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Donuts and Murder: The Rich Housewife

Annabelle stumbles on a strange mystery with a bizarre twist after the death of one of her customers, a notorious rich housewife. 

“All you need is love...and donuts.”

- Author Unknown

––––––––
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The mouth-watering sweet scent of baked cinnamon wafted to Annabelle Darlin’s nose as she finished adding sprinkles to a dozen donuts at the Darlin Donuts Café in Apple Cove, Ontario. The batch she was working on was scheduled be to be delivered to Mrs. Debs Palmer-Wealth wife of Eeon Wealth, one of the richest men in Apple Cove, in an hour. Mrs. Palmer-Wealth was one of her busiest customers for her catering business. 

Annabelle had been catering for the Wealth family for a while now. And Mrs. Wealth always had the most extravagant parties and events at the mansion over on the east side of town.

Annabelle loved pleasing her customers and they came from all walks of life. Rich, poor, working, in between jobs. Everyone came to the Darlin Donuts Café to hang out and mingle and enjoy savoring treats from the menu.

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.

Annabelle finished boxing up the treats. 

She still had a while to go before heading out to the Wealth Residence. Mrs. Wealth made it clear that she liked people to be on time, not a minute before or a minute late. Annabelle was not going to make that mistake again. She’d time herself to show up on time. When she’d arrived twenty minutes early once, Mrs. Wealth made her wait a full twenty minutes before opening up the gate to let her car through security. It was weird to say the least. Still, Mrs. Wealth wasn’t a bad tipper.

She then wiped her hands on her apron and went out into the dining room.

“Are you finished with the boxes?” Aunt Gabby asked.

“Yep, they’re ready to go. I think Mrs. Wealth is hosting a meeting this morning.”

“She certainly hosts a lot of meetings, parties and social events, doesn’t she?” Aunt Gabby said of Mrs. Wealth. “She has them almost every day!”

“Well, she can do whatever she pleases. It’s her life,” Annabelle said.

“I feel sorry for her staff. The trouble is, it’s the help that does all the work.”

“Not anymore. I heard she fired a lot of them,” a customer said, overhearing their conversation.

“What do you mean?”

“The Wealths are mean with money. They fired most of their house staff.”

“I heard it’s because they don’t trust anyone,” another customer said. “Well, Mrs. Wealth doesn’t trust anyone. She’s a bit paranoid. She suspected the help of spying on her.”

“Spying on her?” Annabelle asked incredulously.

“Yes, especially the housekeeper. She never liked Fannie. You know Fannie? She comes in here a lot.”

“Oh, yes, right, Fannie. She’s a nice lady.”

“She’s been the maid for over 15 years. Long before Eeon married Debs. Yet Debs just fired her for no reason.”

“Fannie must be upset.”

“It happened recently. She’s waiting for Mr. Wealth to come back to town so he can give her a reference. Debs refuses to give her one. Saying she’s a spy.”

“That’s awful. Where is Eeon anyway?” Annabelle queried.

“Oh, he’s halfway ‘round the world. He spoils his wife. She says she doesn’t want to travel too far. Doesn’t trust planes.”

“Okay.” Annabelle arched a brow.

“He just spoils her and buys her anything she wants. He doesn’t mind. Guess it works out for the best.”

“I guess so.”

“That’s what happens when you have more money than you know what to do with and you’re surrounded by broke people in this tough economy,” the customer added. “You get paranoid. You think people are out to get you or your money. Sometimes you’re better off not to have too much.”

“Now that’s not fair. If people work hard for what they have, what’s the problem with that?” Dana asked.

“Sometimes, it’s better to be a millionaire-next-door-type. You know that book. Just live the simple life while you can pay all your bills and take all the vacation you want. It’s when people know you have money that’s the problem.”

Annabelle sighed. Maybe the customer had a point. 

Oh well, she wasn’t in that category. She opened up her own store after getting laid off, but she was far from rolling in the doughnut dough, so to speak. Well, not just yet. She was running into debt to keep things afloat which wasn’t unusual for most new businesses.

Just then the door chime sounded and a middle-aged woman walked in.

“Well, what a coincidence,” Aunt Edna said.

“What’s a coincidence?” Annabelle asked.

“Look who just walked in here,” she said.

Annabelle craned her neck to glance over at the door and saw a woman in a red cardigan walk in. It was Lillie Palmer. The sister of the wealthy Mrs. Palmer-Wealth.

“Fancy that. I wonder what she would say if she knew we were delivering goods to her dear sister?” Aunt Edna said.

“Probably not much.”

“What’s the story there?” Jack inquired as he walked over to them from the kitchen.

“Oh, it’s nothing.” Annabelle wanted to get back to work.

“Nothing? It’s one of the biggest scandals to rock this town,” Aunt Edna said. “Jack you were probably too young to know about it. But over a decade ago Lillie was engaged to Mr. Wealthy, but then her sister stole him from her.”

“You can’t steal a person, Auntie.” Annabelle resisted the urge to playfully roll her eyes.

“Yes, you can. You can steal their heart. One has to be careful. Well, anyway, she claimed she was pregnant for him and he dumped her sister and married her instead.”

“I thought they were a childless couple.”

“She ended up losing the child. Then they adopted a child and put the kid in boarding school in Switzerland.”

“Well, what’s the point of having a kid if you’re not going to raise them yourself?” Aunt Gabby chimed in.

“I’m sure they have a good reason, Auntie. We can’t be judging people if we haven’t walked a mile in their shoes.”

“I think I’d get serious pain issues with my feet by the look of those narrow expensive-looking stilettos that woman wears,” Aunt Edna said. 

“Good morning, Ms. Palmer. What can I get for you today?” Annabelle asked, as the woman approached the counter.

“Oh, I’ll have a custard-filled chocolate donut and a coffee, black, please. To stay.”

“Sure thing.” Annabelle put the order through. She glanced up at the clock. She would have to be leaving soon to get to Mrs. Palmer-Wealth for the delivery.

Annabelle’s eyes were drawn to Ms. Lillie Palmer’s wrist. There was a nasty fresh red scratch on it. It looked as if someone scraped their long nail along it and it was bleeding earlier.

“Are you all right?” Annabelle said, noticing the mark and gesturing to it. “We have a First Aid kit in the back. You should probably bandage that up.”

As if self-conscious, Lillie pulled her cardigan sleeve or it to cover it up. “I’m fine, thank you.”

Annabelle remembered what was said earlier about rich folks and broke people around them. Truth be told, Lillie has mentioned she’d been having trouble with her rent since being laid off recently and there’s rumor that her wealthy sister, Deb, won’t even help her out. Her sister who stole Lillie’s rich fiancé from her.

A slight headache surfaced on Annabelle’s forehead. She tried to ignore it.

“Lillie! Lillie, the book girl, how are you doing?” another customer said to Lillie.

“Oh, I’m...I’m fine, thank you.” Lillie’s eyes were downcast.

“Always has a book in her hand or an e-reader now,” the older gentleman turned to Annabelle then to Lillie, “Isn’t that right, Lillie?”

Lillie took the plate with her order on it from Jack who handed it to her. She did not look up.

“Hey, sorry to hear about your um...well, your job. You know you should check out the library. I think they might be hiring part time,” Annabelle offered.

“Yes, I’ll be going to an interview soon. It’s only for one day a week though. I love being around books so I don’t mind. But it’s not going to pay the rent. I’ll still need a full-time job with benefits.”

Annabelle’s heart sank when she heard that. She’d been there before. Didn’t seem fair at all. Also, the fact she had her rich sister who happened to be rich because she ran off with Lillie’s ex-boyfriend seemed so unfair. She wondered what they had in common. Eeon was supposed to be some sort of geek who made a lot of bank with his new app. Debs certainly was the model type but it seemed as if Lillie and Eeon would have made a better match. 

Stop that Annabelle. It’s none of your business why or how people choose their partners.

Annabelle loved the café as it was such a social place for people to indulge in a sweet treat while catching up with friends and neighbors but it could also be a bit of a gossip hub too and she had to be mindful of that and keep out of that line of thinking. 

Later, Annabelle went out into the parking lot with her boxes of donuts for Mrs. Wealth. As she drove up the quiet road leading up to the Wealth Mansion, a car zoomed by her at lightning speed. The driver must have been way over the limit. She caught a glimpse of the driver with flamed-red hair. Wasn’t that Fannie, the housekeeper, or rather the former housekeeper?

As soon as she pulled up to the iron gates of the mansion, a disembodied voice came over the speaker asking her to announce herself. 

“My name is Annabelle Darlin from Darlin Donuts Café. I have a delivery for Mrs. Wealth.”

Before long, the gates clicked open and she drove through. She glanced at the clock on the dashboard. 

Thankfully, she was on time. Not too early. And definitely not late.

When she pulled up, she was stunned.

A robot machine that had the word Butler on its screen answered the door. 

Okay.

This must be new.

She guessed Mrs. Wealth trusted droids over humans, especially while her husband was away. Her husband was after all a tech millionaire so what else would she expect.

Well, they were certainly saving money there. But she felt uncomfortable with the fact that it meant one more human was out of a job. She was all for technology, just not at the cost of replacing the human workforce. Then what would people do? She couldn’t help but think this was why she too was downsized. Automation and technology
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