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When catering delicious donuts for a birthday party hosted by one of her customers, a newly-hired nanny for a famous social media star, Annabelle Darlin stumbles on another body. Who would have thought that delivering donuts could be so fatal?


** 

“Mini Darlins?” Aunt Edna asked, incredulously, as she and Annabelle Darlin, owner of the Darlin Donuts Café, packed up the delicious tiny donuts for their latest catering gig.

“Yes,” Annabelle replied. “That’s what I call them.”

“When did we start making teeny, tiny donuts?”

Annabelle grinned. “They’re little desserts for a children’s birthday party. You know something? I think I’ll officially come out with this new line of donuts called Mini Darlins.” She beamed with pride. “This way, little kids can have bite-sized donuts and parents can be happy that the treats contain less calories and sugar than the regular size.”

“I think it’s exciting that Sasha Max-Blue ordered from your store. Man, you’re really going places,” Jack beamed. 

Jack was Annabelle’s part time pastry chef. He helped her out a lot in the kitchen. Especially after Annabelle was downsized from her job and had to move back to her home town. She used the funds from her severance pay to open up her own business. Since she loved baking donuts, and the town was in need of a new donut store, it seemed like a perfect fit.

It turned out to be a blessing in disguise when Annabelle was suddenly laid off from her job and moved back to the small town of Apple Cove, a town of rolling green hills, apple orchards and the freshest country air you’d ever breathe in, just outside the city of Toronto. She escaped the hamster-wheel rat race and used some of the severance pay to open up her own small business, Darlin Donuts Café. She had the pleasure of serving the finest customers and being a part of the lives of many wonderful people. Sadly, it wasn’t all fun and food when bad things happened—like murder.

“Thanks. You really love your social media stars.” Annabelle knew Jack was addicted to social media like a lot of people. He was one of Sasha’s loyal followers.

“You know she’s got like 10 million followers!” he added.

“So I hear.”

“Isn’t she married to that football star?”

“Yes. Hank what’s his name.”

“Hank Blue. Well, that’s why she’s famous.”

“She’s famous because she posts about their life online and people love her. She’s pretty and she’s got a great personality.”
“And great tastes in clothes and stuff. Retailers love her. I heard she got like $1 million just for wearing that new outfit that everyone’s now talking about it. Her followers loved it.”
“Could you imagine the publicity if they mention our store’s name. I mean 10 million followers, Annabelle! Think about it.”

“We all know that Apple Cove is a small town, Jack. Unless, the 10 million followers somehow crammed into this town, it’s not likely to have much effect.”

“We’re off the highway. So unless they stop by...”

“I doubt they’d visit just for donuts,” Annabelle said. “But one can dream, I suppose.”

“So what did she sound like?”

“What did who sound like?”

“Sasha,” he said, almost dreamily. 

“I don’t know. I spoke to her nanny. Her child’s nanny Josie Smith. She’s the one that ordered the donuts. You know Josie.”

“Oh, right. How did she get that job?”

“Why is the nanny ordering food?” Aunt Edna asked.

“She’s what’s known as a super nanny or celebrity nanny. They do it all now. They don’t just take care of the kids, they do everything else like arranging stuff and helping to organize parties or trips for the children. The nannies or super nannies are versed in almost every area you can imagine.”

“But didn’t Sasha have a different nanny last month?”

“True.”

“She goes through nannies like people go through changes of clothes every day it seems. She must be a diva. Hope Josie lasts.”

“I’m sure she will. Josie’s a nice girl. The quiet-student type.” 

Annabelle received a call from Josie that morning to order some donuts at the last minute for the children who’d be attending. Though Sasha’s daughter is only three, some of the children attending, kids of other celebrities would be much older. 

“It’s all for show and tell,” Aunt Edna said. “I bet you she’ll have her camera ready to take pictures of every meal and every second of play to upload to her social media account for her followers to like. Can’t people enjoy life without strangers liking everything?” 

“Aunt Edna!”

“What dear? Am I not telling the truth?”

“Truth is in the mind of the beholder, dear auntie,” she said lovingly. Her aunt was never much for anything in the modern world. She was grateful for the help of her twin aunties Edna and Gabby since they were both retired and loved to help out. They were also vocal about their ideas about the world too. 

“So what happened to that last nanny anyway?” Aunt Edna asked. “The blonde woman who looked more like a super model with those enhanced features. I was surprised Ms Sasha allowed a woman like that into her home.”

“Aunt Edna, that’s very sexist.”

“Is it, dear? I’m just saying some women wouldn’t hire a nanny that looked like a supermodel especially with a husband about the house.”

“Aunt Edna!”

“What dear?”

“Well, she does have a point,” Aunt Gabby chimed in as she walked in through the swinging doors of the kitchen. “They will only hire nannies who are single with no kids of their own, no responsibilities who can devote their life to caring for the rich kids. I hear they have to sign one heck of a non-disclosure too. So we’ll never know why those other nannies were fired so quickly. I hope Josie works out.”

“Yes, I hope so too. She’s a charmer. Such a nice quiet student. Her family sent her here for a good education. She’s studying literature.” But Annabelle couldn’t help but notice how different she looked form all the other nannies Sasha hired. 

“All the other nannies have been quite beautiful and glamorous, driving those fancy cars to boot,” Aunt Gabby said.

“Well, it’s all part of the celebrity nanny culture,” Annabelle said.

“What do you mean?” Aunt Edna asked.

“Oh, come on, you must have heard that celebrity nannies make a killing.” Jack chimed in.

“A killing?” Aunt Edna queried.

“Yeah, it’s all about status. I dated a girl who worked for one of those agencies once. They get paid six-figures and get a free luxury ride plus they get to take all those supped up trips with the celebrities. It’s all about image. They want the nannies to look good and drive the best when carrying their kids around.”

“Why the fancy cars?”

“Because the children must be driven around in nice vehicles,” Annabelle added. “Most nannies from those elite nanny agencies have to not only look polished and presentable, but many of them have university degrees and can speak seven languages. Most of them are also skilled or trained and culinary arts, martial arts and other areas. I think that’s the basic requirement for that elite nanny agency.”

“Why martial arts? I can understand culinary training to make nutritious meals for the kids.”

“Well, if they’re out in the park with the kids, I guess it’s necessary to have self-defence.”

“I see.”

“What strikes me as odd was how fast Sasha burned through her nannies. The pay and perks must have been great.”

“I’m surprised Josie got the job this time. I mean she’s a nice girl with a university education but she doesn’t have all that glamour Sasha goes for.”

“Maybe Sasha’s trying something new.”

Annabelle remembered when Josie came into the café one day looking distraught. She’d told Annabelle she’d gotten mixed up with the wrong crowd and ended up partying too much then failing her major subject. She didn’t want her parents, who were out of town, to know about it since they sent her to this province for a great education at the prestigious university in town. Apple Cove had one of the most prestigious universities in the country. Though it was much smaller than the others and more private. The wait list was very long to get in. Josie had apparently told one of her friends one day that she was desperate for money and would do anything for a high paying job.

She hoped Josie wasn’t involved in any gambling debts or anything like that. Apple Cove wasn’t too far from the new casino in the neighboring city.

That’s it, Annabelle. Quiet that overactive imagination of yours. Josie is a nice girl and got the job because of her smarts and caring demeanor.

“I don’t know why they hire nannies who are young and inexperienced. Why not hire a parent? Someone with maternal instincts. I hear that some of these young nannies don’t have that,” Aunt Edna said.

“That’s judgemental Auntie. You know it is. That has nothing to do with it. They need someone who is devoted to their child. If they found someone who has kids too, then the priorities would be mixed. What would happen if their own child got sick? They’d have to call in and can’t be available twenty-four seven.”

“True, but...”

Annabelle looked at the time. “Oh dear. The party starts in a few hours and Josie asked if I could bring the donuts now. I best be on my way.” Annabelle packed up the rest of the items.

“Can I come?” Jack asked, eagerly.

“Sure, but I don’t think you’ll see Sasha right now. Josie mentioned she was having her nails done at the salon when I asked her for more information about the birthday cake. She’d asked for two cakes.”

“Two birthday cakes?”

“Yes, one double-chocolate. And the other creamy vanilla.”

“Oh,” he said, a hint of disappointment in his tone. “Well, since Gabby’s going with you, I won’t tag along. But if you need help, let me
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