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      Roses are red, Violets are blue, and Olivia Rickard is officially the worst at fixing relationships. Case in point: Olivia decides the best way to go about getting her boyfriend back is to tail him around town. There’s no way daring to spy on Andrew’s date was going to end well...but Olivia didn’t expect it to end in death.

      Hannah Maclin, Andrew’s date, is found dead in the parking lot of the restaurant with a tacky rose sticking out of her chest and lots of suspects near the scene of the crime. Hannah wasn’t a well loved woman and she’s got a long list of enemies and haters that the police believe includes Andrew. While Olivia thinks this is preposterous, it’s given her a reason to go sleuthing again. Before she can fix her love life she has to make sure the man she loves stays out of jail!

      As Olivia dives into a two part mystery of solving a murder and tracking her ex-boyfriend’s puzzling movements, she finds that the two investigations weave together in the old secrets and hidden passions of the town. Her mission becomes finding the truth in the misinformation, but Olivia will need to be careful—she can’t miss a clue or she’ll lose the love of her life.
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      Olivia hurried from her doggie daycare on the second floor of the elegant old brownstone to her third-floor apartment. She’d returned her large, shaggy brown mutt, Goodwin, and her basset hound, Fender, to the apartment right after lunch because Goodwin’s behavior had been less than desirable lately. Even as she punished him, Olivia knew exactly where his behavior stemmed from.

      In fact, she wanted to act out as well.

      Sliding her key into the keyhole, she froze when she heard the door across the hall open. She heard Andrew step out of his apartment and turned toward him without thinking, noticing as she did so that Andrew’s hair was still dripping wet as if he’d just gotten out of the shower.

      She could tell he was forcing a smile, trying to look at ease, so she threw him a cue. "Hey, babe. Just coming back from the gym?"

      He gave her a strange look, and she immediately regretted saying it. She didn't want him to know that she'd noticed he'd kicked up his workout routines. He was at the gym almost five days a week now, and his body was really reaping the rewards.

      "Yeah. I was just going to head down to Jackie's and pick up a book."

      "I was going to make dinner for us tonight, if you want to come over."

      He immediately pulled his phone out from his pocket, and her stomach clenched. Was he really checking his schedule to see if he was free to eat dinner with her in an hour? What was happening to them?

      "Um, let me grab the book before she closes, and I'll shoot you a text. Probably, though?"

      Probably? Probably! Olivia bit her tongue and nodded, and then she turned away and angrily wrenched open her door, escaping into her own apartment. Her heart pounded against her chest. Moving them together into close but separate apartments had been Andrew’s idea. Revamping their relationship had been his idea, too, and the first month had been great. They’d spent their nights together, watching movies and eating dinner and flirting, but then Andrew had started getting secretive and had stopped spending time with her. He kept claiming that it was work—and eventually, she stopped asking.

      She wasn’t even sure if she was in a relationship with him anymore. Had they fizzled out, and she was just clinging too hard to notice?

      Regretting even inviting him to dinner—maybe I am being too clingy—she bent down to be at easy petting level as Goodwin and Fender came wagging to greet her. Fender checked her pockets for treats, but Goodwin gave her an apologetic lick on her face and hit her with those soul-melting eyes. "I know, boy," she whispered and kissed the top of his head. "But I need you to be on my side, okay?"

      Goodwin adored Andrew, but Olivia suspected that he was mostly reacting to her own anxiety. For his newest trick and devious behavior, he’d learned how to open the door to her Wrangler from the inside. The doors locked automatically when she was driving, but as soon as she parked, that dratted dog would have the door open and would be bolting across the parking lot. It was dangerous for him and embarrassing for her. What kind of reputation would she get as a dog walker and doggie daycare owner if she couldn’t even control her own dog?

      The poor guy just needed some exercise. “We’re not going to wait for him, are we, baby?” Olivia said, standing upright again after a final rub of the velvety ears. “We’re going to go for a run. We’re not planning our schedule around him anymore, are we?”

      A few months ago, her sister Janelle and her friend Jackie had laughed at the idea of Olivia running. She’d tried it during the do not fall apart over Andrew phase in her life, and it hadn’t really worked out in her favor. Being a dog walker did not make her a dog runner—but now that she was back in her same old rut, Olivia had taken up running again.

      Well, jogging.

      Well, jogging with long periods of walking.

      But it helped her to get out of the apartment where she constantly thought about Andrew, and it gave Goodwin some exercise, and that helped to calm him down. The idea of Fender running, on the other hand, was laughable. Fender was an old guy, and he did his own thing. That thing was not running. Fender’s thing was mostly napping with occasional bouts of baying for food.

      There was no need to change her outfit. Olivia practically lived in active wear, and happily, it was appropriate for her job. Today her shirt read I’m surrounded by dumb(bells). More than appropriate.

      She owned Wagging Tails, a dog walking and doggie daycare service, but she had been a lover of yoga pants long before she’d opened the new business. All she had to do was leash Goodwin, and she was ready to go.

      A private entrance from the outside led to her office on the second floor and to the back yard where she let the pups out to play. There was also a back entrance to the first floor and Happy Endings, the best bakery in Lexingburg, conveniently owned by Olivia’s sister. It was a strange setup, but it worked for them. Main Street was lined with historic brownstones, all which had been converted into businesses and apartments. Their small town was actually flourishing, and more stores were opening up every day. Olivia loved it.

      Of course, there were days when she suspected that everyone who lived there was just a tad crazy.

      The house that she had been renting before her do not fall apart over Andrew phase of her life had butted up to the public park, and she mourned its loss, but the new apartment wasn’t far from the dog park. It just meant that when she wanted to hit the trails at the “people” park instead of sitting on a bench at the dog park, watching the dogs play off-leash, she had to walk through town to the park before starting her jog.

      There was no way that she was going to jog through town. People would probably think her business was on fire. Instead, she chose to stroll through town. Kids were out of school and enjoying the long summer days. Lexingburg always managed to turn any season into a time of festivities, but summer had always been a time of action. There were food festivals, concerts, outdoor stage plays, and passing street performers. Tonight, a large crowd was gathering in the main square as a band set up. A little more than a month ago, the stage had been set for the adults of the town to have their own prom. It was just outside that stage that Andrew had proposed the next step in their relationship: moving in together without actually living together. Starting over.

      That’s working out real well.

      Pushing the memory out of her head, Olivia turned the corner to the park. Goodwin pulled at the leash and whined. “That’s right, fella,” Olivia said, reaching out to rub his back. She took a deep breath and added, “Here we go . . .” and started a slow jog down one of the trails. Goodwin happily loped ahead to the end of his leash and then maintained a steady pull, his ears flopping up and down in time with his gait. They made it all of two minutes before he stopped suddenly and shoved his nose to the ground.

      Not realizing that he’d stopped, Olivia pulled ahead and was yanked to a sudden stop. “Goodwin!” she hissed. Turning, she tugged at the leash, but he simply shifted his body around and used it to lean against the harness.

      “Are you kidding me?” she muttered. He’d been acting up recently, but this was just him being ridiculous. “Come on, baby. Let’s go.”

      Whining softly, he complied and started down the path again. Annoyed, she jogged slowly behind him.

      Her phone vibrated in the armband holder, but she ignored it. It was probably Andrew declining dinner, and she didn't want to see that text.

      Their relationship had seemed doomed from the start. He'd asked her out when he was new in town, and she was just getting over a relationship.

      A string of relationships, to be more accurate. Even though she'd turned him down, he’d persisted, and he’d fought through her fear of commitment for two years until he’d proposed. Then, when their wedding plans turned into another farce—the whole town had been taking bets on it!—he walked away.

      But he'll come back. At least, Olivia thought ruefully, I thought he would. They still loved each other, and she had been willing to make some changes, to make things work. For a few weeks, it had seemed that things were great. When had this “new start” begun to fizzle out?

      And why?

      When her phone buzzed again, she slowed down and pulled it out of the armband. There were texts from Andrew, but he wasn't declining dinner. In fact, he'd picked up some ingredients for a pizza. Pepperoni, bacon, and black olives. Her favorite.

      Maybe she was just overreacting, and there was hope for them, after all.

      "Come on, Goodwin," she said as she reeled him in so they could turn back around. "It looks like we're back in business." He grumbled a little bit but picked up the pace until he pulled in front of her. “Are you really mad at me?”

      He pulled his ears back, and she sighed. The dog who usually loved her unconditionally ignored her all the way back to the apartment. After giving Fender a quick sniff, he flopped down in the bed and sighed dramatically.

      “It’s like you’ve hit your teenage years.”

      Half an hour later, she'd changed into a pair of jeans and a lacy tank top. It was her version of dressing up, and when Andrew opened the door to let her in, he looked startled. "Hey! You didn't have to change."

      "I was out jogging Goodwin and had gotten all sweaty," she said as she slipped past him.

      Andrew raised a skeptical eyebrow. “You went jogging?”

      "You’re not the only one who can get in shape. Pizza is a great idea. What book did you get at Jackie's?"

      Her best friend owned Shelfie, the bookstore next door to Olivia and Janelle’s brownstone. Jackie was a fiery redhead who'd recently started dating Andrew's best friend Brett. It was a strange match, considering that Brett was a notorious womanizer, but it seemed that they were working out well together. Privately, Olivia thought that if there was anyone who could bring Brett to his knees, it would be Jackie.

      "It's Cora's birthday tomorrow," Andrew said as he walked back into the kitchen. "She's always reading those historical romances, so I asked Jackie to recommend one for her."

      Cora was Andrew's receptionist. As far as Olivia knew, the pretty woman was head-over-heels in love with Brett (Jackie or no Jackie), so she'd never been jealous before—but presents? "I didn't realize that you gave her gifts on her birthday," she said carefully.

      Andrew checked the oven temperature before opening the door and sliding the pizza in. "I gave her flowers last year, but I think things have been a little tough for her recently, and I figured two years with me warranted some kind of present."

      He opened the refrigerator and pulled out a bottle of beer for Olivia.

      Forcing herself to relax, she popped the top and took a sip. "I'm sure she'll appreciate the book."

      "I got something for you, too." Walking over to the bag on the table, he opened it and fumbled inside, pulled out a book, and held it out to her.

      Aware that she was grinning like an idiot, Olivia took the book and immediately felt her spirits plummet.

      It was well known that she was a huge mystery buff. Her favorite books were the Rose Palmer Mystery Files, but while she was waiting for the next one, she would pretty much devour any mystery.

      Andrew, however, hadn't gotten her a mystery book. "Tips and Tricks for Hiring Your Next Awesome Employee," she read slowly. "Catchy."

      "I know that you're a little gun-shy about hiring someone after Tanya, but I think you're overworked. You seem a little tense these days."

      Olivia wanted to point out that he would have to be around to notice that she was tense. "I could really only afford Tanya because she was part of the work-study program at the high school. That ended when the school year ended." Of course, Tanya had also been charged as an accessory to murder after her mother had killed the owner of Rich Eats, the local dog food company, but that was an entirely different story.

      "You're the only dog walker in town," Andrew pointed out.

      "But it's the summer. My competition is now all those high school students who are trying to make a little money. I don't do as well in the summer. Kids are home with the dogs, so I don't have as many at the daycare. It only seems like I'm busier because I'm having to do walks outside my normal times to make up for the loss." Realizing how she sounded, she took a deep breath and plastered on a smile. "I'm sorry. I probably will be hiring in the fall, and this book will help make sure that the next person I hire isn't a blackmailing psychopath."

      "That's the spirit." Andrew grabbed his own beer and headed to the living room.

      Olivia sat down next to him on the couch and studied him.

      "What about you? You've been awfully busy lately. Do you need to hire more employees at the hospital?"

      "I would love to hire more employees, but there isn't any money in the budget," he said darkly.

      Olivia tried not to show her surprise. It was the first time that she'd heard Andrew vent about his job, come to think of it.

      "Why? What's going on?" Maybe his distance didn't have anything to do with her. Maybe he was stressed out or bogged down at work.

      He waved his hand dismissively. "Just red tape and politics," he muttered. Suddenly, he shifted on the couch and pulled out his phone. "Sorry."

      Olivia waited patiently for him to explain why he was on his phone, but he just put it back in his pocket and lifted his beer to his lips again. Her inner voice reminded her to be patient with him, but that didn’t stop her from craning her neck to get a better look at what he was doing. Emails. In the past couple of years since they’d been together, she had grown used to him getting frustrated with the hospital calling him at all hours, but he’d never checked his email at home. What was so important that he had to check it now?

      Suddenly, he his lifted his head, and she jerked her gaze back to him as he said,  "What were we talking about?"

      "Why you've been so busy lately," Olivia managed, forcing a smile. Her chest tightened with anxiety, and she wished that she'd brought Goodwin or Fender with her to give her something to do with her hands. If she kept taking a sip of her beer every time she felt anxious, she'd be drunk before the pizza came out of the oven.

      Before their small break, Andrew would never have been on his phone during date night. Now, it was almost like the thing was glued to his hand.

      There was an uncomfortable silence that lasted until the oven dinged. Andrew immediately jumped up. "I'll get it. You just sit right there."

      As he hurried to the kitchen, Olivia sank back against the cushions and closed her eyes.

      This was a disaster. She really needed to just come out and ask him what was wrong. That was the only way that she was going to get any answers.

      Listening to him rummage around in the kitchen, she thought back to the time when that had been a comfortable sound. Andrew always got up before she did, and she used to feign sleep and listen to him move about in her home. She'd never admit it, but she loved the sound of him being there.

      Taking a deep breath, she opened her mouth to ask him what was going on when something lit up behind the pillow. Moving it, she realized that his phone had dropped out of his pocket.

      There was an odd message on the screen with a woman's name and a heart emoji. Olivia's eyes widened as she reached for it, but then it suddenly started to ring. The face of a beautiful blonde filled the screen, and it had the same name as the text message.

      Hannah Maclin.

      "Is that mine?" Andrew called out as he rushed into the living room. Without meeting Olivia’s gaze, he swooped down and grabbed the phone. Glancing strangely at her, he silenced the ring. "Give me just a second."

      "Sure," Olivia said hoarsely. She expected him to go back into the kitchen, but instead, he opened the door to the apartment and stepped out into the hall.

      For a full second, Olivia debated. There was absolutely no reason not to trust Andrew. Never, in all their time together, did she ever once think he'd cheat on her—but how could she avoid the signs now? The recent trips to the gym? The late nights out? The mysterious women texting and calling his phone?

      Unable to help herself, she got up and crept toward the door. Quietly easing it open, she listened.

      "Thursday night at End Game? Seven o'clock. Perfect. I'll see you then."

      She scrambled back to her seat, but her whole body had gone numb.

      Andrew was seeing someone else.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

        

      

    

    
      Andrew didn't say anything about the phone call, and Olivia could barely get through dinner. Complaining of a stomachache halfway through, she bolted for her own apartment and tried to work through her tumbling thoughts. Had she and Andrew made a formal commitment to each other? Maybe they hadn't, and he felt like it was his right to date other women.

      Did that mean that she could date other guys?

      "No," she told herself firmly. Even if they hadn't said the words out loud, the implications were clear. They were in a monogamous relationship. If Andrew was seeing other people, he was cheating.

      Besides, there could be a reasonable explanation for Andrew making plans to see another woman. It was probably related to work. Immediately, she relaxed.

      Of course. This Hannah Maclin was probably a new hire at work. Andrew always liked to keep things casual.

      Except that he'd just said that there was no budget for hiring anyone else.

      Maybe he was hiring this person as a helper for Olivia. That thought cheered her up, plus it made a ton of sense. He wanted to spend more time with her, and her last employee had turned out to be a little bit of a psychopath. So maybe Andrew knew this girl needed a job and was going to see if she'd make a good dog walker.

      That had to be it. Andrew was such a straight-shooter, nothing else made sense. Olivia suddenly could breathe again, as if a weight had been lifted from her chest. "And it's a secret. A surprise for me," Olivia told Goodwin with a smile. The dog cocked his head and stared at her expectantly, waiting for one of his favorite words to follow. Walk? Treat? Leash? Tug-of-war? "Never mind. Come on. Let's go to bed. That run earlier today really exhausted me."

      Goodwin looked at her as if to say all five minutes of it?

      "Shut up," she muttered, and heard the dog sigh heavily behind her, then the scramble of his feet as she made her way to the bedroom. Fender had already used his ramp and was curled up in his spot, snoring, feet twitching as he chased a dream.

      After jumping up and making three tight turns on the bed, Goodwin curled up next to his smaller buddy with another sigh (but more contented-sounding and less reproachful, to Olivia’s ears), and Olivia fell asleep feeling slightly better. If Andrew was hunting for a new dog walker for her, then it must mean that he wanted to spend more time with her, and maybe all of this awkwardness was just in her head.
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      The next morning, after getting Goodwin and Fender settled in the daycare area of her office, Olivia trotted down the steps to the front entryway. As she neared the bottom of the stairs, she looked into the bakery and saw Jackie sitting at one of the tables in the customer seating area, staring into the kitchen. Fascination was written all over her face.

      Slowing as she reached the bottom, Olivia lifted her eyebrows. "What's going on?"

      "Shh. You'll break her concentration," Jackie hissed.

      Easing to a stop on the last step, Olivia leaned over the railing and glanced into the kitchen. Janelle had the phone cradled between her ear and her shoulder, and she was whipping her whisk in a bowl faster than anything Olivia had ever seen. Her sister seemed completely oblivious that she had an audience.

      Olivia crossed the space from the steps to Jackie’s table practically on tiptoe. "Is she talking to Patrick?" she whispered as she slid into the chair next to Jackie. Lately, her sister and her brother-in-law had been fighting about starting a family. Janelle wanted to wait until things were more settled, but Patrick kept pointing out that things were never settled. Janelle was always pushing things to be bigger and better.

      He was right.

      "No. She's on hold. From what I can tell, the building commissioner denied her permit to expand the kitchen."

      Olivia grimaced. She and Janelle had started butting heads about the expansion a week ago. It would mean huge renovations to the first floor, and it would also take up a good chunk of the back yard.  Olivia was loath to give up the space where she let the dogs run and play.

      So they'd settled. Janelle would have to cut down on her office space, and the new section of the kitchen would only take up eight feet.

      Happy Endings was doing really well, but Janelle wanted to expand into catering. Privately, Olivia thought Janelle was taking on too much at one time, but there was no way she was going to tell her sister that.

      "What do you mean, historical accuracy?" Janelle suddenly shrieked. "It's eight lousy feet! I don't think any of the tourists are going to break out their tape measures and complain!"

      "What's she talking about?" Jackie whispered.

      Olivia leaned toward her. "There's a clause in the contract that we signed. All major renovations have to be approved by the historical society."

      "Oh. That's probably why it took so long for me to get a different colored awning. I thought my landlord was just dragging his feet."

      Olivia swerved to another subject. "What are you doing here? Are you trying to steal another muffin?" Janelle had practically bitten Jackie's head off when she’d caught her snagging a muffin yesterday morning.

      Jackie snorted. "Like you aren't."

      "I'm not!" Olivia grinned. "I'm here for the scones.” She lowered her voice to a conspiratorial hiss. “Have you checked? Are they done yet?"

      "Are you kidding? In the mood she's in, I wouldn't dare go back in the kitchen!" Jackie paused for a moment and bit her bottom lip. "Did Andrew give you the book?"

      "Sure. It was the romantic high point of my evening," Olivia grumbled. "Actually, the whole dinner was a disaster. He got a phone call from some woman, took it in the hallway, and then made a date with her! I had a small panic attack—until I remembered the book."

      Perplexed, Jackie cocked her head. "The book about hiring someone made you feel better that you boyfriend was making a date with another woman?"

      "But that's just the thing. It wasn't a date. He made a comment about me spending so much time at work. I bet he's interviewing her as a new hire for me."

      Jackie reached across and grabbed Olivia’s hand. "Sweetheart, you know that I love you and Andrew, but why would he buy you a book on hiring someone if he was just going to do it himself?"

      Olivia paused. "To throw me off? So when it's a surprise, it really is a surprise?" Jackie didn't even bother to dignify that with a response, and the knot of anxiety returned in her chest. "You think that he's cheating on me?"

      "I would never think that Andrew is cheating on you, but maybe he doesn't realize that you guys are actually in a monogamous relationship again. You were just supposed to be easing back into things, weren’t you?” Jackie reared her head back and eyed Olivia thoughtfully. “Have you talked about it?"

      "No," Olivia acknowledged. "But I didn't think that we had to."

      "I think maybe now you do."

      Olivia blew out her breath and sat back in the chair. "Well, what am I supposed to do? Tell him that I eavesdropped on his conversation and don't want him to date anyone?"

      Jackie shook her head. "See, that would be admitting that you eavesdropped, which puts you in the wrong. Try again."

      "I accidentally bump into him when he's on the date and confront him?"

      Jackie narrowed her eyes and her forehead furrowed in thought. "That has merit. It's not the most mature move that you could make, but I say we don't completely discard the idea.” She nodded to herself and added, “Does Andrew work today?"

      Olivia nodded. "Yeah, but I think they're doing something to the network after hours, so he's not going in until noon."

      Jackie nodded again. "That's perfect. Meet me back here after your lunch walks."

      Olivia regarded Jackie suspiciously as her friend stood. "Why? What are you going to do?"

      "You're the detective. What do you think we're going to do?" She winked, but then, contentious phone call evidently finished, Janelle rounded the corner, and Jackie squeaked and made a beeline for the door.

      "Coward," Olivia muttered and bravely stood to meet her sister.

      Physically, they were almost copies of each other. Janelle was a few years older, but they both sported their father’s olive skin and their mother’s green eyes. Olivia wore her dark, thick hair long so she could sweep it up into a pony-tail, but Janelle kept hers short in a cute and flippy style.

      Personality-wise, they were definitely two different people. Janelle liked stability. She was usually the grounded one of the two sisters, while Olivia was always moving from one thing to the next. Starting a dog-walking business had been a huge step for her, and buying the brownstone with Janelle had almost driven them apart.

      It didn't take Janelle long to figure out exactly what Olivia wanted. "I guess you're here to steal from me too, huh? Well, there will be no more stealing! Not until we can sell the brownstone and move somewhere else! Historical inaccuracy, my . . ."

      "Okay." Olivia put a hand on her sister's shoulder and squeezed. "Deep breaths. In and out. In and out. Repeat after me. We're not selling the brownstone because I both work and live here now, and we haven't even been here a year, and you adore this place."

      Janelle glared at her. "You really expect me to repeat all of that?"

      "No, but I needed you to stop your little tirade. Janelle, you're doing too much, too quickly. We just bought this place. I know that you want to expand into the catering business, but—four more ovens? Really? Why don't you start with what you can fit into the building, which is what? Two more ovens? And go from there?"

      "That's not the point," Janelle said frostily. "We own this building. We should be able to do whatever we want to it. I should be able to burn it to the ground if I wanted to!"

      "You really need to remember the we part in that sentence because I can assure you, we do not want to burn it to the ground. Now what is really going on here?"

      Janelle's face dropped. "Patrick and I had sex last night," she whispered.

      Furrowing her brow, Olivia tried to read between the lines. "That's . . . terrible. How dare two married people have sex? Want me to beat him up for you?"

      "No," Janelle grumbled as she turned and started to walk away. "It was our date night, and usually our date night is romantic and sweet, but he just kept asking if I thought I was ovulating, and then we had to try this ridiculous position that he read about where I had to lie on the⁠—"

      "Over sharing!" Olivia said as she squeezed her eyes shut and put up her hands. "So your romantic night wasn't romantic?"

      Janelle leaned against the wall and wailed, "I feel like my body doesn't even belong to me! It belongs to this phantom child that I haven't even conceived yet, and I keep thinking about all the things that I haven't done!" She heaved a sigh. "We've been trying for a month, and nothing has happened. Patrick is getting frustrated, and I haven't even decided how I feel about having this child. Our lives are being consumed by this unborn child!"

      Olivia’s problems paled in comparison. She moved to Janelle and hugged her sister. She had wanted to come down and sort her dilemma out with her more levelheaded sister, but Janelle was having her own meltdown. Gently patting Janelle’s back, she said, "A month is not very long when it comes to conceiving, and your emotions are just running a little high. It's going to be okay."

      To her surprise, instead of calming down, Janelle burst into tears. "Why does everyone keep saying that to me? Oh my God, are my muffins burning?"

      "Okay." Olivia blew out her breath and straightened as Janelle hurried to the back of the kitchen. "Nice chatting with you,” she muttered at the frenzied baker’s retreating back. “I was hoping for some sisterly advice, but I’ll just listen to my far crazier friend. It’ll be fine, I’m sure."

      Shaking her head, she went back up the stairs. At least the dogs were emotionally stable.

      One hour later, Snowball, the large male Rottweiler that was often dressed in tutus and tiaras thanks to his adorable five-year-old sister, and Tucker, the sheriff's dog, were bounding around the play area with Goodwin. Fender, grumpy old guy that he was, grumbled in the corner and shot them nasty looks whenever their roughhousing got a little too close.

      Keeping one eye on them, Olivia tried to take mental notes as she talked on the phone. “Yes, Mr. Leonard, I do have a sink for bathing dogs, but I don’t groom them. It’s just to rinse them off if they get too muddy at the park.”

      “What about nail trimming? Hair cutting?”

      “I’m not really a salon service. You’ll want a groomer for that.”

      “Then what do you do?”

      Closing her eyes, Olivia counted to ten. “I walk dogs, sir. I’m a dog walker. I also schedule and oversee a doggie daycare. Sometimes I’m available for overnight service if you go out of town.”

      The potential client grumbled to himself and hung up. Olivia hadn’t even gotten a chance to verify that the man actually owned a dog.

      The morning went by quickly, and after her noon walk, she found Jackie waiting for her in the office. The bookstore owner raised an eyebrow. “Just you and Goodwin and Fender this afternoon?”

      “Yeah, I don’t have any dogs on the books today for afternoon daycare. I can take any reservation calls on my cellphone, so I’m good until the next round of dog walks. What did you have in mind?”

      Jackie got up and walked toward Olivia. Though Jackie was a good three inches shorter, she still managed to be intimidating as she stared Olivia down. “If you tell anyone that we did this, I will deny it vehemently, and then I will tell everyone that you cried during E.T.”

      Olivia gasped. “I’m sure lots of people cried,” she muttered, but she knew that Jackie had her. That was the problem with best friends. They knew all your deepest and darkest secrets. “Just what is it we are doing?”

      “Got your keys handy?”

      “What?” Olivia said, wrinkling her brow even as she dug her key ring out of her pocket. “If you want to borrow my car, no need to make a big deal about it.”

      Grabbing Olivia’s hand, Jackie tugged her out of the office and up the stairs. Bewildered, Olivia followed along—until they reached the top of the stairs, and Jackie said, “I assume that you have a key to Andrew’s apartment?”

      “Yes,” Olivia said slowly as they stood outside his door. “Jackie, I am not snooping in there.”

      “Of course you’re not snooping. You left something very important in there, and you’re looking for it.” Jackie grabbed the keys from Olivia’s hand and winked.

      Sighing, Olivia watched as her friend selected the right key and unlocked the door. “You know, when you first started dating Brett, I thought you were the one who might get hurt, but now I think I feel sorry for him for dating you.”

      “Shush. Come on.”

      “Why are we whispering? We know he’s not home,” but even she didn’t dare raise her voice as they tiptoed in. It felt all kinds of wrong to be checking up on Andrew, but he was the one taking secret meetings out in the hallway.

      Their apartments were mirror copies of each other. Each was just one bedroom with a small living area that opened into a dining area set off from the kitchen by a breakfast bar. There was one bathroom that connected with jack-and-jill doors. Olivia’s apartment overlooked Main Street, and Andrew had a view of the small wooded area behind the back yard.

      His laptop sat on the coffee table, and Jackie made a beeline for it. “Do you know the password?” she asked as she flipped it open.

      Olivia hesitated for a minute before she went over and entered it. There had been a time when Andrew didn’t keep any secrets from her, and when she hadn’t had a computer of her own, he’d let Olivia borrow his all the time.

      Password incorrect. Please try again.

      Annoyed, she typed it in again. The same error came up.

      “Did he change it?” Jackie asked.

      Olivia shook her head. “Andrew hasn’t changed his password in the two years that I’ve known him. I must be typing it in wrong.” Using two fingers, she typed it in again.

      Password incorrect. Please try again.

      “Oh, Olivia,” Jackie breathed. “This is not good. Should we check out his bedroom?”

      A wave of confusion washed over Olivia, and she shook her head. What was happening here? “No,” she whispered. “I think that I just want to go. Now.”

      Jackie followed her out quietly, and she locked the door behind them.

      Olivia took a deep, shuddering breath, and Jackie put a comforting hand on her shoulder. “What are you going to do?”

      “It’s just a password. There are a million reasons why he could have changed it—and why would he tell me? We don’t live together, and I have my own computer now for work,” Olivia said, but in her gut, she knew that something was wrong.

      Jackie grimaced. “So you’re not going to follow him on his date?”

      “Meeting,” Olivia corrected. “I’m not following him on his meeting. And of course I’m not! What kind of girlfriend would that make me? We’re supposed to be working on our communication, not sneaking around each other’s back.”

      “Right,” Jackie said slowly.  “Working on your communication.”

      “Exactly.” Even as she said it, her gut churned, and she bit her bottom lip. Her friend gave her a knowing look, and even Olivia wasn’t sure that she was convincing herself.
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      “You’re not doing this,” Olivia muttered, talking to the reflected Olivia in her rearview mirror. She scowled at her skeptical eyebrows, smoothing them with an impatient finger. “You trust Andrew, and you’re sure that there’s a perfectly good explanation for this.” She attempted a smile, but the reflection simply smirked back at her, and Olivia looked away in disgust.

      Seven hours had passed since she’d told Jackie that she wasn’t going to follow Andrew. Seven agonizing hours of feeling like she had an angel on one shoulder and a devil on the other.

      Do it. Don’t do it. Do it. Don’t do it.

      She was parked in the parking garage behind End Game. Part of her felt comforted by the fact that Andrew was meeting the woman in town and at a place that Olivia frequented. If he really wanted to hide from her, he’d go somewhere where he wouldn’t run into her, right?

      Of course, he also knew that this was the day she spent tidying up the office and cleaning up the backyard. It would be rare for her to go out until after all the dogs had been walked, and she had another round to do in an hour.

      “But, what if Jackie is right? What if he thinks that we’re just in a casual relationship?” Olivia argued with herself.

      Why would he change the password on his laptop? It bothered her almost as much as the alleged date did. What was he hiding from her?

      “If Andrew didn’t want to be in a relationship with you, he wouldn’t have suggested that you both move into the apartments upstairs,” she muttered under her breath to her reflection as she let go of the car door handle and slumped against the seat back.

      Of course, that had been two months ago. A lot can happen in two months. Like—he could have met another woman and decided to keep his options open.

      “Screw it,” she muttered under her breath and yanked on the door handle. It was going to eat away at her until she saw with her own eyes what was going on.

      Glancing carefully around the parking deck, she spotted Andrew’s car, but he was nowhere in sight. Probably already in the bar. Picking up the pace, she hurried out of the garage and around the corner to End Game.

      Slinking in, she tried to act natural as she glanced inconspicuously around. Andrew and a pretty blonde were seated at one of the high-tops against the wall. Just before the hostess greeted her, she quickly grabbed a menu and held it up in front of her face. “I’m just going to sit at the bar,” she muttered as she ducked behind a row of plants that sat on the half wall separating the bar from the rest of the tables. Snagging an empty seat, she ducked her head and peered at the mirror that lined the wall behind the bar, trying to see through the plants behind her.

      The woman—Hannah, Olivia reminded herself—looked young. Maybe just a few years out of college. Younger than Andrew, but certainly not too young for Andrew to date. Her blonde hair was long and shiny and fell in waves around her shoulders. She was dressed casually in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt, but her make-up was impeccable. She’d managed that smoky-eye look that always made Olivia resemble a raccoon, and her lipstick was the perfect shade of red.

      Olivia hated her on sight.

      The woman smiled, but Olivia thought she looked nervous. Although she couldn’t see Andrew’s face, she could tell from his posture that he was also feeling a little uneasy. He was sitting unusually upright, his shoulders stiff, still dressed in his suit from work, and his fingers were tapping on the table.

      It looked like an awkward first date.

      Her gaze fell to the surface of their table, and her chest tightened. Was that a rose?

      “Hi! I’m Andrea. What can I get you?”

      The bartender’s loud voice startled Olivia, and she jumped. Focusing on the menu in front of her, she blinked. “I’ll take a Coke or Pepsi—or whatever you have—and some chips and salsa.”

      Disappointment was written all over the bartender’s face, but the woman smiled tightly and took the menu.

      Olivia felt bad. Who would sit at a bar and not drink?

      Someone who was spying on her boyfriend while he was on a date, that’s who.

      It was early enough that the bar wasn’t crowded, but there was still a sprinkling of people. Olivia recognized one of the waitresses, Jennifer, sitting at the end of the bar between two men she didn’t recognize. A couple of guys were trying to flirt with Andrea, and there was a pretty brunette sitting by herself, nursing a glass of wine.

      Wishing that she could get close enough to hear what was going on at their table, she returned her attention back to Andrew and Hannah.

      Her phone buzzed. It was a text from Jackie.

      So? What’s happening?

      Olivia quickly texted back. They’re here. She’s pretty, so I hate her. I can’t hear what they’re saying, but he brought her a single rose. Red.

      Jackie’s response was immediate. Maybe he’s going to try his hand at gardening, and she’s an expert?

      Olivia snorted. She appreciated her friend trying, though. Sure. Because in the past two years, all Andrew has talked about is starting a freaking rose garden.

      For a moment, her phone lay quiet and textless in her hand, and Olivia knew that Jackie was trying to figure out what to say.

      Then it buzzed again. Are you going to confront him?

      Olivia was asking herself that very same question. She wanted to storm right up to the table and demand to be told what was going on—but not only did Olivia hate confrontation, she also still had hope that there was an explanation for everything. Deep down, Olivia knew that Andrew would never do anything to deliberately to hurt her.

      I haven’t decided yet.

      “God, look at Hannah.” Olivia immediately whipped her head up. Jennifer and the two men were staring at Hannah and Andrew, and Jennifer was gossiping anything but quietly. “I heard she was in here with Tommy last week. I bet she was the woman he was seeing.”

      “You don’t know that Tommy was seeing someone,” one of the guys told her.

      “A woman always knows, Larry,” Jennifer said as she rolled her eyes. She touched her ring finger, and Olivia could see the sadness in her eyes. “I knew that Tommy was cheating. I just didn’t want to believe it.”

      “You broke up with him without proof,” Larry said as he shook his head. “No offense, but some women just start to obsess when they get a certain idea in their head. They turn every little thing into imaginary evidence. Tommy loved you, and I think you should have held off.”

      “Rafe?” Jennifer prompted. “She’s your cousin. What do you think?”

      Rafe shrugged and sipped his beer. “Hannah has always been a free spirit, but we’re not close. I don’t know who she’s dating.” He put his beer down and wiped at his upper lip. “Do you recognize the guy that she’s with?”

      Olivia held her breath. If they recognized Andrew, then it stood to reason that the town might start to talk.

      Jennifer shook her head. “No, I’ve seen him in here a few times, but he comes in with different people.”

      Different people? Like different women? Olivia was feeling even more despair when the bartender returned with her soda and chips and salsa. Immediately, Olivia started eating.

      Great. Now she was probably going to be fat as well as abandoned before it was all over with.

      She turned her attention back to Andrew and Hannah. The woman was looking really upset now, shaking her head vehemently. Her lips were pressed in an angry line.

      Whatever was happening, it looked like the date was going downhill fast.

      She watched as Andrew spread his hands out and leaned back, but whatever he said caused Hannah to widen her eyes and jump up from the booth. Every line of her body looked pissed as she stalked toward the door.

      Andrew stood as well and reached for his wallet. Eyes wide, Olivia watched as he tossed some money on the table, picked up the rose, and followed Hannah out. Panicking, she hooked her finger on the edge of the basket of chips and tipped it over. Chips tumbled to the floor. “My bad. I got it,” she squeaked as she ducked behind the bar.

      “Oh, I can clean it up,” Andrea called out, but Olivia didn’t dare raise her head. Instead, she slowly collected the chips. As she swept them in a pile, she reached up and felt the bar until she grabbed the napkins. Still hiding, she started wiping up the salsa.

      Her heart pounded in her chest, and she felt ridiculous. Why was she hiding? She hadn’t done anything wrong!

      “Seriously, it’s okay,” Andrea said as she came around the bar with a broom and dustpan. “Let me clean this up, and I’ll get you another basket.”

      “No, I don’t deserve another basket,” Olivia said miserably as she glanced up over the bar. Andrew was nowhere in sight. “Actually, I’m probably just going to go. How much do I owe you?”

      The bartender studied her carefully. “I’ll print out your ticket. Are you okay? You look like you just got some terrible news.”

      “Bad day,” Olivia managed. Her eyes swept over the bar, and she was relieved to see that only the pretty brunette remained. She didn’t want anyone witnessing her meltdown if she broke down and cried.

      After paying for her soda and chips, Olivia slowly walked out. She didn’t want to see Andrew in the parking garage, so she walked in the other direction to help clear her head. By the time she got home, she was just in time for the last dog walk of the day.

      Despite the dogs’ antics, she just couldn’t find the strength to smile. As much as she wanted to believe that Andrew wasn’t dating, she couldn’t keep lying to herself.

      If it walked like a duck, and it quacked like a duck, it was probably a duck.

      The question now was—what was she planning on doing about it?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            4

          

        

      

    

    
      Biting her thumbnail and pacing in her apartment, Olivia waited for the telltale signs that Andrew was home. His car had been gone by the time she got to the parking garage, so she knew that he’d gone somewhere, but he still wasn’t home when she got there.

      Was he hanging out with Brett and talking about his awesome date?

      “Not awesome date,” she reminded herself. If there was one small comfort, it was that the date had obviously ended in disaster.

      Any small comfort at this point was better than nothing.

      When ten o’clock rolled around and he still wasn’t home, Olivia was close to tears, so when Janelle texted her to tell her that there was a crisis happening in the bakery, she was more than ready for the distraction.

      Hurrying down the stairs, she burst into the bakery to find Janelle glaring at her husband, Patrick.

      Patrick Allendale was a low-key kind of guy. He and Janelle had married right out of college, and Olivia knew that Patrick didn’t always approve of her. Admittedly, Olivia had tried to talk her sister out of the wedding, stating that she was far too young, but she had to admit now that Patrick was good for Janelle. Although her sister usually had a level head, she could sometimes get a little whipped up for no reason.

      This seemed to be one of those times.

      As if she were approaching a wild animal, Olivia cleared her throat so as not to scare anyone. “Hi. I’m here. What’s up?” She kept her tone cheerful because she knew that look on Janelle’s face all too well.

      Her sister looked ready to murder someone.

      “I think that I should get rid of my office completely so I can add three ovens,” Janelle said, her eyes narrowed at her husband. “But Patrick seems to think that it’s a bad idea.”

      Though the words I agree were right on her lips, Olivia managed to clamp her mouth shut just in time. A lot had happened today, and she didn’t want to immediately alienate her sister. She turned instead to her brother-in-law. “Patrick, why do you think it’s a bad idea?”

      “Because she already asked the historical society if she could do that, and they told her it would probably be a fire hazard,” Patrick said calmly. “Not to mention that she needs an office. She can’t keep the safe at the house.”

      “I’ll keep it in Olivia’s office! It’s not like she has a lot going on up there,” Janelle said quickly. “I can use her office, too, during the day. And just because it might be a fire hazard doesn’t mean that it will be. I’ll be careful.”

      “You’re not using my office,” Olivia said quickly. “There are dogs up there, and you’ll get dog hair all over you! And then you’re going to go downstairs and try to bake . . .?” She made a face and then scrambled to marshal more arguments. “Also, I don’t think being careful is going to be good enough. If you can’t fit another oven, why are you even trying? Didn’t we decide that two more will be sufficient?”

      Patrick openly glared at her, but it was Janelle who verbally attacked her. “What would you know?” the older sister snapped. “Your idea of cooking is box macaroni and cheese!”

      “Janelle, just last month you didn’t even have enough staff to take care of the customers that you do have. If you branch into catering, you’re going to have to hire more people, plus delivery vehicles and drivers. It’s just not something that you need to be doing right now,” Olivia said as she crossed her arms and popped out her hip.

      Patrick immediately positioned himself between the two women. “Janelle is a resourceful woman.” He cast an uneasy look back at his wife. “In fact, she’s Wonder Woman. She can do it all, if she has a mind to. I just don’t want her to turn the brownstone into a matchstick.”

      Lifting an eyebrow, Olivia decided to plow ahead and be the voice of reason. It was such a rare opportunity for her. “So you think that Janelle can start a family, keep her business running, and expand into catering?”

      “There isn’t going to be a kid!” Janelle suddenly yelled. “So we’re just going to take that off the table right now. No kids. My business is everything!”

      “And your husband,” Olivia said softly.

      That stopped Janelle’s tirade, and she deflated. “And my husband. And my sister. I’m sorry. You guys are right. Two additional ovens will be all I need.”

      “And hey, as you pointed out, I never use my kitchen, so you’re welcome to steal my oven any time you need it,” Olivia said with a smile.

      Patrick visibly relaxed and shook his head. “Great,” he muttered. He turned and dropped a kiss on Janelle’s cheek. “I’ll see you at home.”

      Janelle watched her husband walk out, and she sighed. “That poor man. I don’t know why he puts up with me.” She shook her head, then rubbed at her forehead. “Olivia, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to call you down here for this. I don’t know what’s wrong with me, lately. I’m so stressed and overwhelmed.”

      “I needed the distraction,” Olivia sighed as she pulled up a chair and sank down on it. “I tailed Andrew on his date.”

      “Andrew went on a date?” Janelle said, confused, and then realization dawned. “Wait, what? On a date, but not with you?”

      Quickly, Olivia filled her in.

      Janelle fixed a disapproving look on her. “Have you lost your mind?” she grumbled. “That man is a sweetheart, and you’re—seriously—stalking him?”

      “You don’t even want to know what I saw on the date?”

      “No, I don’t. I’m sure whatever you saw has a plausible explanation. You are not dragging me into your insanity. Not this time. You’re probably just going crazy because you don’t have some mystery to stick your nose into, so you’re making up trouble,” Janelle said with a wave of her hand.

      “Really?” Olivia said dryly. “He brought her a rose.”

      “No!” Janelle put up her hand like a crossing guard holding up traffic. “We’re not going to talk about this. Whatever is happening is just getting twisted up in your head.” She eyed Olivia sternly. “You need to talk to Andrew like a responsible person. Only then will you get to the truth.”

      Studying her older sister, Olivia leaned forward. Not only was it unlike Janelle to eschew insinuating herself into Olivia’s business, but Janelle was definitely avoiding eye contact. “I don’t buy it,” Olivia said slowly. “Since when is talking your best solution?”

      “Talking is always the best solution.”

      Feeling like her sister was hiding something from her, Olivia set her jaw. It was one thing to think Andrew was doing something behind her back, but now it felt like even Janelle was hiding something from her.

      Squinting toward the kitchen, she slowly stood and pushed her chair in. She knew that there could be no combination of spit, sweat, or fully vetted business plan that would allow Janelle’s kitchen to advance into a large-scale catering business. “I guess we both have some thinking to do,” she said slowly.

      Janelle snorted. “You just don’t want to do the mature thing. You came here for advice, and I gave it to you. You do whatever you want with it.”

      Stunned and hurt by her sister’s harsh words, Olivia stiffened her back and walked out. Instead of heading back up to her apartment, she went out onto the street and over to the bookstore to see if Jackie was still there.

      The new girl Jackie had hired informed her that Jackie had a date with Brett that night.

      Feeling utterly alone, Olivia admitted defeat and headed upstairs. She knew, at least, that Goodwin and Fender would be happy to keep her company.

      They wouldn’t even steal her popcorn, like Andrew did, or tell her that two glasses of wine were more than enough for one night.
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      It was close to eleven by the time Olivia finally heard Andrew’s tread on the stairs, heralded by that squeaky stair they had been unable to completely silence during their renovations. Unable to help herself, she opened her door to greet him as he put his key in the lock of his door.

      He turned at the sound of her voice, looking absolutely exhausted when their eyes met.

      “Hey, babe,” he said quietly.

      Babe. Olivia wanted to melt at the word until she reminded herself that he could have very well said that same word to Hannah just a few hours ago.

      “I was going to see if you wanted some dinner, but I didn’t expect you to get home so late. I could probably warm something up for you if you want,” she said, and though she tried to sound brave, her voice shook just a bit.

      “I would love something to eat. I’m starving. I got called back into work after I left the hospital,” he said as he raked his hand through his hair. “A dog ate through some of the computer wires.”

      Stiffening, she narrowed her eyes. “Sounds as lame as a dog ate your homework,” she pointed out. If he was going to lie to her, couldn’t he come up with something a little more plausible?

      “It does, doesn’t it?” There was no guilt in his eyes. “Let me change real quick, and I’ll be right over.”

      Her mind raced as she closed the door. She’d told herself that she was going to confront him about what she had seen, but he looked completely bedraggled, and she certainly wasn’t in the right headspace.

      Maybe she should just wait.

      Then again, she knew that she wouldn’t get any sleep if she kept waiting. It would be like ripping off a Band-Aid. She’d just tell him what she had done and see what happened.

      Hey, Andrew, I don’t trust you, so I followed you today and saw you with another woman.

      Yeah, that would go over real well.

      Then again, he was potentially cheating on her. Her sin paled in comparison, right?

      The devil on one shoulder and the angel on the other started arguing as she pulled out the leftover Chinese food and popped it in the microwave. The dogs, following their noses and knowing how messy she was, stayed within inches of her as she moved around the kitchen. When a grain of rice fell to the floor, both flew at it as if they were starving. She dumped the cartons into one large bowl, topped the bowl with a paper towel (she’d learned her lesson about greasy food splatters), and set it in the microwave, took a guess at how much time the food would take to reheat, and pressed start. She got out paper plates and napkins—quick cleanup—and piled forks and spoons and chopsticks on top, setting the whole pile on the coffee table. She could deal it out like a deck of cards when Andrew arrived . . . The microwave dinged, and she retrieved the bowl. The hopeful dogs escorted her to the living room. Once she’d set the steaming bowl on the coffee table, they ignored her and kept their eyes glued to the food.

      She didn’t want to start without him, so she just sat, waiting, trying to ignore the mournful faces before her. Finally, when watching the door became too much, she grabbed the remote and turned on the television. The eleven o’clock news was already in full swing. Goodwin and Fender sat at her feet and stared at her with their dark brown puppy eyes as she picked absently at the lemon chicken on top of the pile of leftovers.

      Too bad for them, she was more than used to the look. “Have you two forgotten the trouble that you’ve caused this week? Fender, you howled for ten minutes today—at a dead leaf. Goodwin, I know that you were the one who dragged all the toys out at work. You can give me that innocent look, but you were the only dog tall enough to reach the cabinet.”

      Realizing that she was about to eat all the food before he got there, she got up again and set the bowl on the counter. He was late. Was he standing her up? Why hadn’t he called?

      A knot formed in her stomach. What was happening?

      Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, she heard his footsteps in the hall and the key in the door. Goodwin forgot about the forbidden feast and went wagging to the door. Olivia was about to greet Andrew when something on the television caught her attention.

      Police lights lit up the video and Breaking News scrolled across the screen. When the profile picture of a familiar face popped up on the screen, Olivia gasped and lunged for the remote to turn up the volume.

      “Tonight, the body of twenty-four-year-old Hannah Maclin was found behind End Game, a popular sports bar in the small town of Lexingburg. According to Sheriff Nicholas Limperos, the woman was stabbed to death. She was found with a single rose placed on her body. Law enforcement is currently not releasing any additional details at this time. We’ll keep you updated as the case progresses.”

      In a panic, Olivia turned her head away from the slightly blurry picture of a smiling Hannah.

      Andrew stood in the doorway, his eyes glued to the television screen. All the blood had drained from his face. Goodwin, still wagging his tail, shoved his nose into Andrew’s hands. When Andrew didn’t scratch his muzzle, he whined.

      “Andrew.” Her voice cracked.

      “I have to go,” he said abruptly. “Get some sleep. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”

      He hurriedly walked out the door, and she just stared after him. Fender dropped his head to the floor and slowly wandered back to his bed, sniffing for more errant grains of rice along the way, but Goodwin sat at the closed door and whined a little as he cocked his head.

      “Come here, Goodwin,” she whispered. “Come here, baby.” He got up and shambled over to her and pressed his head against her leg. She didn’t know if he was feeding off her own feelings or if he really understood what was happening, but she was grateful for his comfort.

      Unfortunately, the feeling didn’t last. Her heart hammered in her chest, and when her phone, sitting on the ottoman, lit up, she knew that things were about to go from bad to worse.

      Nick wanted to see her.
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      By now, Olivia was more than comfortable at the sheriff’s station and in Nick’s office. Not only had she helped out with three previous investigations, but she also occasionally walked Nick’s dog, Tucker. Nick had a minor weight problem, and after receiving some bad news from the doctor, his wife Mary had insisted that he start eating healthier and exercising more, starting with walking their dog. On the days that Nick couldn’t get around to it, he hired Olivia on the sly.

      She considered the two of them friends, even if he did get annoyed with her amateur sleuthing, but as she sat now waiting alone in the interrogation room, she didn’t feel like this was going to be a friendly conversation. The
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