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            Yippie Ki-Yay!

          

        

      

    

    
      As Raina Sun studied the groom—who was an ex-boyfriend—he continued to track her fiancé’s movements under hooded eyes on the winery’s lawn. The bridal party and a handful of family members loitered around the space and picked at the snacks set out for them, waiting for the call to be photographed with the bride and groom. The rolling green hills of the Livermore winery made a stunning backdrop for wedding photos, but Raina felt dread settling into her stomach.

      Sebastian Luc, “Blue” to his friends, was dressed in his white tux with a turquoise bow tie. The color set off his hazel eyes, turning them into an arresting shade of blue with golden flecks among all the brown eyes in the bride’s Chinese family. He flashed the deep dimple on his right cheek when he thanked the photographer and walked “off stage,” leaving his bride, Raina’s cousin, to pose by herself.

      While his gaze scanned the crowd, his hand brushed a lock of black hair off his forehead. As with all mixed race children, his height and Eurasian features looked exotic among the Wong family, like a peacock among a gathering of swans. His gaze locked in on Raina’s fiancé again like a homing pigeon, and he made his way to join the men gabbing by the drinks cooler.

      A hand waved in front of Raina’s face. She blinked, breaking off her thoughts. She turned to Lucy Fong, her grandma’s foster granddaughter. “I’m sorry. What did you say?” The two of them were sitting underneath the pop-up shade canopy on the lawn, a few feet away from the main crowd.

      Lucy grinned at her. “Your wedding will come soon enough. You don’t need to keep your eyes on your man. No one will steal him from under your nose at a family gathering.”

      Raina flushed. She wanted to march up to Blue and demand to know why he was marrying her cousin but watching her fiancé like a salivating dog. He wasn’t gay, so why the sudden interest in Matthew? However, this would probably get her into more trouble than it was worth. “Did you ask me something?”

      “I’m here if you want to talk about it,” Lucy said.

      Like the groom, Lucy was also half-Chinese. Her black hair was in a pixie cut with red streaks. The fringes of her bangs highlighted the brown eyes and delicate cheekbones of her heart-shaped face. Raina’s foster cousin was close to five foot eight inches with her heels. Her hideous designer bridesmaid dress matched Raina’s, but her height turned the geometric print on the ball gown into a thing of beauty.

      On Raina, the dress added fifteen pounds to the hips. The bodice was full of daisies—the 3D kind that protruded from the fabric—and flattened what little chest she had. She would have looked more attractive walking around in a burlap sack and a Hawaiian lei. And to make her torment complete, all these outfits would have to be dry cleaned before show time next weekend, and it was her job to take care of it.

      “There’s nothing to talk about,” Raina said, forcing a smile on her face.

      From a distance, she could hear Gigi yipping. Her grandma was pet sitting the Boston terrier for an acquaintance. Unfortunately, the dog complained whenever she was within smelling distance of Raina. “I better go inside before Gigi’s barking gets on everyone’s nerves.”

      Before she could take a step toward the house, Gigi charged into the middle of the group, her leash dragging a lawn chair in her wake. When she looked behind her, there was panic in her face. As the dog ran to get away from the plastic chair, she crashed into bridesmaids and photo equipment alike.

      Po Po, Raina’s grandma, ran after the dog. “Gigi! Stop, girl. Stop.”

      “Holy Toledo,” Lucy muttered, covering her mouth with a hand.

      “We need to help Po Po,” Raina said.

      Lucy shook her head. “Not my monkey, not my circus.” She didn’t bother hiding the grin on her face.

      Raina laughed. “You’re so bad.”

      “Po Po would film the entire thing with her cell phone and post it up on YouTube. She’s lucky I have restraint,” Lucy said.

      Gigi ran away from the patio and onto the lawn. The leash towed a lawn chair, tablecloth, and a watermelon fruit basket. The dog’s tongue lolled out of her mouth. Her eyes were white with terror. Oh, the poor baby.

      “We need to get the dog before my cousin has a hernia,” Raina said, kicking off her heels and rushing toward the dog and her grandma.

      Lucy followed her lead and soon over took Raina with her longer legs. They spread out, hoping to box the dog in with Po Po coming up from the rear.

      “Somebody needs to get this dog off the lawn,” Cousin Jung-yee shouted. Her reddened face and flashing brown eyes made Raina pick up her pace.

      Gigi swiveled her head toward the bride. The dog made a wide arc on the lawn to change direction. Po Po lunged and slid like a baseball player to cut the dog off, but all she got for her effort was a face full of grass and the watermelon fruit basket. As the Boston terrier charged toward the bride, the plastic chair legs dug into the lawn and clumps of lush green grass followed in her wake.

      Jung-yee’s eyes widened. She grabbed the full skirt of her wedding dress to run away from the animal, but her three-inch heels got tangled on the train. She screamed as she fell to the ground. “Help—”

      Before she could finish, Gigi was on Jung-yee. The dog pounced on the bride and licked her face. Gigi wiggled her tail so excitedly that her bottom got tangled in the tulle fabric around her. The lawn chair and tablecloth waited behind her like silent servants. While Gigi hated Raina, she loved Jung-yee with an equal passion. Too bad the love was unrequited.

      The patio went silent. Po Po stopped short at the sight. She gave Raina a look of horror, changed direction, and fled back into the house.

      Raina stopped running and tiptoed toward the disaster. She didn’t want to spook the dog and have her blaze another trail of destruction. “Come here, Gigi. Be a good girl.”

      “Get her off of me!” Jung-yee said. “Get this beast off me.” She pushed ineffectively at the dog.

      Lucy trotted forward, scooped up the dog, unclipped the leash, and headed toward the house. “I’ll keep Gigi out of everyone’s hair,” she said over her shoulder. Smart woman. If Jung-yee got her hands on the dog, there was no telling what would happen.

      Raina and Blue got to the bride at the same time. Each of them took an arm and hauled her off the ground. Jung-yee was sobbing by this time. Her once sleek up-do was a tumbling mess around her face. Mascara ran down her cheeks. She was trembling, though Raina couldn’t tell if it was from suppressed anger or defeat.

      “It’s okay. We’ll have this cleaned up in no time,” Blue said, wrapping his bride in his arms. He kissed her hair, but she continued to sob.

      Raina untangled the train and brushed off the grass and dirt. Her cousin would have to change into her red Chinese dress for the rest of the photo shoot. As she straightened another section of the dress, her hands hovered over the fabric. There were red paw prints on the skirt.

      Jung-yee pushed away from her fiancé, ran a finger under each eye—not that it helped—and straightened her back. “Bridget! Call the makeup and hair people. See if they can come back within the hour. Thank you.” As the operations manager for her father’s chain of Chinese restaurants, she was used to issuing commands. Though her voice wobbled, it didn’t make her any less formidable.

      Raina bent over the paw prints for a closer look. The liquid was thick and dried to a deep burgundy.

      Jung-yee’s gaze swept down to her skirt, and she grimaced. “I need a club soda before the stain sets.” She brushed at it, and her fingers came away red. As her face changed from determination to horror, her hand trembled. “What...”

      Raina swallowed. “It’s blood.”
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      Raina backed out of the sitting room, closing the door softly. She took a deep breath, thankful she was in the hallway instead of dealing with a weeping bride inside. She didn’t blame her cousin for the meltdown, but she didn’t want to get caught in the crossfire.

      Even with the help of a wedding planner, the time and expense for planning a party for over four hundred guests was stressful. Chinese weddings were never a small event because the parents either had a large extended family or a network of friends and associates. Leaving someone off the guest list could be interpreted as a loss of face and start a family feud. And to top it off, the elders didn’t believe in RSVPing for weddings. It was always a toss-up as to how many guests actually showed up. Everyone gave a red envelope filled with money to help offset the cost. If an absent guest forgot to send along a red envelope, the host family might take offense.

      Politics were nothing compared to the intricacies surrounding a Chinese wedding, and the expectations between host and guest. Sometimes it had little to do with celebrating the love between a bride and groom. And with her cousin’s perpetual need to be more Chinese than everyone else, the stress must be the size of Texas.

      Raina sighed. Her poor cousin. Even though Jung-yee had spent their entire childhood competing in a one-sided match, Raina wouldn’t wish this on her worst enemy. She hoped the cleaners would be able to remove the bloodstains. But where did the blood come from? Everyone looked hale and hearty. There was enough blood to look like someone had a stab wound. She shivered at the unlucky thought and pushed it aside.

      She smelled her fiancé’s unique scent—a sage and clean water body wash—and spun around to find E. Matthew Louie approaching her. He was named after his father but went by his middle name. And after decades of calling her fiancé Matthew, she sometimes forgot he even had a different first name.

      He was in a white tux with a silvery gray bow tie. As a courtesy to Raina, he was made a groomsman—an honor he had tried to get out of since day one. He had stayed away from the months of planning, but he had to make an appearance for the photo shoot this morning and the family dinner tomorrow.

      His normally amused gold-flecked brown eyes were dark with concern. “How is Jung-yee doing?”

      “She has calmed down a bit, but she’s still weeping. Were you able to track down the source of the bloodstains?” she asked.

      He shook his head. “The guys and I went through every inch of the front and back lawns and patio. The bridesmaids went through the event center. We couldn’t find anything that would account for the bloodied paw prints.” He raked a hand through his thick black hair. “We should broaden our search beyond the proximity of the building.”

      Matthew was a police detective in their small town of Gold Springs. He was also an ex-Marine who did side jobs for extra cash, though Raina didn’t know his clients. She suspected one of them was her uncle, the criminal lawyer. Her fiancé approached an investigation methodically, leaving no stone unturned. There were times when Raina’s spaghetti-on-the-wall approach drove him nuts.

      “Did Gigi hurt herself running?” Raina asked.

      He shook his head again. “I found Lucy with the dog in one of the small conference room. She cleaned Gigi’s paws, and there was no trace of a wound.”

      Now this was even more intriguing. “Did you speak to Po Po?” Raina asked.

      “No one has seen your grandmother. We tried calling her, but she’s not picking up her cell phone.”

      Raina frowned. What if the blood came from her grandma? But Po Po had run rather vigorously after the dog.

      As if following her train of thought, Matthew said, “I don’t think so. Your grandma was too vivacious to be suffering from blood loss.” He chuckled. “Did you see the way she tried tackling the dog?”

      Raina grinned at the memory. The look on her grandma’s face when she ended up with the watermelon fruit basket was priceless. “Has anyone checked the barn or wine cellar?”

      “I don’t even know where they are located. The winery is ninety acres.”

      “They’re down the hill, beyond the first rows of grapevines. They process and bottle the grapes in the barn, and the wine is stored temporarily in the cavernous cellar underneath it. They also have two aging caves. They gave us a tour of the facility when we first checked out this venue.”

      Matthew looked at the heels on Raina’s feet. “Do you want to change shoes before traipsing through the dirt?”

      Raina wiggled her toes. If she and Matthew found the source of the blood, she wouldn’t want to stain another dress. “Give me five minutes. I want to change into something more comfortable.”

      He grinned. “Do you need any help?”

      “No, thank you. If someone is hurt, showing up an hour later isn’t much help.”

      He wiggled his eyebrows. “Who needs an hour? I could get done in two minutes.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Yes, I’m familiar with those two minutes.”

      “Hey! Those were the best two minutes of your life.”

      She laughed. “If you say so.”

      Raina disappeared into the room next door, which was used as a dressing room by all the bridesmaids. She got into her regular clothes—a T-shirt and capris. It took her more than two minutes to get out of the dress.

      When she stepped back into the hallway, Matthew glanced up from his cell phone. His face was ashen, and his lips were pressed into a thin line.

      “What happened?” Raina asked, stepping up to her fiancé and wrapping an arm around his waist.

      Matthew’s frown became even grimmer. “Your brother just texted me. One of the field hands found a body among the grapevines. Gigi’s bloodied paw prints led the worker to the crime scene.”

      “Does anyone recognize the victim?”

      He shook his head. “She wore a tank top and yoga pants. She wasn’t an employee.”

      Raina blinked. And if the victim were a member of the owner’s family, someone would have recognized her. “How did the woman die?”

      “A single bullet between the eyes. She was executed.”
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      The next few hours flashed by in a blur. Jung-yee changed into her regular street clothes, and the photographer packed it in for the day. He’d tried reassuring the bride that he got a few good shots, and he could take some more on the day of the wedding next weekend. Raina helped the other bridesmaids pack up the various props they’d brought for the photo shoot.

      The local police showed up half an hour later. The winery owner left to round up his staff for the police. When Po Po showed up in the sitting room to give her statement, Raina breathed a sigh of relief. She never really believed that Po Po was in any danger, but she didn’t want her grandma contaminating the crime scene by playing detective. When the police were finally satisfied with their statements, the wedding party was allowed to leave. Everyone rushed to their vehicles and departed like roaches under a flashlight beam.

      Matthew opted to stay behind to offer his assistance to the local police rather than to come home and deal with the fallout from the disastrous photo shoot. Smart man. But in reality, the local police probably couldn’t use his help even if they wanted to. Bureaucratic paperwork and all. He would be a lookie-loo among the uniforms. If Raina had the choice, she would rather hang out with him.

      After a quick stop at the drive-thru for dinner, Lucy dropped Raina and Po Po off at the three-story Victorian in Pacific Heights in San Francisco. As her foster cousin pulled away from the driveway, she waved. Gigi popped her head up from the passenger seat and gave them a huge doggy grin. Lucy had offered to keep the dog in her apartment and out of everyone’s hair. Lucky dog.

      When they walked into the house, Mom was on the speaker phone with Jung-yee’s mom and another aunt. From the frazzled look on her mom’s face, Raina could tell the news had already made its way to the rest of the extended family.

      Raina marched from the living room to the kitchen. No way was she dealing with this until she had food in her stomach. Po Po followed without a word. Mom tried to bring the phone into the kitchen after them, but a curt word from Po Po banished Mom back into the living room. They could still hear the conversation in the kitchen, but at least they could pretend it didn’t exist. Nothing like eating a greasy burger to the tears of a Chinese drama. And oddly enough, it felt like home.

      After several minutes of stuffing her face in silence, Raina asked, “How did Gigi end up stumbling onto the crime scene?”

      Po Po paused with a French fry suspended in midair. “We were playing catch, but then she ran off. And when she came back into sight, she was dragging a plastic lawn chair and running like she had the devil behind her.”

      “And you didn’t see anyone suspicious?”

      “I wasn’t paying attention. I wanted to get to Gigi before she ran into the photo shoot,” Po Po said. “I ruined the whole thing, huh?”

      Raina patted her grandma’s hand. “It will turn out okay. We were halfway through anyway. There must be several good shots. I mean how many wedding photographs do you need?”

      Po Po snickered. “For Jung-yee, probably an entire book. I think the girl has self-esteem issues.”

      Raina snorted. Uh-huh. Jung-yee had been the bane of her childhood. As if Raina could compete on her dad’s government salary. She didn’t miss those days at all. And now her cousin was marrying an ex-boyfriend. When would this madness stop?

      “It’s not about you, you know,” Po Po said.

      “What are you talking about?” Raina asked, wondering if she missed something in the conversation.

      “Jung-yee isn’t marrying Blue to get to you.”

      “I never said she was,” Raina answered, wincing inwardly at her peevish tone.

      She didn’t have feelings for Blue anymore. She was annoyed at the situation. Wasn’t there an unspoken family code to keep exes out of the family? She shouldn’t be forced to make niceties with an ex-boyfriend at family reunions for the rest of her life.

      Mom took this moment to come into the kitchen, saving Raina from an awkward conversation she didn’t want to have.

      “Your aunt is afraid they will be forced to change the venue,” Mom said, dropping into a chair next to Po Po at the kitchen table.

      “Last minute like this?” Po Po asked.

      Raina did some mental calculations in her head. “I think we should be okay. The police would finish processing the crime scene by Tuesday at the latest. So by Thursday, the winery should be back to business as usual. This would still give the vendors Thursday and Friday to get the event center ready for the wedding on Saturday.”

      “As long as there’s no more catastrophes after this,” Po Po added.

      Mom grimaced. “Your cousin fired the wedding planner. I don’t know why. It wasn’t Bridget’s fault a wild beast ran into the photo shoot. Maybe Jung-yee would change her mind after a night of sleep.”

      Raina gave her grandma a sideway glance. Oh, this was awful. With hundreds of guests—and with the potential threat of finding a new venue—her cousin needed all the help she could get. “What will happen now?”

      Mom straightened and gave Raina an unblinking stare.

      Raina’s heart sank. Whenever her mother had given her this look in the past, it had always ended with a job that tested the limits of Raina’s patience. She was in no mood to hear about the twenty hours of labor. “Please tell me you didn’t.”

      Po Po’s head swiveled between her daughter and her granddaughter. “Did what?”

      Mom licked her lower lip. “Do you want your family to be disgraced in front of everyone?”

      “No,” Raina replied grimly.

      “Do you want to see your cousin happy?”

      Raina paused to consider this answer. She didn’t particularly care one way or the other, but she wouldn’t want to see her cousin unhappy. “Yes,” she mumbled.

      Mom smiled in triumph. “I knew you would do your duty.”

      “What duty? Po Po asked.

      Raina sighed. It was just her luck. “I’m the new wedding planner.”
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      By the time Raina woke the next morning, she was resigned with becoming the de facto wedding planner. She knew her cousin would do the same for her when push came to shove. Despite the squabbles, her family had always pulled together when it counted. And Raina would not be the one to fail her family.

      Even when her cousins had tried to sue her for the three-million-dollar inheritance, they had remained cordial the entire time, letting the lawyers handle the process. She didn’t hold a grudge against them. After all, if she had inherited one dollar from their grandfather as they did, she probably would have joined the lawsuit too. It was all water under the bridge now.

      Besides, most of the planning was already done. She probably only had to stand aside while the professionals did their job on Saturday. With a bounce in her step, she headed downstairs for breakfast.

      Winter a.k.a. Win—yes, their parents had a sense of humor—was home from college for the summer and worked at the family international shipping company as a forklift driver. He bit into his bagel and cream cheese like he hadn’t eaten in several days. His other hand flicked through the newsfeed on his tablet. If this wasn’t the death toll of the printed newspaper, she didn’t know what was.

      Her brother was medium height, but he still had the lanky look of a growing teen. He had inherited the curly black hair from their father’s side of the family as Raina did, but he kept it cropped close to his head. His eyes were a dark chocolate brown ringed in thick, sooty lashes. Raina would need two types of mascara and half an hour to produce the same look. And nothing could salvage her hair—she looked like a walking cotton ball on a good day. It was a good thing she was no longer in the dating scene. Give it a little more time, and she might stop shaving her legs.

      As Raina put a bagel in the toaster and poured coffee, Win called out, “Rainy, you got to look at this.” He held out his tablet. “I think this is the woman from the vineyard.” He sounded excited, but to an invincible twenty-year-old, death happened to other people.

      She took the tablet and scanned the article. The headline read:  “Former child star found dead in a vineyard.”  There was a snapshot of the flashing lights from the police and emergency vehicles pulling off the main highway and onto the vineyard. The decorative boulder with the cast plaque proudly displayed the estate name. Talk about bad PR.

      The article was brief. Arianna Cobb had disappeared two weeks ago. Her husband insisted Arianna wouldn’t walk away from her life with nothing more than her purse. However, the police didn’t suspect foul play at the time of her disappearance.

      Raina handed the tablet back to her brother. “Well, there’s definitely proof of foul play now.” She grabbed her breakfast and joined Win at the table.

      Win tapped on the tablet, his eyes scanning the headlines. “Hey, she’s an Angel.”

      Raina looked at her brother blankly. From the way he emphasized the last word, she could tell he meant angel with a capital A. “What does that mean, an Angel?”

      “She loans seed money to small startups or businesses.”

      “Oh, she’s a venture capitalist,” Raina said.

      “No, a venture capitalist is usually a firm, and their loans are always over one million. As an Angel, she loans out her own money. It could be as low as ten thousand dollars.”

      Raina frowned. When did her little brother get so smart? “How do you know all this?”

      Win shrugged. “When you live in the land of startups, you learn these things pretty quickly. I have a friend who got an Angel investor. He’s making bespoke gamer keyboards in his parents’ garage.” Her brother launched into a detailed account of the keyboard and its features.

      “Uh-huh,” Raina said, mentally reviewing her to-do list for the week. Drop the dresses and tuxedos off at the dry cleaners, locate a backup venue—

      Win’s eyes widened. He leaned forward, tapping on the table to get Raina’s attention. “Hey, Sis. I just had a thought. Once the reporters find out how Arianna died—and I don’t see how the police can hide this—the reporters will be all over the grounds. We might not have a wedding on Saturday.”

      Raina groaned, rubbing her temples. She’d had the same thought, but it sounded more likely when someone else voiced it out loud. “I don’t need this stress.”

      “And it’s bad luck to marry at a crime scene.”

      Not that Raina didn’t want to see her cousin happily married, but she could do without the wedding. “Maybe Jung-yee will call off the wedding.”

      “I doubt it. Our cousin is determined to get married before you do.”

      Raina rolled her eyes. “Yeah, I know. Little Miss Competition has to win.”

      “It’s hard to measure up to you. Jung-yee can’t help it if she feels like you’re perfect.” Win gave her a cheeky grin. “But it sucks to be you, Sis.”

      She smacked him playfully on the arm. “Hey, learn to respect your elder."

      "You're not that old. You’re only forty."

      "I'm not even thirty yet, you snot-nosed brat.”

      Win put his plate and mug in the dishwasher. "Close enough.”

      “What do you mean  ‘I’m perfect’ ? I have a part-time job, side gigs, and a one-bedroom apartment. That’s not much to aspire to.”

      “You’re engaged to the love of your life, have two degrees and only need to work part-time to pay the bills. And you get to play Indiana Jones in your spare time with your work at the university. Most people around here have to work a full-time job and a part-time one. You got the dream life.”

      Raina cocked her head and studied her brother. “You can have the same if you move away from San Francisco. It’s the ten thousand dollars monthly mortgage payments that are making everyone feel like they’re just getting by. And there aren’t many opportunities for a good full-time job in a small town.”

      Win shrugged. “I still have plenty of time to think about that later. Have a good day, old maid.” He chuckled as he left the kitchen.

      Raina was still smiling when she got up to put away her dirty dishes. She’d always had an easy relationship with her younger brother, unlike the persnickety one she had with her older sister. Sometimes it felt like the two of them were from separate families. She shook her head, hoping to dislodge her sister from her thoughts. This wasn’t the time or place to worry about it. Her top priority was to make sure this wedding took place without a hitch.
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      After her brother left for work, Raina went upstairs, pulled out her laptop and returned to the kitchen table. She got on the cloud drive and looked through the research folder until she found the file for the venues. She took a big sip of coffee and made calls. A couple of hours later, she leaned back in the chair and stared at the ceiling.

      Raina rubbed her temples. Nothing. Not even a measly hope for a cancellation at any location. With the huge Chinese population in the Bay Area, you would think there would be more venues that could accommodate four hundred guests. And lucky for her—she got to deliver this unwelcome message to the bride and the family.

      This was not her idea of a vacation from managing the Venus Café. She was supposed to meet up with cousins and friends—to visit, to eat at her favorite restaurants, to play with her niece—anything but this. She groaned out loud.

      On top of everything, there was the lingering task of planning her own wedding. Other than the date, Matthew wouldn’t commit to any actual plans. No, he actually said he would do whatever she wanted. But he didn’t sound excited about anything. She had a feeling he wanted something intimate and small. Not that he ever uttered those words. This was how she'd translated his grunts and bland smiles. Unlike Raina, he didn't have to worry about disappointing his family. He only had his grandma.

      “Are you okay?” Po Po asked, entering the kitchen and carrying several small packages from her shopping trip. She set them on the countertop but brought the pink pastry box over to the table.

      Raina straightened and untied the pink twine wrapped around the box of goodies. “Do you need help with the rest of the stuff?”

      Po Po waved dismissively at the packages. “They’ll keep. You know I don’t buy groceries.”

      Once her husband’s business took off, her grandma had employed a cook for over forty years. After a decade of putting up with burned and undercooked food, her husband had felt the expense saved their marriage. As the daughter of a wealthy rice merchant in China, Po Po didn’t spend time in a kitchen until she moved out. She even jokingly referred to the gap between the countertop and the refrigerator as the Grand Canyon.

      Raina bit into a pork bun. Yum. Too bad she had to ruin the moment by delivering the bad news. “If the winery is still closed on Saturday, Jung-yee will have to wait six months for the next available venue.”

      “Then the winery better open on Saturday,” Po Po said, grabbing an egg tart from the box.

      “I don’t think this is up to us to decide. We should set up a phone tree so that if we have to call off the wedding, we can disseminate the news quicker. The out-of-towners would need to cancel their flights and hotels.”

      Po Po shook her head. “We should help the police along.”

      Raina gaped at her grandma. She couldn’t be serious. “Someone executed the victim.”

      “I don’t see how this is any different from plain old murder.”

      “I don’t have time to investigate a murder. I’m the new wedding planner, remember?”

      “Lucy can take care of the wedding. She’s used to planning launch parties for consumer goods. The two of us need to focus on what we do best”—she wiggled her eyebrows—“finding a killer.”

      Raina didn’t want to encourage her grandma, but a part of her wanted the thrill that only came from unraveling a murder. The last few months of managing the café and making plans with her fiancé had been blissful…and dull, dull, dull. Even her grandma had gotten out of town to seek an adventure in Lucy’s hometown.

      “Well?” Po Po asked, bouncing in the chair with excitement. “Should I pull out my new murder kit? I got it on sale from eBay.”

      Raina bit her lower lip. Her grandma often thought of herself as a Miss Marple in training. She would rather jump in headfirst and worry about the danger later. It would be much safer for Raina to take the reins. It wouldn’t hurt to ask a few questions. Po Po could get a flash of excitement without putting either of them in danger, and Raina wouldn’t have to deal with the wedding. A win-win.

      “We should check out the crime scene. Maybe talk to the vineyard owner to see what he thinks will happen on Saturday,” Raina finally said.

      “You are not arguing with me?” Po Po asked.

      “No. I’m saving my breath to warm my stomach,” Raina said. She loved this Chinese proverb. When there was no point in arguing—like at the moment with her grandma—she was better off saving the effort.

      Po Po beamed and patted Raina’s cheek. “You’re such a good girl, Rainy.”

      Being a good girl was what got Raina into trouble in the first place. She couldn’t seem to say no to her family. Some people might call her a doormat, but her family was important to her. And they hadn’t yet asked anything she wasn’t willing to give.

      Besides, she hadn’t promised they would investigate the murder, only to ask a few questions. With Matthew busy with her male cousins today, she had no real plans to fill her time.

      She opened her laptop again and typed a suspect list.

      Husband. What happens to Arianna’s money upon her death?

      Business partner or money manager. What about the angel loans? Who else borrowed money from her? Does the borrower have to make payments to the husband now?

      Po Po peered over Raina’s shoulder. “Trying to follow the money trail, huh? It’s a start until we find out more.”

      “I’m not sure how we can get the husband to talk to us.”

      “Can we pretend we’re Arianna’s business partners?”

      “That’s not a bad idea. Let ask Lucy to pull up information on Arianna through the PI databases.” Raina hit the save button and pulled out her cell phone.

      “I’ll be back in a jiffy. I got to get into my disguise. I’m thinking of going with the harmless little old lady look,” Po Po said.

      Raina studied her grandma. Her face was a well-traveled roadmap, but her silvery pixie haircut, skinny jeans, and off-the-shoulder blouse gave her a matured urbane look. Her grandma certainly looked too hip to be a little old lady. “Why do you need a disguise?”

      “First, the knitting needles make a handy weapon. Second, nobody notices an old lady in a crowd. Third, I can ask all the questions I want because I’m bored and nosy.”  Po Po gestured at Raina’s outfit. “And you pull off the broke grad student look wonderfully, my dear.”

      Raina glanced at herself. She was wearing a well-worn T-shirt from Matthew and baggy shorts. She looked nothing like the young professionals in the city. Too bad it wasn’t a disguise.

      While Po Po was upstairs, Raina texted Lucy. Her foster cousin replied immediately to say she was on it. It was mighty convenient, having a private investigator in the family even if she was still in training. Lucy could probably investigate the murder more professionally than Raina and Po Po, but she had a wedding to plan. And she already got plenty of excitement with her day-to-day work.

      Raina texted the bridal party members to remind them to bring their outfits to the family dinner tonight. She wanted to drop the dresses and tuxedos off at the dry cleaners as soon as possible.

      Blue texted her back.

      
        
        Can you stop by my office this morning?

        I need to talk to you.

      

      

      Raina frowned at the message and replied.

      
        
        No can do. Busy all day.

        See you tonight at dinner.

      

      

      Her phone vibrated underneath her hand before the message got sent. It was an incoming message from Blue again.

      
        
        I can’t make it tonight.

        Too much work before the wedding.  

      

      

      Raina raised an eyebrow at the text message. She could swing by his office, but she didn’t want to give off the impression that she was still available at his beck and call.

      Before she could make up her mind, her phone vibrated again. She sighed and opened the message app.

      
        
        I need to talk to you about the murder.
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      The drive to Blue Diamond Construction was uneventful. Po Po complained about missing her weapons of mass destruction. Her arsenal of spy gear was in the condo at Gold Springs. The “murder kit” only had a magnifying glass, a notebook, and pepper-spray.

      Po Po snorted in disgust and tossed everything back into the drawstring bag. “It’s cheap junk. My high school kids could get us something better than this. It’s just too bad they’re on vacation or out of town. I hate summer break. Kids these days need to hit the books harder, not slack off for months.”

      Her grandma sponsored a math and science club at the high school in their town. The sole goal of this club was to create gadgets for her grandma in exchange for a college scholarship. In reality, the club provided a haven for talented but troubled kids. And Raina was often roped into providing snacks for this ravenous pack.

      Raina kept her eyes on the road. “I guess we’ll have do this the old-fashioned way. Maybe it was Colonel Mustard in the vineyard with the revolver.” She pressed her lips together to keep the laughter from escaping.

      “Uh-huh. You think this is funny? Wait until you’re in a tight spot, then you’ll wish the kids were still in school.” Po Po slipped the murder kit into Raina’s purse. “Here you go, Sherlock.”

      Raina pulled off the main road and onto the side street that led to the industrial park in South San Francisco. The concrete tilt-up buildings with wide roll-up doors and loading docks were islands in a sea of asphalt. The endless asphalt pavement was broken up by perimeter fencing. Vegetation was limited to a hedge and an anemic tree by the front door of each building to welcome customers pulling into the parking spots.

      When Raina and Po Po walked into the building, the receptionist was filing her nails and streaming a movie on the computer screen. Mrs. Santos had worked at the construction office for over thirty years. Her husband sold the business to Blue and promptly passed away. She showed up one morning to help out and stayed ever since. Raina didn’t know if Mrs. Santos was even collecting a paycheck.

      Mrs. Santos was a fading Hispanic woman of average height. She was probably the same age as Po Po. Her face looked like an apple-head doll at the county fair and was surrounded by a thinning halo of fluffy white hair. She had a thick shawl around her thin shoulders even though it was the middle of summer. What Mrs. Santos lacked in physical presence, she made up for with her broad smile and booming voice.

      Raina gave her grandma a sideways glance. Even in her little old lady disguise—Po Po even wore a shawl much like Mrs. Santos—her grandma didn’t give off the same frail vibe. Interesting. It must be the exercise classes from the senior center.

      “Rainy! I’m so glad to see you again. What can I do for you?” Mrs. Santos said.

      “Is Blue available? He’s expecting me to drop by,” Raina said.

      Mrs. Santos waved Raina toward the inner office. “I don’t know if he’s in a conference call, so knock first before going in.” She returned to filing her nails.

      “Why don’t I wait for you here?” Po Po said, pulling up a chair next to Mrs. Santos.

      “I’m sure whatever he has to say, could be said in front of you,” Raina replied.

      “I know, but I want to watch the show,” Po Po said, blinking a Morse code with her eyes.

      Raina couldn’t interpret the message, but it was a good idea for them to split up. Her grandma might get information from the receptionist. “Okay, see you in a bit. Just don’t teach Mrs. Santos anything naughty.”

      Mrs. Santos smirked. “Oh, please. I was a hot-blooded Latina once. I could show your granny a move or two.”

      Po Po beamed and leaned forward. “I would like to see the moves.”

      Raina turned away from the two retired women and rolled her eyes. Great. Her grandma didn’t need any more help in the naughty department.

      She strolled down the short hallway and passed the conference room, the small break area, and restroom. Blue’s office was in the rear of the building next to the warehouse area with the loading dock. He stored the building materials back there until he needed to move them onto the job site. Blue wasn’t in the office, so Raina strolled through the double doors into the warehouse. There was no sign of movement.

      “Anybody here? I’m looking for Blue,” Raina called out.

      “Back here,” Blue said.

      Raina headed in the direction of his voice. When she rounded a bank of metal shelves, she saw Blue pulling open the lid off a shipping crate with a crowbar. The muscles on his arms rippled with the movement. He had on a faded white T-shirt and blue jeans. His long black hair was tied back into a ponytail. His work attire made the tuxedo version that much more appealing.

      He set the crowbar on the shelf next to him and pulled off the lid. Nestled inside the Styrofoam was a refrigerator. She couldn’t tell what brand it was, but from the way it was packaged, she knew it was expensive. Probably custom made.

      “Twenty thousand dollars,” Blue said, glancing over at her.

      Raina whistled. “Kitchen remodel?”

      He nodded and leaned the lid against the crate. “Some people have more money than sense.”

      “So you want to talk about the murder?” She didn’t bother hiding the skepticism in her voice.

      Blue studied her for a long moment. He hooked his thumbs on the pockets of his jeans. From all outward appearance, he looked relaxed. But she knew him well enough to notice the tension in his hazel eyes.

      She softened her voice. After all, at one point, she cared for this man. “How can I help?”

      “The victim is Arianna Cobb. She’s an Angel for small businesses,” Blue said.

      Raina nodded. This wasn’t new information to her. She knew from experience it was better to let people talk at their own pace.

      “She’s my Angel.” Blue swallowed. “And right before her death, she called in her loan.”
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      Raina’s eyes widened. Did this make him a murder suspect? This couldn’t come at a worse time. “Is there a repayment plan on the contract with her?”

      “There’s no contract, but the term sheet I signed gave her a thirty percent stake in Blue Diamond Construction until I can pay off the initial loan plus the ten percent interest.”

      “I still don’t understand. It sounds like there is a repayment plan. She shouldn’t be able to call in the loan.”

      “The terms said that I either pay her back for the loan, or she could sell the shares of the company. Apparently, she needed the money now because she was planning to divorce her husband first before he mentioned divorce. He’s having an affair.”

      Raina’s jaw dropped. Whoa, she didn’t see this coming. If Blue weren’t on the police suspect list already, he would be soon, along with the husband and the lover. A business deal gone wrong or a crime of passion? Her grandma will love this. “Do you know who the lover is?”

      Blue shook his head. “Do you think the lover killed Arianna to run off with the husband and her money?”

      “Too early to tell. Was Arianna your friend? Most people don’t reveal information like this in a business deal.”

      He shrugged. “She didn’t say that exactly. I deduced this from the little tidbits she revealed during our interactions.”

      Raina averted her gaze. So now he was playing Sherlock, too? “How many times did the two of you meet to discuss this loan repayment?”

      “Twice. Once here in the office, and once at a Starbucks.”

      “What did she say the first time you met?”

      “She said she wanted me to pay back the loan, or she would sell her shares of the company. I asked her why, and she said she needed the cash for her lawyer. So I jokingly asked if she was getting sued. That’s when she said she was getting a divorce.” He swiped a hand over his face. “I couldn’t have her sell the shares to a stranger. I worked hard to buy this business from Mr. Santos.”

      “Did she forgive the interest?” Raina asked, hoping to distract him from thoughts that weren’t helping the situation.

      “She was willing to take her initial investment, which is fifty thousand dollars.”

      “So what happened during the second meeting?

      Blue scratched his jaw. “Here’s the bizarre part. She came in after her yoga class and wanted to order wheatgrass. She seemed out of it. I thought she was high at first or maybe drunk.”

      Raina frowned. Wasn’t Arianna found in her yoga outfit? “Do you think she was drugged?”

      “She could have been.”

      “Did you see how she got to Starbucks? Her car was found outside the yoga studio at the time of her disappearance.”

      “How do you know this?”

      “It’s on the web.”

      Blue shook his head. “I wasn’t paying attention. I was practicing my speech about how I can’t pay her back on such a short notice. Even if I sell some of my equipment, I still can’t raise the cash without a few months to settle things. I would have to call off the wedding. It would be better to lose the deposits than to put the balances on the credit cards.”

      “You could ask Jung-yee to borrow the money.”

      He returned the cover to the crate, lined it up, and kicked it shut with his steel toe boots. “No, that’s not an option. My new father-in-law already thinks I’m marrying your cousin for money.”

      It never occurred to Raina that he would marry for money. “So what happened during the meeting at Starbucks?”

      “She asked for the money back again, but she seemed distracted, glancing around like someone was after her.”

      “I don’t understand. So Arianna was both drugged and distracted? Did she seem afraid to you?”

      “Could be. I thought it was whatever she was on. I just wanted to get out of the meeting.”

      “Did you hear from her again after this?”

      He shook his head. “And I didn’t contact her either. I was hoping she would change her mind.”

      “You’ll look bad when the press connects her death to you and your business.”

      “Tell me about it.” He jammed his hands into his jeans pocket and hunched his shoulders. “My new father-in-law will use this as an excuse to postpone the wedding. He’ll probably say it would reflect badly on his restaurants.”

      “Does it matter if you get married now or a little later?”

      “And give him time to break us up? No, I don’t want to postpone the wedding.”

      “You love her that much, huh?” She didn’t bother keeping the skepticism from her voice. He had jumped into another relationship almost immediately after they had broken up.

      “I’m not marrying her to get back at you.”

      Raina raised an eyebrow. Was that a hint of defensiveness in his voice?

      “It didn’t work out between the two of us. But through you, I got more remodeling jobs from your family. And somehow I got invited to your family events. I think they felt sorry for me because I don’t have any family here.”

      Raina nodded. This sounded about right. Her family tended to collect strays. “And this naturally threw you and Jung-yee together. But I still don’t see how this murder has anything to do with me. I’m already doing the two of you a big favor by filling in for the wedding planner and wearing a hideous bridesmaid dress. I don’t know how, but I bet a picture of me in that dress will pop up once a year for the rest of my life.”

      “You have to help me, Rainy. I’m trying to raise the money for the loan, but I need you to look into this murder. Please don’t let me lose the love of my life. Jung-yee means everything to me.”

      At the familiar pleading look in his eyes, Raina’s heart melted. Why did he think she could help him? She was just an amateur. “Maybe you should ask Lucy to look into this. She is a professional private investigator.”

      He shook his head. “First, Lucy is in training to be a private investigator. She doesn’t have a license yet. Second, she’s virtually a stranger. I don’t want her digging into my business. I trust you. I know whatever you find, you will always have my best interest at heart. You will want me to be happy.”

      Raina’s swallowed. No wonder she was once in love with this guy. How could she say no? But how could she explain this to Matthew? “Do you have any way of getting in touch with Arianna’s husband? We have to talk to him.”

      “I’ll call him to ask about renegotiating the repayment terms. I’ll pretend to be ignorant about Arianna’s death.”

      “So you’re skipping the family dinner tonight?”

      He gave her a crooked smile. “Of course not. The family is planning to do the tea ceremony. I only said it to get you to come here.” He gave her a sheepish grin. “And it worked.”

      “And you couldn’t tell me this tonight?”

      “Too many people. And I would be too busy pretending to be the perfect son-in-law.”

      Raina narrowed her eyes at him, recalling the way he watched Matthew like a starving man. “What else are you hiding?”

      Blue squinted at her and pretended to leer. “If I tell you all my deep dark secrets, I would have to kill you.”

      Raina knew he was joking, but there was a twinge of something in his voice. He was hiding something all right. Everyone was allowed to have their secrets, except when it involved her fiancé. If Blue had something on Matthew, she wanted to know what it was. And this murder investigation might be her ticket to get Blue to squeal like a pig on a stick. No one was messing with her man while she was on the watch.
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      Raina pressed the remote on her key fob and unlocked the car doors. “Did you have a good chat with Mrs. Santos?”

      “We made a lunch date for Wednesday. She’s gonna take me to her pole class, and then we’ll have a nice lunch afterward. I think she could be my new bosom buddy,” Po Po said, reaching for her seatbelt.

      Raina raised an eyebrow. Sometimes she wished she had the knack of being everyone’s best friend. “Don’t forget to pump her for information. She probably knows more about Blue’s business than he does.”

      “Maybe I should do yoga for the next few days. I wouldn’t want to pull a groin muscle or something on Wednesday.”

      Raina’s lips twitched, and she bit the inside of her cheek to keep from laughing. If these two retired ladies want to show their wares in a class full of twenty-somethings, then it wasn’t her place to comment. What she wouldn’t give to leak this information to the rest of the Wong family. It would be hilarious, except her Uncle Anthony, the patriarch, would probably forbid it. And this would result in an argument between Po Po and her eldest son. Nope, it was better to enjoy the amusement by herself.

      An hour later, Raina pulled into the parking lot next to the building that looked like a country estate home on the outside but functioned as an event center on the inside for the winery. Traffic was bumper to bumper. It seemed to get worse every time she visited the Bay Area. The winery owner’s home was a mile away, but the walk would give them a chance to wander through the grapevines and inspect the crime scene.

      Po Po slammed the passenger door shut. “What is Bridget doing here?” She pointed at the white minivan with the business logo on the side parked in the row behind them.

      Raina glanced at the vehicle and the event center. The double doors were propped open with chairs. “We better find out. If she removed any of the decorations stored in the conference room, Jung-yee will have another nervous breakdown.” They’d paid the rental fee for the decorations and equipment separate from the contract with Bridget Harker, the wedding planner.

      They trotted to the front door. The foyer with the glass chandelier was empty. They made a left toward the small sitting rooms that the owner had converted into conference rooms. The one assigned to the wedding was unlocked and emptied.

      The artificial flower arrangements for the centerpieces were heaped in their cardboard boxes. Only the bouquets and boutonnieres would have real flowers in them. Another cardboard box held the souvenir bags with heart-shaped crystals and chocolates. They were a little cheesy for Raina’s taste, but her cousin hadn’t asked her opinion.

      The red tablecloths were piled neatly on top of the conference table. The venue only supplied white tablecloths. Since Uncle Sain, Jung-yee’s father, was a stickler for Chinese traditions, he rounded up the red tablecloths from his restaurants. White was the traditional color for death and red the color for luck and celebration. There would be enough red in this wedding to confuse a charging bull or rival a whore’s boudoir.

      Po Po counted the pillars for the flower arrangements and checked the other boxes. “Everything seems to be here.”

      They left the room, and Raina locked it. Someone might wander in and take items for their event. “Let’s go see if Bridget is outside,” she said. They returned to the foyer and exited a set of French doors on the opposite wall. “Maybe she’s back on the job for Jung-yee’s wedding.”

      “I don’t think so. Someone would have sent us a message,” Po Po said.

      Across the grass lawn and grapevines, Raina saw movement at the foot of the hill, but she couldn’t make out what was going on. The owner had dug out two aging caves into the hillside for the wine. Double barn-style doors sealed them from the elements. One of the caves’s doors was open.

      Raina glanced at her grandma. “It’s probably a two-mile walk.”

      Po Po pulled out her birdwatching binoculars from her purse. A few seconds later, she put them away. “I can’t see the inside of the cave. We’ll have to do a look-see. If nothing else, it would get us closer to the crime scene.” She handed the binoculars to Raina. “Why don’t you add this to the murder kit? You never know when they might come in handy.”

      Thirty minutes later, they were outside the aging caves. Raina leaned against the door, trying to catch her breath and wiping the sweat off her brow.

      Po Po gave her a sideways glance. “Maybe you should join my aerobics class when we get home. You still have a few months to get in shape for your wedding.”

      “No, thanks,” Raina said. She wasn’t fooled. Her grandma only wanted Raina to join the exercise class so she could bring in baked goods. And she wasn’t out of shape. She was just tired.

      Uh-huh, said a small voice in her head.

      Raina ignored the voice. So she’d gained ten pounds since her engagement. It was called happy fat for a reason. She turned and studied the interior of the cave.

      During the initial visit to scout possible wedding venues a few months ago, the owner had shown them the aging caves. Once the wines were put into the barrels, they were stored for two years before further bottling. Sometimes a cave might be sealed for months until it was time to add more barrels or removed the aged ones.

      Wall sconces dimly lit the interior. A fire suppression system was installed on the ceiling. Rows and rows of metal racks lined the aging cave. Each shelf held several wine barrels. The air smelled of earth, moisture, and wood. The room reminded Raina of underground catacombs once used to house the dead. She shivered at the chill rolling out of the doorway.

      “There is no cell phone reception inside. If we’re locked in, we may not get out until the next time they do maintenance,” Raina said, swallowing uneasily.

      “I’ll stand guard out here, and you can go inside,” Po Po said, making a shooing motion with her hands. “I don’t like dark and dingy places. It gives me the heebee-jeebees like the entire mountain is about to fall in on top of me.”

      Raina grimaced. Now that was an image she wanted to have before going inside. “Don’t come in after me. I don’t want both of us to be locked in there. Go for help if I scream.”

      She tiptoed into the cave. A dozen steps in and the temperature dropped by ten degrees. Goosebumps peppered her skin, and she tucked her hands in her armpits. She was not wearing the correct clothing for this adventure. It was worse than the frozen food aisle at the supermarket.

      Raina didn’t know much about wines, but the barrels on the racks looked impressive to her. There was probably enough wine in here to pay off a mortgage or two. Her eyes scanned the interior, but she didn’t see anyone, though someone had to be in here.

      “Hello? Bridget, are you in here?” Raina called out. “Hal?”

      Hal Rossi, the winery owner, must be with the wedding planner because she wouldn’t be able to get in here without the key. Surprisingly, Raina’s voice didn’t echo in the cavernous space. Maybe the low ceiling and the rows of wine barrels dampened sounds.

      Raina took a few more steps and squinted in the dim light. Was that a flash of purple? She hurried after it. As she turned the corner, she could hear two people whispering. She used to debate the moral dilemma of eavesdropping on other people’s conversations, but it had saved her on more than one occasion. Now, she was all ears.

      “Do you know how much business I’ve referred to you in the last two years? I can’t believe you couldn’t do this small favor for me,” Bridget said, her voice tight with anger. “You can tell the Wongs that the police hasn’t released your event center for business yet. This would give them plenty of time to find a new venue.”

      “A few days are not enough time to find a venue of this size. The Wongs would have to cancel the wedding. Doing this favor for you is bad for business,” Hal said.

      “Jung-yee wouldn’t cancel the wedding. They have plenty of money to make it happen. Just not here.”

      “Their restaurants order enough wine to make up ten percent of my sales. I can’t afford to anger them. Your referrals, while wonderful, don’t not make up for losing their business. I’m sorry, Bridget. But I can’t help you,” Hal said.

      Raina leaned forward until she could see a corner of Hal’s shirt and arm. She ducked back before either of them saw her. They must be discussing the restaurant chains owned by her cousin’s parents.

      “I see,” the wedding planner said. She sniffled, sounding like a child on the verge of a meltdown.

      “Just go and have a good weekend. Forget about the Wongs. They’re still paying you for the work you’ve already done. Why do you care if they go ahead and have this wedding or not?” Hal said.

      “I don’t care about the Wongs. I care about my business. Jung-yee has posted horrible reviews about my business all over social media. This could ruin my livelihood. I’m a single mom with an eight-year-old son. I can’t lose my only source of income.”

      Raina cringed and shook her head. Her cousin wasn’t a vindictive person. She knew how false reviews at a popular site could destroy a small family business. Bridget must have angered someone else.

      “I don’t see how I can help,” Hal said, sounding apologetic.

      “We’re in the same boat. What happened to me could happen to you. We have to help each other.”

      Hal didn’t comment.

      “You have a dead body in your vineyard. If this wedding doesn’t go through without a hitch, you’ll be next. She will ruin your business like she did mine,” Bridget said. “How would you fare when she gets other restaurants to stop serving your wine?”

      Hal sighed. “Have you tried asking Jung-yee to remove these negative reviews?”

      “She’s ignoring my calls. I don’t know what to do anymore. Now I’m getting calls from my other clients asking about my cancellation policy.”

      “Have you had a cancellation from anyone else yet?”

      “Not yet. But when I do, I’ll blame it squarely on that spoil rich bi—”

      “Let’s not say anything you might regret. When I see Jung-yee, I’ll ask her about the reviews. But I’m not telling the Wongs that the event center isn’t available this weekend,” Hal said.

      “Thank you,” Bridget muttered grudgingly.

      Raina shifted from foot to foot. She should announce her presence. It would be embarrassing if—

      Heels clicked, and Bridget appeared from around the corner. Her green eyes registered surprised, and her hands flew to her chest. “Yaaa.”

    

  
OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        COPYRIGHT
      


      		
        THANK YOU
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Smoldering Flames and Secrets – Anne R. Tan
        
          		
            DEDICATION
          


          		
            1. Yippie Ki-Yay!
          


          		
            2. One Fine Execution
          


          		
            3. A Fresh Dug Hole
          


          		
            4. In the Arms of an Angel
          


          		
            5. In Plain Sight
          


          		
            6. Two Peas in a Pod
          


          		
            7. Trouble in Paradise
          


          		
            8. A Call After Midnight
          


          		
            9. An Old Familiar Friend
          


          		
            10. The Jelly Between Boulders
          


          		
            11. Spy vs Spy
          


          		
            12. A Train Wreck
          


          		
            13. The Black Widower
          


          		
            14. A Scary Cat
          


          		
            15. The Penny Dropped
          


          		
            16. Going Native
          


          		
            17. Jealous Much?
          


          		
            18. Letting the Cat Out
          


          		
            19. Storming the Castle
          


          		
            20. Death Comes Knocking
          


          		
            21. He Said. She Said
          


          		
            22. Everything Old Is New Again
          


        


      


      		
        Hazy Grooms and Homicides – Anne R. Tan
        
          		
            DEDICATION
          


          		
            1. Tighty Whities
          


          		
            2. The Soup Thickens
          


          		
            3. Dirty Laundry
          


          		
            4. Bonus for a Cape
          


          		
            5. Kissing the Toilet Brush
          


          		
            6. A Bearded Man
          


          		
            7. Another Engagement
          


          		
            8. Old Buddies
          


          		
            9. An Unlikely Pair
          


          		
            10. Wrong Move
          


          		
            11. Poof
          


          		
            12. Operation Photo Shoot
          


          		
            13. Another Evening Surprise
          


          		
            14. Kill the Messenger
          


          		
            15. Oooh-la-la!
          


          		
            16. An Unholy Alliance
          


          		
            17. Packing It Up
          


          		
            18. A Victory
          


          		
            19. M.I.A.
          


          		
            20. Lady with a Sword
          


          		
            21. Wedding March
          


        


      


      		
        Chilly Comforts and Disasters – Anne R. Tan
        
          		
            DEDICATION
          


          		
            1. Home Sweet Home
          


          		
            2. Eleven Months Later
          


          		
            3. A Different Partnership
          


          		
            4. The Game Plan
          


          		
            5. Too Close for Comfort
          


          		
            6. A Lovely Explosion
          


          		
            7. Throwing Down the Gauntlet
          


          		
            8. A Silent Cry for Help
          


          		
            9. Tick Tock
          


          		
            10. The Big Squeeze
          


          		
            11. Taking Care of Our Own
          


          		
            12. Double Ace
          


          		
            13. Die Trying
          


          		
            14. An Unexpected Nooner
          


          		
            15. The Showdown
          


          		
            16. A New Deal
          


          		
            17. Mover and Shaker
          


          		
            18. Turning the Tables
          


          		
            19. Smelly Tally
          


          		
            20. Operation Sapling
          


          		
            21. A Surprise Visitor
          


          		
            22. Pop Goes the Weasel
          


          		
            23. A Hidden Ace
          


        


      


      		
        Also by Anne R. Tan
      


      		
        Fair Cronies and Felonies
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		COPYRIGHT


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


OEBPS/images/rainbox3_2d_big.jpg
‘7 A Raina Sun Mystery
' ‘ CHILLY COMFORTS
] and DISASTERS

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHO

ANNE R. YIAN





