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CHAPTER ONE





  





“G ood morning, Miss Daisy,” Olivia said, and offered the elderly woman, one of Chester’s retirees, a plate of her newest chocolate. “I thought you might enjoy these.”
Miss Daisy clasped her slender pale hands together. “What are they?”
“They’re Creamy Fudge Delights. Creamy fudge balls dipped in smooth milk chocolate. Try one.”
Miss Daisy made pincher fingers and lifted one of those treats off the plate. She inserted it between her lips and chewed. She squeezed her eyes closed and let out a reverent sigh. “Delicious,” she said. “Just delicious. You know, Miss Cloud, you’re really making Chester look good.”
“What do you mean?” Olivia asked.
“This town is in need of a facelift almost as much as I am,” Miss Daisy said, with a chuckle. “We need to uphold our sterling reputation.”
“I’m glad I can be a part of that.”
Miss Daisy grabbed the plate and scurried off to one of the tables nearby. Alphonsine swept toward her carrying the coffee pot and a tray of mugs. It was their goal in the store to make sure everyone who needed coffee had it, even if it meant carting around the mugs as well as the pot.
Olivia rubbed her palms together. Everything was back to normal in a sense. The glass in her front window was fixed, as was her air conditioning unit. Alberta was up to her usual quirkiness in the kitchen. Alvira made the most perfect batch of chocolate for the morning sales and Jake… oh goodness, she blushed at the thought of him.
They’d shared the sweetest kiss last week and planned a date.
“You’re pink as a peach.”
Olivia jumped – Alberta had appeared beside her. “Yeah, I’m just happy. Things are looking up.”
“Oh, you can say that again,” Albie replied, and wiggled her eyebrows at Olivia. She scanned the interior of the Shoppe, then jerked. “Oh, boy.”
“What is it?” Olivia asked.
“Miss Daisy,” Alberta replied. “She’s over there in the corner snacking on chocolates.”
“Yeah, what about her?”
“Let’s just say Miss Daisy and I don’t get along. We played bingo at the Seniors Club a few nights ago and she disputed my win. Can you believe she accused me of cheating? As if I would cheat at something as silly as that.” Alberta clicked her tongue and Miss Daisy just happened to look up and spot her at that very moment. The other woman narrowed her eyes to slits.
“I’m sure it was a misunderstanding,” Olivia said. “She’s been nothing but sweet this morning.”
“Look at her,” Alberta said, out of the corner of her mouth. “She’s going to rage in a minute. I’d, uh, I’d better get back in that kitchen. Those chocolates won’t make themselves.” She scooted off with two backward glances and a grimace.
Miss Daisy settled again.
“Goodness,” Olivia muttered. “Tensions run high in the senior community, don’t they?” Usually, Alberta was carefree and the light of the party in the Block-A-Choc Shoppe. It was strange to see her upset by one of their customers.
The front door opened and Jake Morgan entered the store.
Olivia grinned at him, but he didn’t return it. He remained somber and, shoot, his cheeks were paler than usual. Nerves bubbled up – had something happened that she didn’t know about? Had he changed his mind about their date this week?
Olivia forced her fears aside. She’d never let them control her before, so why start now? “Morning,” she said, but her voice came out high and forced. “How are you?”
“Not good,” Jake said, in a low voice. “I’ve just come back from my Great Aunt Gracie’s house.”
Jake’s Great Aunt was one of the richest women in Chester. She had a gorgeous mansion on the outskirts of town, surrounded by trees and bordered by sprawling gardens and rose bushes. Olivia had heard tales of her wealth – some of the gossips in the store said it came from an Arabian prince, others a jewel heist and another said Gracie had obtained it through solid investment planning.
The latter came from the mouths of bankers and accountants.
“How is she doing?” Olivia asked, and busied herself with two coffee mugs.
“She’s dead.”
Olivia clanged one of the cups into the grate. It slipped from her fingers, hit the floor and shattered. Several of the customers cheered and applauded, but Olivia ignored them. “She’s what?”
“Yeah,” Jake said. “She passed this morning. Sorry, I didn’t mean to drop that on you. I’m just a bit shaken. She was always so good to me and I’m frankly shocked that she’s just… gone.”
“I’m sorry, Jake,” Olivia said, and stepped over the broken cutlery. She squeezed his hand. “How did it happen?”
“She was old.” Jake squeezed back, and stroked his thumb over her knuckles. “They’re calling it natural causes. They say she passed peacefully in the night which is good. If there’s a good way to go, that’s it, right?”
It sure beat all the other ways, some of which Olivia had witnessed in the past few months. “Right,” she said. “Let me clean this up and I’ll get you a cup of coffee and some chocolates on the house.”
“That would be awesome,” Jake said. “And now that she’s gone, I have to deal with the fallout. All her last living relatives do.”
“You sound dubious.” Olivia lifted a dustpan from the cupboard underneath the register and set to work.
“That’s because I am. I’ve just gotten a call from my sister, Lacy. She’s flying down from Chicago to help me deal with the dissemination of Gracie’s estate.”
“That’s good. You’ll have some help.”
“Lacy is all hindrance. She’s ten years younger than me and she’s got some strange ideas about the world and the difference between right and wrong. I’m afraid she’s only coming down here because of the potential for payoff. And heaven knows, she’ll bring my cousin Kieran with her, too. He’s always been money-minded.”
“I’m sorry,” Olivia said, again. She dumped the shards of glass in the trash receptacle beside the counter, stowed the brush and pan, then rose. “I’m sure everything will go smoothly.”
“I’m glad you are,” he replied, and massaged his temples. “Whenever my sister is involved, there’s bound to be trouble. You’ll see.”
“I’ll see?”
“Well, I hoped you’d be able to come with me to the memorial service tomorrow. I’ve already contacted most of the folks involved. The family will be arriving this evening.” Jake hesitated. “I could use the support, but if you’re busy I’ll understand.”
“No, I’m not busy. I’m sure most everyone will be at the service. I can afford to close the store for the day.” Olivia knew that the As would want to pay their respects too.
“Thanks,” Jake said. “I really appreciate that.”
“Don’t mention it.” Olivia busied herself with the coffee machine to hide another blush. Gosh, if she didn’t get ahold of herself she’d come off as a star struck teen. There were far more important matters to attend to now.
Jake’s family, Gracie’s service, and the potential for that trouble he’d mentioned. Hopefully he’d exaggerated about that. Then again, this was Chester – anything could happen.




CHAPTER TWO





  





O livia had seen her fair share of memorial services in her time, specifically after she’d arrived in Chester, but she’d never been privy to one quite like this.
Gracie’s estate stretched as far as the eye could see. Most of the folks bedecked in black clothing and somber expressions. They had arranged themselves around the central fountain, where a flower stand and buffet table had been placed.
“This place is unbelievable,” Alvira said, and looped her arm through Olivia’s. “It took me half an hour to walk from the parking spot to the back yard.”
“I’m still hooked on the fact that she had an entire parking lot out front,” Olivia replied.
“Right?”
Gracie Morgan had been a notorious recluse. She only appeared at charity events and spent the rest of her time locked away in her mansion. Rumor had it she spent her free time writing or painting, or entertaining men half her age – that one had come from one of the biggest gossips in Chester and had to be taken with a grain of salt.
They entered the crowd of folks and picked up snippets of conversation.
“- too rich. There’s got to be a line. Look at the size of the place.”
“She went to Puerto Rico. Got herself a –”
“If you ask me, she could’ve give more to charity. Look at the size –”
Olivia frowned at the influx of negativity. Couldn’t people just let the woman rest in peace? She’d lived her life to the fullest by the looks of it and no one had the right to judge her.
“Grumpy idiots,” Alvira muttered.
Olivia kept her opinion to herself and scanned for Jake instead. She spotted him near a massive portrait of Gracie – the woman had been captured in a cocktail dress, her gray hair flowing down her back.
Olivia hurried over. “There you are,” she said. “How are you feeling?”
“I’ve been better,” Jake said. “But I’ll survive. I’m glad so many people came to celebrate Aunt Gracie’s life. She certainly deserved it. She was an amazing person.”
“Are there going to be speeches?” Olivia asked.
“Probably, yeah. I’m just waiting for my sister and her entourage to arrive.”
“Entourage?” A woman strode toward them from the fountain. This had to be Lacy. Her red hair was taut in its bun and strands of it had escaped to frame her milky white face. “You’re calling cousin Kieran and his wife an entourage?”
“You know what I mean, Lace.” Jake cleared his throat and gestured toward Olivia and Alvira. “Lacy, this is Olivia. She’s, uh, -” He struggled for a descriptor.
“I’m the owner of the local chocolate shop in town,” she said, and extended a hand. “Pleased to meet you.”
“And this is Alvira; her assistant and friend.”
“’Sup,” Alvira said, and bobbed her head up and down. She was probably the same age as Lacy. The two women eyed each other.
“I see,” Lacy said.
A tall, skinny dude stepped up beside Lacy and dragged a woman forward by the hand. “I’m Kieran,” he said. “This is Susan. We’re the cousin entourage Jake referred to.”
Olivia shook their hands and frowned at the man who’d accompanied them. He lurked in the background, arms folded. He didn’t offer an introduction. He was short with dark hair, a little extra around the middle, and heavy eyebrows that shaded his glare. He reminded Olivia of one of those old timey WANTED posters.
Lacy clapped her hands together. Susan jumped, then tittered a laugh and straightened her black skirts. “Right,” Lace said. “Let’s get this show on the road.”
“It’s not a show,” Jake growled.
“Whatever. The sooner we get this done, the sooner we can discuss the more important details of this, uh, event.”
“Lacy, you haven’t spoken to Aunt Gracie in years. You can’t roll in here expecting to call the shots. We’ll start when I say so,” Jake snapped.
Olivia’s eyes widened. She hadn’t seen him this worked up since, well, since she’d broken into a murder victim’s house in search of evidence and had ended up in jail.
“Don’t be so touchy,” Lacy said.
The more she spoke, the less Olivia liked her. Everyone dealt with grief in their own way but this brash attitude didn’t help anyone. There were folks at the memorial who actually wanted to grieve.
“That’s enough,” Jake said. “Lacy, go take a seat and I’ll call everyone to order. Just, uh, try not to make a scene.”
“A scene?” Lacy rolled her eyes. “Don’t be so melodramatic. I’m not here to make a scene. I’m here to get this over with so we can move on with our lives. You can believe Gracie was the best thing since chocolate but I know the truth.”
“What?” Jake growled.
“She didn’t care about anyone but herself.” Whether Lacy had planned to cause a scene or not was no longer up for debate. Whispers swirled around the fountain, and the service attendees stared.
The strange dude who’d come with Kieran and Susan hadn’t backed away. He was attached to the group but distant.
“Stop it,” Jake said. “I won’t stand for this. We’re going to celebrate Gracie’s life today and her contributions to charity and Chester in general.”
Lacy glared at her brother and tapped her heel on the grass – squelch, squelch, squelch. “Whatever helps you sleep at night, big brother.” She marched off to the distant arrangement of chairs.
“Unbelievable,” Jake said. “Just unbelievable.”
“Don’t let it bother you, Jake. You know how Lacy can be.” Cousin Kieran slapped him on the back. Then, he moseyed off, dragging Susan along with him like she was a rag doll rather than his wife.
The stranger followed them.
“Sorry you had to see that,” Jake said.
“Don’t apologize.” Olivia said, and placed a hand on Jake’s shoulder. “We’ve seen worse in the past few months.”
Jake laughed, a short clipped chuckle, then led the way to the seats. The day couldn’t pass fast enough.




CHAPTER THREE





  





O livia stuck around after the service because Jake needed her help. She could tell from the whiteness around his lips and the looks he’d shot Lacy throughout the service. The guests trickled from the mansion and the grounds, and out to the parking lot – a slow stream which eventually thinned and dried up completely.
Lacy and the entourage left too, no doubt for the safety of one of Chester’s reputable hotels – few and far in between as they were – and the strange dude followed them.
“There you are,” Jake said, and halted beside her. “Sorry that took so long. Thanks for hanging around.”
“I figured you’d need someone here for you after that.” The speeches hadn’t gone well. Lacy had spoken about how her Aunt hadn’t cared for her family, but had focused more on strangers. Things had gotten real awkward, real fast.
“Yeah,” Jake said, and puffed out his cheeks. “It’s going to get worse after this.”
“Because of the will?”
“Yeah.”
“At least, they’re not sleeping over at your place,” Olivia said.
“Yeah, but they are sleeping over here.”
“What? I thought they were getting a motel or something?” Olivia scratched the back of her neck. Gosh, family issues were convoluted. She’d had her first experience with that during her divorce years back.
“Nope. They’re going to get food,” Jake said. “Speaking of which, what do you say we get something to eat? We’ll call it a pre-date.”
“That sounds perfect,” Olivia said, and a few butterflies fluttered in her belly. She’d been so focused on trying to help that she’d forgotten all about their future dinner date.
“Awesome. Italian?”
“Yes, please.”
It took them a half hour to get out of the estate and out to Mama Pizza’s in the middle of town. The restaurant had a family-friendly vibe and quiet music. The environment allowed for lots of chatter and laughter.
Most of the tables were full, but Jake and Olivia snagged a corner booth and settled in with two glasses of soda, and menus that made their mouths water.
“Everything looks so delicious,” Olivia said, and leaned on the checked tablecloth. “But I’ve got to try this Classic Pesto Pizza, extra mozzarella cheese. Wow.”
“I’ll get the Pepperoni and we can exchange pieces, if you want,” Jake replied.
“Oh, yeah. That’s the best plan I’ve heard all day.”
They handed the waiter their menus, then settled back and let the tension of the day flow out. Jake pinched the bridge of his nose, while Olivia shook out her arms. At least the memorial service was over. Tomorrow, things could return to normal, so to speak.
“I can’t believe Lacy acted like that,” Jake said. “Sorry, I’m sure you don’t want to speak about it.”
“No, it’s okay. If you need to talk, we’ll talk.”
“It’s not exactly romantic dinner talk.”
“C’mon, Jake. Stop putting so much pressure on yourself. Spill.”
He nodded. “I just didn’t expect her to speak about Aunt Gracie like that. She was always there for us growing up. In fact, she paid for Lacy’s college education.”
“No offense, but the whole group of them gave me a weird vibe. What was with that dude hanging around in the background?” Olivia asked. “He just stood there, staring.”
“I know. I asked Lacy and she said he’s a close friend of Kieran’s. No idea why he’d come along to a memorial in another state for a woman he didn’t know,” Jake said, and shrugged. “But he’s the least of my concerns. Now, I’ve got to speak to the lawyer and make sure that Lacy doesn’t try to wrangle more out of Gracie than the old lady intended. I know that my Aunt wanted to donate a lot of what she had to charity when she passed.”
“That’s very noble of her.”
“She was a benefactor to a lot of children’s charities and animal shelters. She believed in education for all; that good education was the key to a brighter future for all Americans.”
“I wish I’d gotten to meet her,” Olivia said.
“She would’ve liked you.” Jake took her hand, lifted it and brushed a kiss over her skin.
That set off a flurry of excitable butterflies. Olivia had figured she was closed for business in the love area. Jake had shown her that life didn’t have to end with divorce.
Jake’s phone burst into song and he whipped it out of his pocket. “Shoot. It’s Lacy. What does she want, now?”
Olivia took a sip of soda and didn’t offer an answer.
“Hello?” Jake answered. “Lacy, I’m in the middle of – what? What did you just say? Please tell me you’re kidding, Lace. Tell me this is another of your jokes that I don’t get.”
Hysterical screeching echoed down the line, loud enough to draw the attention of the family at the table behind theirs.
“Calm down. All right,” Jake said. “Yeah, I’m on my way. Call the police.” He hung up, a thin sheen of sweat gathered on his brow.
“What on earth is going on?” Olivia asked.
“It’s Kieran,” Jake said. “Lacy just found him face down in Aunt Gracie’s house. He was stabbed in the back. H-he’s dead.”
Olivia gasped. “Oh my gosh.”
“I’m sorry, but I have to go.” Jake tucked the phone back into the pocket of his formal jacket.
Olivia rose. “I’m coming with you.” He’d need her help now more than ever. There was a murder to investigate and this one was too close to home.




CHAPTER FOUR





  





J ake parked his car in front of the grand marble steps that led up to the equally grand mahogany front doors. Two police cars stood on the lawn, lights flashing, and another van printed with the word CORONER in bold parked beside them.
“This was the last thing I expected to have to deal with this week,” Jake said.
Olivia didn’t have words for this. It was too weird. She’d barely shared two words with Kieran, but it still creeped her out that he’d been alive and well mere hours ago.
“There’s Lacy,” Jake said, and clunked open his door. He slipped out into the falling night, stars twinkling overhead, mocking the situation with their beauty.
Indeed, Jake’s sister sat on the front steps of the mansion with her head in her hands. Detective Keane sat right beside her.
The sight of the detective instilled Olivia with a sense of foreboding. Whenever the man was around there was trouble afoot and it usually didn’t end well for her. That was mainly because Olivia didn’t do great with boundaries.
She had a one-track mind when it came to investigating mysteries, but she couldn’t investigate this one. If she tried, Keane would pop a gasket and she’d end up in jail for the second time in months. She’d never pinned herself as lawbreaker.
Olivia opened her door and followed Jake up to the stairs.
Keane turned on them, immediately. “Cloud,” he said. “I’d say I’m surprised to see you here but that’s a lie.” He held up a hand to forestall her reply, then inserted two fingers between his lips and whistled.
Another officer jogged up. “Yeah?”
“Jones, take care of Miss Morgan, please. Take her statement once she’d calmed down. And, uh, don’t let anyone into the house.”
“Right,” Detective Jones said, and gave Keane a thumbs up. “You got it.” He was younger than Keane. He still had a spring in his step; possibly because Keane hadn’t drained the joy from him yet.
“This way, Cloud,” he said, then paused and added, almost as an afterthought, “you too, Morgan.”
They followed him to his cruiser and halted beside it. “Right,” he said, and whipped his notepad and pen out of his pocket. “Let’s get this out of the way before there’s any further issues or questions.”
“Get what out of the way?” Jake asked.
“I’m not talking to you, yet. In fact, you go wait over there by your car.” Keane gestured with the end of the pen.
“There’s no need to be rude.” Olivia replied.
Keane continued pointing at the car and Jake marched off without another word. He was practically fuming from the ears. He’d been through a lot today and this was the cherry on top of that particularly unappetizing cake.
Olivia arched her eyebrow at Keane. “You’re on a roll, detective. Usually you wait a few days before you start accusing me of things or talking down to –”
Keane clicked his pen at her. “Let me explain to you what’s about to happen.”
Olivia snapped her mouth closed. Rude.
“I’m going to take your statement about what you heard and where you were in the last few hours.”
“Fine.”
“That’s right it’s fine. It’s fine because I say it’s fine,” Keane said. “I’m sure I don’t need to warn you for the fifth time not to get involved in my investigation. If I have to, you’re either deaf or dumb.”
“Detective!” Olivia snapped. “You have no right to speak to me like that.”
“I have every right to express my wishes as an officer of the law in Chester. Now, are you going to answer my questions or should I throw you in jail for obstructing the course of justice?” Keane scribbled her name at the top of the page as if her cooperation as already a foregone conclusion.
“Yes,” I said. “But – what – is Lacy okay?”
“That’s classified information.”
“Are you kidding me?” Olivia folded and unfolded her arms. She couldn’t stand still – Keane had introduced new levels of aggravation to her system. “I can ask her if she’s all right. I know that her cousin has been murdered.”
“You’re really going to do this again, aren’t you? You’re going to force my hand.” Keane massaged the wrinkles on his forehead – he’d acquired a few more over the past weeks. “I don’t know why this rash of murders has happened in my town, but you seem to be at the center of every one of them. Frankly, I’m getting tired of it. I don’t want to have to put you away, Olivia, but you’re forcing my hand.”
“I haven’t done anything illegal.” This week. Olivia brushed off her blouse. “All I’ve done is tried to help.”
“We don’t need your help,” Keane said.
“That must be why you arrested the wrong man last week.”
“Van was arrested on suspicion of murder. It was part of the investigation. Nothing was final and – I don’t have to explain myself to you,” Keane said, and opened the car door. He switched on the lights and the glare reflected in one of the massive windows beside the main door.
Olivia turned away from that glint of pure white and shook her head. “You want my statement, take it. I don’t see why you need it, though. I wasn’t even here.”
“So you say.” Keane straightened. “You expect me to believe you just happened to turn up here right after the murder, mere moments after we arrived?”
“Lacy called Jake about what she saw.”
“Good,” Keane said. “Let’s start there. And you can believe that I’m going to verify your alibi once you’ve given it to me. You’d better hope that you come away clean from this one, Cloud.” Keane’s grin gave her the shivers.
She’d pushed the detective too far, but that didn’t mean he could lock her up for something she hadn’t done.
“Start talking.” Keane’s pen scraped across the page.




CHAPTER FIVE





  





T  he inside of the Block-A-Choc Shoppe was alive with gossip. It was a tangible creature, snaking between the tables and latching onto ears and mouths. It wound around table legs, slithered up the backs of chairs.
Olivia couldn’t block any of it out as she swept through the room, stopping to top up coffee mugs along the way.
“- she definitely did it. She had the motivation. Probably wanted to get her competition out of the way,” a woman said.
Olivia filled up her mug and tried her best to ignore the rhetoric. She’d heard variations of the same thought all day. Everyone thought Lacy had done it. They didn’t doubt Jake was innocent because he had a solid alibi and he was a Chester favorite.
Lacy didn’t get the benefit of the doubt, though. She was an outsider and she’d shown just how little she thought of family at her Great Aunt Gracie’s memorial service. They’d made up their minds before the cops had even finished their investigation.
Olivia smiled at the women at the ‘gossip table’ and moved on to the next.
“She was right there. Why would she have been there if she wasn’t planning on doing something? You’ll see. She’s the one who did it.” This was a man speaking, sharing the juicy tidbit over an even juicer chocolate.
Olivia filled the mugs then returned to the counter, a weight of worry settling on her shoulders. Lacy hadn’t been the nicest person she’d ever met but it was unfair to pin the blame for a murder on her. There wasn’t any evidence linking her to the scene as far as Olivia knew – but then, she didn’t know much.
“You all right, Olivia?” Alvira nudged her.
“Not really. I’m worried about Jake. I haven’t heard from him since last night. This has been the worst start to a week for him.” And for her by extension; she didn’t like to see him unhappy.
“Well, looks like you’ll get a chance to console him.” Alvira nodded to the front of the store, then took the coffee pot from Olivia and hurried out to continue the refills.
Jake walked between the tables and an eerie hush followed him. Folks turned in their seats to stare at him openly.
He halted in front of the counter and the volume of the chatter swelled again. People returned to their chocolates, gossip intensified by the appearance of the prime suspect’s brother.
“How are you feeling?”
“I’ve been better,” Jake said, and glanced over his shoulder. “Is there a place we can talk in private?”
“Sure,” she said, and gestured to Alphonsine. Her A hurried over to take up the position in front of the register. “I’ll be right back, Alph. Hold down the fort.”
“Oui,” Alph said. “Sorry about the aunt, Jake.”
“Thanks. We’ll be okay.” Jake didn’t sound so sure about that.
Olivia moved up the stairs and unlocked the gate at the top. Dodger clattered down the hall, barking his excitement as he did whenever the gate clanged open. Olivia gave him a few pats on the head and Jake did the same.
Olivia locked up behind him and they headed into the living room for their chat, chased along by Dodger’s snuffles and tail wags.
“I’m so rude, I should’ve offered you some coffee,” Olivia said.
Jake waved it off and sat down on the sofa. “That’s fine. I’m really not in the mood for coffee anyway.”
“Not in the mood for coffee? Sacrilege,” Olivia joked, but it fell flat on its face.
Jake didn’t smile at her. He ran his fingers through his hair, messing up whatever semblance of a hairstyle he’d had minutes before. “I need your help investigating this case.”
“What? Jake, I thought you said –”
“I don’t care what I said. I know it’s hypocritical of me to ask for help when I’ve lectured you non-stop about getting involved in the wrong ways,” he said. “But I don’t have any information on what’s happening. The only thing I know is that Lacy’s in trouble.”
“Why?”
“She’s their number one suspect. She doesn’t have a valid alibi. I need to understand what happened and figure out who actually murdered Kieran,” Jake said.
Olivia resisted the urge to suggest perhaps Lacy had had a hand in it. She wasn’t exempt simply because she was Jake’s sister. But then, Sebastian hadn’t been exempt when the police had investigated him, and she’d have gone to any lengths to protect her son back then.
“I know what you’re thinking,” Jake said. “And it’s fair. You want proof that she didn’t actually do it and that’s fine, that’s exactly what I want. I can’t believe, not even for a second, that my sister is capable of murdering anyone.”
Olivia kept her peace.
“She’s impulsive and full of it, but she’s not a bad person.”
“I’ll help,” Olivia said, because what other option did she have? She’d never leave a friend in need hanging; especially Jake who’d helped her out loads of times in the past months. “But I’m not sure where we should start.”
“Lacy told me that they left the memorial to go grab a bite to eat, but Kieran excused himself. He said he needed something from the hardware store.”
“The hardware store,” Olivia repeated. “What on earth would he need from the hardware store?”
“I have no idea, but when he didn’t come back, Lacy went looking for him alone. She obviously lost her alibi at that point.”
“What about the weird dude and Susan?” Olivia asked.
“No one saw them after Lacy left. They don’t have an alibi either. They were all supposed to meet up at Horton’s for burgers and fries.”
Olivia rubbed her palms together. “Okay, so Kieran’s last known position was the hardware store.”
“Yes,” Jake said.
“Then that’s where we’ll start.”
“What? Now?”
Olivia laughed and rose from her seat beside the handsome private investigator. “Sure. Unless you’d prefer to have a snack or a spa treatment first.”
Jake got up and pulled her into a hug, kissing the top of her head. “I can’t thank you enough, Olivia. You’re an amazing woman.”




CHAPTER SIX





  





C hester’s general hardware store opened early and stayed that way til late. The owner, Hines, didn’t believe there was a clock on home reparations or DIY. Also, most of the folks in Chester loved everything hardware and he made a killing the longer he kept the store open.
“Mornin’ Olivia, Jake,” Hines said, and adjusted the patch over his eye. He’d lost it in a fishing incident long ago. He’d tried telling Olivia the story but she’d nearly passed out halfway through and he’d quit it the minute she’d gone pale.
“Morning, Hines.” Olivia waved at him over the counter, then eyed the aisles of nails, screws, hammers and everything in between.
“Sorry to hear about your troubles, Jake. How you doing?” Hines rearranged one of the stands on the front counter, then adjusted a pot of candies he kept for the little ones.
“I’m fine,” Jake said. A total lie, of course. He didn’t look fine and they hadn’t come to the hardware store for no reason.
“Can I interest you in a soda? Just got a new vending machine in here,” Hines said, and jerked his thumb over his shoulder – the machine sat glossy and stocked with treats behind him.
“A fantastic addition,” a woman said, from the aisle. Miss Daisy meandered up to the counter carrying a basket of assorted hardware goodies. “I’ll take one of those sodas. A coke, please, Hines.”
“Comin’ right up, Miss Daisy.” He took her basket and placed it on the counter for her.
“How are you today?” Olivia asked.
“I’m lovely,” Miss Daisy replied. “Why wouldn’t I be? The sun is shining and I have another project to work on at home.”
“A project?” Olivia asked.
“Oh, yes.” Hines inserted coins into the vending machine and clicked on the buttons. “Miss Daisy is my best customer. She’s always renovating out at her place.”
Jake cleared his throat. Apparently, he’d reached his limit for small talk and Olivia didn’t blame him for it. “Hines, we had a couple questions for you.”
“About what?” The hardware store owner placed the beverage on the counter and proceeded to ring everything up for Miss Daisy.
“About my cousin; Kieran. We heard that he was in your hardware store last night before he was murdered,” Jake said, shooting straight with the statement.
“Goodness,” Miss Daisy said. “I had no idea.”
“Kieran, eh?” Hines clicked his tongue and sniffed. “Yeah, I think I remember him. Tall, skinny fella, right?”
“Yeah, that’s him,” Jake said.
Silence fell for a moment and all four of them shared awkward glances. This wasn’t an easy topic, after all.
“I remember him, too,” Miss Daisy said. “I was here.”
“He was in here buying a power tool. He said something about having to renovate a house. Then he was bragging about all the money he’s going to get to build a new one.”
“The money?” Olivia asked.
“Yeah, from his inheritance. He said he was going to move to Chester and set up shop here. No idea what kind of shop he was talking about, though.” Hines finished ringing up Miss Daisy’s order and brought out a shopping bag. “He was big-headed. Sorry, no offense there, Jake.”
“None taken. I didn’t know my cousin particularly well. I can’t share an opinion on the kind of man he was.”
“Arrogant,” Miss Daisy said. “Sorry, dear, but that was how he came across. He talked about his new riches and his friend hung around down there by the saws and stared. Creepy looking fellow.”
“Bo,” Jake said. “The friend; Bo Benton.”
It was the first time Olivia had heard the name and she struggled to match it with his face. The fact that the weird friend had been with Kieran gave them a lead in itself. Lacy had said she’d left Bo with Susan. Why would he have been with Kieran?
“Yeah, that guy just kinda hung around in the background. Had a mouth full of teeth, too.” Hines packed all of Miss Daisy’s stuff away.
“What did Bo do when Kieran left the store?”
“He followed him right out,” Hines said, and mimicked walking with two fingers. “Didn’t see which way they went, before you ask.”
“What about you, Miss Daisy?” Olivia asked.
“Oh no, dear. I was much too concerned with my haul. I went home and put out all my new tools, and you know what? That’s exactly what I plan on doing right now.” Miss Daisy fished a few dollars out of her wallet and handed them over. “Thank you, Hines. I’ll see you tomorrow.”
“Sure, Miss Daisy. Let me know if you need help with anything out there.”
“Will do.” She walked off and left the store with a tinkle and a clack of the door.
“That’s really all I know,” Hines said. “I wish I could help you two out more.”
“Help us out?” Olivia asked.
Hines tapped the side of his nose with a finger. “Oh, come on, Miss Cloud. It don’t take a rocket scientist to work out what you’re up to. You’re Chester’s chocolate sleuth and Jake here is a private investigator. I wish you the best of luck. Word around town is they’ve already figured out who did it.”
“They’re just rumors,” Jake said.
“Right, right. You take care now, hear? Let me know if you need anything else.” Hines popped open the register and removed a few coins, then set about getting himself a soda.
Their conversation was over, but at least they’d learned something useful. Bo Benton, the mystery friend, had been with Kieran shortly before his death.
They needed to know more about him.
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O livia and Jake strolled down the sidewalk, heading from Hines’ Hardware Store toward the Block-A-Choc Shoppe in silence. They had a lead to follow – Bo and Kieran had been together mere moments before Kieran’s death – but the negativity of the day had finally caught up with them.
“Ugh, it’s barely afternoon and I’m already exhausted,” Olivia said.
Jake grunted in agreement and kept his gaze on the horizon. The sooner they got back to the store, the sooner they could grab a cup of coffee and a couple chocolates.
Miss Daisy walked ahead of them, carrying her shopping bag full of hardware goodies and a rolled up newspaper in her free hand. She whistled merrily and provided them with a soundtrack to their fatigue.
Another figure pushed past Miss Daisy; a woman with strawberry blond hair and a pair of horn-rimmed glasses. She rushed up to them and blocked their path. “Miss Cloud,” she said, eyes sparkling with devious excitement. “Mr. Morgan; the pair I wanted to see.”
“Henrietta,” Olivia said. “The last time I saw you, you’d climbed onto my dumpster and were in the process of breaking into my store.”
Henrietta Long, Chester Gazette reporter extraordinaire, wasn’t embarrassed in the slightest. She reached into her pocket and brought out a smartphone. “Mind if I record this conversation?”
“Uh, yes?” Olivia folded her arms. “Mind getting out of our way?”
“Yes.” Henrietta chuckled. “Look, I’m not trying to cause trouble here. I just wanted to talk to you about recent developments in Chester. I know you’re invested in the town, Olivia. Talk to me about it.”
“I have nothing to say to you,” Olivia said. She’d had this conversation with Henrietta before. The woman didn’t give up easy; she’d give her that.
“You have no comment about the recent murder on Gracie Morgan’s property?”
Olivia clenched her fists. “No.”
“This is inappropriate,” Jake said.
“Mr. Morgan, how are you feeling?” Henrietta asked with no emotion whatsoever. “You lost your Great Aunt and then your cousin in short order.”
Jake and Olivia remained silent.
“It’s strange, isn’t it; that that would happen? I mean, it seems to me like someone was interested in that will. Maybe Kieran was at the house to claim what was rightfully his. Maybe the murderer couldn’t stand the thought of that?”
“Stop,” Olivia said. “You’re upsetting Jake.”
“I’m fine. But I’d prefer not to discuss this with a tabloid reporter,” Jake replied.
“A tabloid, ha!” Henrietta pointed with her cell. “That’s a good one. The Chester Gazette has a long history of fair reporting. Olivia knows all about us.”
“Yes, and I wouldn’t call your methods fair.” But Henrietta’s suggestion had already wound around Olivia’s brainstem and triggered a new pattern of investigation. What if she had a point?
Perhaps, Kieran’s death was related to Aunt Gracie’s will. After all, hadn’t the whole family come down for exactly that reason? And Lacy had been super interested in how Gracie spent her money.
But Jake was convinced his sister was innocent, which meant Olivia had to keep those thoughts to herself. Still, Susan could have –
“- Bo Benton,” Henrietta Long said.
“What was that?” Olivia asked.
Jake had already squished past Henrietta Long, and Miss Daisy strode toward them this time, her gray locks shining in the early morning sunlight – perhaps, she’d forgotten something at the Hardware Store.
“Ah, there’s the investigative interest I’m accustomed to,” Henrietta said. “Bo Benton; one of Jake’s visitors.”
“He’s not my visitor,” Jake said, and glared at the back of Henrietta’s head.
Miss Daisy’s approach was akin to a missile heading for a target and Olivia stalled for a minute.
“Bo Benton has a criminal history,” Henrietta said, oblivious of the incoming old lady. “He has a record for assault. It looks to me like he’s the most likely suspect.” The reporter hit the record button on her cell. “What do you think of that, Miss Cloud?”
“I think that –”
Miss Daisy halted behind Henrietta, raised her newspaper and whacked the woman on the back of the head. “Shoo!”
“W-what the heck?” Henrietta stumbled forward out of sheer shock and bumped into Olivia. Her cellphone fell and plastic clacked on the concrete. “What are you doing?”
“You vampire! You troglodyte!” Miss Daisy swung the newspaper again and knocked Henrietta’s glasses right off her face.
Jake and Olivia stared, locked in spectator mode. What had gotten into Miss Daisy?
“You do nothing but gossip and make the town look bad. You should be ashamed of yourself,” Miss Daisy howled. She raised the newspaper a third time.
Henrietta whimpered and backed away. Finally, Jake and Olivia came to their senses. He stepped forward and took hold of Miss Daisy’s arm. Olivia bent and scooped up Henrietta’s glasses and phone.
“Unhand me this instant!” Miss Daisy jerked her arm around but Jake was twice her size.
“Please, Miss Daisy, calm down. You’re causing a scene.”
“A scene,” Miss Daisy said, and straightened her blouse. “Yes, you’re right. A scene. I shouldn’t cause a scene. I’m sorry for that.” But she didn’t apologize to Henrietta. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have work to attend to.” She pried her arm free of Jake’s grasp, then set off in the opposite direction, head held high.
Henrietta stowed her cellphone, rammed her glasses onto her face. “That woman is crazy. She’s out of her mind! I should sue. I should have her arrested for assault. In fact, I’m going down to the police station right this second. That was unacceptable.”
“I –”
“And you two just stood there and let it happen!” Henrietta thundered. Her hair stuck up at odd angles from the tussle. “You’re both accessories to the crime. You’re going to get arrested, too.”
“That’s highly unlikely,” Jake said.
Henrietta’s jaw worked. “You- you’ll see. You’ll both see.” She darted off then, no doubt to report the entire town to Keane.
“See what?” Olivia muttered. “Ugh, we’d better get out of here, Jake. It doesn’t matter what Henrietta says, the minute Keane hears my name he’ll come to see me.”
That was the weight she had to bear in Chester – her reputation with the cops had taken a dive and it wasn’t likely to get better any time soon.
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T  he trio sat around a center table in the Block-A-Choc Shoppe with the purple light of dusk chasing the light away. Keane hadn’t turned up to interview Olivia, after all, or interrogate her, which meant Henrietta had probably come to her senses and let the matter lie.
Miss Daisy was an elderly woman, after all, and probably a little senile to boot.
The lights in the store displayed everything – little chocolates on plates, the steam that drifted from coffee mugs, and the fear in Lacy Morgan’s eyes.
“I didn’t do it,” she said, and wiped a tear from her cheek. “I swear. I wasn’t super close with Kieran but I’m not the type of person who can – you know, do something like that.”
“No one said you were,” Jake replied, and patted his sister on the arm.
“The police did.”
“Outright?” Olivia raised both eyebrows. That would be highly unethical on Keane’s part without a warrant. Not that Olivia was an expert on ethical investigation – she’d trespassed too many times to make that claim.
“No, not outright but they keep calling and asking me questions, coming to see me. I know how this looks but I wouldn’t – I didn’t!”
“Lacy, relax.” Her brother nudged the plate of chocolates toward her. “We’re here for you. We’re on your side.”
Not technically true. Olivia was on the side of justice and if Lacy had done the wrong thing she couldn’t protect her. But the mantra did go ‘innocent until proven guilty.’
Lacy took several deep breaths. “Thanks,” she said. “I guess this is just the worst thing that could’ve happened right now. I have a week off work to be down here and deal with Aunt Gracie’s estate. If I don’t get back in time I’ll probably lose my job.”
“We’ll get to the bottom of this.” Once again, Jake had more confidence than Olivia.
“And living in that motel with Susan and Bo is driving me up the wall,” Lacy said. “They’re both so, just so weird. Susan is all proper and Bo is the opposite of that. He comes and goes when he pleases, sometimes in the middle of the night. I can’t get a good sleep.”
Olivia made a mental note of that, and then shifted her actual notepad and pen on the table. “Why don’t you walk us through what happened on the night of Kieran’s murder.”
“Okay. Yeah, I can do that.” Lacy shifted. She took a fortifying sip of coffee. “I’m ready.”
“All right, so Kieran left you to get something at the hardware store, right?” Olivia asked.
“That’s right. We said we’d catch up with him later for burgers and fries, but Susan didn’t seem happy about it. She was really upset, actually, and I didn’t get why at the time. I still don’t.”
“All right, so Susan was upset that Kieran wanted to leave,” Olivia said. “What happened then?”
“Susan asked Bo to go check on him,” Lacy replied. “And Bo just nodded and ran along like he was her slave. It was really odd. Bo is just… he gives me the creeps to be honest. I don’t get why Kieran wanted to bring him along.”
Olivia scribbled down the details while Jake looked on. “Bo left to go check on Kieran.”
“Yeah,” Lacy said. “And he came back like ten minutes later and told us that Kieran had bought some power tools and gone back up to Gracie’s place. I thought it was really weird. Why did he want power tools in the first place, you know?”
“Totally.”
“So I got worried about him because that’s just… it’s a strange way to behave. I thought maybe Aunt Gracie’s death had affected him more than he wanted to say,” Lacy said. “I was worried. I went up to the house and that’s when I saw him.”
“Okay, wait a sec. Go back a step and tell me exactly what happened. What did you see when you arrived at Gracie’s estate?” Olivia asked. “Anything out of the ordinary? Anything that didn’t belong?”
Lacy screwed up her eyes and concentrated. “Okay, I drove up and parked. And there were lights on in the house and I remember that – yeah, there was another car – no, a truck. It was bright yellow and it was driving away from the house. Like down the road in the opposite direction.”
Olivia’s pulse spiked. Now, that was valuable information. She noted it down. “Did you see who was in the truck?” She asked.
“No, no, I didn’t see. I just saw the back of it. I didn’t see the plates either. I don’t know, it’s probably nothing.”
“And after that?”
“Then I got out of the car and went up to the house. The front door was ajar. I pushed it open and that was when I saw him,” Lacy whispered, and shuddered. “It was horrifying.”
“I don’t need those details,” Olivia said.
“Good, because I don’t think I can go over them again. The cops have already asked me to describe the scene so many times.”
“Tell me something,” Olivia said, and tapped the nib of the ballpoint against her bottom lip. “Were there any power tools on the scene?”
“W-what?”
“Power tools. From the hardware store,” Olivia said. “Did he have any with him?”
“I – no, not that I saw. Actually, yeah, that is weird. And I don’t think he packed them away either, because the shed is way out back, and only the entrance hall lights were on. What does that mean?” Lacy asked.
Jake exhaled. “It means we’re not done yet.”
“And that things are not as they seem,” Olivia added in.
But then again, in Chester they never were.
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T  he following morning dawned bright and sunny, casting away the dark and the whispers of accusations from everyone in Chester. Olivia walked down the sidewalk with Dodger on the end of the leash and Alvira keeping pace at her side.
“You don’t really think she did it, though?” Alvira asked. “The sister, I mean.”
Olivia wriggled her nose. “That’s the thing; I can’t say. I need more evidence before I can make a deduction here.”
“I bet Jake doesn’t feel that way.”
Dodger barked and wagged his tail. “Hush,” Olivia said. She spared him a pat before continuing; “I haven’t discussed it along those lines with him. I know Jake thinks Lacy is innocent, just as I thought Sebastian was innocent when he was in a similar situation, but I have to do what Jake did then and stay impartial.”
“That sounds wise.”
“I don’t know about wise, but it’s got to be the right thing to do. I know that Jake tries his best to always do the right thing, as well,” Olivia said. “I take my inspiration from him.”
Alvira giggled.
“What?”
“Just the way you say that. You admire him and it shows.”
Olivia tut-tutted, but didn’t deny it. She admired Jake tremendously. He’d helped her out of plenty of sticky situations, and now he was in one of his own. It was up to her to stand strong and be a good influence.
“Oh, don’t look now but there’s a creepy guy on the corner. Maybe we should turn back,” Alvira muttered.
Dodger gave two sharp barks – no tail wagging this time – and Olivia frowned at the figure ahead of them. Her heart jolted. It was Bo Benton; the same man who’d been with Kieran on the night of his death.
“That’s a suspect,” Olivia said, under her breath. “And I need to speak with him.”
“I’ll back you up.” Alvira didn’t sound to certain about it.
Bo leered at them as they approached, but another bark from Dodger wiped the expression from his ugly mug.
“Good morning,” Olivia said, though nothing had been particularly good about it thus far. “You’re one of Susan’s friends, correct?”
“Who are you?” He grunted. He had a voice like gravel passing through a wood chip. It jarred her to the core.
“I’m Olivia Cloud,” she said. “And this is my friend –”
Alvira cleared her throat. Olivia didn’t give out her name. This guy must’ve truly creeped her out if she’d rather not introduce herself. Alvira was anything but rude.
“I’m a friend of Jake’s.”
“Jake who?”
“Jake Morgan. He’s Lacy’s brother?”
Bo Benton sucked his teeth then spat off to the left. Dodger growled and Alvira moved back a few paces, muttering under her breath.
“Who’s Lacy?”
“Lacy Morgan? Kieran’s cousin?” Gosh, this was a roundabout way of getting to the point. He had to be avoiding the questions on purpose. Though, she hadn’t technically asked any questions yet.
Finally, Bo grunted.
“I understand you were friends with Kieran,” Olivia said. “I’m sorry for your loss.”
He grunted another time. Apparently, that was the extent of his communicative skills – or just what he wanted her to believe.
“Do you have a minute to talk about Kieran?”
“No.” He pushed off from the wall and walked off without a backward glance. Dodger barked and snapped at his heels, but Olivia held the dog back with effort.
“Wow,” Alvira said. “Just wow. What was that about? The guy clearly avoided everything you threw at him.”
“Yeah, he did,” Olivia replied. “And that makes me pretty darn suspicious. Why wouldn’t he answer my questions, unless he had something to hide?”
“What do you think it is?” Alvira asked.
“No idea, but I bet we can find out. Let’s go.” Olivia hurried after their suspect and Dodger trotted along, happy as a clam now that the threat had disappeared.
They reached the corner and Olivia peered down the road in the direction Bo had gone. The coast was clear.
“What?” Olivia whispered. “Where did he go?”
“Maybe he went into one of the stores.” Alvira suggested. “Or down an alley.”
Or maybe, he’d realized they’d follow him and hoofed it down the road the minute he was out of sight. The man made Olivia’s hair stand on end, and Dodger’s too. Her doggy was a fantastic judge of character. If he didn’t like the guy that meant he wasn’t trustworthy. Not exactly anecdotal evidence…
“What do we do?” Alvira asked, and wrung her hands. “We could ask a few of the store owners if they saw him pass by, right?”
“Right,” Olivia said. “But that would be a waste of time and we’ve got to get back to the store before Alberta turns the place upside down.” She had a terrible habit of neglecting sales and chatting endlessly with customers over a mug of coffee. She was the sociable A, the one who brought in the locals.
“I guess,” Alvira said. “I’ll take Dodger up the back stairs.”
“Will you?” Olivia asked. “That would be awesome.”
They walked back to the Block-A-Choc Shoppe, shivering intermittently – those shudders had nothing to do with the cold either. Bo Benton had every kind of bad vibe rolled into one. But why?
Who was he, really? And why couldn’t they figure it out?
It was about time Olivia had a chat with the mourning wife of the deceased. If only life could be a little simpler.
She entered the chocolate shop and was embraced by the sweet, melty scent of rich chocolate and strong coffee. Ah, maybe this wasn’t so bad after all.
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O livia settled on the sofa with Dodger’s snout resting on her feet. He huffed and snorted in his sleep. He was a happy and relaxed dog – through some miracle Olivia’s stress didn’t rub off on him, possibly because Dodger had thick skin and fur for that matter.
Olivia had spent the afternoon serving chocolates and coffees, and the evening obsessing over Bo Benton and his strange attitude. Alvira refused to talk about the guy – he’d really gotten to her – and Olivia didn’t want to phone Jake and ask about him again.
Jake had indicated he’d be busy organizing Aunt Gracie’s estate all day, and then meeting with lawyers and heads of charities. Apparently, the old lady had left a lot of money to a selection of organizations, which had to be a point of contention for Lacy.
Olivia directed the remote control at her TV set and flicked through the channels. She settled on a History Channel special about Charleston. It was a nice change from Storage Wars.
Her eyes drooped a little. Dodger’s heavy breathing soothed her, and she drifted off.
The sharp shrill of her cellphone’s ringtone snapped her awake.
“Shoot,” she muttered. “What now?” It was 10 o’clock at night.
She grabbed her cell from the coffee table and glanced at the name flashing on the screen. Jake.
“Hello?”
“Olivia,” he said. “Thank goodness, you’re still up.”
“I wasn’t, actually,” she replied. “In fact, I was halfway in dream land when the phone rang. Is everything okay?”
“Sorry, didn’t mean to wake you,” Jake said. “I’ve just finished up with everything and managed to calm down Lacy.” He let out a long sigh that whistled in the receiver.
“She was on edge again?”
“She spent most of the day talking to the police. They don’t have a warrant for her arrest or anything. Shoot, they can’t even hold her there but they keep asking to speak to her and go over the facts again and again.”
“Has she lawyered up?”
“No,” Jake said. “I advised her not to yet. She doesn’t need to look guilty and if she’s cooperative I know Keane will cut her some slack.”
Olivia sincerely doubted that. Detective Keane had never been the type to cut anyone slack, least of all a suspect. It was a relief he hadn’t turned up to question her again, even though she hadn’t been directly involved in discovering the body this time.
“What have they asked her? Did she say?”
“Yeah. They keep asking about what she saw and when. Lacy said they seem really interested in where she was just before the murder.”
That didn’t bode well.
“I know what that means. You don’t have to tell me,” Jake said as if reading her mind.
“I didn’t say anything.”
“She’s their prime suspect.”
“You don’t know that for sure, Jake.”
“Oh, come on, Olivia. It’s all over town,” he said. “People have been talking about her for days and now the cops keep questioning her. It doesn’t look good.”
“No, it doesn’t, but that doesn’t mean anything specific. And you can’t take what the folks in Chester are saying seriously,” Olivia said. “Trust me, they’ll gossip about anything. I’ve heard tales about some lady in the woods who trashes people’s cabins for heaven’s sake.”
“What?”
“Exactly. It’s all ridiculous, implausible stuff that can’t be true. It just goes to show that people will talk about anything. It’s a small town and they get bored.”
Jake sniffed. “I guess. I just don’t know how you handled it so well when Sebastian was in trouble with the cops.”
Her son had been a suspect in the case of his best friend’s murder. It’s been a horrible time. “I didn’t handle it well. I snuck around and broke into places and stalked people. I definitely wouldn’t call that handling it well.”
“Better than obsessing over it. At least you did something.”
“You can do something, too,” Olivia replied. “Look, I know this is tough, but I promise we’ll get to the bottom of this, just like we have on every other case.”
“Thanks.”
Olivia hesitated and teetered on the edge of going further. She changed track, though, and filled Jake in on the day’s walk with Dodger, and the meeting with Bo Benton. Jake remained silent throughout the retelling.
“He didn’t answer any questions. He didn’t want to talk at all,” Olivia finished.
“We need to know more about that guy. He isn’t a suspect by virtue of his nature, but he did accompany Kieran to the hardware store. From the sounds of it he didn’t do much but hang around.”
“Yeah, it’s like he was watching Kieran,” Olivia mused. “You don’t think he was watching him, do you?”
“Define ‘watching.’ Like for someone else?”
“Exactly. What if Bo went with Kieran to get a handle on his location? Once he had that he reported it to whoever he might’ve been working with,” Olivia suggested.
“That’s a guess and not much else.”
“I know, but we’ve got to open up our options here. I guess we won’t know until we find out more about Bo,” Olivia said.
“Good idea. Let’s check that out tomorrow. I’ll meet you at the Shoppe around 9AM. That okay?”
“Perfect,” Olivia replied. “Oh, and Jake?”
“Yeah?”
“I – uh – hope you had an okay day,” she said. She’d wanted to tell him that she’d missed him today but it sounded too needy. Ridiculous – she was past the point of worrying about how she came off romantically. Wasn’t she?
“It’s better now that I’ve spoken to you,” he replied.
Olivia’s insides heated up, and her cheeks flushed too. “See you tomorrow.”
“Sleep tight, gorgeous.”
They hung up and Olivia’s mood soared through the roof. This was a great end to a day that had been anything but.
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J ake and Olivia sat side by side on the tiny sofa in Susan Williams’ motel room. The woman of the hour sat across from them in an armchair, her ankles crossed, and Bo Benton standing behind her near the window.
“Thanks for speaking with us, Miss Williams,” Olivia said.
“That’s fine,” she replied, and dabbed under either eye with a napkin. “Though you weren’t clear as to why you’re here.” She sniffed and whimpered. “Is it – is it about the will? Has Gracie’s will finally paid out?”
Olivia barely managed to keep the grimace off her face.
Jake didn’t fare as well. “The will has already been taken care of. Almost everything has been given to charity, apart from a small portion which was left to Lacy and myself.”
“What about us?” Susan glanced over her shoulder at Bo. “I mean, what about Kieran’s portion of the will? Don’t we get something out of all this?”
Jake ground his teeth so hard they squeaked. “This isn’t about you, Susan. Look, we barely know each other but this behavior is uncalled for.”
“Uncalled for?”
“That’s right. My aunt is dead and all you care about is the money!” Jake thundered. He rose from his seat and Olivia grabbed him by the cuff and tugged him back down again.
“Everyone calm down,” she said. “No one is here to cast stones or aspersions.”
Bo snorted. “Then why are you here?” He asked. “I saw you on the street yesterday, asking questions about Kieran. What do you want?”
Olivia clasped her hands together. “We’re here to talk about Kieran.”
Susan blinked. “What? Why?”
Shoot, this was the tricky part. If Susan were guilty of something she’d never talk to them about it if they told her they were in the middle of an investigation. And she’d surely report them to Keane.
Olivia rolled her tongue over the backs of her teeth. They didn’t have much of a choice, though. They had to answer the question. “We’re in –”
“It’s about the will.” Jake brushed off his pants and didn’t meet Susan’s gaze. “The, uh, the lawyer contacted me this morning to tell me there might be a small portion of the estate itself left to Kieran.”
Both Susan and Bo perked up, setting off alarm bells in Olivia’s mind. Why did they act as one? Were they having an affair? And if so, why would Kieran have allowed Bo to come along? None of this made the slightest bit of sense.
“You said that there wasn’t anything for Kieran,” Bo grunted.
“I – let’s just say I’m not happy about surrendering anything over,” Jake replied with a tight smile.
The two of them certainly believed that. They settled almost immediately and the suspicion dissolved. Money and land was at stake here and these two would go to any lengths to get it, apparently.
“But the lawyers have some concerns now that Kieran has passed.”
Susan gave an obligatory snuffled and dabbed her eyes again. “Poor darling,” she whispered.
“What concerns?” Bo asked.
“I’m sorry,” Jake said, and gestured to the supposed family friend. “I’m not entirely sure why you’re in this meeting with us. Who are you exactly?”
“He’s a family friend. Kieran’s best friend, actually, and a close friend of mine as well,” Susan said, and cast a smile over her shoulder at the short man.
Olivia didn’t need to ask how close. Susan’s body language shrieked intimacy and Bo gave her one of those leering grins in return.
“I’d prefer to discuss this alone,” Jake said. “I’m afraid Bo is a problem.”
“Excuse me?” Bo took a step forward.
Susan clicked her tongue. “Now, Bo, these people have come to talk about important financial matters. There’s no need to get upset.”
Had the woman no shame?
“The lawyers are concerned about your relationship with Bo, Susan,” Jake said.
“What?!”
“You’re Kieran’s widow and your involvement with another man so soon after his death raises suspicions,” Jake said, smoothly. “It’s the reason I asked to speak to you alone.”
“Bo is just a friend,” Susan hissed. “And even if we were something more it would be no one’s business.”
“The lawyers beg to differ, unfortunately. They won’t discuss anything with you if Bo is involved.”
All of this was, of course, a tall tale to garner more information about Susan and Bo specifically. There wouldn’t be a meeting regardless of what Susan wanted, simply because the will had already been disseminated.
“Bo, you can leave,” Susan said. “Go on.”
Bo jerked back a step. “I’m not leaving,” he replied. “This is my room, too.”
“Bo!”
It was confirmed then. The two were sharing a bedroom in the motel.
“How long have you two been an item?” Olivia asked.
“What? We’re not. That’s not what’s happening here,” Susan said.
“Give it a rest,” Jake said. “We’re not idiots. You and Bo are an item.”
Susan pressed her lips together and went pale as a sheet.
“Yeah, we are. And we have been for a long time and so what about it? Kieran was too dumb to figure it out just like he was too dumb to avoid getting himself killed,” Bo snapped. “It’s nobody’s business what we do.”
Olivia stood up. “Nobody’s business except the police. Do they know that you two had a lot to gain from Kieran’s death?”
Both Susan and Bo went quiet as the grave.
“That’s right. This is something they’d be very interested in. In fact, I think I’ll call them and let them know,” Jake replied.
“Stop it! What do you want from us? What do you want?” Susan asked, tears sparkling in her eyes. “Kieran was a horrible man. He dragged me around and treated me like dirt and you know what? I’m glad he’s gone. I’m glad somebody knifed him.”
Not exactly making a stronger case for herself with that. “Wow,” Olivia said.
“Get out.” Bo raised a fist. “Both of you, get out of here!”
They didn’t need to be told twice. Bo and Susan had crossed the line into anger and nothing good would come out of the conversation now.
Jake and Olivia scooted out of the motel room, one after the other.
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L acy knocked on the front door of the Block-A-Choc Shoppe just after 7pm that evening, tears streaming down her face. Olivia and Jake both jumped up from their seats at the center table, scattering their case notes to the floor.
“Goodness,” Olivia said, and rushed to open the door up.
Lacy entered a couple seconds later, scrubbing at her cheeks. “Sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”
“What happened?” Jake asked, and slipped his arm around her shoulders.
“I’ve just come from the station,” Lacy said. “They questioned me again and this time that Detective Keane guy acted like I’d lied about everything. Like I made up that part about the yellow truck.”
“You’re kidding.” Olivia locked the door again and walked over to the coffee machine. She fixed Lacy an extra strong cup, then dusted it with cocoa powder and brought it back to their table.
Lacy accepted it, gratefully. She took several long slurps; eyes squeezed shut. “What a day,” she said.
“It can’t be legal for them to question you this many times without actually doing anything about it,” Jake said. The concern in his expression twisted Olivia’s stomach.
“I don’t know and I don’t care. I just want it to end already.” Lacy scanned the papers on the floor and table. “What are you two up to in here? Investigating?”
“Yeah,” Olivia said. “We wanted to see if we could get to the bottom of it before Keane did.” And because Jake likely wouldn’t catch a wink of sleep at night if they didn’t handle this. “So far, we don’t have much apart from suspicions. You said Bo came back after he went to check on Kieran.”
“That’s right,” Lacy said. “He came back and I left. I wish I’d never left. I wish I’d never even come down to this dumb town in the first place.”
Olivia tamped down on her irritation.
“Sorry.” Lacy put down her cup. “I’m just frustrated by everything that’s happened. It’s been days and the cops still haven’t cleared anything up. And I’m seriously going to lose my job at this rate. I doubt I’ll be able to get back to Chicago in time to put out the fire at work.”
“Maybe it’s time you got a lawyer,” Olivia replied.
“We agreed that would only make her look more suspicious.” Jake wriggled his nose. “We don’t want them thinking she has something to hide.”
“Yeah, but they’re getting nowhere and they’re exhausting Lacy. She needs a break from all of this.”
The trio quieted again, apart from Lacy’s intermittent slurps of coffee. They had gotten nowhere in their investigation, as well.
Susan and Bo had a motivation for the murder but they couldn’t technically place them at the crime scene. Lacy had definite motivation – getting rid of Kieran so she could get more from Gracie’s will – but Jake was convinced she hadn’t done it.
They didn’t have enough evidence, physical or otherwise, to make a deduction and their online searches for yellow trucks hadn’t exactly given them a lead. It was all so closed off that Olivia had begun doubting whether they’d actually solve this one after all.
If they left it to the cops Lacy would certainly lose her job, since she had to stick around in Chester as one of the main suspects.
“I hate this,” Lacy said, miserable all over again. “I feel trapped here and I know that if I leave they’re going to hunt for me even though I haven’t done anything wrong.”
Olivia itched to rehash the details of what she’d seen at Aunt Gracie’s mansion, but the woman had been over it countless times in the last few days and they wouldn’t gather any extra information from her.
It wasn’t as if the story would change. Lacy had seen what she’d seen. Or had she done what she’d done? Shoot, it was those types of thoughts that would only land Olivia in the trouble pot.
“I should go back to the motel and get some sleep,” Lacy said, and put down her mug. “Thanks for this.”
“It’s my pleasure,” Olivia said. “And listen, everything will turn out all right. Just take it easy.”
Lacy gave a doleful nod then pushed out of the chair and headed out of the store. Olivia followed to lock up behind her.
“I should go with her.” Jake didn’t get up, though.
“I think you’re more use to her here, using that big ol’ brain of yours to figure out why this happened.”
“True,” he said, but guilt had scrawled itself across his features. “I just wish we had more information. Lacy feels stuck and so do I.”
“Me too. But something’s gotta give. There’s got to be a break in the case.”
“Right. I think we have to make that break for ourselves. We could try finding that yellow truck again.”
“How? We’d have to speak to every dealer in the state. After all, the one in Chester wasn’t exactly helpful.” They had a single pre-owned dealership and the owner, Ron Bigly, had told them that he didn’t sell trucks, and unless they were interested in making a purchase, they could get lost. Friendly guy – no wonder he was in the car sales business.
“We’ll just have to figure it out,” Jake said. “Start peeking into people’s garages.”
“Hilarious.” Olivia sat down again and stifled a yawn. “Well, these connections aren’t going to make themselves. Let’s get to work.”
They hunched over the table again, picked up their papers and prepared for a long night of sleuthin’. All the while a mantra rang in Olivia’s mind.
“Something’s got to give. Something’s got to give.”
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O livia stifled a yawn with her fist and swayed behind the counter in her store. Already, merry Chester citizens had taken up their favorite spots within and started off the day with chocolates and caffeine. The perfect start to any day, in Olivia’s humble opinion.
She yawned again and forgot to block it.
“Goodness me, dear,” Alberta said. “You’ll swallow us whole.”
“Sorry.” Olivia chuckled.
“Late night?”
“Oh, yeah.”
“Uh huh,” Alberta said, and a sneaky smile twisted her lips. “Was Jake here last night?”
“Yes, to help with the investigation, Albie. You’re terrible. Not everything is about romance, you know.”
Alberta shrugged. “When you get to my age you’ve got to live vicariously. Believe me when I say that you want everything to be about romance. It’s the best part of life.”
The front door crashed open and screams rang out around the store. Women gasped and men grunted their disapproval at the interruption.
Detective Keane ignored everyone except for one unlucky woman. Olivia Cloud. He stormed up to the counter, his eyes narrowed to slits. “Cloud,” he said, and the silence in the store was complete afterward.
Every eye focused on them.
“Detective Keane,” she said, and Alberta backed away slowly. “How may I help you this fine morning?”
“There’s nothing fine about it when you’re involved.”
Murmurs erupted around them. People didn’t like insults, even when they came from a police officer.
“What’s the problem?” Olivia asked. “Nothing a few chocolates can’t fix, I hope.”
“Cut it out, Cloud. Where is she?”
“Where is who?”
“Miss Morgan.”
It took a second for Olivia’s brain to catch up with the circumstance. “Lacy?”
“You know who I’m talking about. Where is she? What have you done with her?”
“Done with her? Good heavens, man, you act like I’m a criminal mastermind. I have absolutely no idea what you’re talking about.”
Detective Keane rapped his knuckles on the counter one, two, three times. “She’s gone. We arrived at Miss Morgan’s motel to make an arrest this morning and she’s missing.”
“To make an arrest?” Olivia was in disbelief. Good heavens, so they planned on pinning it on her after all. They had to have supporting evidence in that case. “And she’s gone.”
“That’s what I said, Cloud. She’s gone. And don’t tell me you’re not in on it. We have a witness who saw Miss Morgan leaving your store last night at around 7:30pm. She disappeared after that. Care to explain?”
Olivia blinked. A witness? Which witness? Heavens, the plot thickened. “Lacy came for a cup of coffee last night and left shortly afterward. She said she was going back to her motel room.”
“And you expect me to believe that?”
Quite frankly, she couldn’t care less what he believed. The fact that Lacy had gone missing concerned Olivia more. Where could she have gone? What if the real murderer had gotten to her?
“Hello? Are you registering this information, Miss Cloud?” Keane clapped his hands in front of her nose.
Everyone in the store stared at the confrontation. Chocolates were frozen halfway to mouths, coffee mugs hovering in mid-air.
“There’s no need to be rude, detective. I hear what you’re saying, but I’m afraid I can’t offer you any information on Lacy’s whereabouts.”
The detective opened his mouth to argue.
“And,” Olivia said, interrupted him before he could hit his stride, “if you think I’m lying, you’re more than welcome to speak to my lawyer.” It was the first time she’d used that threat with the Keane, but it was warranted.
Who did he think he was, coming in here with this attitude and treating her like a fugitive? And, in front of her customers no less!
Keane bubbled beneath his standard issue uniform. His cheeks reddened and he huffed and puffed. Another detective sat in his cruiser outside and peered into the store, past the happy chocolate logo and the cursive writing.
“Is there anything else I can do for you, officer?” Olivia asked, and forced her most polite tone. She wouldn’t let this guy get the better of her. He could as rude as he wanted, but she’d maintain her calm attitude.
Keane pursed his lips. “Don’t do anything stupid, Cloud,” he hissed. “I’ve got my eye on you. If you think you can hide a criminal from me, you’ll get a sharp wakeup call in a cold, grey cell.” He spun on his heel and marched from the chocolate shop, trailing that foul attitude. It hung in the air, unfortunately.
Even the music in the store seemed muted thanks to his outburst. Finally, chatter leaked back in at the corners and spread through the crowd. Chocolates slipped between lips and folks slurped from their coffee mugs.
“What a horrible man,” Alberta said, and reappeared. “I can’t stand that detective. He always thinks he knows best.”
“He doesn’t,” Olivia replied, a little too bitterly.
“Did he say what I think he did?” Albie asked. “That Lacy Morgan is actually…” she trailed off, sniffed, then lowered her voice to a whisper, “under arrest?”
“That’s what he said.” Olivia didn’t agree with it in the slightest. Sure, they hadn’t proven Lacy’s innocence yet, and she had seemed awfully interested in Gracie’s inheritance, but that didn’t add up to a conviction.
Either, Keane had evidence that Olivia hadn’t encountered – which, admittedly, was entirely possible – or this was a hunch and he’d messed it up. Given his track record, she’d gladly bet on the latter.
“What are you going to do about it?” Alberta asked.
“There’s nothing I can do. Lacy’s missing and I can’t interfere in an ongoing investigation.”
Alberta snorted.
“Fine, I can’t interfere in an arrest. That would be out of my scope of usual activities.” Though, it wasn’t that far of a stretch. She’d interfered with everything else thus far.
No, her priority had to be contacting Jake and warning him before Keane bumbled over there and upset him about his sister’s disappearance. And after that? For once, Olivia wasn’t too sure.
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J ake sat at one of the tables near the counter, his head in both hands. He shook it from side-to-side, staring at the plate of untouched chocolate. Usually, he’d have gulped them all down by now. “I can’t understand it. We just saw her, Olivia. She was here last night.”
“I know,” Olivia replied.
The afternoon had worn on and customers had finally filtered out, leaving a single table of elderly ladies; Miss Daisy and a friend in the far corner, chatting amicably. It was a nice break for Olivia, and an opportunity to discuss their plan of action.
“I’m so sorry, Jake,” she said, and touched the back of his hand; a light brush of contact.
He smiled for the first time since he’d entered the Block-A-Choc Shoppe. “Thank you,” he said. “But it’s not like she’s, you know, like she’s dead or something. She’s just missing. I know Lacy. She’ll turn up.”
“She’s done this before?”
“Oh, yeah. When we were kids, she used to go missing for hours. It drove my mother and father crazy. It was a different time back then. You could wander out into the fields and discover streams and picnic spots without a care.”
Olivia sighed. She hadn’t let Sebastian go anywhere unescorted. She hadn’t been a notorious helicopter mom, but she’d been strict about knowing where her son was and when.
“My mother wanted Lacy to stay in the yard, but she always found a way out. We had to do searches for her several times, and every time we’d come home exhausted, terrified, and find Lacy asleep on the sofa in front of the TV.”
Olivia chuckled at that. “That must’ve gone down well.”
“A treat. Our parents grounded her for weeks. Nothing worked.”
Olivia nodded. “I would say it’s safe to say she can handle herself, but we have more than just nature to take into consideration, here. We’ve got a murderer on the loose in Chester. I hate to be so blunt about it, but that’s the truth.”
“I agree,” Jake said. “And I don’t mind you being blunt. I just wish this hadn’t happened. If Lacy’s left on one of her wanderlust adventures, she’s an idiot. This would be the absolute worst time to do that. I mean, she’s a suspect in an active murder investigation and she knows that. I can’t conceive of that fact that she’d be that scatter-brained.”
“No, Lacy seems really intelligent,” Olivia replied.
“She is. She’s smart as a whip and wily as a fox. She wouldn’t just leave in the middle of an investigation. She’d realize that it makes her look bad.”
‘Bad’ wasn’t even the word for it. This made Lacy look like the killer. It was horrendous.
“We could go over to –”
The store’s door opened and Bo Benton entered. He walked right past their table and to the back counter, where Alberta manned the register.
“What’s he doing here?” Jake muttered.
“Eating chocolates, apparently.”
It shouldn’t have been a weird sight; Bo picking out chocolates, but the surly fellow had shown his dislike for Olivia and she’d assumed that’d extend to her store and its contents too.
Bo was oblivious. “Give me ten of those, uh, those fudge ones.”
“The Creamy Fudge Delights, dear?” Alberta lips writhed. She did her best to keep her composure, but it melted away fast. She didn’t like Bo Benton and the good folks of Chester had already spread multiple rumors about him in relation to Gracie’s murder.
“Ten, yeah.”
“Great choice. These are the best chocolates in Chester.”
“They ain't for me,” he muttered, and scuffed his heel. He turned his head this way and that, scanning the back of the store, then the kitchen door. Finally, he spotted Olivia and Jake at their table. He flinched.
“Hello, Bo,” Olivia said. What was the flinch about?
“You following me?” He asked. “I told you I have nothing to talk to you about.”
“Following you? No. I own this store.”
Bo’s expression crumbled into a muted rendition of despair. He hadn’t known she owned the store.
“Who are you buying chocolates for?” Jake asked.
“None of your business,” Bo snapped. “What’s wrong with the people in this town? Every one of you snoops in everyone’s personal business. Bunch of gossips and nags.”
Alberta sniffed and thrust a Block-A-Choc Shoppe box at Bo. “Your order.”
Bo snatched the box up, then dug in his pocket and drew out a couple bills. He threw them onto the countertop. “Keep the change. You look like you need it.”
“Hey!” Jake scraped his chair back and Olivia followed suit.
But Bo didn’t care for their opinion on his behavior. He swept toward the exit, out of the store and into the street, grumbling under his breath all the way. Olivia stared after him, fists clenched at her sides.
He had to be up to something. What if he knew where Lacy had gone?
“What are you waiting for?” Alberta hissed. “Go after him!”
“What?”
“Follow him! He’s up to something, Olivia. You’ve got to find out what it is. Don’t worry about the store. I’ll look after it, close up if I have to. Quickly, now!”
Olivia and Jake hurried to the exit, opened the door, and peered down the street. Jake turned the corner at the far end, heading inward.
“Center of town?” Olivia asked.
“Looks like it. We’d better hurry if we want to catch him.”
She gave Mr. Morgan the side eye. It was the first time he’d actually been game to follow a suspect with her. Perhaps, Lacy’s disappearance had put things in perspective for him. If he trusted Keane to do the right thing, his sister might end up in jail for a crime she didn’t commit.
Or did she?
“Let’s go,” Olivia said, and cut a path down the sidewalk.
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T  he Chester Stop n’ Go Motel didn’t have the best reputation – and that statement put it mildly. The place was a scaled down, dilapidated version of that hotel from the Shining, minus the grassy sculptures on the front lawn.
“This place gives me the creeps,” Jake said.
“You and me both.” They’d witnessed Bo enter the motel a few minutes prior, and their view through the dusty glass front door showed their mark in the lobby, still gripping that box of chocolates.
“It’s got to be Susan, right?” Jake asked. “He wouldn’t meet with Lacy. They didn’t even like each other. She told me that Bo gave her all the wrong kinds of feelings.”
“Such as?”
“Warning feelings, red flags. She didn’t like him,” Jake whispered. “Something’s happening.”
Olivia crossed her fingers and crouched down beyond the ancient, rusted car in the parking lot. She peered over the trunk.
A woman entered the lobby. Bo swept her into his arms and planted a sloppy kiss on her forehead.
“Ew,” Olivia said. “And yeah, that’s Susan. They’re definitely an item. Not like that’s exactly brand new information.”
“Ugh.” Jake exhaled and turned his back to the motel. He sank to the tarmac and folded his arms atop his knees. “This is ridiculous, but I really thought it might be Lacy. That she’d be here and all the questions would be answered.”
“It’s better this way,” Olivia replied, and kept the pair in her sights. “Would you really want your sister romantically involved with that guy? He’s rude and crass.”
“Yeah,” Jake said. “Yeah, you’re right.”
Olivia crouched down beside Jake and placed her hand on his shoulder. “It will be all right, Jake. We’re going to find Lacy, or she’ll turn up on her own. But I think it’s awfully convenient that she’s gone, Kieran’s gone, and these two are together in plain sight.”
“You think they might’ve been involved in her disappearance?”
“I can’t say for sure.” Olivia rose from the paving – Bo and Susan had already left the lobby – and offered Jake a hand. “Come on, let’s walk home. We can pick up a burger along the way.”
They walked down the street together, holding hands, in silence. Cars trundled past and birds chirped in the trees, flitting from branch to branch, announcing spring and its blossoms. A few folks walked past in the opposite direction and smiled at them.
Olivia had finally proven herself to the masses in Chester. They appeared to have accepted her, if they didn’t all like her. It would’ve given her great comfort if there weren’t a murderer amongst them.
“About Bo and Susan,” Jake said.
“Yeah?”
“Do you really think they might’ve had a hand in Kieran’s death? And Lacy’s disappearance?”
“I don’t want to make too many assumptions but –”
Jake snorted.
“What?”
“You’re the Queen of assumptions,” Jake said. “Luckily, they’re correct most of the time.”
“So complimentary.”
“You know what I mean. You were saying?”
“Just that Bo and Susan had the most to gain from Kieran’s death; and inheritance, for instance. What if Bo did the deed on Susan’s behalf?”
“Why Bo? He returned to the group, remember? And he was Kieran’s friend.”
“Yes, but there was still missing time. Lacy told us that she left Bo and Susan behind. If they were in cahoots, Bo would’ve had plenty of time to get out to Gracie’s estate and commit the murder.”
Jake waggled his head from side-to-side. “I guess, but it’s conjecture.”
“At this point, that’s all we’ve got to go on. Conjecture will have to be our mode of investigation. We have to go on the leads we have.”
“So, Bo goes back to the place, kills Kieran, and then what? Just runs all the way back to town?”
“Maybe,” Olivia replied. “No, definitely not. What about the yellow truck?”
“We could find out if Bo rented anything while he was here. We can call up Chester Rentals and find out!”
Olivia clicked her fingers. Perfection – if she hadn’t been so distracted by Lacy’s disappearance she might’ve thought of it sooner. “That’s a great idea. I say we do a little snooping of our own and find out more about Bo, and Susan, too. What would drive a woman like her to cheat on her husband?”
“Lack of love? You saw how Kieran treated her. Not that there’s ever an excuse for murder.”
“Right,” Olivia said. “Let’s get back to the Block-A-Choc Shoppe and check this out.”
“Good idea.”
Olivia had another ulterior motive for heading back to the store so soon – she didn’t trust Albie not to have burnt down at least a portion of the kitchen by now. Heaven knew, she loved the woman, but she had a knack for clumsiness and mishaps.
Jake halted mid-stride and jolted Olivia to a halt by her hand. “What if they hurt Lacy?”
“No, we can’t make that leap, Jake. Don’t stress about that. It’s not going to help anything if you do.”
“But think about it,” he said. “What if Lacy figured out that Bo and Susan had teamed up to take down Kieran? And when she confronted them, they – they –”
“Don’t,” Olivia said, and squeezed his hand. “Just trust that we’ll find her and get to the bottom of this. The faster we get back to the store and start our research, the better.”
Jake’s shoulders tensed up and he stared off into nothingness, the late afternoon sunlight highlighting his features; his sharp nose and the rough stubble along his jaw. “You’re right,” he said. “You’re right. There’s no use worrying about this.”
“We’ll find her, Jake.”
“How can you be so sure?”
They set off walking again and Olivia didn’t give him an answer. The truth was, she couldn’t be so sure.
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O livia waited patiently and bobbed her head along to the annoying pop song on the other end of the line.
"Anything yet?" Jake asked, hunched over his laptop in her living room, Dodger's front paws draped across his feet.
"I'm on hold," Olivia replied. "Something about contacting the boss? I don't know. The receptionist doesn't seem very clued up."
Jake shrugged. "It is Chester, after all."
"Hello?" Suddenly, a man clicked on the other end of the line.
"Hi, this is Olivia Cloud. To whom am I speaking?"
"This is Fred Carr," he said. "I'm the owner of Chester Rentals. Betilda mentioned you need some information from me?"
"That's correct," she said. "Thank you for taking the time to speak to me."
"Uh huh. Let's get to it. I've got an appointment in a half hour," Fred replied, totally bored by the conversation already. That was a good sign.
Olivia crossed her fingers. "I wanted to find out if you have a yellow truck up for rental," she said. "And if you do, who you've rented it out to in the past couple weeks."
Fred cleared his throat. "Firstly, madam, I can't give out personal information. It's against company policy."
Company policy? Chester Rentals was hardly a franchise. "All right. And secondly?"
"Secondly? Secondly nothing. Look, if that's all -"
"But you do have a yellow truck up for rental there?" She asked. The key to investigative work was persistence and pushing buttons, even if she pushed a little too hard sometimes.
"No."
"Pardon?"
"No, ma'am, we do not have a yellow truck up for rental at Chester Rentals. Are you with the police? Because I already spoke to the police about this and I'm telling you now, if you keep calling it’s harassment, do you hear me? Harassment!"
"Thank you for your time, Mr. Carr."
"Oh, no you don't. You can't call me up and delay me, then expect to get off the phone that easy."
"What's happening?" Jake asked.
She covered the bottom half of her cell. "He's yelling at me. He thinks I'm the police, harassing him."
"Ha, so they made the connection before we did."
Olivia focused on the phone again. "- innocent man trying to make a living. How am I supposed to do that when people keep calling with ridiculous questions or officers patrolling through my shop like it’s Main Street? Explain that to me. Hello? Are you there?"
"Thank you, Mr. Carr." She hung up before he could launch into another rant about time wasters.
Sunset was near, and Carr's appointment had to be with a meal rather than a business contact. Though, who was she to judge?
Olivia sat down on the sofa and placed her feet in front of Dodger. She rested her bare heels against his warm body. He gave a satisfied sigh. "The truck is not a rental. We're out of luck on that one."
"Great," Jake said, and ruffled his hair.
"Did you find anything?"
"Actually, yeah," he said, and angled the laptop to give her a better view of the screen. "Take a look at that. Mugshot from the state of Arizona."
Bo Benton's harsh features glared at them from a photo, drained of color. The photographer had captured the menace in his eyes.
"He's got priors," Olivia breathed.
"Oh, yeah," Jake said, and leaned in. "Aggravated assault and armed robbery. Nothing about murder or attempted murder, though. But, yes, this guy has a record. He's definitely a person of interest."
"But what about the truck?" Olivia asked.
"That part doesn't make sense to me. Why would someone commit a murder in such a conspicuous vehicle in the first place? It doesn't seem sensible," Jake said.
"Unless the murderer knew they wouldn't get caught. We could call the dealership," Olivia said. "Check if they have any for sale. Or have made any similar sales recently."
"No. Already done it, and the answer is, no. No sales. No truck. It has to be from out of town."
"But Lacy and Kieran didn't road trip down, and they certainly didn't bring a yellow truck with them," Olivia replied. She ran her fingers through her hair. "What does it all mean?"
"It means," Jake said, then sighed, "I don't know what it means. Maybe that it's time to forget about the truck and focus on our prime suspect."
"Maybe," Olivia said. "I don't know. The truck was the one unique thing Lacy mentioned. I feel like it's a part of this, I'm just not sure how."
Jake tapped the laptop's flat black casing. "Hmm. I don't know, Olivia. We could go after the truck, but it's a longshot. We don't have any clue where it is. Bo, however..."
"Yeah, you're right. He's right in front of us. Right there." Dusk darkened the living room and she clicked on the lamp. "I think we're going to need more information, though. It's not enough that we know he has priors."
"And motive."
"And motive. He's also in love with Kieran's wife, who just happens to have had an affair during their marriage." The woman had definitely been mistreated, but was there ever an excuse for an affair? It seemed it'd only make the situation worse.
"What do you suggest?" Jake asked. "Information gathering?"
"Yes," Olivia said, and shifted on the sofa. "Up close and personal."
"Uh oh."
"I say we stake out two places. The Stop n' Go motel and Gracie's Estate. Finding the murderer might be our only key to finding Lacy, if she didn't just leave on one of her adventures." Gosh, hopefully she had disappeared on her own accord.
"I don't want to split up," Jake said. "That's dangerous."
"All right, then you take the more dangerous option," she said. "The Stop 'n Go. That's where Bo is more likely to be."
"Okay, but why even stake out Gracie's Estate?" Jake asked.
"I've got a feeling about it. I don't know, but I wonder if Lacy didn't go there to hide? It's got a huge garden, after all, plenty of nooks and crannies. I just want to check it out." It was a gut feeling. And while she was there, she might be able to follow that set of tire tracks from the yellow truck. Gosh, if they hadn't already been erased.
It was a long shot, but worth it. Lacy's disappearance had made everything more urgent. She didn't want to mention it to Jake, but a sense of foreboding had settled over her the minute Keane had mentioned she'd gone missing.
"Are you ready?" Olivia asked.
"What?"
"There's no time like the present," she said, and got up to fetch the silver suitcase that contained all her investigative goodies; a gift from her As. This was the perfect opportunity to use it.
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O livia lifted her night vision goggles over her head and attached them to her face. She'd dropped Jake at the Stop n' Go, then driven out to Gracie's Estate, nerves twirling through her belly. The wrought iron fences were ajar, and provided a green tinted view of the shut front doors of the mansion.
"Get a hold of yourself, Olivia," she whispered. The night vision goggles were heavy - reminding her of a scene out of a movie. They probably looked ridiculous too. Luckily, there wasn't a soul to witness them.
The coast was clear. Olivia sat back and sighed. She let the goggles hang from the strap around her neck, and then rolled down the window a bit to allow fresh air through the sliver.
Nothing had happened since she'd arrived. Perhaps her hunch had been incorrect and Gracie's Estate wasn't Lacy's hiding place, or a secret hotspot for illegal activity. It was just an empty mansion and a crime scene.
Poor Gracie; all her charity work and goodness had been tarnished by this. And poor Kieran - no matter what he'd done in life, he hadn't deserved a vicious death by stabbing.
Olivia's cellphone buzzed and she let out a tiny squeal of shock, and then burst into laughter. "Ridiculous. No need to be so on edge," she muttered, then clipped open her handbag and removed the phone.
A text notification flashed on the screen. She swiped to unlock then tapped through to the application.
At the Stop n' Go. They're both here. Saw them enter together a couple minutes ago. It was from Jake.
Did they see you? What are they up to?"  She sent that off and glanced up at the mansion again.
Didn't see me. No idea what they're doing. I'll try to sneak around the perimeter of the motel and see if I can get a better view. All good there?
Olivia's fingers hovered above the touchscreen keypad. All good? Ha, try all boring. Yes, nothing is happening. No movement at the Estate.
Good. The text binged through almost immediately, and it annoyed her a little. He wanted her to be safe, she understood that, but it was pretty frustrating that her assumption had been incorrect.
"You win some, you lose some," Olivia muttered.
A flash of light caught her attention. She snapped her head up, dropped the cell, then grasped her goggles and raised them. What was that? A flashlight? A person?
She lifted the night vision goggles and colored her view of the mansion green. Nothing. Totally empty. The windows were dark too.
The flash came again and almost blinded her. Yes, it was definitely someone with a light. Olivia swept the goggles left and right, searching for the source. A figure stood on the corner of the house, back toward her.
The person appeared to be scouting the perimeter, but Olivia couldn't make out any distinct features. She had to be closer.
"Shoot," she whispered. "This is it." She clunked open her car door, took the keys from the ignition, and then slipped out into the cool night. She lifted the goggles again, but the flashlight-wielding individual had already moved around the corner. "Lacy?" Could it be?
Perhaps, Jake's sister had returned and thought she'd find him at the Estate since he had stayed there to finalize Gracie's affairs.
Olivia had to proceed with caution - if that wasn't Lacy, but the murderer returned to the scene of the crime, the last thing she wanted was to draw attention to herself.
She set off across the gravel, wincing as it crunched underfoot, then entered the grounds and hurried after the mystery man or woman. She lifted the goggles and tightened the strap around her head, just in case.
She rushed around the corner, head heavy from the added weight, and spotted movement at the far end of the grounds. There! They'd wormed through a hole in the fence. The ragged edges wobbled from the disturbance, but hedge leaves shaded the individual from view.
Olivia sprinted across the grounds and to the opening, then wriggled through herself. The night goggles hooked on the fence and the strap ripped. They flopped from her face and hung loose around her neck again.
"Oh for heaven's sake," she muttered, and popped out into a back road; a dirt road, to be precise. She fiddled with the strap, but the plastic clasp at the back had broken. It didn't matter, now wasn't the time to fix her equipment.
Now, was the time to find the snooper. She scanned the underbrush, but clouds scudded in front of the moon and blocked out the remaining light. "Double shoot," she whispered, and fiddled with the strap and clasp again.
She gave it up, trudged out into the dirt road, and raised the goggles to her face.
The growl of an engine stalled her. High beams clicked on further down the road and snared her in place. She lifted her hand to block out the glare and caught sight of the yellow siding of... "A truck!"
The driver revved the engine.
"Uh oh," Olivia said.  "No, no. This isn't happening." Jake would flip his lid if he found out she'd stumbled into this situation. She put up her palms and pushed them toward the yellow beast in a gesture of supplication.  
The truck roared, spitting stones and dirt, and Olivia let out a screech. She was frozen in the center of the road, unable to think or move. The vehicle bore down on her.
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O livia couldn't keep it up much longer. She rounded a corner in Chester and high-tailed it down the street, flat-soled pumps scraping on the sidewalk. A thin sheen of sweat coated her forehead, more of it dribbled down her spine.
The truck hadn't let up since it'd found her on the dirt road behind Gracie's estate. It'd chased her all the way into town.
"You can do this," she whispered. The night vision goggles weighed her down. She stumbled and slowed. She didn't have her cell to call for help, and at the time, she hadn't had the presence of mind to run back through the hole in the fence and sprint to her car.
The truck's engine whooshed and let out a shrill scream in the street adjacent. Lights cast Olivia's shadow ahead of her on the 'crete and she picked up the pace again.
"Go away," she yelled. But the driver certainly couldn't hear her, and the empty store windows couldn't help either.
She had to get back to the Block-A-Choc Shoppe. She'd bang on the front door until Alphonsine came down and let her in.
The truck roared up behind her and she sprinted on, pumping her fists back and forth, legs aching from the prolonged exercise. After this, she'd never do cardio again. Assuming, of course, she survived her encounter with what could only be the murderer.
The truck's warmth brushed down her back and Olivia lurched forward, quickened the pace if it was even possible, and darted around the corner, into the street which held her precious store.
Not much further. She could do this. She could -
The truck rounded the corner at breakneck speed and she glanced back at it. The horrible mouth-like grill, grinning at her, the driver hidden from view by tinted windows.
"Go away," she yelled, a second time. Futile. As if they'd listen. Get it together, Olivia.
It was time to go for broke. The truck swerved toward her and mounted the sidewalk, snarling at her legs. Olivia feinted right and ran across the road. She slammed into the windows of the store a few spaces from hers.
A screech of metal and the crash of a broken window jarred her back into motion. She didn't look back, but jogged on, ankles whining. She was almost there. A figure materialized beneath the lamppost outside her store. He was caught in the vignette of light.
"R-Jake?" She croaked, the goggles beat out a rhythm against her décolletage. "Jake? Oh, thank the stars."
"Olivia?" He scurried forward to greet her. "What the heck happened? What was that?" He peered past her and up the street.
"No time. We have to - get - inside," Olivia said, between big gasps. "He's coming."
"Who?"
"Yellow truck."
"That yellow truck?" Jake asked, and pointed down the street.
She followed his line of sight and gasped.
The yellow truck, the evil monster that had pursued her for the past eternity - probably, a half hour - had crashed into one of the wrought iron lamp post. The hood steamed, yellow lip crumpled into a sneer.
"That's the killer," Olivia said, and sucked in breaths to calm herself. "They chased me for ages. All the way from Gracie's mansion."
"What?"
She nodded.
Jake started off toward the truck but Olivia caught his arm. "Don't," she said. "Don't do it. We have to get inside and call Keane. He's the only one who can help us now." It grated her to say it.
The truck started its engine again, by some miracle it worked, and the driver slammed it into reverse. It parted from the lamp post with a raw crunch, and screeched into the road.
"Inside!" Olivia cried.
But the truck didn't careen toward them. Instead, the driver high-tailed it outta there, and the yellow behemoth disappeared around the far corner.
"What the heck?" Jake repeated. "Olivia, this is insanity. Did you see the plates on that thing?"
"No." She wiped more sweat from her brow. Any mascara she'd put on that morning had to have run by now - she probably looked like a witch. "Sorry, I was too busy running for my life. What was on them?"
"Nothing. They were blacked out."
"That's spectacularly illegal." Though, clearly the driver wasn't concerned with legalities. He'd chased her through Chester with intent to kill. "I can't believe I made it out of that."
Jake's expression clouded and he took her hands. "Are you okay?"
"As I can be." She shivered. The cool breeze pricked at her moist skin. "I need to get inside, though. And then I need to go fetch my car. It's still in front of Gracie's place."
"What happened out there?" Jake asked, and guided her toward the front door.
"I'll tell you inside," she said, and rapped her knuckles on the door, loud enough to wake Alphonsine. The Frenchwoman appeared seconds later - perhaps, the crash had woken her up - pale as a sheet.
"Olivia?" She asked, in her thick accent. "Olivia, what was that?"
"A murderer," she replied. "Care to open the door, Alph?"
Her A rushed to do her bidding. Olivia made it two steps inside then collapsed into one of the chairs. She laid her head on the table and inhaled the scent of her store; chocolates, coffee, home. Tears welled in the corners of her eyes.
Never, ever, had she experienced anything as terrifying as that. "I thought I was toast," Olivia said, at last.
"Alphonsine, could you make Olivia a cup of hot cocoa, and bring us a few chocolates, please," Jake said. He sat down in the seat closest to Olivia's, and placed his hand on hers. "It's all right. We'll call Keane and get this sorted out. You'll feel better once you've had something to drink and eat."
Would she? The murderer knew her face, now. And they clearly weren't too worried about committing another atrocity. What if some unwitting pedestrian fell prey to them on the way back to... wherever they'd come from?
Jake stroked her back. "I'm going to go fetch your car, all right? Alphonsine is here, and Dodger, too. I'll be right back."
She fished the keys out of her pocket, sat up straight and handed them over. "Thanks," she said. "For everything."
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A fter the chocolates and cocoa, Alphonsine helped Olivia up the stairs and into the living room. Dodgy greeted her with a bark, a tail wag, and about two thousand licks more than he usually would. Perhaps, he sensed something had gone terribly wrong.
"Are you okay, Olivia?" Alphonsine asked. "Can I get you a wet towel for your face?"
"That would be lovely, Alph. Thank you. I need to take a long bath, truth be told, but I'd better wait for Jake to get back with the car first. And I'll need to talk to Detective Keane tonight, while the incident is still fresh in my mind."
Alphonsine hurried out to get the towel and Olivia settled back as best she could. Dodger lowered himself to the floor with a doggy 'harrumph' and gave her ankles a few more licks for good measure.
Panic sat in the center of Olivia's chest, a great big ball of the stuff, but she didn't let it rise and stifle her thoughts.
The fact was that someone had tried to murder her this evening. To run her over, and most likely because she'd poked her nose into their business. But why had they returned to the scene of the crime?
And how sure could she be that the truck guy or gal was the actual killer? It seemed a stretch to believe there were two murderous individuals roaming Chester's streets, but hadn't Jake said both Bo and Susan were at the Stop n' Go Motel?
"They didn't do it?" Olivia scratched her chin. But if they hadn't offed Kieran, then who had? And what could possibly have been the motivation. Lacy? Perhaps, she'd actually run off to hide from the cops. They'd wanted to arrest her for the murder.
Yet, Lacy didn't own a yellow truck and Olivia couldn't picture her driving it down the streets of Chester, bent on running her down. No, surely it wasn't Lacy.
The foggy questions drifted through her mind, and she stifled a yawn. If Jake didn't get back soon, he might find her asleep on the sofa, and that wouldn't help anyone. She had to give Detective Keane the truck's description so he could initiate the search.
"Maybe he searched for it already and didn't find it," Olivia whispered.
The gate that separated Olivia's apartment from the shop downstairs clanged. Ah, Jake had arrived. Dodger sat up and whapped his tail against the floor.
"Hello?" Olivia called out. Goodness, what had happened to Alphonsine with her wet towel? "Jake? Alph?"
A scream shattered the silence, and Olivia jerked upright. Dodger burst into a flurry of fur and barks.
"Alphonsine!" Olivia yelled.
"Don't get up." Jake entered the living room, Alphonsine hot on his heels, carrying the towel in question. "I'm afraid I startled Alph on the way in."
"You give me the heart attack, Mr. Morgan. Here is the towel, Olivia. I have to switch on the hot water. It was all cold" She handed it over.
"Thank you," Olivia said, and accepted it. She didn't sit back. A fresh load of adrenaline had delivered her from lethargy. She wiped her face with the towel and it came back blackened by mascara, as she'd feared.
Dodgy settled down again with a tail wag and a whine.
"Did you manage to get the car?" Olivia asked.
Jake jangled the keys at her, and then placed them in the shallow bowl on the coffee table. "Parked outside," he said. "I put your handbag on your dressing table."
"Thank you," she replied. "I suppose it's time we talk to Detective Keane about all of this."
"You don't want to wait until morning?" Jake asked, and sat down beside her. His phone pinged and he frowned. "What on earth? Who's messaging me at this hour?"
"No idea," Olivia replied. "And no, I don't want to wait until morning. This is urgent. I want Keane to understand just how urgent it is. He can look me in my sweaty face and tell me why he hasn't put the driver behind bars, yet."
Jake whipped his cell out and swiped his thumb across the screen. He tapped a few times, read the message, and then went pale.
"What is it?" Olivia asked. "What's wrong?"
"It's from Lacy," he said, and handed her the phone.
Olivia scanned the line of text.
Lots of wood. Can't see outside. Inside clean. Smells strange. SOS.
Lots of wood? What did this mean? "It's an SOS. She's in trouble," Olivia said. "She needs our help."
It was Jake's turn to wipe sweat from his brow. "In trouble in a place with lots of wood? Gosh, why couldn't she have been more descriptive?"
"I'm calling her," Olivia said.
"Don't!"
"What? Why not?"
"Because if she sent the text instead of calling herself, it might mean she can't speak. What if she's been... taken by someone and we call and alert them to the fact that she's got a phone."
Olivia shook her head. "Why didn't she just message the police?'
"Olivia, it's not like she has Keane's number. An anonymous caller who doesn't say anything won't clue them in on her predicament. This was the easiest way for her to get the message out." Jake took the phone back. "That's it. I'm calling Keane. Whoever this is has to be total lunatic."
"The yellow truck," Olivia said, and clicked her fingers. "The driver has to be the murderer."
"Why?"
"Think about it, Jake. She hasn't messaged before now, probably because she was under watch. If she was taken, who would take her but the murderer? And that same murderer was clearly away from Lacy this evening, since he was in the car, chasing me down." Or it was all a ruse on Lacy's part. But why would she send a text in the first place? To make herself look innocent?
"You're right. Oh gosh, Olivia, you're right." Jake's fingers danced across the screen. "I'm calling Keane. He has to do something about this. He has to believe Lacy is in danger."
But Olivia wasn't so sure. If she'd learned anything about Keane since she'd moved to Chester, it was that he was stubborn as an ox. "Do it," she said, because, right now, the detective was the only hope they had.
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K  eane shifted in his seat at the table in the Block-A-Choc Shoppe and narrowed his eyes at Olivia. "So, you expect me to believe that you were pursued through Chester by some mystery yellow truck and no one saw a darn thing?"
"Excuse me," Jake said, "I saw the darn thing. It crashed into the lamp post down the street, if you'd care to take a look."
"You don't count," Keane snapped, and his jowls wobbled. "You're practically in Miss Cloud's pocket. You'll say whatever she wants you to."
Olivia's jaw dropped. She should've expected this from Keane, but his downright idiocy startled her. "Are you really going to ignore my complaint?"
"Ma'am," said Keane's partner, a surly twenty something year old with a wispy mustache, "if you'd like to lodge a complaint, we'd be more than happy -"
"Quiet, Jensen. That's exactly what she wants." Keane sniffed. "You're trying to throw me off Lacy's scent. You're hiding her and you want me to believe that this mystery yellow truck chased you down. I know there's no yellow truck. It's a fabrication. I called the car rental and dealership stores in Chester."
"That means nothing," Olivia said, and kept her tone even. She had to or she'd end up reaching across the table and throttling the man.
"You can't be this obtuse," Jake thundered. He didn't plan on keeping his emotions under wraps, apparently. "Look." He whipped his cellphone out and handed it to Keane. "I received that message a half hour ago from my sister. She hasn't been in contact in days. When I tried calling her earlier this afternoon her cell was off."
"What is this garbage?" Keane asked.
His partner squinted at the screen. "It looks like a plea for help, sir. I believe the suspect is describing her surroundings."
"Yes, Jensen, I'm aware of that," Keane growled.
Olivia sighed. "We received this text from Lacy shortly after my encounter with that yellow truck. We believe that the two incidents might be linked."
"How?" Jensen asked, and Detective Keane shot him a look filled with so much venom it was a surprise he didn't spontaneously expire on the spot.
"We figure that the owner of that truck is holding Lacy hostage, and that she hasn't had the opportunity to get out a message until now," Jake said, the ill redness hadn't left his cheeks. He'd been this way since they'd received the text.
"Why didn't she call the cops?" Jensen asked.
"It doesn't matter why," Keane interjected. "It's clearly a fake message. This is just to throw off the police. You think you're smart calling me out here, Cloud? That I won't see through your ruse? Well, if you think that then -"
Olivia clapped once and silenced him. "Detective, if you don't take my statement about what happened this evening, I'm going to contact your superiors."
He scoffed.
"And your wife."
"What?" Keane's scowl dissolved into a mask of fear. His wife was notoriously overbearing. She was a beautiful woman who frequently ordered chocolates from the store. She'd lamented her husband's anger at Olivia quite a few times over the phone.
"She's not happy you've been less than friendly to me," Olivia said, putting it mildly to soften the blow. "I didn't want to have to mention it, but you've forced my hand."
Keane shifted and his belly wobbled. He stared first at Olivia, then at Jake. Finally, he drew a notepad from his pocket, along with a pen. His partner did the same.
"Would you care to come with me, Mr. Morgan?" Jensen asked. "I'll take your statement over by the counter."
"I'd rather have Detective Keane take my statement," Jake said.
"No." Olivia patted his arm. "It's okay. I'll be fine. You go with Detective Jensen." She smiled to reassure him that the big bad bear didn't scare her one bit.
Keane's bark was worse than his bite. He thought he was in charge of Chester as a whole, rather than just his investigation, and even that was touch and go.
Jake and the other detective retreated to the far side of the store, and Olivia focused on Keane once more. She braced herself for the negative attitude. "It was a yellow truck," she said. "And it chased me from Gracie's mansion all the way into Chester and down this street. It crashed into the lamppost. You can take a look yourself."
"Is that so?" Keane wrote down the information bit-by-bit, pausing to cast his anger at her. "And I don't suppose you caught a glimpse of the tags on this mystery vehicle."
"It's not a mystery vehicle," Olivia replied, evenly. "But no, I didn't catch a glimpse of them. Jake did. He said that they were blacked out."
"Of course they were."
"Clearly, someone wants to hide their identity," Olivia continued, ignoring the jibe, "and there's only one type of person who wants to hide their identity; a murderer."
"Right." Keane rolled his eyes. "Did you get a look at the mystery driver?"
Apparently, calling everything 'mystery' was meant to discredit what she'd seen. "No, I didn't. I saw the front of the truck; it's horrible, glaring lights, and the grill. It kind of looked like a monster's mouth, tapered at the corners."
Keane wrote that down too, reluctance in every flick of his pen. "Is that all?"
"That and the message Jake received from Lacy."
"Yeah, I'm sure Jensen will talk to him about that."
"Please, detective, you have to believe us. This is a matter of life and death for Lacy. I have the feeling that this won't end well if she isn't found soon."
"Oh, don't you worry, I'll find her. And when I do, she'll be in the prison cell where she belongs," Keane said, and capped his pen. "Is that all, Miss Cloud?"
"For now, I guess." She couldn't force the detective to like her or take her seriously. This was the best she could do, for now.
"Good." Keane launched himself out of the chair, and then marched from the store and into the night. He headed in the direction of that broken lamp post.
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"We shouldn't have come here," Jake said, out of the corner of his mouth. He was extremely uncomfortable in the plush purple armchair. "It doesn't feel right."
"This is the only way we'll find Lacy. Unless you've got a better idea?" Olivia asked. She'd taken a spot in a matching lime green armchair.
"No," Jake sighed.
They'd come to Henrietta Long's office at the Chester Gazette out of sheer desperation. No amount of internet research could refine Lacy's directions. 'Lots of wood' and 'clean inside' didn't exactly narrow down the search.
If anyone would know where to look, it would be the nosiest reporter in town. She had two fingers in every pie and an ear to the ground, never forgetting the bloodhound nose for sniffing out a story.
"I don't like this," Jake repeated.
The door opened behind them and Henrietta herself entered the office. She pushed her horn-rimmed glasses up her nose. "Don't like what, Mr. Morgan?" She asked. "Coming to Henrietta Long for help? A lot of people don't like it, especially those who've read their names in my articles."
"How do you know we're looking for help?" Olivia asked.
"Why else would you be here?" Henrietta sat down behind her chrome desk and scraped a bright pink chair forward. "But if you think I'm going to help you for free, you've got to be crazy. In fact, I've asked you for a scoop several times, Miss Cloud, and you've always given me the cold shoulder. So, tell me, why should I help you?"
Olivia bit her bottom lip with her teeth. "Because this involves the murder, and because I might have an interesting tale for you. One that you can spin as a horror story for your readers." Guilt trod through Olivia's mind, but she had to do this. Henrietta was their only remaining source, and every minute that ticked by sent Lacy into jeopardy.
"A scoop, eh?" Long didn't care about the murder. "Do tell."
"Last night, on one of my nightly investigations," Olivia said, because Henrietta would see through a lie about her motives anyway, "I was at the Morgan Estate when I encountered an individual in a bright yellow truck."
Henrietta narrowed her eyes. "Didn't Lacy say there was a truck there on the night of Kieran's murder?"
"How did you know that?' Jake asked, and then waved a hand. "Forget I asked. Of course, you know that."
"So, what happened with this truck?" Henrietta placed her hands atop each other. Her eyes flashed curiosity.
"It chased me down," Olivia replied. "In fact, it chased me all the way through Chester until it crashed into a lamp post right outside my store. I'm almost convinced it was the murderer in the vehicle."
"Ha, that is a good scoop. I can spin that for the readers," Henrietta said, and picked up a pen. She jotted something down on her desk pad. "I'll come by sometime during the week to get a few quotes from you on what happened. I'll expect you to juice things up a bit, of course. Make out like it was a terrifying ordeal."
"It was a terrifying ordeal. I nearly died," Olivia said.
"Perfect. They'll buy that." Henrietta was oblivious, or she thought everyone was as underhanded as she was. "Now, what do you need to know?"
"Shortly after the incident with the truck, Jake received a message from his sister. We need to know the location she described," Olivia said.
Jake handed over the cell and Henrietta read the text. She frowned. "That's not a lot to go on. Wood and clean?"
"Yeah, we know. We figured it might be somewhere new or even out of town, since no one has seen the yellow truck in Chester before," Jake said.
"You think there's a link between the two?" Henrietta asked. Then, she dismissed her own questions with a shake. "All right, I think I might be able to help you out here."
Olivia crossed her fingers under the desk.
"I did a piece a short while ago about a series of new developments out in the forest on the edge of town. Turns out, the contractors weren't using the safest materials for the constructions."
"Constructions?"
"Yes, cabins, to be precise. They were building cabins for people and the real estate agents in charge were offering them up as the poor man's solution to a holiday home. Basically, trying to draw all the old folks out of town," Henrietta said. "The fact that they didn't follow regulations, and that I reported it, set them back quite a lot of time and money."
It was a miracle no one had tried to kill Henrietta yet. She'd made enemies around every corner and in every industry imaginable.
"All right," Olivia said, "so you think this matches the criteria?"
"It's the closest you'll get to it, in my humble opinion," Henrietta said, then rolled back a bit in her chair. She opened one of her desk drawers with a metallic squeal and rummaged around inside it.
Jake and Olivia exchanged a quizzical glance.
"Here it is," Henrietta said, and drew out a small, white card. "This is the guy's number. Giorgio. Phone him and ask about the place. He should be able to give you all the information you need."
Olivia took the card from the reporter. "Thanks a lot, Henrietta. This is a big help."
"I would say that you can ask any time, but that'd be a lie. Ask when you've got something to give me in return; like this truck story. Now, that'll make for good headline news. And if I can link it to a murder, even better," Henrietta said, and clasped her hands together in front of her chest. "I'll be in touch for those quotes, Olivia. Don't forget."
As if she'd have the chance. Jake and Olivia practically jogged out of the office and away from the bizarre decor and equally strange reporter.
They finally had their lead.
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O livia and Jake stood in the living room since they were too keyed up to sit down. Dodger followed their incessant pacing with only his head and the occasional wag of his tail. Downstairs, the As had taken over the store.
It’d been a week without as many chocolates and chats with customers as Olivia would’ve liked, but Lacy’s disappearance and the murder took precedent. Whoever this was, they were dangerous and they weren’t afraid to act again.
Unfortunately, that was more important than Olivia’s store or those delicious balls of heaven on the silver trays downstairs.
“I’ll call him,” Olivia said. “He’s probably used to selling to old women.”
“Just one problem,” Jake replied. “You’re not an old woman.”
“Flattery will get you everywhere, Morgan, but not in this instance. Hand over the card.” She hooked her fingers, palm out, and he gave it to her.
Nerves beset her. This was their shot to get Lacy back and to find the murderer before it was too late. She’d had nightmares last night about that engine’s horrible whoosh-squeal as it chased her down.
“Use my phone,” Jake said, and gave it to her.
She chewed the inside of her cheek and dialed the number on the card, then placed the phone against her ear and listened to the ringing.
“This is Giorgio,” he answered.
“Hi Giorgio, this is Olivia,” she said. “I heard you’re selling cabins just outside of Chester and I wondered if I might arrange a viewing with you. I’ve decided I can’t bear to live in the town itself anymore.”
“Oh?” Giorgio’s intrigue peaked. “No, I’m sorry. I can’t do that.”
“You can’t?”
“No, my dear,” he said, buttery as a croissant. “You see, I sold the last unit about a month ago.”
“You did?”
“Yes, I did. The owner plans on using it as a base to off road and go fishing.”
“They do,” Olivia said, and her heart leaped. Was it too much to hope that it was the same person who’d chased her down? “That’s unfortunate,” she said. “You see, I’ve just bought myself a truck and I’d love to be able to use it in a similar manner.”
“Ah, I’m afraid that won’t be possible.”
“I’m somewhat of an enthusiast,” Olivia continued, talking over Giorgio. “I love nature, cars, and cabins. Say, you don’t know what truck the buyer has, do you? I know it’s just to feed my ego, but I do have the best model on the market.”
“What are you doing?” Jake mouthed. “That doesn’t even make sense.”
“I’m afraid I don’t,” Giorgio replied. “I’m not clued up on vehicles myself. But it’s a magnificent beast; bright yellow, one heck of an engine.”
Olivia involuntarily clenched her fist. It was the murderer! “Oh, that sounds awesome,” she said. “I – say, I know this is a bit of a stretch, but I’ve really got my heart set on living out there in the woods. I don’t suppose you’d be able to give me the address to the cabin. If I could contact the owner and make a counter offer, that’d just be swell.”
Jake’s brow wrinkled. He didn’t understand what Olivia meant by any of this.
“I don’t know about that,” Giorgio replied. “It would be highly unorthodox to say the least. And I wouldn’t want to disturb the old bird.”
Old bird? A woman? It was a woman? Oh, good heavens.
“Please,” Olivia said. “I’d be happy to pay you a cut of the money if I do manage to get her to sell. It would be more than worth your while.”
“Well,” Giorgio said, then chuckled. “You sure know how to wear a guy down. All right, I’ll give you the address, but on the condition that you don’t harass her. Ask once and if she refuses, then that’s it. I don’t want to hear any complaints from Miss Daisy.”
Miss Daisy.
Olivia almost fell over. She thrust out her arm and grabbed Jake’s shoulder, held herself upright. Miss Daisy?! The same old lady who’d whacked Henrietta Long on the head and who was Hines’ best customer down at the store?
Of course! She renovated frequently because she’d just moved to a new house; a new cabin in the woods; a clean cabin!
Olivia’s legs went wobbly.
“Hello? Are you there, Olivia?”
“Yes, I’m here,” she said. “Please give me the address.” She gestured for a piece of paper and a pen, and Jake hurried to get them. She wobbled on the spot but kept herself upright.
“Got a pen and paper?”
“Now I do,” she said, and accepted them from Jake. “Lay it on me.”
“It’s 25 Woodrow Drive,” Giorgio said. “You just head north out of Chester and you’ll hit Woodrow’s turn off after ten minutes. You can’t miss it.”
“Thank you so much, Giorgio. I’ll be in touch if she accepts my offer,” Olivia said.
“Good to know. Have a good day.”
She hung up before he could ask for her last name, and handed Jake both the phone and the address.
“What happened? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”
“I know who murdered Kieran.”
Jake’s eyes went round as dinner plates. “Who?”
“Miss Daisy. That sweet old lady who gets chocolates every day,” Olivia said.
“And who beat Henrietta over the head,” Jake replied. “Oh, wow. Olivia, she knows you’re investigating. It’s only a matter of time before she comes over here and does something… untoward.”
“She wasn’t in the store this morning. I didn’t see her in her usual spot when we left for the Chester Gazette offices,” Olivia whispered. She checked her watch. It was just past 4 pm in the afternoon. “We’ve got to go to her, Jake.”
“Are you crazy?”
“No. We have to do it before she does something to Lacy,” Olivia said. “Your sister must’ve realized something and the old woman abducted her. If we don’t act fast –”
“All right,” Jake said. “Let’s do this.”
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N ow that they’d had a chance to mull it over, it all made sense to a certain extent. They couldn’t quite figure out Miss Daisy’s motivation, but everything else added up.
They hadn’t been able to find the truck because Miss Daisy never came to town with it. She had a violent nature, as shown by the savage, although somewhat humorous, beating of Henrietta Long. She was always around, watching.
“Jake, I’m afraid,” Olivia said. It was the first time she’d gotten a truly malevolent vibe from someone. Miss Daisy had attacked Kieran in cold blood. She’d knifed him, for heaven’s sake, and she must’ve stayed behind after Gracie’s memorial service to do so. That meant premeditation.
“Don’t be,” he said. “Everything will be okay.”
Olivia turned off onto Woodrow Drive and held her breath. Trees dotted the long dirt road – they’d named it, but hadn’t bothered paving it. Apparently, the outdoors vibe was part of the appeal for those who bought the cabins out here.
After a few twists and turns, they passed their first cabin, and then another, and another, all separated by slatted fences.
“Number 25, right?” Olivia asked.
“That’s what you wrote down on the paper.” Jake flashed it at her. “Try to relax. We’re not here to make a daring rescue, Olivia. We’re just going to get a picture of the truck and send it to Keane. That’s all.”
“I know.”
“We can hang back until they turn up and get Lacy back. Everything will be fine,” Jake said, more to himself than to her. “Just fine.”
Poor man, he was probably out of his mind with anxiety since his sister had been kidnapped by an unstable old lady with a penchant for hunting knifes and trucks. Olivia should be the one supporting him, not vice versa.
“It will be okay, Jake,” she said, and slowed the car. It bumped in a rut and wobbled along. “We’ll make sure Lacy is just fine.”
“Yeah, we will,” Jake replied, then gulped. “I guess I can’t help worrying that we’re too late. What if Lacy sent out the message and Miss Daisy found out. Miss Daisy… It’s ridiculous that she’s got the cutest name in history, yet is a cold-blooded killer.”
“Lacy is fine,” Olivia said, and parked the car in front of number 23. She peered up at the fence and the cabin beyond it. All of the little houses were flanked by the forest; an easy getaway point for Miss Daisy.
“How do you know that?” Jake asked. “We can’t be sure.”
“No,” Olivia said, “we can’t be sure, but we have to believe that or we’ll lose hope. Losing hope is defeat, Jake. We won’t be defeated.”
He grasped her hand, and then pulled her across the seat for a brief, soft kiss. It calmed her nerves.
They separated and both took in a deep breath. “All right,” Olivia said. “I’ve parked a few houses down so she won’t see us coming.” Granted, the old lady might not be home or, worse, she might leave in that truck any minute now. Olivia shuddered at the mere thought of it.
“Plan of action,” Jake said, and drew his cell out of his pocket. “We sneak up to the front along the fence. Get a shot of the truck in the driveway, then send it directly to Detective Keane.”
“Right. Then we back off. Retreat to the car,” Olivia said, “and wait for him to arrive.”
“You don’t think he’ll ignore the image, do you?”
“No, I don’t. He might despise me but he’s still a police officer. He’ll do his job,” she said it with more confidence than she’d felt. After all, this was a man more afraid of his wife than his superiors at the station.
“Ready?” Jake asked.
“As I’ll ever be.”
They got out of the car as quietly as they could, given the clunky nature of Olivia’s car doors. She’d bought it secondhand, after all. She crept toward the fence and Jake followed her lead.
They hit the slats, gave each other a thumbs up, then slid down the row, backs hunched and breathing heavily. This was it. If they didn’t get the picture they wouldn’t have the proof they needed to get Keane down here.
Leaving Lacy in there wasn’t an option. Either Keane arrested Miss Daisy or they really would have to take things into their own hands and save her.
They reached the fence for number 25 and Olivia slowed down. Jake bumped into her, then put up his hands in apology. They peered through the slats and Olivia’s insides squirmed.
There! The truck was parked in the drive, broken hood and all. Miss Daisy clearly hadn’t had the opportunity to get it fixed yet.
“Need a better shot,” Jake whispered.
They moved further down and right up to the open gate – Miss Daisy had either gotten sloppy or confident. He pulled the phone out, and snapped a picture of the back of the truck.
“Send it,” Olivia said.
Jake tapped furiously on the screen, fingers trembling. He gave her a nod. “It’s sent.”
Now, all they had to do was wait for a reply or for the sirens. Strangely, the moment was anticlimactic. Nothing had happened. Miss Daisy hadn’t materialized wielding a knife.
Jake’s cell buzzed and he jogged back to the car to answer it. Olivia hurried after him and clambered into the driver’s seat.
“Yes, Miss Daisy. It’s at 25 Woodrow Drive. Ten minutes outside of – Oh, you know where it is? Good. Thank you.” Jake hung up. “He’s on his way. We just have to wait it out.”
“So far, so good,” Olivia said, and rolled down her window.
A scream ripped through the air.
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O livia shot out of the car and back up the dirt road, heart pounding a mile a minute. Jake sprinted behind her.
“What was that?”
“Lacy,” Olivia said. “It has to be. Unless Miss Daisy is screaming for whatever reason.”
Jake ground his teeth. “You stay here,” he said. “I’ll go in there and I’ll get her out, okay?”
“No,” Olivia replied. They halted in front of the open gate. “No, I’m coming with you.” She opened her handbag and dug around inside it.
“Olivia, there’s no time for this. Look, I can’t have my sister and the woman I love in danger at the same time,” he hissed.
She drew her pepper spray out. “I’m afraid you don’t have a choice. Let’s go.” Olivia entered the premises, and moved up behind the truck, slinky as she could manage in a flowy skirt and blouse.
Another shrill scream came from inside the cabin. It wasn’t a big place, just four walls, a front door and a few windows.
“Get away from me!” Lacy’s voice.
“You told someone about me,” Miss Daisy rasped. The sentence sent a chill down Olivia’s spine. “Olivia Cloud was behind Gracie’s house last night. She was there and she saw the truck. She knows.”
“I have no idea what you’re talking about, I swear,” Lacy whispered. “Please, let go of me. Please!” A heavy thunk and a crash echoed through the woods. Lacy groaned.
“Don’t make a sound. If you do, you’ll regret it.” Did Miss Daisy work out or something? How did she have the strength to overpower a younger woman?
“Just get that knife away from me.”
Ah, that explained it. Horrible.
Olivia edged forward, Jake right behind her and took a place beside the front door. She gestured at the door, mouthed the word, “elbow.”
He nodded.
She lifted the tube of pepper spray, then three fingers.
“I don’t trust you. How did she find me? How does she know?” Miss Daisy raged on inside, tramping across the wooden floor. “This is your fault.”
“I swear, it’s not! I didn’t tell anyone anything. Please, don’t hurt me.”
“All I wanted was a clean town,” Miss Daisy griped. “The Cuddle Clinic closed, at least. That’s something I don’t have to deal with anymore. And now, that Kieran fellow is dead and you’re locked up, there’s no one to stop Gracie from giving money to charity.”
What was it with people in this town? This was the second time and old woman had taken upon herself to ‘cleanse’ Chester of its trash. It was unbelievable.
“I don’t have time to clean up another dead body,” Miss Daisy said. “Nor the strength.”
“Then don’t kill me.”
“I don’t see that I have another choice, dear. You’re such a pretty child but you’ve got a dark heart inside of you; an evil that doesn’t go away. I can see it peering out from behind your eyes.”
Ah, so she was a little crazy. Olivia dropped one finger, then another. They couldn’t wait anymore.
“This is the end for you, dear.”
Olivia dropped the final finger and Jake rammed his shoulder into the door. It crumpled like tinfoil. Oh yeah, Giorgio had overcharged Miss Daisy for sure. This place was garbage personified; apart from the inside.
They stumbled into it and Olivia scanned the clean surfaces, the swept floor, and finally found her target.
Miss Daisy stood over Lacy, a hunting knife raised above her head.
“Stop right there,” Jake growled.
The elderly woman slued on the spot. She laid eyes on Olivia. “I knew it!” She shrieked, then let the knife fly.
It turned end over end, and Olivia ducked. The knife whooshed overhead and struck the wall above her head. She popped back up again and fired her pepper spray. A thin stream shot out of the tube and hit Miss Daisy in the face.
The old woman shuddered and yowled like a cat mid-fight. She scrubbed her eyes and dropped to her knees. “No,” she yelled. “Ugh, get it off. What is this? Crazy woman! I’ll kill you for this. Garbage human being.”
Sirens whooped outside and tires rattled on the dirt road, through ruts and over rocks. The cavalry had finally arrived, and not a moment too soon.
“Get Lacy,” Olivia said. “I’ll make sure she doesn’t run.”
Jake didn’t need to be told twice. He rushed to his sister’s side and helped her up from the floor. Her ankles had been tied, but her hands were free. She didn’t look worse for wear, either, and the remnants of a meal sat on the coffee table in front of her.
Miss Daisy had treated her prisoner relatively well. The murderer scrambled around on the boards and mewled insults. “Treacherous. Troglodyte! Creatures from below,” she shrieked.
“Calm down,” Olivia said, firmly. “If you struggle, you’ll only make it worse.”
Miss Daisy didn’t heed her advice and scraped at her face even more, effectively rubbing in the pepper spray.
Finally, Detective Keane trundled through the door. He raised his eyebrows at the scene before him, and at the knife that stuck out of the wall, still quivering. Olivia would’ve bet anything that it was a match to Kieran’s knife wounds.
“What the heck is going on?” Keane thundered.
“There’s your murderer,” Olivia said, and pointed with the end of her pepper spray. “She confessed to killing Kieran not two minutes ago.”
Lacy rubbed her ankles one at a time, Jake holding one arm to help her stay upright. “She kidnapped me.”
“I did it,” Miss Daisy roared. “I did it. Now, someone get me water to wash my face. I can’t – I’m burning!”
Keane’s expression was far from triumphant. He didn’t like that Olivia and Jake had proven him wrong yet again. Jensen entered the room and took out his cuffs. He walked to the elderly woman and read her the rights.
“You,” Keane said, and pointed at Olivia. “You, come with me. I want your statement. I want all of your statements.”
It didn’t matter what he wanted from her. This was finally over. They could return to the Block-A-Choc Shoppe safe in the knowledge that another murderer was behind bars. Olivia happily followed the detective out into the garden, and past the truck, which’d terrified her the night before.
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L acy took a sip of the coffee, then inserted a chocolate between her lips and sighed. “That’s better. Amazing what a shower and some candy can do to relieve shock,” she said.
“You must’ve been terrified,” Olivia said.
“You can say that again. I didn’t see it coming,” Lacy replied. “I left the shop and took a walk back in the direction of the motel. That was when it happened.”
“What?” Jake asked, from behind his own mug of coffee.
“That yellow truck pulled up beside me. I didn’t register the danger at first, and then it hit me that it was the same truck I’d seen outside the mansion before I found Kieran. I tried to run, but something hit me in the arm and suddenly I was so sleepy.”
“A dart?” Olivia asked.
“Yeah. I don’t know what that old lady was doing with those, but I woke up with my ankles and hands bound. After that, it was just a matter of convincing her to let me have some free reign. That I wouldn’t try to escape.”
“I still can’t believe any of this,” Olivia said.
Night had fallen, and the front doors of the store were double-locked. She’d grown to love Chester, but she certainly didn’t trust it.
“She was horrible,” Lacy said, and shuddered. “She talked at length about cleansing Chester of all its filth. It was like something out of a horror movie. I couldn’t believe my ears. At least, she was clean.” Lacy gave a raw chuckle. “It was surreal. She’d sit on a chair in the corner and knit while telling me of all the people she wanted to cleanse from Chester.”
“Wow,” Jake said. “I’m glad you’re okay.”
“Me too. I thought it was over for a couple minutes there.”
An easy silence fell between them, only broken by intermittent slurps of coffee and the crunch of a chocolate. It truly was over. Life could move on and Olivia could start the week in her store, rather than worrying about Lacy’s whereabouts and a murderer on the loose.
“So, that’s that,” she said. “What are you going to do next?”
“I should head back to the city. I’ve only got a day or two left before I need to be back at work,” Lacy replied. She glanced around the interior of the store. “As crazy as it sounds, I think I might like coming back here again. Chester is something else. Before the kidnapping and murder, I quite enjoyed the aesthetic.”
“It creeps up on you,” Olivia said, and then she grimaced. “Oomph, horrible choice of words.”
They all laughed again. Olivia’s phone buzzed in her pocket and she drew it out; a text notification from Alberta at this time of night? What on earth could her A want, now?
Announcing the Chester Spring Festival! Coming soon. Council just deliberated and it’s actually happening. We’ve got to get a stall!
“Huh,” Olivia said. “Looks like things are going to get interesting, soon.”
“Oh, boy.” Jake massaged his lined forehead. “What is it this time?”
“The Chester Spring Festival, apparently.” She flashed him the screen of her cell.
“Didn’t we just have a festival?”
“Yeah, but you know one festival is never enough in Chester. It’s fine. No, it’s good. Maybe now things can get back to normal. I can make and sell chocolates without Detective Keane busting in to accuse me of various crimes,” Olivia said. She still hadn’t forgiven him for his treatment of her.
Perhaps, it was time she put in a call to Mrs. Keane.
“I wish I could stay for that, but I have to get hold of Susan. She must be distraught after Kieran’s death,” Lacy said.
“Oh, you haven’t heard?” Jake asked.
“Heard what?”
“About Susan and Bo. They’re an item, now. In fact, they’re holed up in the Stop n’ Go motel together. For a while there, we thought Bo was the one who’d killed Kieran because of it.”
Lacy’s jaw dropped. “Does this week hold no end to the surprises? They’re an item? Oh boy, that explains a lot. Kieran didn’t seem all that happy that Bo had come with, which was weird to me since he supposedly invited him.”
“Susan must’ve twisted Kieran’s arm about it,” Jake said. “Boy, people are strange.”
Olivia buried her thoughts and took a sip of coffee instead. At last, everything could get back to the way it was supposed to be, and no amount of gossip about Bo and Susan could change that.
Olivia Cloud and her Block-A-Choc Shoppe would take the Chester Spring Festival by storm, and this time, she wouldn’t have to investigate a murder while serving the chocolates.
At least, she hoped not.
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