Suzanne’s was and mix the two flavors together to symbolize their upcoming union.

      

      However, as she approached Leo’s desk and saw him, she saw that she was getting ahead of herself. He did not look like a man who had just become engaged to a woman he loved. He looked disheveled and despondent.

      

      Lydia reached into her purse to take out her emergency supply of taffy as she ran towards her brother.

      

      “It’s no good,” Leo said. “This is something that even taffy can’t fix.”

      

      “What happened?” asked Lydia.

      

      “You look awful,” said Trina. “Were you attacked in the line of duty? Did you lose a canine officer? Did you forget how to button properly?”

      

      “I wore a different shirt for lunch,” Leo said dismissively and not caring about how his current shirt was misaligned. “But it didn’t matter. Nothing matters now. She said no.”

      

      “No,” Lydia gasped.

      

      “That’s what she said,” Leo said miserably as he laid his head on his desk. “She doesn’t want to marry me.”

      

      “Are you sure?” Trina asked.

      

      He sat up and glared at her. “I know you don’t think much of me in my work, but I am capable of picking up on her clues. The way she said no was very convincing.”

      

      Trina hid behind Lydia to get away from his dirty looks.

      

      “We know that you’re a great detective. If I get involved in one of your cases, it’s only because the circumstances dictate it. It’s because the murder affected someone I care about,” Lydia said. “But I can’t believe this happened.”

      

      “Really?” asked Leo. “That’s not why you were trying to convince me not to propose? You didn’t think that she would say no? You weren’t thinking that I would end up embarrassing myself? I got down on one knee in front of the entire restaurant. She said no and ran out on me.”

      

      “It wasn’t at the Festive Flounder, was it?” Trina asked, piping up again. “Because maybe she just wouldn’t want to say yes to you there.”

      

      “No. It was at the little café where we had our first date. I thought it was romantic. But Lydia was right that I shouldn’t have asked her.”

      

      “I thought that you might have been rushing into things too quickly,” Lydia admitted. “But I wouldn’t have expected Suzanne to run away like that. You are a good couple.”

      

      “Were a good couple,” Leo said. “It’s over now. I should have listened to you. I should always listen to you. Somehow you’re always right.”

      

      “I wouldn’t say that,” Lydia protested. “Unless it has to do with making salt water taffy.”

      

      “But while you’re in a mood that believes she’s always right, we do have a lead in the case,” Trina added.

      

      Lydia tried to shush her, thinking that this wasn’t a good time, but Leo gestured for her to continue.

      

      “Well, the woman at the coffee shop who spoke to me about Max, it turns out that she is his ex-girlfriend. And he had been bringing dates there in front of her for a while. Which, as a side note, makes me think that we wouldn’t have lasted as a couple. But maybe this shameless disregard for her feelings finally caused her to snap. And she could have added the cyanide to the cup before she handed it to him.”

      

      “We were going to talk to the employees today to see if they noticed anything suspicious,” Leo said, grabbing a taffy from Lydia’s hand after all. “I just put it on hold because I was going to meet Suzanne for lunch. I thought this was going to be the happiest day of my life.”

      

      “Well, look at Robin,” Trina said.

      

      Lydia nodded. “She should definitely be a suspect.”

      

      “Right,” Leo said. “Detective Grey and I will question her soon. Maybe this case will be solved quickly, and then I’ll have free time to wallow in despair.”

      

      “Do you want to come over for dinner tonight?” Lydia suggested. “I was planning on making one of Aunt Edie’s summer recipes. You’re welcome to join me.”

      

      “No, thanks. I think I’ll want to be alone tonight.”

      

      Lydia frowned and moved closer. She placed the remaining candies on his desk, and Leo picked up one immediately, unwrapping it and popping it into his mouth.

      

      “What did she say exactly?” Lydia asked.

      

      “Besides no?” Leo said as he chewed. “Her exact words were: Oh, Leo, no. Not now. We can’t.”

      

      “That does sound definitive,” Trina agreed.

      

      “And she ran out of the restaurant as fast as she could,” Leo said. “Thanks for making me relive that again.”

      

      Lydia hugged her brother. The angle was a little awkward because he was sitting, and she was taller than him for once, but she held tight.

      

      “I don’t need your pity hug,” he said. “You knew this would happen.”

      

      “This isn’t a pity hug. It’s an I-love-my-brother-and-am-mad-at-Suzanne hug,” Lydia clarified.

      

      He patted her arm, seeming a little more cheerful about the show of affection. Lydia released him but still felt worried, even as Leo attempted to act more like his old self.

      

      “I really would like it if you two stayed out of this investigation. It’s always dangerous when poison is involved, and I don’t want you to get hurt. Right now, I don’t care if anything happens to me, but I don’t want anything to happen to you.”

      

      “That isn’t making me feel better,” Lydia said.

      

      “I’m not going to purposely put myself in danger, and I’ve been trained how to properly handle situations with suspects,” Leo said. “And I would think that you wouldn’t want to get involved in another poisoning case. Doesn’t it bring back bad memories? From when someone used cyanide in one of your taffies? Of course, it looks like this killer didn’t use quite as much in the dose.”

      

      “What?” asked Lydia.

      

      “Nothing,” Leo said. “Forget it.”

      

      “We just want to help,” Lydia said. “And it seems like you might need it right now. You’re not in a good headspace.”

      

      “You really want to help? I do have something you can do,” Leo said.

      

      “Of course. What is it?” asked Lydia.

      

      “Find out the jewelry store’s return policy on rings,” he replied glumly.
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      “This is delicious,” Daniel said in between bites of the chicken Marsala dish that Lydia had prepared for them.

      

      She smiled at him across her kitchen table. “It’s my Aunt Edie’s recipe. I thought making something that she used to cook would feel comforting after a day like this.”

      

      “I’m sorry to hear that the reason why Trina’s date ended so abruptly was that someone had poisoned the man she was with,” Daniel said. “But at least she’s not being considered a suspect this time.”

      

      “Officially, she’s not supposed to leave town. But by now Leo and Detective Grey know something of Trina’s character and that she’s not a killer. She also didn’t know the victim very well. There was no reason for her to want to poison him. And if she did, she would be smart enough not to do it in public on a date with him.”

      

      “Is something else bothering you?” Daniel asked. “Or am I just a much faster eater than you?”

      

      Lydia looked down at his plate that was nearly empty and compared it to hers that just had a few bites gone.

      

      “Well, you’re welcome to have seconds.”

      

      Sunny barked from the floor, reminding them that she was a fan of Aunt Edie’s recipes as well.

      

      “And I suppose I don’t have as large an appetite as I usually do,” Lydia said. “I’m thinking about the case. I thought that the victim’s ex-girlfriend who worked at the coffee shop seemed like a prime suspect, and I told Leo to talk to her. However, there’s something about this scenario with her as the killer that bothers me, and I can’t put my finger on it. And, of course, I’m feeling bad for Leo.”

      

      “It wasn’t your fault that Suzanne said no,” Daniel reminded her.

      

      “I know, but he’s my brother, and I don’t like seeing him hurt. Part of me wonders if I should find Suzanne and talk to her. The other part of me thinks that Leo would like that even less than me getting involved in his investigations. He doesn’t want me interfering with his love life. He made that clear when we were looking at rings.”

      

      Sunny barked again, but this time it wasn’t for food. She padded towards the front door, and Lydia wondered who could be there. Sunny was wagging her tiny tail, so it had to be someone she knew and liked.

      

      Daniel hurried to finish chewing the food he had just piled into her mouth, but Lydia gestured that he could stay at the table. She went to the door, wondering if Trina was going to join them for another meal.

      

      She was surprised to see Leo at the door. However, Sunny was happy as he knelt down to pet her.

      

      “I thought you said that you wanted to be alone tonight,” Lydia said. “Did you start craving Aunt Edie’s food? Once I received her postcard in the mail, I couldn’t stop thinking about cooking up one of her dishes. Even if it is a very different style from the food, she’ll be having right now. Did you get a postcard from India?”

      

      Leo brushed it off. “Yeah. She’s seeing the Taj Mahal. One of the seven wonders of the world. Something the emperor had built to honor the woman he loved. Yada, yada. Something I can’t relate to right now in my current circumstances. I really came here to talk about the case.”

      

      “Really?” Lydia asked.

      

      She was thrilled that Leo seemed to finally value her opinion. She was pleased that he came there to discuss the case and listen to her thoughts. She had helped with cases before, but he had never been pleased with her involvement even if they did garner results. She thought that Leo must know that he wasn’t at the top of his investigative game because of the emotional ordeal he’d just gone through.

      

      Lydia was just starting to tell him how honored she was that he had decided to include her in the investigation when he said, “The case is closed.”

      

      “What?” Lydia asked dumbfounded. “Already?”

      

      “That’s right. So, you don’t need to do anymore amateur sleuthing or putting yourself in danger. Detective Grey and I talked to the barista Robin, and we just arrested her for the murder.”

      

      “Did she confess?”

      

      “No,” Leo said. “It might surprise you to learn that not all killers like to confess. But we have a strong case against her. She had means, motive, and opportunity.”

      

      “She did,” Lydia agreed though she was frowning.

      

      “What?” Leo asked, crossing his arms. “I thought you’d be happy because you liked her as a suspect.”

      

      “I did. She’s still a good suspect. But I wanted you to talk to her. Not arrest her. I’m not certain that she’s the killer.”

      

      “Well, I am,” Leo said. “She had to keep coming in contact with the person who broke her heart. He flaunted his new romances in her face. She couldn’t take it anymore and decided to kill him. It was easy for her at her coffee shop.”

      

      “That’s it,” Lydia said, snapping her fingers. “That’s what was starting to bother me. I started to sense something was wrong when we were talking about Trina as a suspect.”

      

      “Don’t tell me that you actually want us to consider Trina a suspect!”

      

      “No. Not at all. But part of the reason why Trina isn’t a good suspect is because it wouldn’t make any sense for her to poison her date in public while she was out with him. Maybe the same stands true for Robin. She could have poisoned Max at another time. She knew where he lived. Why did she decide to do it at the place she worked?”

      

      “Not everyone is a criminal genius,” Leo retorted. “She might have thought that he would take the coffee with him and leave the shop because it was in a to-go cup.”

      

      “I guess that makes sense,” Lydia admitted. “But what were you saying about the amount of cyanide in the cup? That it was less than what was used in the last poisoning case?”

      

      “Lydia, I wouldn’t normally answer these types of questions for you. And I’m not going to do so now that the case is closed. Robin is the killer. That’s final. And now where is that dinner you made? It’s one of Aunt Edie’s recipes?”

      

      Daniel walked out and joined them. “Hi, Leo. I’m sorry I didn’t greet you right away. I was having trouble tearing myself away from this meal, and I thought you might want a moment alone with your sister after what happened.”

      

      “So, everyone knows I was rejected?” Leo asked, glaring at Lydia.

      

      “Daniel isn’t everyone. But… well, I guess Trina knows about it too. It will soon become common knowledge after she works her next shift at the salon.”

      

      Leo groaned.

      

      “There’s still a little bit of chicken Marsala left if you want some,” Daniel said, leading Leo toward the table. Sunny followed close by, hoping that she would get some of that little bit as well.

      

      “He can have mine,” Lydia said. “I don’t have much of an appetite anymore.”

      

      Her thoughts were entirely on the murder and whether the right person had been arrested. Was it possible that someone else had wanted Trina’s date dead?
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      “So, now you’re not sure that it’s Robin?” asked Trina as she leaned against the counter.

      

      Lydia was in the kitchen of the taffy shop combining the chocolate and cherry taffy mixtures together. Her employees Jeff and Kelsey were helping to get the shop ready to open for the day, but it was clear that they were also listening in on her conversation. They had helped her with cases before, so she didn’t really mind – except that she was unsure of her thoughts.

      

      “I don’t know,” Lydia admitted. “I’m not trying to be difficult and disagree that she’s a good suspect. She does have means, motive, and opportunity. But I’m afraid that Leo rushed to an arrest just like he rushed his engagement.”

      

      “I was so sorry to hear that Suzanne said no to him,” Kelsey said, piping up. “They seemed so happy together.”

      

      “I guess it’s official that everyone knows about that now,” Lydia muttered.

      

      “Yeah. It’s a shame for the detective that it was in front of so many people,” Jeff added.

      

      “I really don’t want to undermine his case,” Lydia said, twisting the taffy together tightly before placing it in the machine to be wrapped. “But I do have some doubts. If Robin was guilty, I think she would have confessed when questioned by the police. It was clear that her plot didn’t go according to plan if the coffee was traced back to her. She should have cracked under pressure.”

      

      “Some people don’t crack,” Trina said. “But I had thought that she was a nice person. I could see her not being the killer.”

      

      “Was there anyone else at the coffee shop that night that seemed suspicions?” Lydia asked.

      

      Trina shrugged. “I’ve been trying to think back to that night ever since I realized I was a witness, but nothing seemed odd at the time. I was on a date. I really just focused on making a good first impression and deciding if I liked him. The only person that really caught my attention that night was Robin when she warned me that he would try to take me home.”

      

      “Does Robin telling her that make her seem more or less like a suspect?” asked Kelsey.

      

      “Maybe she did it because she didn’t want me to be caught by surprise,” suggested Trina. “That was the reason why I originally thought she did it. I thought she was looking out for a fellow female.”

      

      “But maybe it was part of her murder plan,” said Jeff as he finished arranging the postcards available for sale. “Killers like to try and take control of the situation, don’t they? I think we learned that when we dealt with the Ocean Point Phantom. Maybe Robin was doing something to help her plan go smoothly.”

      

      “That’s right,” Kelsey said, latching onto the idea. “Maybe she was trying to get Trina to leave the victim alone. She didn’t want Trina to be able to help him or to get caught in the crossfire – or, cross-poison.”

      

      Lydia was impressed with her employees and told them so. “You two are getting as good with coming up with murderer’s motives as you are at making taffy.”

      

      “We had a good teacher,” Kelsey said, half-teasing her. “On both accounts.”

      

      Lydia actually felt very touched by this praise. She tried not to blush as she finished the batch of chocolate cherry taffy. Then, she remembered that she might not be confident in her sleuthing skills at the moment. She wasn’t sure if the right person was being jailed for the crime.

      

      “I think it’s possible that Robin could have been talking to Trina either as part of her murder plot, because she was looking out for another woman, or because she was jealous that her ex was dating someone else and wanted to ruin the date by making her think that he brought women there enough that the employees noticed,” Lydia said. “But what bothers me in the scenario that she is the killer is why she decided to do it at the coffee shop.”

      

      “The coffee might mask the taste of the cyanide,” Kelsey suggested.

      

      “And it would be easy for her to add the poison if she was making drinks,” said Jeff.

      

      “True. But then everything points back to her as the killer,” said Lydia. “How did she hope to get away with the crime? And if she didn’t expect to get away with it and just wanted the man dead, then why not confess to the police?”

      

      “It sounds like you’re onto something,” Kelsey said.

      

      Lydia sighed. “The only thing I’m onto are doubts about the prime suspect who Leo is convinced did it. I don’t know who else could have done it.”

      

      “Maybe it was one of the other women that the guy used to bring to the coffee shop,” Jeff suggested. “Maybe it was another ex-girlfriend.”

      

      “Maybe,” Trina said. “I mean, I didn’t notice anyone there in particular, but Max didn’t act odd about Robin being there, and she was an ex. Maybe he wouldn’t have reacted to anyone else being there either.”

      

      Lydia considered something. “Did you recognize anyone there?”

      

      “I don’t remember anyone being suspicious,” said Trina.

      

      “I meant was there anyone there that you knew,” said Lydia. “It could be possible that someone was after Max because he was on a date with you.”

      

      “You mean someone was so madly in love with me that he went insane with jealousy and killed my date?” asked Trina. “A small part of me does wish that were true. But it doesn’t sound like Carl, and he was the only one who might be upset with me dating someone else. And I didn’t see him that night.”

      

      “Then, it probably was someone who was after Max directly,” said Lydia.

      

      “Who was there that hated him?” asked Kelsey.

      

      “Oh, I wish I could be more help!” Trina said, leaning down on the counter dramatically. “I feel so useless. I wish I knew more about his personal life and possible enemies than I did about his taste in movies. Maybe that would have been for our second date.”

      

      “Did he talk to anyone that night?” asked Lydia.

      

      “Max was pleasant to the employees, and I guess I thought he had been there before, but I never guessed that he dated one of them. And I don’t remember him talking to anyone else. But…”

      

      “What?” asked Lydia.

      

      “It’s probably nothing.”

      

      “You know that it’s never nothing when we’re working on a murder case,” Lydia reminded her.

      

      “I do remember someone who had been standing by our table as I returned toward it. I don’t think Max had spoken to him. But he was close by. His back was to me. He was wearing a blue windbreaker.”

      

      “If he was near the table, he would have had a chance to add the cyanide,” said Lydia.

      

      “But I don’t know anything more than that,” said Trina. “How could we find him?”

      

      “Maybe someone at the coffee shop will remember him,” said Lydia. “And I think I have a few questions for the man in charge there too.”

      

      “Then, you better go,” said Kelsey.

      

      “Right,” said Jeff. “Make sure that the right person is arrested for this crime.”

      

      “I will,” Lydia promised as she and Trina headed out of the shop. She had every intention of getting to the truth of the matter.
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            The Boss’s Thoughts

          

        

      

    

    
      This time Trina didn’t hesitate in the doorway as they entered the coffee shop, and she explained that her feelings were too mixed up to understand and she just wanted to get some answers. Lydia agreed. She hoped that talking to the man that Robin had mentioned was in charge might shed some light on what had happened that night. It might be too much to hope that he would also show them a copy of the security tapes that he had given to the police.

      

      However, before they could talk to Mr. Briarson, they had to talk to Curt again.

      

      “Good morning. How may I fill your coffee needs today? Wait a moment,” the barista said. “I remember you from yesterday. You’re Robin’s not-friends. You’re not going to find her here. She was arrested last night.”

      

      “We heard,” Lydia said, neglecting to mention the hand that she played in helping that event come into being.

      

      “So, are you here to fulfill your coffee needs?” asked Curt.

      

      “We’re actually here to see Mr. Briarson,” said Lydia. “May we speak to him?”

      

      “What is this about?” Curt asked suspiciously. “Is he going to be arrested after speaking to you too? Who are you two?”

      

      “Concerned citizens,” said Trina.

      

      Curt eyed her carefully. “Were you here the other night?”

      

      Trina’s cheeks started to turn red, and she mumbled something about redheads in town looking alike.

      

      “What exactly is going on?” Curt asked.

      

      “What’s going on is that you are delaying us from speaking to your boss. And I don’t think he’s going to like hearing that you did this.”

      

      He suddenly looked apprehensive as if he did not want to displease the man in charge. “I’ll tell him you’re here. But who are you?”

      

      “Lydia Doherty,” she replied with as much gravitas as she could muster.

      

      Curt scurried off to the backroom while Trina did her best not to crack up. She placed a hand over her mouth so the giggles wouldn’t escape. Lydia made a face and Trina finally settled down.

      

      “The only problem with that gamble,” Trina said when she could manage words without laughing at the authority with which her friend had name-dropped herself. “Is that Mr. Briarson might not know who you are or want to see you.”

      

      Lydia had worried about that too, but it didn’t seem to be an issue. Curt waved them into the office. An older man with a big mustache looked up at them from his desk that was piled with paperwork and crumpled tissues. Curt shut the door after they were inside, leaving the women alone with the boss.

      

      “Hello,” Lydia said. “Thank you for seeing us.”

      

      “Curt said that your last name was Doherty. That’s like the detective who I spoke to, isn’t it? And probably the officer who arrested Robin too, right?”

      

      “I am related to him. He’s my brother.”

      

      “So, what brings you here?” asked Mr. Briarson. “If you’re looking for more evidence to keep Robin locked up, you’re out of luck. I can’t believe that she had anything to do with that murder and I’m not going to let you make her into a scapegoat.”

      

      “We have no intention of letting anyone except the person who killed Max Bryant serve a prison term,” said Lydia. “Why do you think that it couldn’t have been Robin?”

      

      “It’s not in her character. She is kind and diligent. She’s the best employee I ever had. She’s not a murderer.”

      

      “Have you known her long?” asked Lydia, taking a seat across from the man.

      

      “She and Curt were with me when I opened. It must have been, what, seven years ago? I have seasonal employees who come and go, but they have been here since I started. And Robin has been nothing but conscientious and sweet.”

      

      “Maybe her ex-boyfriend brought out the worst in her?” Lydia suggested.

      

      “I sure wouldn’t like seeing my ex bring dates to my job,” said Trina. “Though it would be a little strange for them to have a romantic outing to the hair salon.”

      

      “I never really liked that guy. He would come in here, abusing our discount program for employee’s loved ones. And then he started coming in here with other women. How rude could the man be? And yet how did Robin handle it? Professionally. I really can’t say enough good things about that young woman.”

      

      “Sounds like you’d be a good character witness,” Trina said.

      

      “Knowing she’s in trouble, and it’s because of that trouble-making man again, even if not directly his fault – well, it makes my blood boil. I hate knowing she’s been arrested. It’s unbelievable to me. She would never kill anybody. Even if he deserved it.”

      

      “He deserved it?” Trina asked.

      

      Mr. Briarson shrugged. “Maybe that was being a tad harsh. But I’m very upset by all this. I can’t think straight. My eyes are tearing up. I can’t focus on ordering our next shipment of beans. Normally, if I have an issue that distracts me, Robin would pick up the slack. But she’s not here.”

      

      “She knows the coffee business pretty well?” asked Lydia.

      

      “That shouldn’t be twisted to mean that she could poison a cup of coffee. Anyone could do that,” Mr. Briarson said. “But she does know the business. I was planning on retiring this year. I wanted to see her carry on the business. She would be swell.”

      

      “You seem to really care about her,” Lydia noted.

      

      “She’s more than an employee,” Mr. Briarson admitted as he picked up a tissue to wipe his eyes. “She’s like family. Like the daughter I never had.”

      

      Lydia chose her next words carefully. “Is it possible that someone else killed Max Bryant to support Robin? To get someone who hurt her out of her life?”

      

      Mr. Briarson tried to glare at them angrily, but this was undermined by his tears. “If you want a real suspect, you should go after that other ex of Max’s. The first girl he started bringing here to rub in Robin’s face.”

      

      “First?” asked Trina. “So there were many.”

      

      “There were a few, but one of them kept coming back to the shop after Max ended things with her. She would show up here and wait around, hoping to see him again. She must have been pining after him. Now that’s behavior that’s suspicious. Not Robin just doing her job around here.”

      

      “Was this other ex of Max’s at this coffee shop the night he was killed?”

      

      “I can’t remember exactly. But she very well could have been. In fact, I bet she was. She started coming here more when she thought that guy would be here.”

      

      Lydia looked at Trina to gauge her reaction. This other ex did sound like someone who could have had an issue with the victim. However, she could only have poisoned him if she was at the coffee shop that night. Mr. Briarson might have just been saying he believed that she was there to protect Robin. She could understand wanting to protect employees that you care about. She felt that way about her staff. However, she wouldn’t point the finger at someone who couldn’t have committed a crime just to point the blame away from them.

      

      “I suppose we’ll have to find out if she was there that night,” Lydia said. “Do you know anything about her that could help us find her? Do you know her name? Or if she’s a local?”

      

      “She is a local. I don’t her name, but I think she works at a jewelry shop in town. She has really curly blonde hair. She seemed to have a crazed look in her eyes while she was skulking around here.”

      

      “A jewelry shop?” Lydia asked as a memory occurred to her. “I think I know who you’re talking about.”

      

      She smiled as she realized she would have the perfect excuse to talk to the next suspect.
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            Ring and Reasons

          

        

      

    

    
      Lydia entered the jewelry store that she had last visited with Leo when they were looking at engagement rings. She had told Trina how she remembered a saleslady who matched the description that Mr. Briarson gave them of Max’s ex-girlfriend. She had been the woman who stressed how every little girl dreamed of their engagement.

      

      Trina gestured to the saleslady they saw inside the store who was gazing dreamily at the diamond rings until she noticed customers entering. Lydia nodded and then walked up to her. She didn’t want to ask the woman about her dead ex-boyfriend flat out because she was afraid that the saleslady would end the conversation right away. However, she did have something else that she needed to ask her, and for once, it was something that Leo had told her that she should ask about.

      

      “Hello,” Lydia said, approaching the counter. She spoke quietly as if she were embarrassed about the topic she was going to bring up. The truth was that she might have found this to be a very awkward encounter if she wasn’t secretly questioning a suspect about a murder.

      

      “Hi, I’m Greta. Can I help you?”

      

      “I’m not sure if you remember me,” Lydia began.

      

      “I’m sorry,” Greta said sheepishly. “I’m not always great at placing faces. It’s a strange quirk of mine. I’m much better at recognizing people by their hands. I think I might have a knack for visualizing what pieces of jewelry would look best on people – especially the most important pieces of jewelry: engagement rings and wedding bands. But for whatever reason, I recognize hands better than faces.”

      

      Trina quickly hid her hands in her pockets.

      

      “Did you buy something here?” Greta asked. “Are you unhappy with it?”

      

      “I was here the other day with my brother,” Lydia said conspiratorially. “He bought an engagement ring for his girlfriend. But she ended up turning him down. I wanted to come here and see what your return policy is. He’s too embarrassed to do it himself. But I don’t think it’s healthy for him to continue to hold onto that ring and obsess over what might have been. He’s so heartbroken.”

      

      She was pretty sure that Leo would have hated hearing this description of his sorrow told to a stranger, but Greta ate it up. She gasped, and her face lined with pity.

      

      “That poor man. He put his heart on the line and tried to express his love with expensive jewelry, and she threw it back in his face?”

      

      “As his sister, it’s hard to see him in such agony,” Lydia continued, seeing that this line of discussion captivated Greta.

      

      “I feel so bad for him,” Greta said. “I do remember him. He had such handsome hands, and he was so worried about picking the perfect ring. Those are good signs in a man. I wonder if he’ll be looking for someone else to date soon.”

      

      Greta touched her own ring finger that was devoid of diamonds as she said this. Lydia paused. She didn’t want to put Leo on the spot or send a potential murderer after him romantically. However, she did want to keep Greta talking.

      

      “I’m sure he will date again eventually,” Lydia said. “But I think he needs some time to heal first.”

      

      “That’s right,” Trina agreed. “His heart was broken into a million tiny pieces, and he needs to pick them up and put them back together before he can give his heart to someone else. He needs time.”

      

      “It’s nice to know that there are still men who grieve. That there are still men who know how to love,” Greta said, glancing at the rings again. “My ex certainly didn’t need time to heal when we ended.”

      

      “I’m sorry to hear that,” Lydia said.

      

      “He was afraid of commitment anyway. I guess it’s natural that he moved on so quickly.”

      

      “Did you move on as fast?” asked Lydia.

      

      Greta just shrugged.

      

      Trina picked up the conversation to try and keep it going. “I just broke up with my long-term boyfriend recently. He never gave me enough time, and I realized that things weren’t going to go anywhere in the long run. But it’s hard not to think about him at times. He was a large part of my life for a while. And when there don’t seem to be any good looking men – I mean, living in town. When there don’t seem to be any good locals to date, it can be discouraging.”

      

      “Tell me about it,” said Greta. “There are days I think I’m going to die alone. All I want is to find the right partner. And there was a period of time when I really thought that man was Max.”

      

      “I felt the same way with Carl,” said Trina.

      

      “Do you think there’s a chance that you’ll rekindle the romance?” Lydia asked Greta.

      

      “Oh, no. That’s impossible,” she replied matter-of-factly. “I read his obituary in the newspaper this morning. He’s dead.”

      

      “Dead,” Lydia repeated. “Well, you seem to be taking this shocking news rather well.”

      

      “I did nearly spit out my coffee when I read that this morning,” Greta admitted. “But then I realized that this was clearly a sign that I should move on. I cried enough tears over him when he broke up with me because he said I was needy. At the time, I thought he just needed to understand that needy was good. A man should want to feel needed. And I feel a little silly for how I was obsessing over someone who clearly didn’t want to be with me. But I clearly wouldn’t have had a long life with him if he died like this. It’s probably better that we weren’t deeply in love.”

      

      “That’s one way of looking at it,” Trina said.

      

      “You felt like you were obsessing over him?” Lydia asked.

      

      “I guess so,” said Greta. “I really do feel silly about it now. But I used to follow him around town to see what he was doing and who he was with. I would go to this coffee shop that he liked to visit near his house and see if he was on dates. Sometimes I would follow him to work or walk by his house and see if he was visible through the windows. I once followed him to a dentist’s appointment and hid behind a magazine in the waiting room.”

      

      “That does sound a bit like an obsession,” Lydia agreed.

      

      “Sounds more like stalking,” Trina muttered.

      

      “You mentioned a coffee shop?” Lydia asked Greta. “Were you there recently?”

      

      “I was there the other night. I was disappointed to see that Max was on another date with someone else. I don’t think he saw me, but I’m glad I was there to check out the competition. It made me feel better because he ran away from the date very suddenly. It must have been an awful date.”

      

      “Not necessarily,” said Trina.

      

      “Did you talk to him at all that night?” asked Lydia. “Or go by his table? I can only imagine how hard it would be to face your ex like that.”

      

      “No. I stayed in the corner and watched. I considered going up to him, but I didn’t want to come off as needy. And there was some guy by the table anyway. He ended up blocking my view for a while when Max wasn’t with that girl. It was annoying. I considered following Max to his house that night, but I wanted to finish my drink. Maybe I could have seen him one more time. Oh well. It doesn’t matter now. Really. I’m focused on my new future without Max.”

      

      “It does seem better for you that he’s gone,” Lydia suggested.

      

      “I think so. Even if Max had decided to come back to me after a disastrous date with that redhead…”

      

      Greta trailed off and started looking at Trina more intently. Trina made sure that her hands were still hidden, but Lydia thought it was time to retreat before Greta overcame her inability to remember faces.

      

      “I’m sorry. We really need to go,” said Lydia. “I don’t want my brother to know that I came here and we need to go meet him. I can’t be late. He’s so fragile at this sensitive time.”

      

      She and Trina ran out of the shop. Trina smiled appreciatively.

      

      “Nice excuse to get us out of there.”

      

      “Thanks. And it is partly true,” Lydia said. “We need to go talk to Leo now. But it’s to tell him that he needs to keep the case open. Greta has just as much of a motive as Robin and was also at the coffee shop that night. We need to keep looking at this case until we’re completely sure who the killer is.”

      

      “I agree with you,” said Trina. “I’m just not sure Leo will. You weren’t lying when you said this was a sensitive time for him.”
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            Leo’s Laments

          

        

      

    

    
      “I’m glad you’re here,” Detective Grey said when Lydia and Trina arrived at the station.

      

      “You are?” Lydia asked.

      

      For a moment, she wondered if Detective Grey also had doubts about Robin’s guilt and was pleased that someone was still poking around in the case. However, as he glanced uneasily in Leo’s direction. She realized that he was worried about his partner and was relieved to see that some familial support had arrived.

      

      “Since the murder case was closed, he’s just been sitting at his desk trying to glue a coffee mug back together,” Detective Grey said. “I want to help him, but I’m not sure what to do. I asked if he needed anything and he just asked for glue. I brought it to him, but I’m not really sure that helped.”

      

      “I’m sure knowing that his partner is around and cares for him is helping,” Lydia assured him. “He probably doesn’t know exactly what he needs right now. He never had something like this happen to him before. And he really did love Suzanne.”

      

      “I’m sure he still does,” Detective Grey said. “Please see what you can do. I’m going to see if I can find some work to occupy his time instead. Unfortunately, we run such a tight ship I don’t think we do have any cold cases.”

      

      He headed off towards an evidence room. Trina watched him walk away.

      

      “You know, I always sort of thought of Detective Grey as a robot. Or like an alien from outer space that doesn’t quite understand human emotions. But he does have feelings. I think he thinks of your brother like a brother too.”

      

      “I hope that I can help Leo a little more. And that I can convince him to reopen the case.”

      

      Trina crossed her fingers, and they walked over to Leo’s desk. It was just like Detective Grey described. Leo was attempting to glue the broken ceramic pieces of a mug back together. However, they hadn’t realized how many small pieces he was attempting to glue.

      

      “Leo?” Lydia called so he would look up from his project.

      

      “Oh, it’s good to see you,” he said. “Do you have any more of that chocolate cherry taffy? To eat. I’ve been craving it. I did consider trying to use some taffy instead of glue to see if it would stick better. But I think I’d rather eat it.”

      

      “Of course I have some,” said Lydia. “I also have some of your favorite raspberry swirl taffy.”

      

      “Great.”

      

      He accepted the taffy and stuck a piece into his mouth. Then, his focus went back to arranging the broken pieces. As a few pieces were put into place, Lydia realized that it was a coffee mug that Suzanne had given to him.

      

      “What are you doing, Leo?” she asked.

      

      “Just trying to fix this. It was a good mug. And I accidentally knocked it off my desk. I tried to put it together before, and I became so frustrated that I then threw it against the wall. But since this really was my favorite mug and I do want it back together, that just made my job more difficult.”

      

      Lydia placed a hand on his arm gently. “Do you think might be trying to fix something that can’t be fixed?”

      

      “Metaphor,” Trina said while disguising it as a cough.

      

      “Oh? You think that I’m trying to fix the mug because Suzanne gave it to me? No. That’s not it. Not it at all. I just really did like this mug.”

      

      “Will you like it when your coffee tastes like glue and you swallow little bits of the mug?” asked Trina.

      

      Leo sighed and leaned back in his chair.

      

      “It’s going to be okay,” Lydia assured him. “I know it hurts, but you will get through this. And you have plenty of people who care about you and are here to support you.”

      

      “Just not Suzanne,” Leo said wryly.

      

      “Maybe you should get a new coffee mug?” Lydia suggested.

      

      He looked her in the eyes sadly. “Lydia, it’s not just that I loved her. And I did. I do. I had a crush on her since we were kids, and I thought we were great together as adults. I wanted to be with her. And my fear when she was kidnapped only confirmed this. But it’s not just that I miss her that hurts. It’s that I also let down Uncle Edgar.”

      

      “No,” Lydia said.

      

      “Yes. I did. His gift to you after his death was your taffy shop. His gift to me was to reconnect with Suzanne. He thought that we would have a happily ever after, but I messed it up somehow.”

      

      “Maybe it’s not really over?” Trina suggested. “Have you tried to talk to her again? Maybe she just isn’t ready to get married yet. But she doesn’t want to end it with you.”

      

      “I think her running out of the restaurant says differently,” said Leo.

      

      “You didn’t let Uncle Edgar down,” Lydia said. “He just set up the circumstance for you to meet her again because he knew you liked her. He couldn’t tell the future and see how things would play out. And he would have been proud of you for taking a chance on love.”

      

      “I’m sure I’ll convince myself of that eventually, but right now I just feel like a failure all around,” Leo said before pushing the broken pieces of the mug into the nearby trashcan. “I wish I had another case that I could focus my attention on. I think work would be helpful right now.”

      

      “Well, I’m glad you said that,” Lydia said. “Because we have a new development that we want to tell you about. We found another suspect in the murder of Max Bryant.”

      

      “That case is closed. We know Robin is the killer. The DA thinks there is a strong case and is willing to move forward.”

      

      “But we found someone else with the same motive and opportunity,” said Lydia. “And we think that you should keep looking at the case until you’re positive that the right person is arrested.”

      

      “I am positive,” Leo said, though he didn’t sound as certain as he might have.

      

      “Another one of Max Bryant’s ex-girlfriends was at the coffee shop that night,” said Lydia. “The same set of circumstantial evidence applies to her. She was hurt that Max was dating other women and she was at the shop. She could have had an opportunity to add the cyanide to the coffee. And if she had to act quickly – maybe that’s why there wasn’t a lot of poison in the cup. Maybe she could only add a little surreptitiously.”

      

      “And she definitely sounds like a stalker,” Trina added. “She admitted to following him around town. Even to the dentist. And she did go to the coffee shop to watch him on dates. She might have been jealous enough to kill him.”

      

      Leo considered this. “Where did you find her?”

      

      “She works at the jewelry shop where we found your engagement ring,” Lydia said. “And she does seem obsessive.”

      

      “At the jewelry shop…?” Leo trailed on. He stood up from his desk quickly and angrily. “So, you’re not just interfering with my closed case. You’re also questioning people at the place where I bought my doomed ring.”

      

      “You did say that you wanted to know what their return policy was,” Trina pointed out.

      

      “I wish you wouldn’t undermine me like this,” Leo said to Lydia.

      

      “I’m not trying to. I just want to make sure that the right person is arrested.”

      

      “You think that’s not what I want?” Leo demanded.

      

      “I think that you’re so upset by Suzanne and don’t understand why she did what she did, that you are looking for something cut and dry that is easily explainable. I don’t think this case is like that. I sense that there is something more to it.”

      

      “Can you sense that I’m thinking it’s time you leave?” Leo asked.

      

      Lydia gritted her teeth. She knew that Leo was hurting right now, but she still didn’t like when his stubborn side came out. Why was he so positive that Robin was guilty that he didn’t want to look at other suspects? Why couldn’t he try to set aside his feelings and listen to her?

      

      “Fine. We’ll go,” Lydia said.

      

      Since he was still her brother and was upset, she left the rest of the raspberry swirl taffy that she had in her purse on his desk. He didn’t push them into the trashcan but waited until she was walking away to eat any of it.

      

      “I didn’t leave him the rest of the chocolate cherry taffy,” Lydia huffed. “That’s for us for having to deal with him when he’s being pigheaded. I know he’s upset about Suzanne, and he never liked us investigating, but he should be willing to accept new evidence in a case.”

      

      Trina reached out an arm to stop Lydia. Then, she pointed to a man in a windbreaker, leaving the station ahead of them.

      

      “Who is that?”

      

      “It looks like he left the holding cell area where prisoners are held. He must have been visiting someone,” Lydia replied. “Why?”

      

      “Someone like Robin?” asked Trina.

      

      “She is the one person I know is there. Do you recognize him?”

      

      Trina nodded. “At least I recognize the windbreaker and the back of his head. He’s the guy who was by Max’s table the night he died.”

      

      And with that, the two friends raced after the man.
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            The Man in the Windbreaker

          

        

      

    

    
      “Excuse me!” Lydia called as she and Trina ran after the man in the windbreaker.

      

      He stopped and turned around, and Lydia suddenly realized that she didn’t have an excuse to make him stay and talk to her. She came up with something on the spot as she and Trina bridged the distance between them. He looked distrusting.

      

      “A wallet was just turned into the police,” Lydia said. “A man’s wallet and it seems it was found near where the prisoners are held. We wanted to let you know in case it was yours.”

      

      The man reached his hand into his pocket and then shook his head. “No. I have mine.”

      

      “You’re not Wendell Treeman?” Lydia asked. “That’s the name on the card.”

      

      “No. I’m Benny Johnson. And I do have my wallet.”

      

      “Well, we’re glad of that,” Lydia said, trying to hide how out of breath she was after that short run.

      

      “Very glad,” Trina agreed.

      

      Lydia inhaled deeply and tried to stop her thoughts about how she had promised herself that she would either exercise more or eat less taffy. And she knew that she wasn’t going to stop eating her delicious taffy.

      

      “But you were visiting a prisoner?” asked Lydia. “You were in that area? Maybe you saw who could have dropped it?”

      

      “I didn’t see anyone except the guard and my girlfriend.”

      

      “Your girlfriend?” Lydia prodded.

      

      “She couldn’t have dropped a wallet. She’s being unjustly held here. They arrested her for murder even though the idea is ludicrous. Robin would never hurt anyone.”

      

      “Do you mean the barista Robin who works at the local coffee shop?” asked Lydia. “We heard that she was arrested. But we don’t think that she could have murdered anyone either.”

      

      “That’s refreshing to hear,” the man said. “The police here don’t seem to want to listen to reason. They seem to think that Robin killed her ex in a crowded room for no reason.”

      

      “No reason?” asked Lydia. “They haven’t said a motive?”

      

      “They think she was upset that Max was bringing new dates to her place of work. And that was a rude thing to do. He was a jerk. That’s why she left him.”

      

      “He didn’t leave her?” asked Trina.

      

      “It doesn’t matter,” Benny said. “The police are saying that she killed him because she was hung up on her ex and she couldn’t get over him bringing new girls there. But that wasn’t the case. She had moved on. She’s with me.”

      

      “She did tell us that she had a new boyfriend,” said Lydia. “Did you start visiting her at work?”

      

      “That’s right. I sure did,” Benny said. “I visited her so I could see her, which was always nice. And the coffee there is good. But I also started making sure I came there so that Max could see me. I started coming to visit her during her evening shifts when Max might bring a date. I didn’t tell Robin that this was part of my plan. She thought I just stopped by when I could. But I wanted Max to know that she was with me now. And I wasn’t going to let him hurt her.”

      

      “Were you there the night that Max was poisoned?” Lydia asked.

      

      Benny started to look uneasy. “I probably was. I’m there most nights now. But I don’t remember exactly. I mean, I didn’t see Max get poisoned, so I’m not really sure that I was there.”

      

      “I think someone remembered seeing a windbreaker that matches the one you were wearing that night,” Lydia said, refraining from mentioning that it was Trina who remembered.

      

      “Then, I guess I was. And if that’s the case, then I can testify that Robin didn’t add any poison to his cup. I was with her the whole time. And I never saw her add anything to drinks except what she was supposed to. Like whipped cream and milk and syrup. She made them all properly and put the drinks next to the register.”

      

      “You just said that you didn’t see Max get poisoned, so how can you be sure that you didn’t see Robin do anything?” asked Trina. “It sounds like you’re just trying to protect her.”

      

      Benny bristled. Then, he pointed at Trina. “Wait a second. You were there that night. And you had coffee with Max. You were his date that night.”

      

      “That’s right,” Trina admitted.

      

      “So, you could have been the one to poison him!”

      

      “I just met him,” said Trina. “Why would I have poisoned him?”

      

      “Well, it makes more sense to me that a mystery woman would have killed him than Robin. She’s not a murderer. But you just might be.”

      

      “She didn’t do it,” Lydia said. “But because she was his date that night, she wants to find out what happened to him. And so do I.”

      

      “Well, I do too,” said Benny. “Because I know it wasn’t Robin.”

      

      “There are several other people that it could have been,” said Lydia. “It could have been one of Max’s ex-girlfriends. Or it could have been someone who was trying to protect Robin and stop Max from flaunting his new dates in front of her.”

      

      “Someone who wanted to protect her?” Benny asked. “Do you mean me? So, now you’re accusing me of murder?”

      

      “Just suggesting possible alternates to Robin,” said Lydia.

      

      “This conversation is over,” Benny said as he stormed away.

      

      Lydia and Trina exchanged a look. It seemed that they had discovered another viable suspect. Lydia was sure that Leo wouldn’t want to hear about this one either.
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            Thinking Aloud

          

        

      

    

    
      That evening, Lydia cuddled up on the couch with her dog. Lydia was tired from running around with Trina trying to get answers, and Sunny was tired because she was such a lazy dog. Most of what she had done that day was sunbathe, but that leisurely activity didn’t stop her from yawning as soon as dinner was eaten.

      

      Lydia put her feet up and stroked her dog’s back. Sunny was starting to drift off to sleep, but that didn’t stop Lydia from talking to her.

      

      “Am I crazy or is Leo?” she asked.

      

      Sunny made a sleepy noise, but it encouraged Lydia to continue petting and speaking her problems aloud.

      

      “I don’t know if I am just making problems for him by considering a suspect besides Robin. Or if he is being stubborn by refusing to believe she is innocent.”

      

      Sunny suddenly let out a bark and stood up. Lydia wondered if her dog was trying to answer her and shed some light on the case (instead of shedding fur around the house), but then there was a knock at the door, and Lydia realized the real reason for the bark. She pulled herself off the couch and went to answer the door.

      

      She smiled when she saw Daniel there. He was holding a takeout bag from the Festive Flounder.

      

      “I’m surprised to see you,” she said. “Pleased. But surprised.”

      

      “I had to go to a fundraising meeting for the community center, and I just got out of it. I was starving and was close to the Festive Flounder. I thought I’d see if you were interested in trying some more of the unusually named dishes. And,” Daniel admitted, “it’s usually about this time when you’re working on a case when you run off to face a killer without thinking about the consequences. I didn’t want you to do it alone.”

      

      “I do think about it,” Lydia replied, crossing her arms. “I just think it’s important to catch a killer as soon as possible.”

      

      “But maybe it’s better if it’s two against one?” Daniel suggested.

      

      She relented as Sunny danced around, equally eager for Daniel’s attention and the food.

      

      “It might be. But you don’t have to worry about me running off and facing danger tonight. I’m not sure who the killer is.”

      

      “How about we talk it out over some shrimp-kabob and Yodeling Yellowfish?”

      

      “I already ate dinner, but with a name like that, how can I refuse?”

      

      She showed him into the kitchen and brought out some plates. After Daniel set the food down, he greeted Sunny and gave her a piece of shrimp to show his affection. Sunny wagged her tiny tail.

      

      “So, what’s bothering you about the case right now?” asked Daniel.

      

      “The main problem is that Leo says that the case is closed. He and Detective Grey arrested the barista, Robin. And I do understand why. She was the victim’s ex-girlfriend, and she made the coffee that ended up having poison in it and killing Max Bryant. However, there are other suspects that had similar opportunities.”

      

      “You mean that it was also possible for them to have put the poison in the coffee that night?” Daniel asked as filled his plate with fish and put some smaller sample-sized portions for Lydia on another plate.

      

      “Yes. Another one of Max’s ex-girlfriends, Greta, was at the coffee shop that night. She might have found a way to add the cyanide to the cup. She has the same motive as Robin, which was that she was upset that Max had broken up with her – only Greta seemed to take it much harder and had been stalking the victim.”

      

      “Stalking him?”

      

      Lydia nodded. “She admitted as much. And she seems obsessed with getting proposed to.”

      

      “That does sound like a good suspect,” said Daniel. “Leo doesn’t want to look at her?”

      

      “He stopped listening to me when I told him that Greta worked at the place where he bought the diamond ring for Suzanne,” Lydia said. “And I also have some other suspects that he’ll ignore too. This would be for a different motive. This would be because the killer wanted to protect Robin. The killer might have thought that Max was hurting her by flaunting his new dates in front of her and wanted to stop him. There are two people who might have done it for this reason and both were at the coffee shop that night. One was Robin’s new boyfriend, Benny, who Trina saw by the table that night. The other person is the boss, Mr. Briarson. He could have been near the coffee without looking suspicious. He thinks of Robin like a daughter and wants her to take over the coffee shop when he retires.”

      

      Daniel thought about it as he chewed. Then, he said, “I think it’s more likely the ex-girlfriend. While Benny or Mr. Briarson might have had a motive for killing the victim, if they really thought their plan through, they must have realized that there was a chance that Robin could get blamed if the coffee was the murder weapon.”

      

      “That’s a good point,” Lydia agreed. “And they must have planned out this crime. You need to obtain the cyanide first in order to kill someone with it.”

      

      She trailed off as a new thought occurred to her. Once this idea occurred to her, other pieces of this puzzle started to fit together too. She was finally making sense of an inconsistency.

      

      “It was planned out perfectly,” she said.

      

      “So, you think it was the other ex-girlfriend? I could see how stalking could escalate into something deadlier.”

      

      “No,” Lydia said. “I was wrong. I hadn’t even considered a new motive. But I think it makes sense. It would explain why so little cyanide was used. This wasn’t really about Max at all.”

      

      “It wasn’t about the man who was killed?” asked Daniel. “What do you mean?”

      

      “It is a good thing that you’re here,” Lydia said, checking the time. “I think I am going to go run after a killer. I think we have just enough time until they close.”
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            The Killer’s Plan

          

        

      

    

    
      Lydia rapped on the door frantically. Her noise was finally rewarded when Curt came to answer it. He looked annoyed as he pointed to the sign in the window.

      

      “The coffee shop is closed.”

      

      “We don’t need any coffee,” Lydia said, gesturing to both her and Daniel. “We’re really here because we need to talk to you.”

      

      “I guess I shouldn’t be surprised because all you do when you come here is talk to people. You never order anything.”

      

      “It is a little hard to convince yourself to try someplace new when all you know about it is that someone was poisoned there,” Daniel said softly.

      

      “Why do you want to talk to me?” Curt asked, opening the door so they could come inside.

      

      It was clear that he had been mopping the floor. Part of it was still glistening wet, and the bucket on wheels was nearby. The chairs from the tables had all been stacked on top so they would be out of the way.

      

      “It’s about Robin,” said Lydia.

      

      “What about her?” he replied.

      

      “I’ve had doubts about her guilt,” Lydia said. “And then I discovered that another one of Max Bryant’s girlfriends was there that night. A blonde woman with curly hair who must have come in here a lot. Well, someone said that she might have had a vial with her. And that could have contained the poison. I wanted to see if you might be able to corroborate this? Then, we might be able to free Robin.”

      

      Curt stroked his chin. “Yes. I do remember that woman. She does come in here often. And I remember seeing her that night. I remember looking at her frequently because of how pretty she was. But she didn’t have a vial of poison. She had a tube of lipstick. That must have been what your other witness saw. I’m sorry, but that woman is not the killer.”

      

      Lydia let out a big sigh. “Well, as long as no one saw Robin with a vial, then it’s possible that we can still see her proven innocent.”

      

      “A vial?” Curt asked. “You know, my interview with the police was very short. They asked if I saw anyone add something to the man’s drink that shouldn’t have been. I had to answer no. But if they had asked me about a vial, well, now that I think of it, I think I might have seen Robin with one. I guess I didn’t want to believe it either. But now I have to. Robin is a killer.”

      

      He placed a hand on his face as if he were upset. Lydia just turned to look at Daniel. He quietly applauded her.

      

      “You were right,” Daniel said.

      

      “What?” asked Curt.

      

      “She said that you would deny that Greta had a vial but would suggest that Robin had one.”

      

      “So, you knew that Robin was guilty?” Curt asked.

      

      “No,” Lydia said. “I suspected that you were. And you just proved it.”

      

      “What do you mean? I saw Robin with the poison vial.”

      

      “I spent a lot of time trying to figure out who would want Max dead. His ex-girlfriend, Robin, did seem like the prime suspect. Except for the fact that the way she killed him seemed to point right to her,” said Lydia. “As soon as an investigator questioned someone who worked here, they would have learned that Robin dated the victim and they had a bad breakup. Yet he still kept coming around here.”

      

      “And since the killer needed to get the cyanide to commit this crime, it was clearly premeditated,” Daniel agreed. “She would have been able to think of a time to poison the victim when he wouldn’t have died in the middle of her coffee shop.”

      

      “Because that’s where he was supposed to die,” Lydia said. “But Max tried to get back to his house to save face because he was on a date. He didn’t want to appear sick in front of his date.”

      

      “I don’t understand what you’re getting at,” said Curt.

      

      “I spent a lot of time trying to figure out who else wanted Max Bryant dead,” said Lydia. “I thought maybe it was his other jealous ex-girlfriend. Or that it might have been someone who was committing murder because they thought it was for Robin’s benefit. But then I realized. It was the opposite.”

      

      “Opposite?” asked Curt.

      

      “Someone wasn’t trying to help Robin. Someone was trying to frame Robin for the murder,” Lydia explained. “Max Bryant was only a target because he seemed like someone that Robin would want to kill. However, the murderer used only a small amount of cyanide. It was less than what was used inside a deadly taffy candy at the beginning of the summer. I wondered why a small amount was used in this murder when a cup of coffee made it easier to mask the taste. There was a reason. The killer didn’t care if Max was actually killed or not. He wasn’t putting enough in to guarantee that Max died. The killer just wanted to make it look like Robin had tried to kill her ex-boyfriend. The whole motive behind this murder was to frame Robin.”

      

      “Who would do that?” asked Curt. “Her new boyfriend? He was here that night.”

      

      “I did consider him. But I think the more likely suspect is someone who would benefit from Robin being out of the picture. Perhaps the person who is next in line to take over the coffee shop when Mr. Briarson retires shortly? He told us that he wanted Robin to take charge of the shop. But with her gone, it would fall to you, wouldn’t it? You’ve been here as long as her.”

      

      “I’ve been here as long but was never appreciated as much. I deserve to take over this place just as much as she does,” Curt said angrily. “But that doesn’t prove that I killed anyone.”

      

      “No. But your made-up story about the vial you saw Robin have does make you seem more suspicious,” said Daniel. “And we’re pretty sure when the police start digging, they’ll find out where you got the cyanide from.”

      

      Curt moved quickly. He grabbed the nearby mop and hit Daniel in the face. Lydia gasped as she saw his nose start to bleed. He recovered from the shock rapidly, but as he tried to lunge at Curt, he slipped on the wet floor. Curt turned to Lydia as Daniel fell to the ground.

      

      “Do you want to hear something funny?” Curt asked. “I got the idea to use cyanide from those stories about you and the poisoned taffy in the newspaper.”

      

      He laughed as if this was very funny as he pushed Lydia into a pile of the chairs. She was able to brace herself, so she wasn’t seriously hurt as she crashed into them.

      

      A moment later, Daniel was at her side. He was holding his nose to try and stop the blood but looked more concerned for her safety.

      

      “Are you all right?”

      

      “Just bruised,” Lydia assured him.

      

      “I thought someone who chose poison as a method of murder wouldn’t be as aggressive,” Daniel said, helping her to her feet. “I misjudged him.”

      

      “I did for a while too,” Lydia said. “I just hope that we can catch him before he tries to leave town.”

      

      They ran outside, hoping that they weren’t too late. Luckily, there was someone unexpected outside to help them out.

      

      Lydia smiled as she saw Leo detaining Curt. As soon as Leo looked at them and saw Daniel’s bloody nose, he slapped some handcuffs on Curt.

      

      “You didn’t ignore my message?” Lydia said to him. “I’m so glad you came.”

      

      “Me too,” Leo said. “It looks like you needed some backup.”

      

      She and Daniel both nodded as Leo led Curt off to the squad car. Lydia was so pleased that Leo had listened to her idea about who the killer could really be. It looked like, despite his heartbreak, he was on the path to being his old self again – a good detective and a good brother.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

    

    
      “What do you think?”

      

      “I think you’re overthinking this decision,” Lydia teased.

      

      The siblings were shopping again, but not for jewelry. Since Leo’s coffee mug had been destroyed, they were looking for a replacement cup that he could have at his desk at the station.

      

      “But I want to make sure that it can handle a lot of liquid because I often need caffeine when working a big case,” Leo said. “And I don’t want it to be bland and boring, but I don’t want it to be distracting either.”

      

      “How about this one?” Lydia asked, grabbing a mug off the shelf that said “Ocean Point” on it.

      

      “You don’t think that looks too touristy?” he asked.

      

      “I think it’s the perfect size to hold a lot of coffee and it shows that you love the town which you clearly do. It’s made by a local artist, so you’d be supporting the community if you buy it,” said Lydia.

      

      Leo tested out the mug in his hand. “It does feel like a good size. You’re right. I’ll get this one.”

      

      She let out a small sigh, relieved that this shopping experience had been much better than the last one. Of course, the last time he had brought her along was because she was the only female that he knew to ask for ring advice. This time she wasn’t sure exactly why he asked her to come along other than it seemed that he wanted her company.

      

      “I’m also going to buy this mug,” Leo said, showing her one. “It’s for you.”

      

      It was a pink mug with sparkles in the design that was emblazoned with the words: World’s Best Sister. She tried not to get choked up about a product that looked made for a child to have hot cocoa out of, but she was very touched by his gift.

      

      “Thank you,” she said.

      

      “I really mean it,” Leo said. “You’re a great sister. You’re always looking out for me. I still don’t like you getting involved in my cases. The two big reasons being: that it is a major breach of protocol, and you could get hurt. However, I am glad that you kept poking around this time. You kept me from making a big mistake and keeping the wrong person in jail.”

      

      “To be fair, the killer did orchestrate all this so that Robin would be blamed for the crime. You did what he wanted you to do.”

      

      “But you didn’t fall for it,” Leo said. “I like to think that I normally wouldn’t have, but my head wasn’t in the game properly. I hope it will be now. I’m disappointed by what happened, but I won’t let it define me.”

      

      “I think shopping has turned you into a philosopher,” Lydia teased.

      

      He laughed. “Maybe. But I just wanted you to know that I do appreciate you. You’re a good sister. The world’s best.”

      

      “You’re the world’s best brother,” Lydia responded. “You keep saving my life and catching the bad guys for me.”

      

      “How about after we make these purchases we get some coffee from anywhere except the crime scene and test out these mugs? Maybe have a little taffy to go with it?”

      

      “Sounds wonderful,” she said. “And I think that some chocolate cherry taffy would go perfectly with it.
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