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  About the Book


In Hollywood, Becky is a rising star; in Lake Falls, she’s a fallen one. 
Becky Robinson was on cloud nine when she snagged her first recurring role on the hottest television show in Hollywood. But just as she was packing her bags for stardom, her world turned upside down. She discovers her credit in shambles, her identity swiped, and thousands in debt.

Determined to clear her name and get back to her rising career, Becky follows the digital breadcrumbs to her hometown of Lake Falls, Texas. She plans to keep her return under wraps, not wanting her family and closest friends to know about her humiliation.

But in a small town, secrets are a rare commodity and news of her arrival spreads like wildfire. Just when Becky thought things couldn't get worse, she stumbles upon her identity thief - DEAD.

As the past resurfaces, and old faces reappear, Becky realizes the murder hits too close to home. In a town where everyone knows everybody’s business, she must unravel the truth before her cozy hometown turns into a chilling crime scene.
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  Spoiler Alert


Before you read further, I want to provide a handy-dandy disclaimer. While the previous installments in the Hollywood Whodunit series can be read as stand-alone mysteries, Hometown Murder is best read as book 13. Despite the unlucky number, I consider this book to be Becky’s ‘greatest hits’. There are numerous references to past cases and killers, and fan-favorite suspects return for more puzzling fun! So, unless you are a rebel who ignores spoiler alerts, read the other 12 first. 😊 You’ll thank me later! 






  
  1
Not Ready for Prime Time


Life as a struggling actress was filled with ups and downs. It came with the territory. Rejection and disappointment happened on a daily basis and I found ways to cope. That’s what the professionals did. 
When I arrived in Hollywood, I made a bucket list. Not reach for the stars Oscar winning Best Picture type goals, but realistic career steppingstones.

	Land a regional commercial – check.

	Film my first movie – check.

	Get cast in a recurring TV role – check.




At long last, Becky Robinson was on the rise. Not only was my acting taking off, but I also learned to juggle my other passion - working at the detective agency and catching bad guys. Maybe I really could have it all.
The kiss I shared with Justin at the airport popped into my head. I never imagined I’d be dating the Hollywood Hunk… I swiped my hands. You’re getting way ahead of yourself, Beckers.
Despite all the good things in my life, a big black raincloud hovered overhead, threatening to steal everything I worked so hard for. Fifteen minutes of fame and someone already stole my identity, racking up tens of thousands in debt.
My stomach gurgled at the thought of the mess. All on the heels of my coveted role. I was due in New York in ten days. How was I supposed to buy a plane ticket or pay for dinner when all my credit cards were maxed out? It was beyond embarrassing. I couldn’t wait around for the police to take their sweet time investigating the matter. I was a detective. How hard could it be to find my imposter?
The Beverley Hills assistant cleared her throat and based on her impatient expression, it wasn’t the first time. “Mrs. Hastings will see you now.”
“Oh, thank you.”
I shuffled into the office of the most respected costume designer at the studio – Bea Hastings. Her career spanned five decades and her latest Emmy came from creating the wardrobe for Prime Suspect. A total coup since cop shows weren’t often praised for their fashion.
My hand trembled as I turned the doorknob. I had a few fittings in my short career and none of them went well. One designer even went so far as to call my shape odd. I was petite but not model skinny and my shoe size was humongous for someone five-foot-nothing. Costume fittings weren’t the place to go for a confidence boost.
Mrs. Hastings bustled toward me with a warm smile. She looked as if she stepped out of the Golden Age of Hollywood wearing beautiful, vintage clothing. She was probably the type of person who didn’t own jeans or comfy home wear. “Thank you for coming by my office, Miss Robinson. The studio trailer is so cramped I hardly do my best work there.”
“My pleasure.” My gaze bounced across the walls, sensory overload not allowing me to focus on any one thing. Classic movie posters created a collage over her desk. “Did you work on all those films?”
“It’s not as impressive as it might look at first glance. I started as an assistant and worked my way up to lead designer.” She gestured to a glass display of Dorothy’s Wizard of Oz costume. “I’ve had people ask if I helped with Judy Garland’s ensemble… in 1939. I politely tell them I might look ancient but I’m not quite that old. These I keep as inspiration.”
“Amazing collection.”
“I like to show it off whenever I can.” She reached for her portfolio. “Unfortunately, your character’s attire doesn’t leave much room for creativity, I’m sorry to say. Maybe next go around we’ll get her out of uniform and into a gown at the Policeman’s Ball.”
“I’m thankful to be part of this season. Even if it means wearing polyester.”
She flipped through her drawings. “I’m rushing to get everything ready for New York.” She gestured to the clothing rack on the back wall. “Ashton Ashley has at least four changes per episode while on location. And as a model turned detective, she must have designer quality.”
One thing people not in the biz might not realize is when a character wore a particular costume, there would be several identical versions of the same outfit. If one got damaged or dirty during filming, you’d change and keep shooting. The bigger the star, the more duplicates.
“I love the colorful, winter pallet.”
“Especially since it’s still eighty-five here in L.A. It’s nice to imagine wearing scarves and stylish boots.” She fanned herself with her portfolio. “Shall we get down to business?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“My assistant sent over your measurements and we made the uniforms from scratch. Most of the other NYPD officers are big strapping men and there isn’t enough tailoring in the world to make those work for you, my dear.”
“Sherry Newton almost didn’t hire me because I’m so short.”
“Movie magic, my dear. Do you think Tom Cruise is taller than his female counterparts? Rarely.”
I arched a brow. Behind-the-scenes players did not often get the credit of the stars but Mrs. Hastings worked with legends. “What was your favorite project to work on?”
“This might sound strange but I prefer television to film. I become attached to the characters I dress and I enjoy watching their wardrobe change as a reflection of the season arc.”
“That makes complete sense.” I placed a hand on my hip. “It always irritates me how movie snobs look down on TV as if it’s lesser. I’ll take I Love Lucy over Citizen Kane any day.”
“I adore period pieces or fairytales. You can be so creative with those,” Mrs. Hastings said. “But one of the projects I had the joy of working on, and you’re too young to remember it, was an 80s program called Dallas.”
“I love Dallas. J.R., Bobby, Pam, Sue Ellen…”
She smiled. “I didn’t think you’d know it.”
“I’ve watched every TV show ever made. Or just about.”
“It was challenging to balance the high fashion characters like Pam, the ruthless business cowboy J.R., and the rugged cowboy Jock.”
“Did you know who shot J.R. before the rest of the world?”
“Unfortunately not. I only knew the suspects.” Mrs. Hastings opened a wall panel, revealing a hidden closet. She retrieved a Yankee blue police uniform on a hanger. “Go ahead and try this on and we’ll make the necessary adjustments for next week.”
I wandered out of the dressing room a few minutes later and nearly tripped on my trousers. “Perhaps I shrank since my initial fitting?”
Mrs. Hastings twisted her head. “Those will need a hem.” She snapped to her assistant. “Pin them a quarter inch over her boots.”
I unrolled the cuffed arms. “These too while you’re at it.”
“We missed the mark by quite a large margin.”
The assistant’s mouth puckered. “I figured I wrote the measurements down wrong when they matched youth sizes.” She stuck a pin through the fabric and into my ankle as if to say ‘Stop showing me up in front of my boss’.
“It’s good we caught it now.” Mrs. Hastings retrieved a tray of hats and a winter coat. “We’ll need you to try these on and I’ll take photographs for the director.”
I zipped the duty jacket and inspected my options - eight-point police hat, knit cap, trooper hat. “I’m not sure if I get a vote but the lumberjack hat with the ear flaps would fit my character’s quirky personality. She has a think Brooklyn accent and a slight stutter… though now that I’m saying it out loud, maybe we should stay away from any hat that makes me look like Elmer Fudd.”
She pointed to the peaked cap. “You can’t go wrong with the classics.”
We spent the thirty minutes trying various options and snapping pictures. It was amazing how much effort Mrs. Hastings put into such a minor character. I half expected her to pass me off to an assistant to hem an old uniform from storage. And maybe that’s how it would have been on another show with a different costume designer.
The experience was so enjoyable it almost made me forget about my troubles… almost.

      [image: image-placeholder]After the fitting, I skipped lunch and battled afternoon traffic to the Lemon Hollow house. Though it still was a long way from livable, it had a new roof and doors to block the critters. It was also a quick drive to John Wayne Airport to catch the red eye.
I lugged my suitcase up the walkway and hid it behind the whomperjawed porch swing. For the last few days, I managed to leave my father in the dark about my financial issues and I planned to keep it that way. The fewer people who knew, the better.
Chickens flocked around me, pecking at my feet as I walked. “I don’t have any feed right now. Shoo.” One fluttered her wings before scurrying off to the new coup and the others followed. I frowned as one of the ‘chickens’ quacked.
The door opened to my best friend and roommate – Lois Vo. “Is something wrong?”
“That’s a duck.”
“Uh-huh.”
“When did we get a duck?”
She shrugged. “I think he showed up one day.”
“Alrighty.”
She handed me a zipped portfolio. “Here.”
“What’s this?”
“A plane ticket and a little traveling money.”
“Lo-Vo, you don’t need to do this.”
“This sticky financial situation isn’t your fault. We took up a collection at the detective agency.”
I chewed my lower lip. “Oh. I kinda hoped the others wouldn’t find out.”
“They’re detectives and one of their Robinson partners is way in debt. And with Granny being the one to discover the issue, it wasn’t a secret you could keep.” Her expression drooped from teasing to serious. “I wish someone was going with you, Becky.”
Me too. “I’m more than capable of finding one measly identity thief on my own.” I put on a brave face but I was concerned. Stressed. Terrified.
I spent so much time with a team that the prospect of working alone made me feel… well, lonely. Even before solving murders in Hollywood, I played sidekick to the Brown Twins. Flying solo was a new experience but I didn’t have another choice.
“Are you sure?” Lois asked. “Because I can request time off from Scary Kerri and hope she doesn’t fire me.”
“Don’t be ridiculous. Jobs as the Second Assistant Director don’t come around every day. I wouldn’t want you to lose it because of my little mix up.”
She lowered her voice as a power saw roared upstairs. “What are you going to tell Gallagher?”
“Nothing.”
“Don’t you think your dad will notice when you don’t come back to the apartment for three or four days in a row?”
I smiled. “He’s so distracted by the remodel he won’t miss me for a moment.”
Her eyes squeezed shut. “I’m going to ask you this one more time and then you can tell me to drop it…”
“Lois!”
“Are you sure your detective friend can’t help? Lizzie Brown is a private eye in your hometown. The same place this identity thief is racking up charges. It seems like a no brainer to ask her for help.”
“Thanks for the vote of confidence.”
“I realize you can do it on your own but isn’t it nice to have backup?”
I sighed. “Fine. I’ll give her a call when I land.”
I had no intention of involving anyone from my home in the investigation. It was far too embarrassing. Being best friends with Lizzie and Samantha was like playing sidekick to twin Nancy Drews. They were brave, brilliant, and always cracked the case. Samantha was valedictorian and Lizzie was class president. And I was the theater geek afraid of adventure. I wanted my return home to be a celebration of my accomplishments. Not a pity party.
My forehead pulsed as a migraine formed. It wasn’t as if my friends ever made me feel inferior either. It was all in my head. But that didn’t make the insecurity any less real.
Lois waved a hand in front of my eyes. “Where did you go?”
“Sorry, I’m deep in thought.”
“Isn’t it strange that of all the places your identity thief could go, she pops up making charges in Lake Falls?”
I nodded. “Very strange and too coincidental.”
Lois dug through her purse for a folder. “Granny also instructed me to give you this.”
“What is it?” I thumbed through the pages.
“List of purchases made with the stolen cards. You might be able to retrace her steps or something.”
“Thanks for this.” Lorelai burst through the front door, chasing chickens. She froze when she spotted me. I snagged the Jack Russell as she leaped into my arms. “You’re going to have fun with Auntie Lois the next few days.”
“Kitka and I will take good care of her.”
I swatted hair from my face and checked the time. “Guess we better head to the airport. The highway was already a nightmare.”
“I’m not driving you,” Lois said.
“You aren’t?” Lines formed on my forehead. I never asked her for a lift. I assumed that’s what best friends were for.
She jutted a thumb to the Mustang coming up the drive. “Justin volunteered to fight traffic, so who am I to argue?”
He left the car running as he jogged up the driveway. “Ready to go, Tumbler?”
“Um, sure.” I grabbed the handle of my rolling suitcase. “I thought you were filming tonight. Isn’t this the New York blackout episode?”
He buttoned his tailored suit. Knowing he was usually a jeans guy, I guessed he was still in costume. “We broke for dinner and I snuck out.”
“I wish you didn’t.” My shoulders tensed. “It’s rush hour and I doubt you’ll make it back to the studio in time.”
“They can film Ashton’s closeups first. She won’t notice the difference between me and the stand-in.” His gaze darted to Lois. “Did you tell her our plan?”
Lois gave him the cut signal. “We can talk about that later.”
I crossed my arms and glared. “What plan?”
“We’re going to fly out over the weekend and meet you in Lake Falls.”
“Y’all have work.” I pinched the bridge of my nose as irritation intensified my headache.
“We don’t film on the weekend.” Justin frowned. “I thought you’d be excited. We can wrap this whole identity theft thing before New York.”
Lois' eyes widened and she mouthed ‘stop’. “We don’t need to do this now.”
“I wish you two would quit walking on eggshells and treating me like a delicate doll that might break.” A vein pulsed in my forehead. “You play a detective on TV and you are a receptionist. Of the three of us, I am the only private eye.”
“In training,” Lois added.
Justin’s green eyes narrowed. “I’m sensing we said something to irritate you.”
In the last twenty-four hours, I watched my friends pity me and my colleagues hand out charity. Everyone volunteered to help and for some reason, that bugged me.
Maybe it was because I wanted to prove I could clean up my own mess. Or maybe it was because this stranger stole my identity just when I was beginning to make a name for myself.
I knew my anger was misplaced but it was too late to backdown. “Don’t bother flying to Texas. I plan to solve the case before Friday.”
“Then I’m sure you will.” Justin reached for my suitcase.
“Y’all should get back to the set. I’ll take a cab to the airport.”






  
  2
Against the Clock


I landed in San Antonio after ten local time, picked up my rental car, and made the familiar drive to my hometown. Throughout the entire journey to Lake Falls, I replayed my conversation with Lois and Justin. They were only trying to help and I regretted how I responded. At the same time, I was hurt by their lack of faith. 
My eyes glazed and I shook my head. I could mend fences later. Now was about one thing – tracking down the woman who stole my identity.
I intended to start right away but nothing was open after midnight. Most of the town shut down by 9:30 unless there was a football game.
A red light blinked up ahead, signaling a train crossing. I shifted into park and waited for it to pass. My eyelids drooped as if weighed down by bowling balls as the cargo cars bustled by in a mesmerizing hum. Since discovering the hit to my credit, I hadn’t slept more than a few hours and the jetlag caught up to me. Perhaps the best course of action was a good night’s sleep and begin fresh in the morning.
My stomach lurched. I hadn’t thought about where to stay when I arrived in town. Home was out of the question. Mom would use her lawyer powers to cross-examine me until I sang like a canary. I couldn’t call on my friends for the same reason and their family owned the Country Corner Inn. So where did that leave me?
I glanced to the left of the tracks. The caboose was nowhere in sight and the train came to a complete stop in the intersection.
Looks like I have time to Google nearby hotels.
In a town the size of Lake Falls, my choices were limited. Aside from the Country Corner Inn, there was the brand-new lakeside resort. But a spa getaway with a Zen Garden and an indoor waterpark wasn’t exactly budget friendly.
A chill raced up my spine as I spotted a sign for a motel off the highway. Surely, I had better options than the Bates Motel.
The train started moving again, this time in reverse. The longer I waited at the crossing, the more time I had to study their vacancy sign. Where else would I find a place to stay for under fifty dollars a night?
When the train inched forward twenty feet and reversed yet again, my decision was made. I could spend the next hour waiting for the intersection to clear or I could check in and catch a few winks.
I whipped to the right and bounced across the parking lot. The neon sign glowed ‘MOTE’, the ‘L’ missing. My heart thumped. It didn’t look so bad, a little outdated but well-lit and relatively clean.
A hinge squeaked as a guest opened the ice box. The biker fellow glared as I stepped around him to the office. “Excuse me.”
The night manager half snoozed behind the glass as the home shopping network blasted on his portable television. I dinged the bell and he jerked awake. Was it me or did he resemble Norman Bates? If he mentioned taxidermy, I’d run the other way.
“Are you here for a room?”
I tugged on the bill of my baseball cap. “Yup.”
“How many nights?”
“Um…” I glanced around the grimy walls and the stained carpet. “One should be fine.”
“Forty-two even.”
“Do you take cash?”
“Sure, lady.” He typed into the 1990s computer. “Name?” His eyes lifted as he waited for my response. “Just for the form. Ain’t like I check IDs.”
“B… Belinda um…” I scanned the room for ideas. “Lampton.”
“You’re in cabin one, Ms. Lampton.” He extended the keys and jerked them backward. “For an extra fifty, I’ll tell whoever’s looking for you that you were never here.”
“I’m not on the run.”
“Right, because people who aren’t hiding nothin’ stay at motels under fake names.”
“Thanks for the room.” I snatched the key for cabin one and tried not to think about the fact the number matched Marion Crane’s room in Psycho.
Don’t be a snob. It isn’t the Ritz but there’s nothing wrong with the Shoreline Mote…l.
I locked the door and engaged the security chain. And just to be safe, I propped the desk chair under the knob. One could never be too careful.
I dropped my suitcase on the outdated bedspread. “What am I doing here?”
If I swallowed my pride and asked for help, I could stay with my friends in a warm, clean room instead of a creepy rundown motel.
Then again, this type of place was the bread and butter of private investigators. I was earning my stripes… if I survived the night.
I flicked on the bathroom light and checked behind the shower curtain. No maniacs dressed as their mother and wielding a knife. Not that I expected to find one.
Despite logic telling me nothing bad would happen, I took a speedy shower and never closed my eyes. Even when the shampoo stung like red pepper flakes to the eyeballs.
My stomach growled and I fished in my purse for a snack. A package rattled – stale cinnamon plane cookies. They would at least hold me over until morning.
I turned on the square TV and spread my files across my bed. Granny printed out transactions from each fraudulent charge but I wasn’t sure where to begin the investigation. I didn’t have time to hit every place and hope they remembered the buyer. My gaze lifted to the framed county map on the wall.
“I suppose I can organize them geographically and track the phony Becky’s movements.”
I stretched for my traveling case and rifled through the makeup for the orange-tinted lipstick I hated. The first charge came from a gas station not far from my motel. But the most recent bulk of charges were from the Heartland Mall in Wayne City. I flipped to the last page and marked the glass with a lipstick dot. Everything was concentrated within a twenty-mile radius but the imposter went dark in the last two days.
Your best leads are cold and getting colder by the second.
I grabbed my oversized hoodie and stuffed car keys in the hip pocket of my leggings. I wasn’t about to sleep when I still had so many unanswered questions.
The gas station was open twenty-four hours and probably had security cameras. I could at least get one interview out of the way and make some progress.

      [image: image-placeholder]The chilly autumn breeze cut through my damp hair as I hustled into the convenience store. There was something about a star-filled country night that made temperatures in the fifties feel closer to freezing.
I grabbed a Dr Pepper from the fridge and an armful of snacks before peppering the cashier with questions. I needed to come off as friendly and casual. When people sensed desperation, they were less likely to go the extra mile to help.
“Becky?”
I cringed as I heard my name and fumbled a bag of chips and a package of cookies. Five minutes in town and someone already spotted me. How was that for flying under the radar?
I spun on my sneakers and bumped into the chest of the guy who called me. My gaze lifted higher and higher – eight feet tall with a Bob Ross afro. “Kirby?”
His reddish-blond hair bobbed. “In the flesh.”
I hadn’t seen the honorary first mate since the Blue Suede Cruise. His popping up in Lake Falls was beyond weird. “What are you doing here… in my hometown?”
“I’m not stalking you, I swear.” He tried to play it cool and prop an elbow on the shelving unit and instead knocked over a row of spray cheese. “Unless you’d be flattered by that kind of thing.”
“Definitely not.”
“Good to know.” He waved a hand over my athleisure ensemble. “You’re looking ravishing, as always.”
I couldn’t shake the pit forming in my stomach. It was totally odd running into one of my murder suspects when my identity was stolen and the thief seemed to be taunting me. I always assumed the culprit was a woman but could Kirby somehow be behind it? Why else would he be here?
Boxes parted on the shelf and my annoying brother poked his head through the gap. “Here’s Matty.”
I pointed to Kirby. “Is he with you?”
“We’re buds,” Matt said. “We’ve been hanging out since you got the Kirb-Man fired from the cruise.”
“I didn’t get him fired.”
“That was mostly my uncle’s fault,” Kirby said. “They tend to frown upon moving bodies, tampering with evidence, and the like. I’m what you’d call collateral damage.”
Matt rested a hand on Kirby’s shoulder, not used to being the short one. “He’s sparing your guilt.”
The two most annoying people I ever encountered were friends. How fitting? “What are you doing home? Mom said you were taking the gap year to travel.”
“Turns out driving cross country is wicked expensive,” Kirby said. “And also requires wheels. Which we don’t have.”
“Good to know.” I curled wet hair behind my ear.
“Gotta say, your town is pretty awesome. It’s like something out of a movie.” Kirby’s hair bobbed in a different direction from his head, practically shattering the laws of physics. “Matty and I even went to a palm reader at a carnival.”
Matt wiggled his eyebrows. “Guess what she saw in Kirby’s future?”
“She said I’d run into the love of my life in a matter of days.” He leaned closer. “Said her initials would be B.R. Remind you of anyone?”
“Technically my initials are R.R.,” I said. “Rebecca Robinson.”
Kirby placed a hand over his heart. “Say it ain’t so, Babe.”
“What about you, Beck-a-roni? Just come from a photo shoot in the ocean?” Matt smirked. “Let me guess, you played a drowning victim. Hence the half-dead makeup.” He rubbed my cheek with his grimy fingers. “Oops, that’s just your face. My bad.”
I swatted him away like a pesky fly. “As much fun as it was to catch up, I should be going.”
Matt used his long legs to cut me off at the endcap. “Funny how I didn’t see you at home. Is there a reason you don’t want Mom to find out you are back in Lake Falls?”
I shrugged. “She knows.”
“Really? Because Kirby is bunking in your old room and I don’t think he saw you there.”
“I’m staying with the Brown Twins.”
“And Mom is aware of this?”
I nodded. “Why would I come home and not tell her?”
“I don’t know. Why would you?” He fished his phone from his baggy pockets. “I guess you wouldn’t mind if I text Mom right now and tell her I ran into you?”
“Nope.”
His thumbs flew across his screen but his hazel eyes stayed locked on mine. “Last chance, I’m about to hit send.”
As if my prankster brother needed more ways to bug me, now he had blackmail ammunition. “Fine!” I smacked his phone. “Mom doesn’t know and I’d like to keep it that way.”
“It’ll cost you.”
A muscle in my jaw tensed. “How much?”
He stroked his mullet, which was apparently back in style for the Zoomer Generation. “I don’t want your money.”
“Then what do you want?”
He slapped Kirby’s back. “You take the Kirb-mister on a date. Nice restaurant. Somewhere fancy.”
“Pass.”
Kirby pointed to his chest. “This might sweeten the pot. I’ll treat.”
“Nothing personal Kirby but not in a million years. I’m here on business and I’m kinda dating somebody.”
“Ha! Yeah right. Hope it’s not that actor you were so sweet on.” Matt tossed a gossip magazine at me. “Rumor is he’s hot and heavy with his co-star, that babe Ashton Ashley.”
I flung the rag back. “Because everything in the tabloids is true.”
“Turn to page twenty-four.” Matt sneered. “Pictures don’t lie.”
I brushed aside my slight curiosity and very slight jealousy. “That is beside the point. I won’t let you blackmail me. Press send and tattle to Mom if you wish.”
“I do wish.” He dialed her number. “But a call is so much more personal.”
I slugged him in the stomach. “Hang up.”
He doubled over but in laughter rather than pain. “Say you’ll take Kirby on a date.”
“Fine. I agree.”
“Great!” Kirby bounced. “Where are we going? Wait, is anything still open besides Jack in the Box? Because as much as I like it, it doesn’t count as fancy. At least that’s what my high school girlfriend said after prom.”
“We aren’t going now. It’s the middle of the night.”
Matt hung up the phone. “If you renege…”
“I wouldn’t dare.”
He poked the vein in my forehead. “Calm down, sis. The fun is just beginning.”
Kirby grabbed a party-sized bag of Funyuns and bowed at the waist. “Until we meet again, Milady.”
Matt motioned to the cashier. “You can put her stuff on my tab, Felicia.”
I covered my eyes and approached the checkout. “He doesn’t have a tab, does he?”
Felicia shook her head. “Do you know those idiots?”
“Unfortunately, I’m related to one of them.”
“They come in here every night and the big one buys a lottery ticket and scratch-offs.” Felicia propped her head on her fist. “I almost shared in one-third of two hundred million dollars yesterday but he was off by five numbers.”
“So, he had one match?”
“Won four bucks.”
I rubbed the side of my face. “Speaking of quirky customers, I wonder if you might remember a woman who came in here two weeks ago?”
Her lips sputtered and made a helicopter noise. “What did she buy?”
“Forty-eight dollars’ worth of something.”
“So, either gas or thirty-one Twix bars.”
“Right.”
“I have a superb memory for faces, but I don’t work every shift and most people pay at the pump.” She tugged on her blue vest. “What did this chick do anyway?”
“Stole my credit card. I hope y’all have security cameras.”
“We do but the footage automatically deletes after a week.”
“Ah, well I appreciate your help.” I scooched my armful of items. “You can add whatever my brother walked out with.”
She rang up my junk food and I returned to the hotel feeling defeated. Not only was the gas station a bust but now that my brother knew I was home, the blackmail wouldn’t end with taking Kirby on a date. He’d milk my secret until the last drop.
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