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To all the readers who supported and read my first cozy mystery series. 
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Chapter One
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Lucy gripped her suitcase and glanced over at her neighbor's house to find it bustling with activity for the first time in several months. The place had felt empty ever since her elderly neighbor went into a nursing home last year. Her heart broke. The woman had been an honorary grandmother to her. She knew Gran's family would sell the house, and she could end up with someone like her other neighbor, the grumpy woman who had her nose in everyone's business.

"Lucy?" Mrs. Parker, Gran's daughter-in-law, approached her. "Are you moving or going on a trip?"

Lucy put the suitcase in the back of her maroon van. "I'm going on a mini work vacation because I don't want to be around to listen to the roofers replace my roof."

"That's a good reason to take a vacation. Who did you hire? Mom's roof needs some work. It looks like a tree fell on part of it." Mrs. Parker eyed Lucy's two-story with bright blue tarps on the roof. "Did a tree fall on your roof?"

"Yep. A couple of trees fell and destroyed my backyard, my roof, my sliding door, and a few windows. I asked at Thompson's Hardware if they knew anyone. The owner's husband is a co-owner of a construction and demo company. I can't think of the name off the top of my head. Give me a minute to check my phone." Lucy returned to her kitchen to grab her cell phone off the counter. She located the company contact for Crane Tomas Demo and Restoration so Mrs. Parker could copy it.

"Can I have your number?"

"Sure." Lucy let Mrs. Parker take down her phone number.

"By the way, I wanted to let you know that Mom mentioned you in her will. She always called you her honorary grandbaby and teased us daughters about why we didn't have more sons to marry off," said Mrs. Parker.

Lucy sucked in a sharp breath. The news hit her like a ton of bricks. "I...I thought she was in a nursing home."

Mrs. Parker sighed heavily. "Mom was ill. She asked that we not worry you. She loved you like family, and she passed away peacefully in early January. I'm sorry, I thought you knew. My sister was in charge of notifying everyone but of course, there were people who we missed telling. It was hard to think straight."

"No, no, I didn't hear," she whispered, struggling not to cry.Her gaze went to the house she had spent almost as much time in as her own, baking, holding tea parties using water or soda because they didn't like tea or coffee, and learning handicrafts from Gran. "I guess I'll be getting a new neighbor, hopefully not as bad as my other one."

"What's wrong with your other neighbor?" asked Mrs. Parker.

"She's a nosy, porch-pirating, grumpy woman who has a complaint about everything. Half the reason I won't be here while they work on my house is because she'll be knocking on my door constantly, demanding I stop everything because she can't hear herself think. To make matters worse, when I told her she needed to stop putting her trash cans in front of my house, she refused until I stopped paying for trash pickup."

Mrs. Parker grimaced. "That's not right. I suggest investing in some security cameras."

"Been there. Done that. The last company was a nightmare. The only camera that would work was the one on the back door. They tried to say my house was too old to do a complete install, and they'd need to send more people out. Then, they wanted me to upgrade to internal cameras. I don't think so. I don't want a company overseeing the footage, since I live alone."

"That's...strange. I hope you reported the incident." Mrs. Parker motioned to Gran's place. "I have family here who can install a closed system for you."

"I'll think about it. I've got roofers showing up any minute, and I want to be out of here before Ms. Alcott comes out here." Lucy made an excuse, needing to escape after hearing the sad news about Gran. All she wanted to do was escape to the Airbnb and cry.

"I'll call you when I get more information on the will from the attorney. Gran wanted all the family gathered for it, and we're having difficulty getting a couple of stubborn members to return." Mrs. Parker caught Lucy off guard with a hug. "It's good to see you again. Think about putting up security cameras. We'll put them up for you."

"It was good to see you, too. I'll think about the cameras. I have to go." Barely holding back her tears, Lucy grabbed her laptop and chargers from the house before locking the door behind her.

A black pickup pulled into her driveway. She tucked her belongings inside her car when two men exited the truck.

"Ms. Morgan?" One of the men nodded at her. "We're the first crew from Crane Tomas Demo and Restoration. Everyone else will be here shortly."

"I'm leaving now, so the driveway will be all yours." Lucy recognized the driver who got into the back of the pickup. "So, there's no problem with this arrangement?"

"You left us your number in case we need to reach you, so there's no problem. Enjoy your vacation. Are you traveling far?" The worker closed his vehicle door.

"No, not far. I'm having a local mini-getaway to avoid the noise and chaos. I wouldn't want to get in the way of you working. If I'm needed, I can be here in twenty or thirty minutes. I'm a transcriptionist who works remotely, so can't be bothered by loud noises. So it's not a vacation, more like I have to work."

"That's understandable. Enjoy the change in scenery, and we'll have your roof fixed in no time. The bosses have ordered a large crew to complete the work faster." The driver pulled a bottle of water out of a beat-up cooler.

"Thank you, and don't worry about the back flowerbed. There's nothing important in it. Someone keeps cutting the roses, and I'd rather have them gone than deal with the mess. By someone, I mean it's my nosy neighbor." Anxious to leave for her quiet little Airbnb, Lucy got in her car and pulled out of her driveway. 

Out of the corner of her eye, she spotted her middle-aged neighbor peeking out her door to stare at the roofers. Lucy mentally patted herself on the back for thinking of leaving to work in peace without having to deal with her rude neighbor. Sure enough, she'd get an earful when she got home, but that would be a future-Lucy problem.

Spirits lifted, Lucy drove from her house on the edge of the residential area between the quaint town of Dually-Idaho and Alice-way. Lucy lucked out in getting a last-minute rental close enough to walk to the popular lakeside beach.

As someone who signed several petitions to preserve the original part of Dually-Idaho's authenticity and not update it, she could still appreciate the benefits of better shopping, fast food, restaurants, and hotels near the larger Alice-way lake.

Her destination sat a few blocks from the lakefront on the far side of the Anston Hotel. She parked in front of a little gray two-story house. After a quick review of the last text from three days ago, in which the homeowner had told her the location of the key, she went straight to the porch and lifted the blue pot, only to find nothing. Confused, she glanced at the other yellow, orange, and green planters. "I'm sure he said the navy planter."

Frustrated, she tried to call him, but it didn't go through.

"So much for saying he'd be available at any time." With a growl, she sent him a message.


Hi, this is Lucy. I tried to call you, but you weren't answering. I'm at the house, but the key is not under the navy planter. How am I supposed to get in?



She dreaded going home after the fuss she made about her mini vacation. Halfway to her car, her cell chimed.


I'm sorry. I know I put it under a planter, probably the green one. If it's not there, check the others.



Confused, she doubled back and checked to find it wasn't under the green one, but the orange planter. "So weird."

She let herself inside the clean, tidy beach-style house. It was as promised, but the entire issue with the key and the homeowner's tone in his text left Lucy unsettled. She shrugged it off as being in a bad mood after hearing that Gran had passed away.

Reminded of losing her dear friend, Lucy trudged out to her vehicle with a heavy heart and packed everything into the Airbnb. She was lucky to find a place to rent on such short notice. Tourist season had already started. By all logic, tourists usually had every rental in the area booked until the end of summer.

She pulled out her cleaning wipes and wiped down the kitchen before stocking the fridge with her food for the week. Tired, she glanced at her laptop on the coffee table. She debated whether to plow through work or leave it and enjoy the lake.

With a groan, she grabbed a drink from the fridge. She couldn't believe Gran had passed away. Rubbing her face, she tried to shake off the blues. Gran wouldn't want her to be sad.
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Chapter Two
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Lucy walked several blocks to Alice-way Lake to find the shore crowded with tourists. Wanting to swim, she endured the noisy, rambunctious people hogging the area with beach towels, folding lounge chairs, inflatable rafts, picnics, toys, and umbrellas to make her way to the water's edge.

Shrieking kids ran past her, jumping into the lake. Splashed with an icy-cold spray, Lucy bit back a shriek. Wrinkling her nose, she reached down to check the temperature and found it frigid.

At a loss for how many people could stand the cold, she turned around to return to her Airbnb. She couldn't help but feel disappointed because when she came up with her mini local vacation, she'd looked forward to easy access to the lake. With her hopes dashed, she had nothing to do but work.

Hopefully, the rotten smell from earlier was out of the house. The owner apologized, claiming it was probably a dead rodent under the house, and refunded her money. He even told her to stay the rest of the time free of charge, believing the smell would go away.

"At least I have air conditioning to look forward to," she muttered, unlocking her rental.

Hot, muggy air carried the most noxious stench when she pulled open the front door. Her stomach rolled. She immediately retreated to the front yard, where she gagged a couple of times before calling the police, who took only minutes to show up.

That wasn't a rodent. It smelled like death—not that she'd ever smelled somebody dead before.

An officer approached her. "So what is the problem exactly? Dispatch only informed me that there was a bad smell coming from a house." 

She held up a finger, needing a moment to control her gag reflex.

"Take your time." The officer widened his stance, prepared to wait.

"Thanks...ugh, it's so bad. I noticed that my Airbnb smelled, so I complained to the owner, who apologized, saying it was probably due to a rodent under the house, and they'd send someone out to deal with it. He gave me a refund and told me I could finish out my stay. I thought going down to the lake for fresh air would help, but the AC must have turned off, and what was slightly stinky turned into a reeking oven. I don't know what that is, but it isn't a rat."

"So, you want us to track down a smell?" He sighed heavily. "I supposed this isn't the weirdest thing I've dealt with this morning." He stomped off to the house only to step back and fan his face. She didn't want to say she told him so—but she told him so. It was terrible.

He called in backup, who went into the house, leaving her roasting out in the sun for half an hour before emergency crews and probably half the police force of Dually-Idaho showed up. Uneasy, she turned to a new officer who approached her.

"Do you know what they found?" asked Lucy.

The new officer nodded. "I do. Is this your Airbnb? How long have you been staying here?"

"Three and a half days. I've spent most of it blasting the AC while working in the living room on my laptop. It was only today that the odor showed up."

He pulled a stick of gum out of his pocket to add to what seemed to be another piece he already had in his mouth. Quietly, the officer folded the wrapper and tucked it back into the pocket it came from. "So you came here on vacation and spent it working?"

"No, sir...well, sort of. It's not a real vacation. I live on the far side of Dually. I need quiet to work. I'm a transcriptionist, so it is important to hear every word spoken on the recordings."

"Was your house not quiet enough?"

She stilled, thinking back on her explanation. "Sorry, I'm nervous, and truthfully, I feel like puking. The smell is awful. No, my house is loud right now because I'm replacing my roof, and I have a bad neighbor who complains if the wind blows the wrong way. I'd get nothing done between her and the construction above my head."

"That makes sense. So you got a last-minute vacation house?" He gnawed on his gum.

"I thought I was lucky. The homeowner had just finished some repairs, and I caught the listing when it came up. He was friendly and liked to talk, especially about how he'd picked out the granite for the kitchen counters." She shrugged. "I was going to get a hotel room, but thought I'd try an Airbnb first."

"Can you give me his contact information?" He got out his phone, so she brought up the homeowner's contact page on her cell.

"Good luck getting him to pick up today. I've tried the last few hours, but he won't answer his cell. He will text me right back, so he's refusing to speak, which gets weirder the more I think about it. He told me he loves to talk. I can call him anytime with questions." She brought up her texts. "Do you want to take pictures of our texts too?"

"I'm going to need to borrow your phone. Can you give me your address? I'll have an officer return it once we've gotten what we need." He plucked her cell from her grip.

Her gaze went to his ID tag on his uniform. "Officer Flick, why do you need my phone instead of taking a picture of the texts?"

"Ma'am, there's a dead body upstairs in the bathtub. Right now, this is a murder investigation."

A chill ran down her back despite the hot sun beating down on her. Lucy broke out in goosebumps. She shivered, rubbing her arms. "W-what do you mean there's a dead body? You mean like an animal, right? T-tell me I wasn't living in a house with a dead human for days."

Officer Flick pointed at the house with his pen. "Ma'am, there's a deceased body in the upstairs bathtub. Have you gone upstairs?"

She shook her head.

"We'll have forensics come through and test the area."

She froze up, horrified. "I swear, I've never gone up the stairs. I took the first-floor bedroom and spent most of my time in the living room working on my laptop. Wait, are you going to take my laptop too? I can't afford to miss much work with the roof repairs." Lucy's stomach cramped as reality crashed down. "I've been rooming with a corpse?"

"Whoa–" Officer Flick grabbed her shoulder. "Let's sit down before you fall over. I'm sure you'll get your computer back as soon as they can."

"I've never communicated with him through my laptop. I used my phone." Dizzy, Lucy let the officer lead her over to the passenger seat of his cruiser to sit. "You can throw away all the food. I won't eat it. I just want my personal belongings back." She dug her hands through her hair. "Why is this happening? I just wanted a mini vacation to avoid my nasty neighbor and the construction. Then, I find out Gran died. My heart is broken. And, the lake is far too cold to swim in, so how are all those people doing it?"

"Ma'am, I'm going to have a paramedic check you out." He waved over one of the emergency personnel. "Can you make sure she's not going into shock?"

"It's not every day someone finds out they were housemates with a corpse." Lucy shuddered.

"Ma'am, have you been drinking?"

"What?" She stared at the paramedic, wondering if she'd misheard.

"Have you been staying hydrated?" asked the paramedic.

"Water? Not since I went to the lake this morning. I turned around and came back, couldn't even go inside because of the smell..." Stomach churning, she fought the urge to lose her microwaved breakfast burrito.

"You've got a sunburn starting. Why don't we get you some water to sip on, and you can sit in the shade?" The paramedic turned to Officer Flick. "Honestly, I'd be rattled too if my vacation house had a dead body in it."

"Thanks for the help. Will Ms. Morgan be able to drive herself home?" asked Officer Flick.

"When she calms down, you can make that judgment. Give her something to drink and somewhere cool to rest." The paramedic turned as someone shouted for him and sighed. "This is not going to be a fun day." He trudged inside.

Officer Flick opened the driver's door of the cruiser and turned on the AC. "We can just sit here and you can cool off. You said you're a transcriptionist? How did you get into that line of work?"

Lucy leaned back in her seat. "My dad was a podiatrist, and when I was a teen, he'd take me to work with him. It was a small clinic shared with a dentistry office and a chiropractor. I worked there until I was twenty-two and my dad passed away. How'd you become a police officer?"

He chuckled. "My dad was a cop, and so were my uncle and grandfather. My nephew and my niece are both in law enforcement. It's just a family thing. How long have you lived in Dually, Idaho?"

"About six years. I tried traveling around, fell in love with the area, found a house, and stayed." She calmed down, talking with the easy-going Officer Flick until a female officer brought out her luggage.

"I did a quick look, but everything you had was just what I expected from someone staying away from home for a few days." The female officer motioned to the house. "Was there anything else you needed?"

"My laptop, charging cables, headphones, and notes from the living room. It's all for work. It's my livelihood." Lucy dreaded the late nights she would need to work while the roofers continued to fix her house.

"We have someone looking through it right now." The female officer grimaced. "It's necessary."

"I'm a transcriptionist. I hope everyone knows their HIPPA laws and protects the medical information. My personal computer is at home. I learned long ago that having two makes my work less complicated. I'll wait for it." Lucy refused to leave without it.

After what felt like ages, she got her laptop back before she drove home to find the work crew in full force. She parked in front of Gran's house because there was no space for her. She took a minute, watching the workers who had her roof bare and new copper-colored tin just started, and hoped that it meant work would only be a few more days.

A knock at her window nearly scared her to death. Screaming out, she turned to find a hot man staring at her. She rolled down her window. "Yes?"

"As I told the other woman. You can't park here and gawk at the men working. This is private property." He motioned to her house.

"What?" She pointed at her house. "I live there. I've been away for a few days. I had to come home early since I lost my Airbnb rental. . Who are you?"

He pointed to Gran's house. "Nathan. The homeowner. If you're my neighbor and need to park until they leave, fine, but I've already chased off a woman in a truck with binoculars and popcorn."

The hair on Lucy's arms stood up. She rubbed her hand over fresh goosebumps, unnerved by the description of a stalkerish person. "I have no idea who that is. Did you call the police?"

"No, she left when I asked her to."

A horn honked. Nathan barely glanced down the road before plastering himself to the side of her vehicle.

An old gray car shot past, blaring on the horn before whipping into the driveway on the other side of her property.

"What the...?" Breathless, he took a shaky step back. "Who drives like that?"

"Someone who steals my packages and causes me all kinds of headaches. Watch out for my bad neighbor. She complains for the sake of complaining and doesn't mind mowing her lawn at midnight, yet complains when I mow my grass at eight in the morning. Ms. Alcott is a nightmare, and I have called the cops on her several times. They do nothing because she one-ups my complaints to get me in more trouble, so I drop the charges. She'll make up anything. Don't say I didn't warn you." She waited for him to move out of the way and rolled her window up before getting out.

A man from the construction company jogged over. "Ms. Morgan?"

"Yes, that's me. My vacation plans sank. It's a bit traumatic, so I don't want to talk about it." Lucy opened the back of her car to retrieve her suitcase and tech supplies.

"I'm not expecting anyone over, so go ahead and park here for now." Her new neighbor turned and headed back to Gran's house.

"I'm Brad Craven." The worker scratched his head. "The back flowerbed–"

"Can be mowed to the ground. Someone already destroyed it while trespassing. I already left word that it was okay if it was damaged." Lucy set her things on the ground beside her suitcase to close the back of her vehicle.

Brad shakily sucked in a deep breath. "We knew that you left instructions that we could trample it, that you said it was just too large a task to pull out yourself, so we did mow it down, but there's something you may want to see."

"Please tell me there won't be another dead body today." She lugged her stuff into the house, put it inside, and followed the roofer into the backyard to find they had cleared the flowerbed, exposing a camera set up to film her backyard. 

"Is that what I think it is?" she asked.

"It is, indeed." Brad blew out his breath. "Someone has been watching you."

"Call the police."

"We already did. An officer will be out as soon as possible. With how somebody hacked up the plants, someone was spying on you." Another worker planted his hands on his hips. "This is horrible, but the good news is, I know this type doesn't broadcast. It has to be retrieved, and the box is here."

She thought about what she did in her backyard. She mowed the lawn, played with the stray cat, and did morning exercises. There was nothing anyone would see. "Luckily, I don't sunbathe or partake in nude lawncare, so there isn't anything to be overly concerned about."

"Other than someone spying on you." Another roofer gritted his teeth. "And you don't have any cameras to prevent this."

"My last experience with a camera company creeped me out." She glanced at the setup, uneasy. "They couldn't get the cameras to work outside, but wanted me to upgrade to put cameras inside? Me, a single woman with cameras in the house? No way."

"Did you report them?" The roofer kept his jaw clenched.

"Yes, I did." She eyed the yard. She didn't have any structures or anything but open grass and two shade trees, which were nothing that could hide another recording device.

"Did you report it to the police?" asked the roofer. Her hesitation had him growling. "Of course not. You reported them to someone higher up in the company, who probably said they'd handle it and that's as far as the complaint went. Report it to the police this time, miss."

Brad sighed. "I'm sorry for Jerome's attitude. He's got two sisters, so he gets protective of women."

"No attitude. I just know when my sisters shrug things off or say they handled something and took the easy way out." The grumpy roofer's snarl worsened.

She faced him. "You're not wrong, but I didn't take the easy way out. I did what I thought I was supposed to do. I lost my mom when I was in my mid-teens and was raised by my dad until he passed away when I was twenty-two. I don't have family or people to turn to when things like this go wrong."

Jerome's jaw unclenched. "I'm sorry for your losses and not knowing your situation. Next time, call the police if it's an emergency, a security threat, or you feel scared and need protection. There is a non-emergency number for our local police. Someone will always answer and advise you on situations that pop up, such as the creepy cameraman."

"There's a non-emergency line?"

Her cluelessness had Jerome pinching the bridge of his nose. "I'll make a list of numbers for you. It's the same list I gave my girlfriend and my sisters. As a brother, I can't, in my right mind, ignore that you have no idea about emergency basics."

She muttered a thank you in the awkward situation, only to spot movement out of the corner of her eye. On edge over the day's shock at the Airbnb and now the camera setup at home, she turned to find a familiar face. "Officer Flick?"

The older officer let out a heavy sigh. "If it isn't our local vacationer. What happened this time?"

She pointed to the camera system. "I had told them they could remove the ugly flowerbed that was damaged by someone trespassing, and they discovered someone has been spying on me."

"Luckily, this is a closed system and whoever it is will be caught. Ms. Morgan will also tell you about the creepy cameraman incident she should have reported." Jerome made a point to bring it up, giving her no choice but to retell the story.

Officer Flick added a stick of gum to the wad in his mouth. "Did the flowerbed butchering happen before or after the camera incident?"

Lucy paused in thought. "I can't remember. It might have been around the same time. I wanted cameras because of my neighbor. Ms. Alcott is the world's worst neighbor and porch pirate who steals my packages. There are reports, but nothing usually happens, leaving me to report missing deliveries because I never receive them."

Jerome swung his arm to the side, pointing to her neighbor opposite Gran's house. "Would that be the woman who yells at us for making noise?"

"Yep, the same woman who will mow her lawn at midnight and freak out if I mow mine at eight in the morning. She can't do wrong, but everyone else is wrong by existing. In her world, if she wants it, she can take it, and nobody can tell her no. Does anyone know a company I can trust to put in cameras?"

"Crane Tomas Demo and Restoration can do it for you. I know the bosses are very protective of women and have done jobs like this before." Office Flick crouched down to eye the camera setup.

Jerome took out his phone. "I'll call–"

"Jerome, you're too new to know that you shouldn't call Derrick about anything electrical. There's one unspoken rule: stop Derrick from playing electrician at all costs. He can't even rewire a lamp from a kit." One of the workers stood on the edge of her roof. "I couldn't help but overhear. I texted Sam for you. He's picking up a system. We've done this before, and we don't charge for installation. We only charge for the purchase price of the cameras. Is that alright?"

Relief swept through her. Lucy squinted, staring up at the group on her roof. Her eyes watered from the bright light. "Yes, that's very generous. Thank you."

"Stop hammering over there. You're giving me a headache." A woman shouted. "I will call the cops."

Lucy turned to the officer. "Anything you can do about a woman who will complain about anything and steal my packages?"

"Not without proof. If you can get me proof, I can act on it." Officer Flick gnawed on his gum while he used his phone to take a picture of the hidden camera. "I'm sending this to one of our tech guys. Ms. Morgan, would you mind if we swept the house for cameras, just in case?"

She shuddered at the thought of someone spying on her inside her house. "P-please do."
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Chapter Three
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A police car passed in front of Nathan's driveway. He let out a heavy sigh. "I'm beginning to think taking the house was a bad idea."

His mom gasped. "What? Why?" 

He looked at his mom on the screen of his cell and leaned back in the chair. He'd propped his phone on a resin statue of a sleeping cat he'd set on the outdoor table earlier.

He lifted his cup of coffee to his lips. "Because I've only been here a few days, and the cops keep showing up next door."

"Next door?" Mom paused a moment. "Just ignore it. Your grandmother left you her house for a reason. Mom wouldn't put you into a dangerous situation. She loved living there."

"Gotta give credit to Grandma when she had me buy the house for a dollar to get out of all the steep taxes that would've been due if she would've handed me the title through an inheritance." Nathan knew his grandmother could be a bit eccentric, but giving him a house compared to what others received felt unfair. "Are you angry that Grandma gave me the house? I rarely had time to visit her compared to everyone else."

"Nobody is angry. We all figured this was Mom's way of telling you to settle down. If part of your complaints are cleanup, we can come back out with a trailer, but we took everything we wanted," said Mom.

Nathan took a sip of his almost-cold coffee. He dumped it into a flowerbed of the English tea garden, which took up the entire side yard outside the kitchen. "Are you going to be ticked at me for ripping out Grandma's garden? Do any of you want plants?"

His mom laughed. "Nathan, we already took a bunch of plants. Feel free to do what you want with it. I don't think there's a person in our family who could stand Mom's obsession with tea parties. Many of us took a teacup or something that reminded us of her, but do what you want with the rest. Just do me a favor."

In disbelief that anyone had taken anything out of the garden, he focused on his cell. "What is it?"

"Try settling down. You move around too much. You barely spend a year in a single place. Mom wanted you to have roots. I know you like to be well-traveled, but that's what vacations are for."

Nathan pinched the bridge of his nose. He'd half forgotten he'd used traveling as an excuse to move from place to place. Nobody would believe him if he told them he had a stalker that liked to move in next door to him wherever he lived. His stalker wasn't dangerouis, just annoying.

"I'll try." A quick, simple half-promise was the best he could do. "Have the neighbors around here lived here long?"

"I think the newest neighbor is the one on the kitchen side of the house. She and Mom got along. Mom would tell me about how nice she is, how she'd help Mom clean, and they'd have tea parties. Her name's Lucy. She's a sweet person. You'll probably meet her when she gets back from her little vacation. As you can probably see and hear, she's having work done on her roof.  Besides that, the only neighbor who seems to cause problems in the neighborhood is the one who lives on the other side of the young lady. But you're good. Mom's neighbors are all on good terms and quiet."

"What kind of trouble does the far side neighbor cause?" he asked.

"Oh, you know."

"No, I don't know. That's why I'm asking you."

"She's a Karen."

"Karen?"

"Yes. You know, a busybody. Always complaining. Entitled. A royal pain in the—"

"Got it, Mom."He glanced at the roofers, whom he could see over the wooden fence between the houses. The police were with the neighbor. "I think the one you believe is sweet...Lucy, has returned early from her vacation and is having issues at her house."

"Already? That's odd. She mentioned how she was going on a mini vacation in the area to avoid the noise of the roofers. Mom mentioned that she works from home. You should try saying hello to her. She adored Mom, who called her precious. Mom didn't treat just anyone like family, as you know." A doorbell chimed through the phone. "Sorry, I have to go. The house, yard, and everything else are all yours, so feel free to chuck things out. Let me know if you need us back out to help."

The call disconnected. Nathan grabbed his phone and carried his mug inside to make a fresh cup of coffee.

The dollhouse-style kitchen, with its pink and white theme, had yellowed over time and needed an update. Nathan picked at a corner of the wallpaper, peeling it off to find a hideous backsplash. He knew enough about home repairs to realize it would be easier to cut out the sheetrock and replace it than to try prying off the tile piece by piece.

If he had to tear up the kitchen, he might as well replace the cabinets since they were falling apart. He'd already removed one door because it nearly fell on his head.

"Grandma, I like little projects, but this is a bit much." He grabbed a notepad covered in cute kittens to jot down what he needed to begin the kitchen renovation. After jotting down sheetrock, cabinets, countertop, and sink, he glanced out the window at the overflowing yard. He'd need a shovel and grass seed to take care of the narrow, overgrown paths.

Shouts from outside drew his attention to the roofers next door. The workers stared down into the front yard. He stepped out to hear a woman shouting.

"Stop making all this noise. Nobody can even hear themselves think with all this racket. Officers, ticket them for a noise complaint."

He recalled what his mom said about his neighbor having a bad neighbor on the other side of her and grimaced.

"Ma'am, mind your own business. She's getting her roof repaired. There is nothing wrong with someone having housework done between the hours of seven o'clock and ten o'clock. However, I heard you like to mow the lawn at midnight. Ma'am, where are you going? We were talking about noise complaints, right?" shouted a man.

Nathan bit his lip to keep from laughing. He didn't know the woman, but he'd met several self-entitled people like her, and he could imagine the cockroach-like scurry she performed to get back into her house.

"That...was awesome. Thank you, Officer Flick." The woman who had temporarily parked in front of his house yesterday laughed.

"Not a problem. Anyway, there's a lot of footage to go through. I just wanted to let you know it may take some time, and we've cleared you of being a suspect in the murder that happened in the Airbnb you rented. A security camera caught a larger figure entering that house two days before you arrived at the rental."

Stunned by what the officer said, Nathan winced. He felt terrible about startling his neighbor and had assumed she was just a jumpy person, but if she'd discovered a dead body in her Airbnb, he probably made her day worse.

"Well, I wasn't worried. I knew I was innocent, but thank you for letting me know. I'd rather put this all behind me. Wait, you're returning my phone already?" She laughed in relief.

"Yep, there was nothing on there that we could use."

"What did the owner say about having a dead body in the house?" she asked.

"I suppose it's okay to tell you that the deceased person was the owner of the house." 

"What?" She gasped. "Then who was I texting?"

"We assume it was—"

"Are you serious right now?" Her voice grew louder. "I was texting a murderer?"

"We don't think you're in danger. We believe the suspect was attempting to gain more time for the body to decompose. They don't know your address. Just contact your bank and make sure they aren't able to take your money if they have access to your card information," suggested Officer Flick.

Nathan couldn't hear anything else that the pair talked about. The roofers resumed work, and Nathan went back inside. He leaned against the granite countertop, head in his hands. What had he overheard?

His phone rang. Nathan's heart nearly leaped from his chest. He grabbed it to find his mom calling him back. "Mom, did something happen?"

"No, our call was cut short. Did I tell you that your cousin Bonnie bought her son a horse?"

Nathan sank his fingers into his hair and quickly decided not to tell his mom about the conversation he eavesdropped on. "No, you didn't. She bought a horse for her seven-year-old?"

"Yeah, can you believe that? Apparently, he's been taking lessons on a pony for the last two years
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