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Annabelle Darlin stumbles upon a strange mystery with a bizarre twist after the murder of a rock star who had previously been a victim of a death hoax. When Annabelle is accused of the crime, she races to solve the mystery before the real killer gets away.


**

“Well, isn’t that something,” Aunt Edna said, while reading on her iPad in the kitchen of the Darlin Donuts Café.

“What are you referring to?” Annabelle Darlin asked as she took the second batch of vanilla cream donuts out of the fryer.

The scent of cinnamon wafted to her nostrils. She loved working for herself as the owner of Darlin Donuts.

It wasn’t too long ago that Annabelle was in between jobs wondering how on earth she would make ends meet. 

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

“Joe, that rock star customer of yours with the anger issues, is alive after all.”

“Was he ever dead?”

“According to social media, he was. Stories have been posted online about his death. Turns out to be one of those false reports.”

“You mean a death hoax,” Aunt Gabby chimed in as she scrolled on her phone while seated opposite Aunt Edna. The two ladies had been busy earlier helping Annabelle with the morning rush and were now taking a break.

“Yes, that’s right,” Aunt Edna stifled a yawn. “Seems like there’s one every day now. It’s getting out of control.”

Annabelle sighed and shook her head. How did she miss that? She had been busy working at the donut shop and didn’t have time to scroll her social media feeds. When you owned your own business, you worked all kinds of hours around the clock to make sure everything ran smoothly. 

“Well, I’m glad he’s alive and well. And thanks for letting me know,” Annabelle added.

She felt blessed to have her two retired aunties helping her out and just keeping her company while she worked in her donut shop. They were a ball of fun to be around. 

“It must have been quite a shock for Joe,” Annabelle added as she arranged the freshly fried donuts on the cooling rack.

“Yes, dear. Sad, isn’t it? His publicist made a statement this morning stating the reports of his death were false.”

“What’s going on?” Jack asked, when he got back into the kitchen.

“Some schmuck tweeted Joe, that rock legend, was dead, but he is very much alive,” Aunt Gabby filled Jack in.

Jack chuckled and shook his head. “So he’s been revived then,” he said, humorously. 

“That’s not all that’s been revived,” Aunt Edna said. “So are his record sales. They’re through the roof now. He’s number one again on all those streaming services.”

“Well, at least his albums are back at the top of the charts. And he wants a dozen vanilla cream donuts. Who knew he lived out here?” Aunt Gabby said.

“Actually, he’s originally from Apple Cove. He ordered from us before. I think he just likes to keep a low profile, that’s all. Nothing wrong with that.”

“Keeping a low profile,” Jack said. “Good on him.” 

“I think his new album is called Dead. That’s probably what all the confusion was about,” Aunt Edna said.

“Oh, I get it,” Annabelle said. “So his publicist thought she’d use the hashtag Joe with the word Dead and people assumed she meant he’s dead.”

“I heard his sales on his last album were dead, so I guess...” Aunt Edna trailed off.

“Aunt Edna!” Annabelle said, her hands on her hips. “That’s not nice.”

“What’s not nice is Joe changing his order like a million times.”

Annabelle turned around and glanced at the order sheet again.

“Well this time, his order is just the way he wants it,” Annabelle said. “Vanilla cream donuts with the gold sprinkles. I made sure to order the right sprinkles this time.”

“It’s nice that you tailor your orders to your customers.”

“Well, it’s all about the customer.” She smiled. “I love doing fun things for them. It gives their order a nice customized touch.”

“Yes, but it took you forever to find those golden sprinkles for Joe,” Aunt Edna reminded her. “And he asked for them at the last minute when you’d already made the other batch.”

“Yes, I know but it’ll all be worth it.”

“Is he having a celebration party or something?”

“I don’t know. He just said he wanted the donuts at his house by 11 o’clock this morning. I’m guessing he has a meeting or something.”

“Maybe to celebrate not being dead,” Aunt Edna said with a yawn.

Annabelle grinned and shook her head. She too started to yawn. Why was yawning so contagious? She’d thanked her aunties for getting up so early this morning to help her get started in the kitchen at 4 a.m. It had been a busy day for orders in her catering division.

She then walked over to the side to check on another tray of donuts, which should be cooled by now, so that she could add the gold sprinkles on them. Just the way Joe liked it.

The donuts were crispy on the outside and gooey and fresh on the inside. And they were in the shape of guitars. Yes, guitars! It took a lot of work to get them just right but it was all worth it. She wanted to create special treats for her clients, at their request. And it also helped her brand when she posted the donut designs on her Instagram page. Customers loved it. Her customized catering was really beginning to take off. 

“Oh, no!” Annabelle called out.

Her aunts got up from where they were seated and rushed to her side. Jack, the pastry chef, turned around.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“The sprinkles!” She stared in horror at the counter. It looked as if someone had knocked the cup of sprinkles over. “I can’t serve these now. They’re contaminated.”

“Oh, dear,” Aunt Gabby said, “Yes, they are.”

Though the countertops were clean, they made it a mission to obey health and safety guidelines. Anything spilled on the countertop or the floor was never served to customers. Spilled ingredients were discarded.

“Oh, great,” Annabelle said. “If he doesn’t get his gold sprinkles, he’ll freak out.”

“Can’t you just use the other sprinkles he originally ordered before he changed his mind at the last minute?” Aunt Gabby asked.

“No, that won’t work. He was specific. It has to be the gold sparkly ones.”

She walked over to her office at the back of the kitchen and sat at her desk, flipping open her MacBook.

“What are you going to do?”

“Send him a text.”

“Don’t you use your phone to do that?”

“I’m a touch typist. It’s easier for me to use all my fingers and type. I type faster that way instead of using my thumb or one of my fingers. I don’t want to make a mistake and hit the wrong key.”

“Gotcha,” Aunt Gabby said.

Annabelle typed while staring at the screen. What she loved about touch typing is that she never had to look at her fingers. She’d learned to touch type when she was in high school and had always used that method to type.

Hey, Joe.

So sorry, but there’s going to be a slight delay with the gold sprinkled donuts.

We just ran out of the gold sprinkles.

We can deliver donuts at 11:00 free of charge and bring another batch 

with the gold sprinkles a little later—again no cost to you. It’ll be on us.

She waited with bated breath for his response.

Nothing.

Then...

She saw the three bubbles show up to show that he was typing back his response. 

Her face fell.

She was gobsmacked.

“What did he say?” Aunt Edna asked.

Annabelle frowned.

“I’m not sure but I think it was an expletive.”

“What?”

Her aunt came around the desk and to look at Annabelle’s screen.
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“The nerve of that man. And it’s in caps too!”


Aunt Gabby also took a look. “Oh, dear. These rock stars and their abbreviations. What does it say? Is he saying to kiss my...”

“Never mind, Gabby,” Aunt Edna interjected. “You can see the girl is feeling bad as it is.”

Annabelle felt heat rise to her chest.

“What are you going to do?” Jack asked.

“Well, he didn’t say not to come. I’m still going to deliver the goods. I don’t want to be a no show.”

“Good on you.”

Annabelle closed her MacBook and got up, sucking in a deep breath. She felt deflated. She hated to let her customers down. She wondered how she could make it up to him. It would take her an hour to get across town to the special store for the delivery.

It was now 10:35 am. She wanted to at least be on time for the first batch of vanilla cream donuts.

**

Annabelle turned off the ignition when she arrived at Joe’s house at 10:45 a.m. on the east side of town. She noticed the sprinklers were on in the front lawn. The freshly cut green grass looked pristine under the sunny skies. 

It was a nice mansion but there was no gated security. She’d heard that he was so paranoid about being watched that he never bothered to have security cameras installed around the house like most rich folks in the area.

She got out of the car and closed the
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