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      “You are such a sucker.” My business partner and bestie, Dixie Spicer, pointed a finger at me. Albeit it was a finger tipped with a dollop of chocolate frosting, which made it difficult to take her seriously, but that was beside the point.

      It’s true. I am a sucker.

      I’m a sucker for little kids with lemonade stands, old ladies selling daffodils, and any and all varieties of animal rescue fundraisers. Adopt a dog, save a cat, dollars for donkeys. They see me coming a mile away.

      “Sugar, it’s impossible for you to say no.” Dixie had spotted the frosting and licked it from her finger.

      “I can, too.” Picking up a spoon, I reached in front of her and dipped some frosting from the bowl. Why fool around with only a finger of frosting? You’ve got to lean in.

      Yum. I sighed in ecstasy.

      The rich dark chocolate was pure bliss.

      And it would nicely complement the praline pecan cupcakes cooling on the counter. A test recipe for our latest project, a community cookbook for the local band boosters.

      Dixie swatted my spoon away, but a smile quirked her lips.

      I’d grown up in cities but was madly in love with the small town where I’d lived for the past couple of years. I cherished the friendships, the simplicity, and the slower pace. It was perfect for someone looking for fewer distractions and a sense of belonging. And ideal for the types of cookbooks that we produced at Sugar & Spice Publishing.

      “The Tasty Notes Cookbook will make them money and still turn a profit for us.” I reached in for another spoonful of frosting. “I ran the numbers, and we’re good.”

      “Agreed.” Dixie touched a couple of the cupcakes and, apparently deciding they were cool enough to frost, picked up a knife and scooted the bowl of frosting out of my reach. “You’ve got a much better head for business than I do, but you’re still a sucker.”

      “Speaking of business—” I was about to fill her in on my meeting with Marla Mercer, the Jameson County Historical Society’s chair, when the bell over the front door of our shop dinged.

      Tina Martin, the real estate agent from a couple of doors down, popped through the door. As usual, Tina was color-coordinated to the nth degree. Today’s theme was autumn, with a burnt orange jacket over a brown dress and, of course, deep crimson fingernails.

      “You girls are not going to believe this.” Tina leaned in and lowered her voice, though we were the only ones in the shop.

      “Believe what?” I leaned in too. I’m also a sucker for secrets.

      “I’m not supposed to say who, but …” Tina paused for effect. “A certain celebrity chef is coming through St. Ignatius in a few weeks.”

      My mind pinged from cooking show to cooking show. It was too much to ask that someone from my favorite, The Great British Baking Show, would be making a stop in our small Midwest town. More likely, it would be someone from Baking Takes the Cake or Food Fight.

      “Well, don’t leave us in suspense, Tina.” With a flourish of her knife, Dixie swiped more frosting on the cupcake in her hand and held it out to Tina. “Who is it?”

      Tina reached for the cupcake, but Dixie held it aloft, her height giving her an advantage.

      “I’m not supposed to …”

      “We know.” Dixie waited. “So give us a hint.”

      “His name starts with Dino, and he loves fried food,” she blurted out.

      Dixie handed Tina the cupcake with a smile.

      Note to self: Don’t ever trust Tina with a secret.

      The celebrity coming through St. Ignatius had to be the one and only extravagantly mean Dino Diner, who had his own television show about roaming the continental US looking for the best of the best diner food. And though I was definitely a fan of diner fare and especially our local Red Hen Diner, I was not a fan of Dino.

      “Isn’t that exciting?” Tina took a dainty nibble of the cupcake.

      “Mmmm,” I said, turning to grab a tray for the remaining cupcakes that Dixie was making short work of icing.

      She gave me a questioning look as she slid another onto the tray. “I’d think this would be right up your alley.”

      “Hmmm.” I went for noncommittal again. If you can’t say something nice, don’t say anything at all. That’s what my Aunt Cricket and Southern upbringing had taught me. I tried my best to stick to it—most of the time.

      “What’s going on with those barricades out on County Line Road?” I asked. Tina was relatively easy to distract, and she always knew what was happening in every part of the community.

      “Problem with a water line break.” She took another dainty bite.

      At this rate, it was going to take a couple of hours for her to finish that cupcake. I admired her restraint, but that chocolate-topped praline pecan temptation would have been long gone if I’d had it in my hand. “Not a big one, but they had to dig to find it.”

      “Oh, are those properties not on their own well water?” I asked.

      “Most used to be, but the Rural Water Association came through several years back and ran lines to all the farms, so they’re supplied by the same water plant we are.” Dixie finished the last of the cupcakes with a flourish and spun the tray around with satisfaction.

      There was still a bit of that delicious dark chocolate frosting in her bowl, and I grabbed it before she could do something rash. Like wash it.

      “They are, and most are happy to have the convenience. Wells can be unreliable if you have a dry year.” Tina nibbled again.

      For the love of Pete, was the woman never going to finish that cupcake? And how was it even possible to take such tiny bites?

      “Well, except for that grumpy Dwayne Darling,” Dixie noted, raising a brow as she saw me reach for the spoon. “He wasn’t happy with the water line going across his field, but that’s the only way they could get to the farm behind him.”

      “He eventually allowed it, though. Poor man.” Tina was finally finishing up her treat and looked around for a napkin to wipe her fingers. Dixie handed her a paper towel.

      “Why ‘poor man’?” I had rummaged under the counter and found an open box of graham crackers. The perfect foundation for chocolate frosting.

      “Oh, his wife, Delores, disappeared ten, maybe twelve years ago, and he never heard from her again. No one did.” Tina had cleaned her hands and dropped the paper towel in the trash and now looked to be heading out the door. Probably had other stops to make to share her inside intel about the town’s visit from a celebrity chef.

      “Wait.” I stopped with a frosting-laden graham cracker halfway to my mouth. “Delores Darling?”

      Tina nodded.

      “That’s wild.” I took a bite. Not a nibble, mind you. Dixie and Tina waited expectantly for me to be able to talk again.

      “When I was at the Jameson County Historical Society earlier, her name came up. There was this recipe book …”

      “Well, I’d better get going.” Tina waved on her way to the door and quickly exited. I noted she was not headed in the direction of her office. So my guess was she was moving on down the row of shops in order to share her “secret” scoop.

      “I guess she wasn’t interested in my story.” I shrugged.

      “I’m interested.” Dixie sat on one of the stools, elbows on the counter, chin on her hands.

      “I guess it wasn’t that interesting.” I sighed. “But regarding this cookbook, they’re wanting to create recipes for old-fashioned breads. Apparently, they started a project like that once before and the person heading it up was none other than Delores Darling. Crazy, huh?”

      “Are there really enough bread recipes for a whole cookbook?” Dixie seemed skeptical.

      “I think there are, especially if we include sweet breads and things like cornbread and the like.” I closed up the box of graham crackers and pushed the now-almost-empty bowl out of my reach. “And with all the notes on the project from when they started before, it should be easy-peasy.”

      “Easy-peasy, huh?” Dixie had put away all of her ingredients and moved her utensils to the sink. “Are you ready for lunch? Or did all that frosting spoil your appetite?”

      “As you know, nothing really spoils my appetite.” I wiped down the counter and dried my hands. “Red Hen?”

      “You know it.” She grinned. The diner was our go-to and for good reason. The food was phenomenal, the prices were great, and the owner, Toy George, made sure everything ran like clockwork. I only hoped Dino Diner would think so too.

      I stopped for a moment, looking down at my black pants and favorite off-white cardigan.

      “What’s wrong?” Dixie asked.

      “Nothing’s wrong per se.” I frowned. “It’s just that after Tina has been here, I feel so shlumpy.” I pulled at the waistband of my pants. “I probably need to give up dessert for a month, and I definitely need to get back to my morning runs.”

      “Yeah, right.” She put her hands on her hips. “What I wouldn’t give for that cute, slim figure.”

      “And what I wouldn’t give for your height,” I shot back.

      Why do we always wish for what we don’t have?

      “You sell yourself short, Sugar.” Dixie shook her head.

      “I don’t know. I look at someone like Tina and I feel so plain.”

      “Amazing, thick, dark hair, seriously perfect porcelain skin, smoke-gray eyes.” She ticked them off on her fingers. “And those eyelashes? To die for. I wouldn’t call that plain by a long shot.”

      “Vibrant curls, adorable freckles, and sparkly green eyes,” I returned. “I’ll stop selling myself short if you’ll stop acting like you’re not gorgeous.”

      She hesitated for a beat, taking in my point.

      As women, we easily slipped into being self-critical. Focusing on what we didn’t have. As Dixie had said, selling ourselves short.

      I could see the shift in thinking on her face.

      “Okay, deal. I’m gorgeous.” She laughed, linking her arm through mine. “Let’s go, beautiful.”

      “You got it.” I grabbed my bag. “Want to take bets on whether Tina has made her way there with her secret or someone else has beat her to it?”

      We stepped out of the front of the shop and onto the sidewalk. The Red Hen Diner was across the town square from Sugar & Spice Cookbooks, only a short walk away, and it was a beautiful fall day.

      As we stepped off the curb at the corner to cross the street, a skateboarder nearly mowed us down.

      “Hey, watch it!” I called to the kid as I jumped out of his way.

      “Sorry.” He turned his head and looked back with a grimace of apology just as two other skateboarders swerved around us on each side to join him.

      “They’re not even supposed to be on the sidewalk,” Dixie commented, looking around to see whether there were more.

      “No kidding. And think if it had been Greer or any of the ladies from The Good Life. They would likely have taken a tumble.”

      “True.” Dixie shook her head. “That was some fancy footwork on your part.”
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        * * *

      

      “Cluck,” the Red Hen Diner’s door chime announced as we stepped in. The diner’s décor was chicken themed and kitschy but in a good way. The aroma of fresh-brewed coffee and the chatter of the packed restaurant greeted us.

      Toy George already had two menus in hand and motioned us to follow her to a booth in the back corner. “Coffee?” she asked, pointing at me. “And milk or lemonade?” She looked at Dixie.

      “Lemonade,” Dixie answered, and in short order, Toy was back with our drinks.

      Toy wiped her hands on her red-checkered apron and slid into the booth beside Dixie. “So what do you two know about this celebrity guy who’s coming to town?”

      “Only what Tina didn’t tell us.” Dixie laughed. “You know, because it’s a ‘secret.’” She gave an exaggerated wink.

      “I understand he travels around eating at diners, and from what I’ve heard, I’m not sure I want him to eat at mine.” Toy made a face.

      “I’m sure he’ll love the Red Hen as much as we do.” Dixie smiled and pushed the menu back in Toy’s direction. “I’ll have the club sandwich with a side of ranch dressing for my fries.”

      “And you?” Toy turned my way.

      “I’ll have the meatloaf sandwich, and no fries for me today.”

      Toy got to her feet and, jotting down our order, headed to the back to hand it off to the kitchen.

      As soon as she was out of earshot, Dixie looked at me. “So what are you not saying? What do you know about Dino Diner?”

      I guessed I needed to come clean.

      “I know he’s an a— uhm, not my favorite person, and he was at least part of the reason I got booted out of my job.”

      “Ahh, that explains your reaction.” Dixie sipped her lemonade. “Do you think he’s going to trash the Red Hen?”

      “I can’t imagine anyone having a problem with Toy or the food.” I glanced around at the packed diner, which was beginning to fill with the lunch crowd. “But you never know with Dino. He doesn’t get those high ratings for being nice.”

      “Well, even if he’s not impressed, it won’t impact Toy’s business.” She looked around the restaurant, and I followed suit.

      Even as a newcomer, I’d been eating at the Red Hen long enough that I could name most of the people I saw.

      “These are regulars.” Dixie shrugged. “Most of these folks have been coming here for years.”

      “You’re probably right.” I shifted my coffee cup to the side as our food had already arrived. “But I hate to see someone as nice as Toy be treated badly for ratings’ sake.”

      “I bet she’s up to it.” Dixie waved a fry in my direction. “You don’t deal with people day in and day out without developing a tough skin. And besides, maybe he’ll love it.”

      “I sure hope you’re right.” I picked up my meatloaf sandwich.

      I wished I felt better about the prospects.
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        * * *

      

      Back at the office, Dixie dove into finalizing the recipe list for the Tasty Notes Cookbook for the St. Ignatius High School Band Boosters.

      I was expecting a call from Liz, our graphic designer, to discuss the final layout. I also needed to call Max Windsor, who was our photographer and my …

      Friend? I guessed I’d call him my friend.

      Everyone else seemed ready to call him more than a friend. Dixie, Greer, probably most of the folks at the Red Hen Diner. If I were honest, I guessed in my heart I would call him more than a friend, but though we’d fallen into an easy dating-dinners-sometimes-more relationship … most importantly, Max was a wonderful friend.

      I finished my call with Liz and was thrilled with the design she’d come up with for the band booster book. Her creativity mixed with Dixie’s ability to select different but doable recipes. And, of course, paired with Max’s amazing photos. That was what made the community cookbooks we produced at Sugar & Spice a cut above the rest.

      A few emails later, I looked at my watch. Time to call Max. Scrolling to his number, I put my phone on speaker so I could take notes.

      “Hello, Sugar,” he said when he picked up.

      “Hey, Max.” His deep voice always gave me a little zing. “Where are you? You sound funny. I’m getting kind of an echo.”

      “Maybe that’s because I’m walking in your back door.”

      I turned to see a grinning Max standing outside my office.

      And the view was nice. Striking, piercing blue eyes, dark hair shot through with silver, dark eyelashes, and slight stubble on his jaw. And even better, he was holding out a coffee.

      “I thought we were going to call. Did I get that wrong?” I asked, reaching for the coffee.

      “I had some things to take care of in town.” He stepped in, slid into the chair by my desk, and crossed his jean-clad legs. “So I thought I’d stop by instead and see you in person. And, by the way, your person is looking lovely today.”

      Blushing, I lifted the lid and sniffed the steaming liquid. “Where’d you get the coffee?”

      I knew “thank you” was the right response to Max’s comment, but compliments were difficult for me. I was working on it, though.

      “Java Junction, a new coffee shop where the bakery used to be.” He took a sip from his own cup. “I got you a maple cinnamon latte. Hope you like it?”

      “Hmm. I love it.” The flavors, spicy and sweet, blended well together. “What did you get?”

      “An”—Max held up the cup to look at the writing on the side—“apple crisp macchiato.”

      “I hope they do well on that corner.” Moving some files, I cleared a spot for us to work. “It’s been empty for a while.”

      “Sugar?” Dixie poked her head through my door and spotted my visitor. “Oh, hi, Max.”

      “Sorry I didn’t bring you anything from the new coffee shop,” he apologized. “All they had was coffee.”

      “Don’t be a Mr. Smarty Pants.” She grinned at Max and then turned to me. “Sugar, I’m running home to let Moto out. My neighbor can’t do it today.”

      “You could’ve brought him.” I smiled. Dixie’s dog was a sweetheart. “He’s such a good boy.”

      “He is,” she agreed. “But I didn’t know about this when I left this morning. Something came up and she had to go pick up her daughter and won’t be home in time for Moto’s afternoon break.”

      “No worries.” I hoped maybe she’d bring Moto when she came back.

      Max and I got to work, and by the time Dixie returned (sadly without Moto), we’d finished reviewing the notes from my call with Liz, gone over pages and plans, and walked through the remaining timeline. I felt like we were in good shape.

      “I have the photos almost ready and can stop by with them in the next few days.” Max rose and stretched, his arms over his head. “Should I send them to Liz as well?”

      “No, she said not to.” I also stood, moving around, shaking out my arms and legs. “She wants us to wait and send them once we’ve made our selections.”

      “I hate to rush, but I’ve got an appointment in …” He looked at his watch. “Fifteen minutes.”

      “You’d better get moving.” I smiled. “Is it close?”

      “The little white church north of town on the highway.” Max packed up. “Not sure what they have in mind, but I agreed to meet with them.”

      I walked with him to the back door.

      “Thanks again for the coffee.” I gave him a hug. “Good luck at the church.”

      I headed back to my office, where I found Dixie perched on my desk.

      “Looking at churches?” She grinned. “Is there something you need to tell me?”

      “Oh, stop.” I tapped her on the knee. “And get off my desk.”

      “You should be nicer to me.” She jumped down. “I brought you ice cream from Scoops.”

      “What did you get me?” Scoops ice cream is made on-site and has a revolving mix of flavors.

      “The flavor of the day was red velvet.” She produced two to-go cups. “So that’s what we’re having.”

      “Deal.” I held out my hand.

      After our ice cream break, we settled in for the afternoon. Each in our own world, working on our parts of different projects, Dixie experimenting with a recipe for cranberry chocolate chip cookies for an upcoming event at the public library.

      I wasn’t the only sucker.

      I spent my time going over my notes for my meeting with Marla Mercer at the county historical society the next morning.

      Before we knew it, it was time to call it quits. I climbed into my Jeep and waved at Dixie, who was getting into her truck. Turning the Jeep toward home, I gave a satisfied sigh. I couldn’t have been happier that I no longer worked in the corporate world with its frantic pace and focus on getting ahead, with no time to catch your breath. Rolling down my window and taking a deep inhale of fresh, clean air, I smiled. Maybe Dino Dinelli had done me a favor.

      My Aunt Cricket would’ve said I was “feeling finer than frog hair.” And I was.

      It had been a fine day.
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      I loved my adopted town, but on top of that, I adored autumn in the Midwest. Fall colors and crunchy leaves, crisp air and apple cider, pumpkin patches and cozy sweaters. What wasn’t to love?

      When I arrived for our meeting, the grounds of the Jameson County Historical Complex were bathed in morning light, and the leaves were in the midst of changing color on the tall trees that surrounded the main building. The sun’s rays picked out burnt orange, deep red, and soft yellow. Absolutely gorgeous.

      Taking a deep breath of fresh fall air, I stopped for a moment and looked around. It wasn’t hard to imagine what life might have looked like when folks in Jameson County shopped at a general store, children attended a one-room school, and people communicated not via text but through letters mailed at a post office like the replica that sat off to one side.

      I’d agreed to this early morning meeting because Marla Mercer, the chair of the historical society, had insisted that this was the only time she was available. She was an efficient lady and wanted to get this project moving. I could appreciate a no-nonsense mentality.

      Following Marla’s directions around to the back, I brought my thoughts back to the present, remembering all the buzz about Dino Dinelli and his visit that I’d heard yesterday. I couldn’t get over the idea that the town’s tourism committee thought it was a good idea to bring the Dino’s Diners show to St. Ignatius. Good grief. Had they never watched his show?

      Though, when I thought about it, I realized I hadn’t watched the show for a while. A while being the amount of time since I’d been downsized, or “dumped,” as Dino termed it when he came across a diner that didn’t meet his extremely subjective and often thought-up-in-the-moment standards. In any case, it was my time as a magazine food editor and a particular run-in with Dino that accounted for my low opinion of the Diners host.

      Okay, let it go. No need to anticipate trouble. Focus on the present and the positive.

      Shaking my head to clear it, I made my way to the back entrance. There were a couple of cars in the staff parking lot, so I assumed Marla had already arrived. I knew she was anxious to see the proposal before I presented it to the rest of the historical society board. So I hoped I’d hit the right mark with what I’d pulled together after a very late night.

      As I climbed the three steps that led to the door, I could see that it was wide open. I tapped on the windowpane before entering and called, “Hello?”

      Racine, the young woman who was the docent, stood in the middle of the kitchen area.

      “Hello. You’re here early.” I smiled at her.

      Racine opened her mouth but didn’t speak.

      “I was supposed to meet Marla,” I explained.

      She tried again, but no words came out.

      I stepped forward. “Are you okay?”

      She managed to shake her head. “No,” she croaked.

      With a shaky hand, she pointed at the floor, and as I rounded the corner of the counter, I could see Marla on the floor.

      “Oh, no.” I knelt down. “Did she pass out? Have you called 9-1-1?”

      “N-no,” Racine stumbled backward.

      I reached into my bag and dialed the emergency number, then shifted so I could check out what had happened to Marla and whether she was okay.

      That’s when I noticed the very large bread knife sticking out of Marla’s back.

      “9-1-1, what’s your emergency?” A voice came on my phone.

      “I’m at the Jameson County Historical Complex at …” I looked to Racine for the address.

      She shrugged.

      “I don’t have the address,” I explained to the woman on the line. “We’re in the main building at the back entrance, which is open. We have an injured woman, Marla Mercer, who has been …” I swallowed hard and took a deep breath. “Has been stabbed.”

      “I’ll send an ambulance.”

      “It may be too late for that. You may want to send the sheriff.”
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      As it turned out, the ambulance and the sheriff arrived quickly and at about the same time. The Jameson County Historical Complex is at the south edge of town and not really near any residential areas. So I’m not sure how we’d collected such a big crowd in that short of a time. I could hear the chatter outside the door and wasn’t looking forward to the questions. I was sure they were mostly questions I couldn’t answer. In fact, I had plenty of questions of my own.

      I stood to one side as the emergency medical folks did their due diligence, though I could tell from the nods, grave expressions, and lack of urgency that there wasn’t really any hope for Marla.

      Sheriff Terrance Griffin leaned against the counter, waiting for the EMTs to finish. I usually referred to him as Sheriff Terry. He’d told me to call him Terry, but it didn’t seem right when he was in uniform.

      He looked up and spotted me. I could almost hear the sigh from across the room as he wiped a hand across his face and headed my way.

      “Cookbook project?” he asked.

      I nodded. “County historical society. Vintage bread recipes.”

      He looked at me, looked back at the EMTs, and when one of them shook her head, sighed again. “Killed with a bread knife.”

      “So she’s …” I had been pretty sure, but hearing it confirmed made me swallow hard. “She’s …”

      “Yes. Dead.” He took my arm and steered me away from Marla, giving the emergency crew room to pack up. “Are you the one who found her?”

      “Yes. Well, no.” I stumbled over my words. “Racine was here when I got here.”

      The sheriff raised a brow and looked around. “Racine?”

      “She’s the docent, and she was here when I arrived.”

      “Was she inside or outside?”

      “Inside,” I responded.

      Sheriff Griffin didn’t have a pen and paper, but I could tell he was taking notes in his head.

      “Do you know where she is now?”

      I shrugged. When I thought about it, I realized that I hadn’t seen Racine since my 9-1-1 call. I’d assumed that she’d gone outside to direct the paramedics when they arrived. Maybe she was still outside and dealing with crowd control. I could tell the numbers were growing by the increase in volume of the chatter.

      “Do you want me to find her?” I needed something to do.

      “No.” He held up his hand. “You stay put. I’m going to have Deputy Butters take your statement while everything is fresh in your mind. I’ll find Racine.”

      I thought it might be easier if I looked for her since I knew what she looked like. But I didn’t share that thought, as I knew from previous experience that our friendly county sheriff didn’t take kindly to advice from civilians. Even if it was helpful and well intended.

      The paramedics were all packed up, and the crime scene techs had arrived. Looking around for a place to sit, I shifted my bag to my other arm and, in the process, smacked a red-haired deputy in the tush.

      “Oh, ah, sorry,” I mumbled.

      “Apology accepted,” he replied, his cheeks turning pink. “Deputy Butters.” He held out his hand.

      I shifted the bag again so I could shake his hand. “Ah, you’re going to take my statement.”

      He nodded and indicated a corner where we would be out of the way of the activity in the kitchen. He pulled out a pad of paper and a pen.

      “So you arrived and found the victim on the floor?” he prompted.

      “I arrived, and the door was open,” I began. “And I knocked.”

      He raised a brow.

      “On the windowpane,” I continued. “And Racine was standing in the middle of the kitchen area. And⁠—”

      “What’s Racine’s last name?”

      This was going to take a long time if Deputy Butters kept interrupting.

      “It’s …” Oh, no. I couldn’t remember her last name. Did I even know it? I tried to recall whether Marla had used it when introducing us.

      “It’s ‘Middlebrooks,’” a male voice behind me offered.

      “That’s it! Middlebrooks.” I turned to see Lewis Brimley, the vice-chair of the historical society, who gave me a flirty wink.

      I did a double take. Did that just happen?

      Ohmigosh, I think I was just hit on by a guy at least twice my age and, even worse, at a murder scene.

      “Where did you come from?” I asked.

      “I was out there.” The older man ran a hand through his silver hair and pointed toward the door. “Quite a crowd. I stepped in to see if I could help with anything.” He looked toward Deputy Butters.

      “Hello, Officer.” He held out his hand. “I’m Lewis, the vice-chair of the St. Ignatius Historical Society.” He said it with all the importance of a visiting diplomat. “Do you need anything from me?”

      “There are some areas that we need to get into that are locked.” Deputy Butters stopped writing on his paper. “Do you have keys?”

      “I know where they’re kept.” Lewis nodded. “I can show you.”

      The deputy waved Sheriff Griffin over, and after a brief consultation, the sheriff and Lewis headed back into a hallway that led to the rest of the building. I turned back to Deputy Butters, and we began again.

      We’d no sooner gotten through the “I came in and saw Racine and then found Marla” part than there was shouting from outside.

      A tall woman—and I do mean tall—was being held back by one of the other deputies, who was losing the battle to keep her from coming through the doorway.

      Deputy Butters sprinted across the room and blocked the door.

      She shoved him aside. He stumbled and fell toward where the crime scene techs were working. The
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