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      The weather in Chicago had turned from cold and gray to snowy and blustery. I hunkered down into my winter coat and leaned against Logan as we stood in front of a two-story brick home. The tiny front yard was gated by a black iron fence.

      “What do you think?” Logan asked.

      “That we should move to Florida.”

      “I meant about the house. This one meets all the requirements on your list.”

      “And the price reflects it.”

      He wrapped his arm around me and hugged me to his side. “Housing prices have gone up. Do you want to put in an offer or keep looking?”

      We had searched for three months. In that time, I found every house I didn’t want. This one was perfect. Not only had the interior been renovated, but it had a garage with a studio apartment above it.

      While Logan wanted the main house just for us, the garage would be there for whoever needed it. Currently, that was Lan. Once I moved out of our shared apartment, he couldn’t afford it on a delivery driver’s salary.

      And hopefully I’d get Mila home soon.

      So, we needed the extra space.

      “Put in the offer,” I said, knowing I wouldn’t find anything better on the market.

      Even though this house was perfect for us, I was worried. Not only would we have to shovel our savings into the house, but the mortgage might also be too much for a detective’s salary. Not that I expected Logan to be the sole provider, but I was currently unemployed.

      Since Ross wouldn’t rehire me, I’d have to look beyond the family restaurant. Maybe even return to a career in advertising. But after getting chased out of the advertising world by my ex-fiancé and his girlfriend, I felt ill every time I thought about resuming my career.

      While restaurant work was hard and low paying, I enjoyed it. Perhaps once Ross dealt with his issues, he’d be more willing to rehire me.

      My real estate agent might be the perfect person to help Ross get over his issues.

      I studied Will Foley as he locked the house and headed over to us. With dark hair perfectly styled for a windswept look, and clothes that were professional yet stylish, he looked better suited as a model than a real estate agent. The subtle use of makeup had me eyeing him as a potential brother-in-law.

      “What do you think?” Will asked.

      “We want to put an offer on the house,” Logan said.

      “How about over dinner?” I asked. “The restaurant isn’t far away. My treat.”

      “Normally the agent treats,” Will said.

      “It’s our family restaurant, so it’s on the house.”

      “Then I can’t say no. I have my laptop with me, so I can put an offer in as we eat.” He patted his messenger bag, and I noticed he wore rings on his index finger and ring finger. Since they were on his right hand, I hoped it meant he was single.

      Taking out my phone, I texted Will the address. “We’ll see you in a few minutes.”

      When Logan and I sat in the SUV, he glanced over at me. “Are you sure you want to go to the restaurant?”

      “Yeah. Why?”

      “Ross still isn’t talking to me.”

      After Ross’s big reveal that he was gay, he made me swear not to say anything to Logan or anyone else. But Ross also promised to patch things up with Logan. That hadn’t happened yet, and I had a feeling Ross was too afraid to tell Logan.

      Handsome Will Foley might solve that problem.

      “Don’t worry,” I said. “Tonight, we’re customers.”

      Logan didn’t look convinced, but I knew he wanted to see Ross.

      When we arrived at the restaurant, Logan parked on the street and then glanced across the road. “Looks like Mr. Lee’s restaurant is nearly ready to open.”

      “I will be the first customer, and I’m bringing stretchy pants.” My mouth watered as I anticipated stuffing dumplings into my mouth.

      “There is a reason I call you dumpling,” Logan teased. “Your love of them scares me a bit.”

      “I do love them, but I love you more.” I slipped off the seatbelt and kissed him on the cheek. “Let’s go. All this talk about food is making me hungry.”

      We met Will at the door. He scanned our Italian restaurant that was stationed in the middle of Chinatown.

      “I didn’t know an Italian restaurant was located here,” he said.

      “Piatto Perfetto has been here since 1944,” I said.

      “The food must be good to stay in business that long.”

      Logan opened the door for us, and we shuffled in to find Ross at the host station. He was putting menus away and didn’t see us until he looked up. His hazel eyes rounded in surprise as he glanced at Logan and me. And then at Will.

      Was there a hint of interest in his gaze?

      I wasn’t sure.

      “Will, this is my brother Ross. He runs the place.”

      Will held out his hand. “I’ve been showing houses to Jade and Logan.”

      Whatever interest Ross had in Will died the moment he mentioned we were looking for a house.

      Ross barely shook Will’s hand and then grabbed three menus.

      I bit my lip, knowing I failed. While I wanted Ross to meet Will, I forgot Ross wouldn’t want to know about Logan and me buying a house together.

      Would our relationship ever get better? I supposed matters of the heart were never easy.

      Ross sat us near the window and placed the menus in front of us. The politeness was all an act for Will. If it was just Logan and me, Ross would have showed us out the door.

      Logan kept taking glances at Ross. He wanted his best friend back, but Ross avoided eye contact.

      Before Ross could leave, Will turned a sunny smile on him and asked, “What do you suggest?”

      That gorgeous smile would have had Nana asking for Will’s number, but it didn’t look like it did anything to Ross as he said, “Everything on the menu is good, but our lasagna is one of the dishes we are known for.”

      “Then I’ll take that.”

      “Can I get you something to drink as well?” Ross asked. “Our house red pairs well with the lasagna.”

      “That would be great.” As Will handed the menu to Ross, their hands touched.

      Ross paused, but then grabbed the other menus and retreated.

      “We didn’t order,” Logan said.

      I shrugged. “Ross knows what we like.”

      Logan leaned over to whisper, “Unless he refuses to feed us.”

      Will glanced at us. “Is there a problem?”

      Logan straightened and shook his head. “Not at all. Should we go ahead with the offer?”

      Will pulled a laptop from his messenger bag. “Do you want to bid asking price?”

      As Logan and Will spoke about the house, I excused myself and headed to the kitchen.

      I found Ross at the wine rack. He took a bottle and placed it on the side counter. Judging from his rigid shoulders, I knew he was upset.

      “I’m sorry,” I said. “I came because I wanted you to meet Will.”

      Ross glanced around him to make sure no one listening. But with Aunt Dot yelling at Coby for more plates, no one could hear us.

      “Why do I need to meet him?” Ross questioned.

      “He’s nice. Professional. No ring on his finger . . .” When Ross didn’t take the bait, I added, “And he seems interested in you. I saw his hand touch yours.”

      “It was an accident.”

      “That was no accident. He’s interested in you.”

      Ross yanked the cork out of the bottle with so much force he nearly tossed the corkscrew across the room.

      “I think you like him too or you wouldn’t have this reaction.”

      “Jade, I don’t have time for this.”

      “Will you have time later? I’ll give him your number.”

      “I’m going to say this nicely. Back the hell off.”

      “That was nice?”

      “Would you like me to say it how I really meant it?”

      I backed up a step. “No. I got the hint. But when are you going to talk to Logan? He’s miserable without his best friend.”

      “I told you I’ll talk to him when I’m ready.”

      He waved over a young female server I hadn’t met before. “Holly, bring this to table five.”

      Ross then went to the line and pulled food for delivery. I was dismissed.

      I stopped Holly. “I’ll take it.”

      She shook her head, making her honey-blond ponytail sway. “I’ll get into trouble.”

      “From Ross?”

      She glanced over at him and then nodded.

      I sighed. “Is he a mean boss?”

      “I didn’t mean . . . I was . . . He’s . . .” She pressed her lips together.

      Normally, Ross wasn’t mean to anyone except for me. But keeping the restaurant floating was stressful. Adding to that, Ross had gone through trauma when he had been kidnapped by the mafia. And he didn’t have his best friend to confide in because I stole Logan. I was the straw that broke the camel’s back.

      “Don’t worry about him,” I said. “He’s got a lot on his plate.”

      “What about the chef?” the girl asked.

      “Aunt Dot?”

      She nodded. “Does she always yell?”

      “Yes,” Coby said as he reached between us to stock wine glasses, nearly knocking me out with his over-scented bodywash. “She’s always like that. And if she threatens bodily harm, believe her.”

      Holly’s brown eyes rounded.

      “Don’t scare her,” I said.

      “Are you saying I’m lying?” Coby asked.

      “No. But you’re the only one who pushes Aunt Dot to violence.”

      “Coby!” Aunt Dot shouted. “Get your butt back at your station. Stop flirting with the new girl.”

      Coby groaned. “Jade, can we work on a new video for my channel? I need money to get out of here.”

      “No. Your videos always land me into trouble.”

      Before he could plead more, a spatula flew through the air with deadly accuracy and nailed Coby on his butt. He jumped. The sudden movement dislodged a dark blond lock of hair from its tall, jelled state.

      “I warned you!” Aunt Dot yelled.

      Coby rubbed his bottom as he scurried back to the dish station.

      Holly grabbed the bottle of wine and pushed through the swinging door so fast the door swung in her wake.

      Shaking my head at my family, I followed her to the dining room and stopped at the dessert case to eye Mom’s selection. All my favorites were there. But my main love was cannoli. Taking a tray, I set three plates on it and then filled them with an assortment.

      After pilfering the dessert, I dropped them off at the table and then discarded the tray on the empty seat before I sat down next to Logan.

      Will eyed them. “Dessert first?”

      “That’s how I roll.”

      “I could get used to this.”

      I inwardly smiled, already welcoming him to the family. Since I didn’t want to meddle too much in case it backfired on me, I turned my attention to the dessert and wine.

      By the time we sent the offer on the house, food was delivered. Will’s lasagna looked like a slice of cheesy heaven. Logan’s mushroom risotto smelled divine.

      I stared at the side salad Ross placed in front of me. His gaze dared me to argue.

      When he turned to leave, I detected a victory smirk.

      Knowing the side salad was a jab at me, I smiled anyway. His jabs were becoming weaker, and that meant Ross was coming around. Logan would get his friend back soon.

      Taking the fork, I snatched some of Logan’s food. He didn’t mind sharing and even took a bite of my salad. However, I left the restaurant still hungry.

      Since the food was free, I supposed I couldn’t complain.

      On our way out, Will stopped on the sidewalk and handed me a business card. “In case your brother needs an agent.”

      I pocketed the card. “He’ll need an agent, eventually. I’ll give it to him.”

      Will nodded. “I’ll be in touch when I hear about the offer.”

      When we parted ways, Logan drove to my apartment to drop me off.

      He frowned when he pulled alongside the building. “I don’t see why you can’t move in with me until we get a house.”

      “I’m not abandoning Lan,” I said. “But he’s at work if you want to come upstairs and hang out for a while.”

      His dark eyes scanned me as if tempted by the offer, but then Logan shook his head. “I need to be at work early tomorrow. How about tomorrow night?”

      I nodded. “I’m always free.”

      “That worries me.”

      “Why?”

      “When you and Nana have too much free time, bad things happen.”

      I kissed him on the cheek, running my fingers along the stubble on his jaw. “You think too much. Nana has been good since we started therapy.” I opened the door. “Don’t worry so much. I plan to stay at home and look for a job.”

      “I love you.”

      “I love you, too.”

      I headed to the building and climbed the stairs to the apartment. Letting myself in, I veered over to the kitchen to see if there were any snacks.

      But like always, I didn’t go grocery shopping, so my choices were limp celery or moldy bread.

      Tossing them both into the garbage, I sat on the couch and flipped on the TV, hoping to forget that my stomach wanted more food.

      Someone knocked on the door.

      A moment of panic kept me rooted to the couch until I remembered the mafia’s 411 underground organization was gone. They couldn’t hurt me anymore.

      Glancing out the peephole, I saw a guy wearing a black baseball hat. He placed something on the ground and then left.

      I waited a few moments to make sure he wouldn’t come back before I opened the door. While the 411 wouldn’t bother me, the Company was still alive and well. I didn’t want another run in with the mob.

      A brown paper bag sat on the ground. It smelled too good to be anything nefarious. Picking it up, I broke the sticker that sealed the bag and glanced inside to find a food box.

      The delivery guy must have gotten the wrong address. Since there was no restaurant information on the bag, I didn’t know who to call about the misdelivered food, and I doubted I could catch the delivery guy before he left.

      My stomach growled in response to the yummy smelling food. Did I dare eat it? No restaurant would want the food back. They’d have to make a new order for the customer.

      My stomach said yes, but I hesitated. Not only because it wasn’t my food, but it could be poisoned.

      Since the bag was sealed, I wanted to say it was safe. Plus, Nana always said poisoning was a domestic crime. I didn’t think that was one hundred percent true, but poisoning random strangers wasn’t common.

      Maybe if I just took one bite . . .

      Bringing the bag to the kitchen, I placed it on the counter and opened the container to find lasagna that could rival Aunt Dot’s recipe.

      Taking a fork, I dug into it and brought the morsel to my lips. Briefly, I thought about writing a farewell letter to Logan, letting him know it was my stupidity that killed me. But I thought that was a little too dramatic, and I was too hungry to find a pen and paper.

      Popping the lasagna into my mouth, I groaned as the flavors hit my tongue. The noodles were homemade, and they seasoned the sauce better than Aunt Dot’s. It was perfection.

      I glanced inside the bag again, hoping I overlooked something that had the restaurant’s name on it. But there was nothing.

      Too bad. I would go to the restaurant in a heartbeat to order another round of lasagna.

      Taking another bite, I pondered bringing the lasagna to the restaurant so Aunt Dot could taste it, but I didn’t want to become the next spatula target.

      Cutting into the heavenly square again, my fork hit something hard.

      Nothing in lasagna should be hard.

      Shifting the noodles, I discovered metal between the layers. Pulling it out, I stared at a silver necklace with a ridiculously large sapphire pendant surrounded by diamonds.

      I knew for sure a necklace didn’t belong in the lasagna. I also knew someone was going to be looking for the expensive necklace.

      Once again, Logan’s worry that trouble followed me might be justified.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      Logan stared at the necklace and then at me. His usually soft brown eyes were like lasers as they cut through the air and targeted me.

      “I was gone ten minutes,” he said.

      “It’s not my fault,” I said. “I didn’t order the food.”

      “But you opened it and ate some of it. Do you know how dangerous that is, especially since we don’t know if the Company is going to retaliate after the 411 shoot out? The easiest way to silence you is by feeding you poisoned food.”

      “It was a sealed bag.”

      “An unmarked bag with a sticker on it is not considered sealed.”

      “I’m sorry. I was hungry, and it smelled so good. And the taste is better than Aunt Dot’s lasagna.”

      “That’s not the point.”

      “I know. But how could any lasagna be better than Aunt Dot’s? After you investigate, tell me what restaurant this came from.”

      His eyes narrowed more.

      “Or not,” I back peddled. “I’ll leave it to you to sort out.”

      I slowly backed away as he used a plastic bag to pick up the necklace. “How much of this did you touch?”

      “Only the silver chain. I placed it on the counter as soon as I realized what it was.”

      He bagged it and then turned to me. “You’re staying with me tonight.”

      “What about Lan? If you don’t think it’s safe for me to stay here, then it’s not safe for Lan, either.”

      “Tell him to stay with Nana or Ross.”

      When someone knocked on the door, Logan opened it. Gunner stood like a muscled fortress in the doorway. His already thug look leveled up with the black hoodie he wore. The only tattoos visible were the ones on his hands and neck.

      “What’s going on?” he asked as he leaned against the doorframe.

      “I need surveillance footage from the building cameras.”

      “What am I looking for?”

      “A delivery driver who dropped off a paper bag to Jade. I need any information you can find.”

      “Done.”

      Without another word, he was gone.

      I had mixed feelings about Gunner. On one hand, he saved my life at the shoot out by using his body as a shield. On the other, he tended to trigger me. Anytime he was around, there was a chance my PTSD would activate and I’d blank out, especially since he enjoyed using force on people.

      “Are you okay?” Logan asked when Gunner was gone.

      “Fine.”

      “I know you don’t like being around him, but we’re short staffed, and he just got off desk duty. He’s been wanting to get back into the field.”

      “Don’t worry about me. The more I see him, the less he triggers me.” I eyed the destroyed lasagna. “Why would someone stick a necklace in food?”

      “To hide it.”

      “I know that. But why food? There are so many other less messy things they could have chosen.”

      “Food delivery is common. Whoever sent it might be a fence selling stolen goods. Hiding it in food makes the transaction undetectable to anyone who might be watching.”

      “Then there is a good chance the fence is operating out of a restaurant. Maybe it’s the owner. Or the delivery driver.”

      “Stop right there,” he warned. He placed his hands on my arms and looked me in the eye. “I don’t want you to think about this case. It belongs to the Chicago PD. Under no circumstances are you allowed to investigate. That goes double for Nana.”

      “I’m not going to investigate. I’m just curious.”

      “Curiosity gets you into trouble.” He placed a kiss on my forehead. “Pack a bag for a few days. I don’t want you to come back here until I know who I’m dealing with.”

      I would have called him overcautious, but things tended to go wrong if I was involved. Since staying at Logan’s place wasn’t a hardship, I headed to my bedroom to pack.

      As I tossed clothes into a bag, I called Ross.

      “Why are you calling when the restaurant is open?” Ross asked instead of greeting me. “You know I’m busy.”

      “Can Lan stay overnight with you?”

      “Why?”

      If I told him about the necklace issue, Ross would say no for sure. He had been dragged into enough life-threatening situations and wouldn’t appreciate getting dragged into any more problems.

      “There are bugs in my apartment,” I lied. “He can’t stay here until the exterminator comes.”

      “A few bugs never hurt anyone.”

      “It’s an infestation. Bugs everywhere.”

      Ross tsked. “Why does he have to stay with me? He has a family who can take him in.”

      “You know the Lee’s are homeless until they rebuild their restaurant and apartment. Mr. Lee and Lily are staying with relatives, but there isn’t room for Lan.”

      “Ask Nana.”

      “Ross, you’re in the therapy session with us. You know the therapist said Nana needs to work on a few of her dependency issues before allowing anyone to live with her again.”

      “He can stay on Logan’s couch.”

      I sighed. “Why are you being so stubborn? Lan is practically family, and he’s an employee.”

      “Both cases mean I don’t want him in my apartment.”

      “So . . . if you won’t let family and employees stay with you, does that mean you’ll let strangers live with you?”

      “Stop being difficult. I didn’t say that.”

      “What about Will?”

      “What about him?”

      “He gave me his business card to give to you.”

      “I’m not in the market for a house.”

      “But you’re in the market for love.”

      Silence.

      “Ross?”

      Silence.

      With a sigh, I glanced at my phone to find he had hung up.

      I knew I pressed my luck, but I had hoped Ross would have asked for Will’s number. Maybe next time.

      After I packed, I slung the bag onto my shoulder and headed out to find Logan on the phone. I took a moment to feast on eye-candy while he was distracted and couldn’t scold me for ogling him. Even with his winter coat covering his deliciousness, Logan was tall, lean, and handsome.

      “I have Gunner getting footage,” he said into the phone. “Can you search for necklaces reported missing? I’ll send a picture of it.”

      I dropped my bag at the door and then texted Lan.

      There’s a situation at the apartment. Can you find some place to stay for the next couple of days?

      What happened?

      I’ll fill you in later. Want me to pack a bag for you?

      Grab the duffel bag in Mila’s room. It’s got enough to last me a few days. Drop it off at the restaurant.

      Ok.

      After finding the bag, I turned off the lights, and I returned to the living room. Logan had finished his conversation and slipped his phone into his pocket.

      “Who were you talking to?” I asked.

      “Omro.”

      Pretty Detective Isla Omro was Logan’s partner at the CPD and had also dated Logan briefly. She was not a favorite of mine, but only because I was protective of Logan. If she didn’t work so closely with Logan and share his office, I might have liked her.

      “Ready?” he asked.

      “Yeah. I have Lan’s bag, too. Can we drop it off on the way?”

      Logan nodded. “Stay here a second.” He glanced through the peephole and then unlocked the door and peeked out before opening the door all the way. Grabbing my bag, he proceeded into the hall first.

      “Stay close,” he said.

      Now that I was no longer safe behind a locked door, my adrenaline spiked. I hurried to follow Logan as he headed to the stairs. At each blind section, he paused to make sure it was clear before committing to winding our way down to the first floor.

      As he reached for the door at the bottom of the steps, it flung open, and a shadowed man appeared.

      The edges of my vision blurred as panic swelled inside of me.

      Breathe.

      All I had to do was practice breathing and everything would be okay. I had done it countless times during my therapy sessions. And yet, when confronted by reality, breathing never seemed to work.

      My knees weakened, and I sunk to the floor.

      “Jade!” Logan reached for me, but I was already gone.

      Once again, my body betrayed me.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, I found myself cocooned in blankets. In order to escape, I had to roll out of bed. Did Logan wrap me like a burrito on purpose, or did I steal the blankets during the night?

      Glancing at the clock, I realized I had slept in. Logan must have gone to work hours ago.

      Hoping he left a message, I checked my phone. Not seeing one, I searched the apartment for a note but found nothing.

      At the very least, I thought he would leave a reminder to behave myself, especially after he spent the night gently chiding me for scaring him after my blackout episode.

      The shadow had been my neighbor. Gary Huff was hardly sinister. In fact, Gary occasionally shared meals with Lan and me if he ordered too much.

      But instead of the doughy middle-aged man, I saw only a shadow.

      My phone rang, jarring me from my thoughts.

      “Hey, Nana,” I said when I answered the call.

      “What’s this I hear about bugs in your apartment?”

      Did I tell her the truth or continue the lie? Since neither of us could afford more therapy bills, I went with the lie. “An infestation,” I said. “But they will sort it out in a few days.”

      “Doubtful,” she said. “Once you have an infestation, it’s best just to burn down the building and start again.”

      Rather drastic, but bugs were wily creatures that didn’t like to die.

      “I’ll pass on the suggestion to the landlord,” I said. “Who told you about the bugs?”

      “Lan. He’ll stay for a night or two. I sure hope he doesn’t have any tagalongs in his bag.”

      “Are you sure it’s a good idea for Lan to stay with you?”

      “I know you’re worried. I had the same conversation with Essie. But my problem was never with Lan. You know that.”

      “I do. Just monitor yourself.”

      “I’ve been monitoring myself for years,” she said. “Want to get lunch? I could stand to get out of the house.”

      Since I had nowhere to go and was still hungry from yesterday, I thought it was a great idea.

      “What are you hungry for?” I asked.

      “Oh, I don’t know. Why don’t you think about it and choose? I’ll pick you up in an hour.”

      After we disconnected, I got ready for the day. I thought about what I wanted to eat, but the only food that came to mind was the lasagna from last night. I wanted to find the restaurant and stuff myself with the cheesy goodness.

      Logan wouldn’t approve of me trying to find the restaurant that dealt in stolen property, but it wasn’t like I was looking for the bad guys. I just wanted lasagna. Was that so wrong?

      My stomach voted in favor of lasagna.

      Pulling out my phone, I searched for Italian restaurants in Chicago. A list generated with multiple pages of possibilities.

      There had to be over a hundred restaurants listed. I was surprised, but I shouldn’t have been. In the land of the mafia and Al Capone, of course Chicago would be flooded with Italian restaurants.

      I sighed, knowing there would be no way to find my beloved lasagna. Unless . . .

      I typed a message to my foodie friend, Nash. Who makes the best lasagna?

      If anyone would know, it was him. Not only was he a chef, but he loved to try new restaurants. And as a baker for Vito Scarsella’s diner, he had to know insider Italian mafia information, which included the best Italian cuisine.

      I typed another message. Vito doesn’t serve lasagna, right?

      Since Vito’s diner was more of a breakfast dive, I doubted lasagna was on the menu, but it didn’t hurt to ask. If anyone was fencing stolen jewelry, it would be Vito.

      When I didn’t get a reply right away, I figured Nash was busy at work, so I took a shower and changed. By the time I slipped on my shoes, Nash had replied.

      No lasagna at Vito’s, but The Mad Italian has good lasagna. I get off work soon if you want to meet up.

      Since I hadn’t heard from Nash in over a month, I wondered if he had an update on Mila. This would be a perfect opportunity to find out.

      Nana is picking me up soon. We’ll meet you over there.

      Not only would I fill my stomach with something delicious, but I also technically wasn’t breaking any promises to Logan. This lunch was all about lasagna and had nothing to do with stolen necklaces.

      I heard the lie, but I couldn’t stop myself. When Nana pulled up to the curb in her oversized sedan, I hopped in and told her where to go.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      As we waited for Nash at The Mad Italian, Nana and I sat at a semicircle booth and looked at the menu.

      “I’m surprised you want Italian food,” she said.

      “Last night, I tasted the best lasagna I’ve ever eaten. I can’t get it out of my head.”

      “Better than Dot’s?”

      I nodded.

      “The Mad Italian made it?”

      “I don’t know, but I’m about to find out.”

      She eyed me over the menu. “How did you get the lasagna if you don’t know who made it?”

      “It was delivered to me by accident last night. The bag was unmarked and there was no receipt.”

      Nana slapped her menu down. “And you ate it? I thought I raised you to be smarter.”

      “The bag was sealed.”

      “Most likely with a generic sticker anyone could use. You could have been poisoned.”

      “You said most poisonings happen between couples.”

      “Exactly. Logan could have poisoned you.”

      I tsked at her. “Now you’re being silly.”

      She shrugged. “It happens all the time. Next time, don’t eat something unless you order it.”

      “I promise.”

      She eyed me once more and then nodded. “Now that you’ve promised, I have bad news for you.”

      I braced myself. “What’s wrong? Do you feel okay? How is Essie? What about Lan?”

      She waved off my concern. “Nothing is wrong. But I don’t think you’ll find the lasagna you’re looking for here.”

      “It’s on the menu.”
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