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“Tell me,” Angus said, leaning closer as he lowered his voice to almost a whisper. “Who do you plan to murder today?”

“Shh!” I hissed, concerned that someone might overhear us. “Are you out of your mind?”

“Come on. The suspense is killing me.”

“Not here.” I shook my head, adamant that I would not risk my future to give him any cheap thrills. “Not now.”

“Please?” He gave me that look, the one he knows I cannot resist. “Pretty please with sugar on the top? Or should I say homemade vanilla bean ice cream, whipped cream, and hot fudge sauce good enough to die for?”

“Not to mention the tiny bits of shaved chocolate, toasted pecans, and a maraschino cherry. You can’t forget those. Otherwise, it’s just a dish of ice cream.”

“Here you go,” said the waitress, setting down the sundae in the center of the table. “And two spoons. More coffee?”

“Yes, please,” I told her. I waited until she left to deal with the devil’s helper sitting across from me. “You have to stop this, Angus.”

“Must I?” He was toying with me. I knew all the signs. He would keep it up until I caved, but first he would create some kind of a diversion, something to knock me off my guard.

The waitress returned with a pot of hot coffee and topped off our cups before she set down the bill. “There’s no rush on that.”

“Annie?” He slid a spoon across the table. I felt a thrill as the cool metal bumped my fingertips.

“You’re unbelievable,” I muttered, picking it up.

“That’s what all the women say. It’s true, you know.” He grinned at me as he dug his spoon into the luscious fudge-topped concoction. “Not only am I unbelievable, but I’m also unforgettable.”

“You’re also a pain in the....”

“But you didn’t answer my question, milady. Tell me who gets it today.”

“If you keep this up, I might just move you to the top of my hit list,” I warned him.

“You can’t bump me off,” he laughed, wiping the dribble of fudge sauce from the corner of his mouth. “I’m the handsome and dashing sidekick. You need me when you go up against the antagonist.”

“Do I?”

“Absolutely. I’m the brawn, you’re the brains. That’s how you get away with committing murder.”

“If you don’t shut up,” I growled, “I will personally dispatch you this instant!”

“In front of all these diners? You couldn’t possible kill me with so many witnesses present,” he scoffed.

“Can’t I?” I sat back, studying his face. He was calm enough on the surface, but I thought I sensed a modicum of doubt behind the bluster. I took advantage of it. “Are you really sure you’re safe with me?”

“You’re bluffing,” he insisted. He took another scoop of our sundae and tucked it into his mouth, his hand wavering slightly.

“Am I?” I plowed my spoon down to the bottom of the dish and withdrew just the right amount of ice cream, fudge sauce, and whipped cream. And then I flashed him a smug grin as I grabbed the cherry on top. “I beg to differ with you on that.”

“Prove it,” he said, tossing down his challenge. “Show me you’ve got the capability.”

“Fine. Jimmies.”

“Excuse me?”

“Chocolate Jimmies, named for James Bartholomew, the man who invented them back in the 1930’s for Brigham’s Ice Cream Shop. Also known as sprinkles, shots, toppettes, trimmettes, and fancies. These lovely little bits of milk chocolate that are often seen as decorations on ice cream, cakes, cookies, and pies. There you go. While you’ve sat there, I’ve lethally dispatched you with Jimmies.”

“If you expect me to choke on your Jimmies, you’ll be quite disappointed. There’s nothing deadly about the candy confection.”

“There is if I make it with mushroom powder.”

“Honey, mushroom powder on ice cream is hardly deadly.”

“But if I make my mushroom powder with the Destroying Angel mushroom and I conceal it with really good chocolate, say some Ghirardelli Dark Chocolate melting wafers, you won’t even taste the deadly mushroom powder.”

“You don’t think I’ll know those aren’t the real kind of Jimmies? You think you can pass fake ones off on someone with my discerning taste buds?”

“It’s simple enough. I just pipe the chocolate with a number one tip in my pastry bag onto waxed paper, let them harden for several hours, break them up into tiny pieces et voilà. Chocolate Jimmies that can kill. And, Angus, as you know, you won’t die right away. No, it will take you a few days before you even feel the symptoms. By then, it’s too late.”

“Okay, you win. That would work,” he admitted, reaching for the bill. “I’ll pay. But I still want to know the answer to my original question when we get out to the parking lot.”

“You sound as if you have a vested interest in the outcome of my victim.”

“I do,” he agreed. “I don’t want it to be Sam. I like her too much. And Josie may be irritating and cranky, but she means well.”

“Pay the bill, Angus. I’m not spilling the beans in this restaurant.” I took the last few sips of my coffee and set my mug down on the table. I pulled out my wallet, checked the amount of the bill, and peeled off some dollar bills for the tip.

“Fine. Have it your way.” He slid out of the booth. “Let’s go.”

As he stopped at the cash register to pay up, I waited by the door. I happened to glance over at the customers who had been sitting behind him. They were eyeing me with suspicion.

“Nice job,” I poked him in the side as he opened the door for me. “The folks seated at the table behind us are dialing 911.”

“No, they can’t be that stupid.”

“And yet they are. You are going to clean up your mess on aisle four, mister, if the cops show up.”

“Relax. I can handle them. Now, who’s getting whacked today?”

We stood beside my car, practically nose to nose. “It’s Tiffany.”

“The bubblehead?”

“Yes.”

“But why kill her? Nobody cares about her. She’s harmless...a vacuous ditz.”

“She’s been sleeping with Eric.”

“Oh, the wife is mad, eh?”

“You have no idea how mad Kelli is. She’s willing to pay fifty grand to get rid of her rival.”

“That can only mean one thing. Big Jack is on his deathbed. The son will inherit his father’s estate, it will be community property, and Kelli will be a rich woman after she divorces that cad.”

“Wrong. She takes out Tiffany first. Then she goes after Jack, Jr. That’s how she inherits as the grieving widow.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I spied a police cruiser pulling into the parking lot. A moment later, the two diners who had sat in the adjacent booth came rushing out of the restaurant to talk to the cops. They pointed to us.

“I told you this would happen, Angus. You’re going to have to explain what an idiot you are to those two cops and apologize to the concerned citizens who reported what they believe is a crime in the making.”

“I’m not the idiot,” was his retort. “I caught them eavesdropping on us the moment that they sat down.”

A tall, beefy cop strode over to us, while his partner remained with the diners. He gave us a crisp greeting.

“Hi,” he said. “I wonder if you two people would like to explain your behavior in the restaurant.”

“What behavior?” Angus inquired, feigning his innocence.

“I think you know what behavior, sir.”

“No, I don’t believe I do.”

“Let’s not play games here.

“Why would we need to explain our behavior to you?” I looked the cop in the eye. “Did I forget to put my napkin in my lap?”

“Perhaps you’d prefer to come along with us to the station for a chat.”

“No, I would prefer to know what legal offense you believe we have committed.”

“Morelli!” he shouted, “Bring them over here.”

His partner escorted the smug couple over to where we stood.

“Say it again, Mrs. Welter.”

“They’re going to kill someone tonight!” exclaimed the excited woman.

“We’re going to what?”

“You heard me. You’re going to kill someone tonight!”

“Speak up, Mrs. Welter. I can’t hear you because I don’t have my sound amplifier handy. Maybe I can borrow yours, Mr. Welter.”

“What?” The other man suddenly looked stricken.

“Your sound amplifier. The one you used to spy on us in the restaurant. Check your right pants pocket. That’s where you put it.”

“Is that how you two get your jollies?” I demanded. “You like to eavesdrop on strangers? Or are you identity thieves, looking for personal information you can exploit?”

“Ah, um....” Mr. Welter suddenly froze like the proverbial deer in the headlights.

“But, but, but....” Mrs. Welter sputtered. She turned to her husband. “Frank?”

“Officers, I know for a fact that my companion was speaking softly to me, so the only way that these two people could have heard our conversation was by violating our right to privacy.” I whirled around to face the Welters again. “How would you feel if people did that to you?”
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“That’s ridiculous!” Mrs. Welter protested, angry now. “We did nothing wrong! This is a public place! You have no right to expect your conversation to be private!”

“You falsely reported to the police that we discussed a plan to commit a crime,” Angus replied.

“We heard you admit you were going to kill someone!” Mr. Welter sputtered, pointing to me.

“Using any kind of electronic device to listen in on someone else’s conversation is a criminal offense in Connecticut. That’s outlined under the state’s recording and eavesdropping statutes, which are further enhanced by the voyeurism statute,” I announced.

“Ma’am....” The first officer made a lame attempt to placate me.

“Now, now,” said the second police officer, trying to smooth things over. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves.”

“Would you like me to call the State’s Attorney and ask for clarification of the legal statutes?”

“I’m sure that won’t be necessary.”

“I’m telling you that they’re going to kill someone tonight!” Mr. Welter was practically apoplectic as he stood there beside the officer. He insisted that we were dangerous. “Regardless of how we learned of this, you must stop them!”

The first officer stepped away briefly and spoke into his radio. A moment later, he was back.”

“Did you or did you not discuss a plan to kill someone today?” he demanded gruffly.

“Not a person, a character in my newest mystery novel. Why is that illegal, officer?”

“Ma’am....”

“A couple of busybodies who feel compelled to snoop on other people’s intimate conversations do not make good witnesses, I assure you. As the author of nearly thirty published mysteries, I have a reputation to protect. And if you think you’re going to drag me down to the station because a couple of Nosy Parkers reported to you that I might commit a fictional murder, you and your police department will be on the six o’clock news tonight, explaining yourselves to the public.”

Angus stepped in and took over the conversation. I was happy to let him.

“Officer, I observed Welter place the amplifier on the back of Annie’s seat when they first sat down. I was fully aware of the fact that they were eavesdropping on us, so I took advantage of the opportunity to force them out into the open.”

“Okay, okay!” The second officer held up his hands. “Everybody, simmer down. Mr. Welter, do you have a sound amplifier in your pocket?”

“I’m not going to answer that!” the disgruntled man snapped.

“Which means the answer is yes,” said Angus. “Check his right front pocket.”

I did a quick Google search on my phone and found the legal statute, which I read out loud to the police officers and the Welters.

“Here it is. ‘Section 53a-189. A person is guilty of eavesdropping when he unlawfully engages in wiretapping or mechanical overhearing of a conversation.’ A sound amplifier is considered a mechanical device, and in this case, it was misused to violate our rights. That’s a Class D felony, punishable by up to five years in prison.”

“We’re just trying to be good citizens!” Mr. Welter insisted.

“I don’t believe this is the first time you’ve spied on people. I think you and Mrs. Welter do it regularly. One of these days, you’re going to cross the wrong person and pay a hefty price for snooping.”

I had no way of knowing just how profound my words would turn out to be, but two weeks later, while Angus and I were in Pennsylvania on a business trip, I found out.

We were having cocktails with several of his business associates and their wives when my phone rang. I stepped away to answer it.

“Is this Anna Colston?” said a stern voice.

“It is. Who is this?”

“Ted Roman, Major Crimes Unit. I understand you had a problem with Francis and Marjorie Welter recently.”

“Yes,” I said. “We did. Why are you asking?”

“The Welters were found bludgeoned to death in the parking lot of the mall in Meriden.”

“Oh dear.”

“Where were you at nine o’clock last night, Ms. Colston?”

“The same place I am now. In Philadelphia.”

“Can anyone verify that?”

“The people I sat with at dinner last night and the wait staff,” I replied. “And the photographer who took our pictures. You don’t seriously consider me a suspect, do you?”

“It’s my job to ask, ma’am. What’s the name of the hotel where you’re staying?”

I gave him all the details and once he had them, he thanked me and hung up.

No sooner had I returned to the table than Angus’s phone rang, so he excused himself to answer the call. When he rejoined me a few minutes later, he told me he had spoken to the same man.

“How weird is that?” I asked. “Who do you suppose killed the Welters?”

“Heaven only knows. Most likely they stuck their noses into somebody’s bad business and paid a price for it. But enough about that for the moment. We’re here to have fun,” he insisted. “Dance with me, Annie. Let’s trip the light fantastic.”

“There’s an offer I can’t refuse,” I laughed as he took my hand and twirled me into the swell of the gyrating crowd.

We danced while the orchestra played Chances Are, and when the song was over, we stayed for a couple of Bossa Nova tunes that had us shaking our hips from side to side. By the time we left the ballroom and headed up to our suite, it was just after eleven.

“Ah, what a night,” I sighed, taking his arm as we rode the elevator to the tenth floor. “These folks know how to party, Angus.”

“They do. I’m glad you came with me on this trip.”

“Me too.” I rested my head on his shoulder.

“Any theories on who murdered the Welters?”

“They didn’t strike me as people who were interested in giving up their nasty little habit of snooping. Maybe this time it got them killed,” I suggested.

“That was my guess too. Anyone who thinks that digging into people’s private lives is a good idea is a consummate idiot. Desperate people do desperate things to save themselves from public exposure.”

He was right. Eavesdropping was never a harmless thing, especially when someone had secrets to hide.

“Well, hopefully the police will catch the culprit soon enough.”

We drove back to Connecticut the following afternoon and not once did we discuss the murders. To be honest, our run-in with the Welters was so fleeting that we didn’t give it a second thought. Which is odd in light of the fact that they were murdered. We normally can’t wait to delve into a case like that and try to figure out the identity of the killer.

If there was any hint that they were marked for murder when we ran into them at that restaurant, I didn’t pick up on it. Trust me. If I had, I’m certain I would have put aside my personal feelings in order to prevent that horrible crime from occurring. I’m a law-abiding citizen. I don’t condone murder in any form.

But the Welters’ murders came back to bite Angus and me in the derriere two days later, when a handful of investigators showed up at my doorstep with a signed warrant to search the premises.

“You’re kidding,” I said, taking the piece of paper handed to me. I stared down at it, saw the judge’s name, and then stepped aside to let them into my condo. Once Cinnamon was safely in her dog crate in my bedroom, I picked up the phone and called Angus. He didn’t answer, so I left him a voice mail and then got in touch with my lawyer.

“There must be some kind of mistake, Anna,” said Hillary Kleindorf.

“Yes, it’s definitely a mistake. Angus and I only met them on that one occasion. Why would we want to kill them?”

“I am advising you not to answer any questions unless I am present,” she instructed me. “We don’t want anyone twisting your words.”

Two hours later, she and I were in the police station lobby when Angus and his attorney entered.

“You too?” He leaned over and kissed me. “Unbelievable.”

“Hillary,” said a handsome silver-haired man, holding out his hand to her. “How are you?”

I caught the way she smiled at him when she took his outstretched hand.

“Bob Zurcher, long time no see. Does this mean we’ll be working on the case together?”

“Let’s hope there’s no case. I hate it when my clients are accused of a serious crime.”

“I know. It does seem bizarre, doesn’t it?” she replied.

We left them to their flirting and stepped over to the corner to discuss the situation.

“I don’t understand any of this,” I told Angus. “We only met those people briefly. Why would the police think we had anything to do with their murders?”

“I hope it isn’t because of what happened in California,” he grimaced.

“It can’t be. Patricia’s killer was caught.”

“But with my luck, they didn’t look hard enough and decided I must be a viable suspect.”

Angus had once been suspected of murdering his soon-to-be ex-wife. Even though the police proved him innocent, there were still postings on the Internet that speculated about his involvement in the crime. Was that why we were at the police station now?

“But what kind of evidence did they use to get their search warrants?”

“God only knows,” he shrugged. “I can’t even begin to guess.”

When we were led into the station, Angus and his attorney were taken to one room and I was taken to another with mine.

“Now, Ms. Colston,” said the friendly detective as he sat down at the table with Hillary and me. “Let me introduce myself. I’m Detective Huxtable. This is my partner, Detective Massa.”

I glanced over at the man coming into the room. Judging from the scowl on his face it was his turn to play ‘bad cop’ to Huxtable’s ‘good cop’.

We all waited for the scowler to settle in his seat. Once he did, he flipped open a small notebook, pulled out a pen, and fixed his glare in my direction. It was definitely overkill.

“I understand you’ve been an author for a number of years,” Huxtable said to me.

I glanced over at Hillary. She gave me a nod, so I answered his question.

“Yes, I have.”

“How long exactly?”

“About twenty years.”

He wrote that down. “And how many times have you been arrested?”

“None.”

“I’m sorry?” He studied me closely.

“None.”

He shook his head, pursed his lips, and then tried once more.

“I’ll ask you again. How many times have you been arrested?”

“And I’ll answer you again. None.”

“What about the incident in Massachusetts?”

“What incident was that, Detective?” I looked him square in the eye without blinking.

“The one where you were arrested in Boston for making threats, back in 2002.”

“I never threatened anyone, nor have I ever been arrested.”

“Our sources tell us....”

“Just because your sources say it happened, that doesn’t make it true,” I told him. “Where are the arrest records?”

“Really?” Massa leaned forward. “You think we can’t obtain police records?”

“I would hope you can. I would also hope that when you put in that request and it’s refused, you’ll realize it’s because there are no records.”

“Fine. You want to play that game, Ms. Colston, we’ll play it with you. Massa, go pull up the records while we wait.”

The sullen detective made a point of huffing and puffing as he got to his feet. His shuffle to the door was punctuated with lots of grunts and groans. It was all a big show. I knew that there were no records to be had. Why else would they go to so much trouble to try to intimidate me?

Hillary leaned over and whispered in my ear. “If you’ve been arrested, Anna, this is a very dangerous game to play with cops.”

“I haven’t been,” I replied calmly. “Not ever.”
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Huxtable opened up his file folder and checked his notes. And then he announced that while his partner did the records search, he would get started with questions.

“Tell me about your experience with the Welters. What exactly happened?”

I shared the story of Francis and Marjorie Welter’s behavior at the restaurant and made sure he understood that they deliberately eavesdropped on our conversation. I assumed he would realize they had crossed the line, but instead, he seemed to think that the Welters were justified in eavesdropping. That was the point at which I stopped cooperating. I endured a long list of allegations tossed at me without any proof that I had committed a crime.

Huxtable’s partner didn’t return right away. When he finally sauntered in half an hour later, I was not surprised that he was empty-handed.

“Well?” said the detective sitting across from me.

Massa didn’t say anything. He just shook his head.

“It looks like you gentlemen jumped the proverbial gun,” said Hillary Kleindorf, rising to her feet. “Since you are unable to confirm the existence of any arrest records, I believe my client and I are done here. I would strongly caution you that in the future, if you want to avoid a lawsuit, you gather your evidence ahead of your accusation. Good afternoon.”

With that, she whirled around and marched out of there. I trailed behind her, still disgruntled by the interview.

I waited until we were out of the building to speak. “What in heaven’s name was that all about?”

“I have no idea. My guess is those two guys thought they were going to rattle your cage and get you to confess to the crime, Anna. It was an obnoxious display of testosterone-driven arrogance,” she remarked. Suddenly she moved in close to me, like she hoped I was about to confess to something tantalizingly naughty. “Just out of curiosity, did something happen with you in Boston in 2002?”

I took umbrage at her conspiratorial efforts. My private life was nobody’s business.

“I did not commit a crime in Boston in 2002. Is there anything else you need to know?”

“I’m sorry. No, no.” She shook her head. “Call me if there’s any more trouble.”

“Thanks. I will”

I watched her walk away, wondering how long it would take for my secret to be exposed. The last thing I wanted was to have my past splashed across the front page of the local paper or announced on the evening news, but it looked like I wouldn’t have a say in the matter. Someone deliberately made the effort to revive that old lie.

I spied Angus’s SUV parked in the lot a couple of rows behind mine. I decided to sit in my car and wait for him in the hopes that he was free for dinner. There was something I needed to tell him.

I spent the time searching the Internet for information on the Welker murders. Ever since I learned that they had been killed, I had made a point of not delving into the crime. Perhaps that had been a mistake.

They had been killed by violent blows to the head in the parking lot of a shopping mall in Meriden. But there were no defensive wounds on their hands and no signs of forced entry into their vehicle. “Surely the security cameras at the mall captured something.”

But according to police reports, the Welkers’ Fiat 500 was tucked out of sight between an RV and an SUV, so there was no useful video to point the investigators in the direction of the killer.

“I have a feeling that this is going to get ugly fast,” I sighed. “I just hope no one tries to connect it to Boston.”

But what if they did? It could destroy my career as an author.

“Do I tell Angus, or do I keep my mouth shut?”

I hemmed and hawed as I waited, still not sure of the right course of action. It was such a long time ago. Back in 2002, we were all still reeling from the terrorist attacks on the United States. But some people have long memories, don’t they? And when they want vengeance, they’ll go to extremes to get it, even if it means breaking the law. But murder? Would they go that far to punish me for what I did?

“Annie!” I jumped as Angus unexpectantly knocked on my passenger window. I popped the lock to let him in. “How did it go?”

“It was a fishing expedition.”

“For me too,” he nodded. “They don’t have any evidence that points to us. We were in Philadelphia at the time of the murder with plenty of witnesses that can testify to that.”

“I know,” I said. But that knot of dread was tightening in my stomach and I couldn’t loosen it. My gut was telling me that someone was out to get me.

“Are you okay?” He reached over and squeezed my hand. “You’re not really worried, are you?”

Did I confess to my past or keep quiet? I looked over at the man beside me. We had spent months getting to know one another. I was finally at the point where I couldn’t imagine my life without him. One of these days, we were going to have that conversation, the one where we admitted to one another that we were a couple. How could I risk losing him now?

“I’ll be fine,” I promised him. “It’s just the shock of having my home searched like I’m a criminal.”

“I know. My lawyer wants to see the probable cause that justified a judge’s signature on the warrant. If the police lied about their evidence, I’ll file suit.”

“This is just so weird, Angus. We didn’t even file a complaint against the Welkers. How did the investigators know about the incident at the restaurant?”

“Who knows?” he said. “I’m sure it was just a coincidence. They were looking to get their jollies and we happened to be sitting in the booth at the time. Don’t lose any sleep over it. I’m sure when the police assess the evidence, they’ll know we had nothing to do with those killings.”

“Yes.” I took a deep breath and slowly exhaled. “You’re probably right.”

“Probably?”

I gazed over at him. Those dark eyes studied me closely.

“Are you suggesting the Welkers followed us to the restaurant, Annie? Why would they do that?”

“I’m sorry. I’m just so rattled by what happened. Give me some time to process my thoughts. I’ll get over it.”

“I hope so. I’m not used to seeing you this way.”

“What way?” I asked.

“Worried.”

He was right. I was worried, but not about the Welkers. I was worried about Boston, about the dredging up of my past. Long ago all that trouble had bottled it up in a jar and the lid had been tightly screwed on. Who had loosened it?

Someone with a grudge. Or someone with a lot to lose if the truth finally comes out.

“Listen, Annie, I have to get back to the office. How about dinner tonight?”

“That’s what I was going to ask you,” I smiled. “I’d like that.”

“My place or yours?”

“My place. I’ll cook.” I leaned over for a kiss. “Thanks, Angus.”

“For what?” He stopped and turned to look at me as he was climbing out of my car. “I haven’t done much, have I?”

“But you have. I count on you to be the voice of reason. I’m sure you’re right about the police. Once they find a viable suspect to pursue, my jitters will dissipate.”

“Just don’t hold your breath” he warned me. “Those guys didn’t strike me as seasoned homicide investigators.”

“I got the same impression. We’ve worked with some really good detectives, Angus, people that knew what they were doing and were very experienced in everything from determining motive to understanding forensic science. Huxtable and Massa came off like bumbling idiots, pretending they know how to solve a murder.”

“It would be awful if this was their first case,” he sighed. “The last thing we need is a couple of yahoos trying to prove their mettle by pinning the tails on our back sides. I’ll see you at six.”

“Bring Truffles with you,” I told him. “We can walk the dogs down by the river before dinner.”

“Will do.”

When I got home, I made myself a sandwich and ate it at the kitchen island while I cooked the rice for my dinner casserole. Once I’d had a cup of coffee, I prepared the Newburg sauce for my seafood. I made my roux with butter and flour, and then added milk, tomato paste, sherry, and my seasonings to the mix. I tasted it.

“That will do nicely,” I decided. When I was ready to put it in the oven, I would add shrimp and bay scallops to the sauce and pour that over my rice. For now, though, everything went into the refrigerator.

“That will heat in the oven while we’re out for our walk,” I decided. “Now I need a vegetable. I’ll make my spicy corn salad.”

By two, I was finished with my dinner preparations. It was time to work on my newest cozy mystery. My little Maltipoo followed me out to my sunporch and settled herself in a patch of sunlight for a nap. I started up my laptop and opened my manuscript of Lookin’ Good, Angela that featured my slightly jaded, but determined crime solver. I began my second chapter.

I typed....

Angela Finds Out That Even She Can Be Fooled

Detective Angela Palmieri was a straight shooter, a woman who did not suffer fools gladly. Maybe it was because she had trust issues after being roasted over the fire too many times in her younger days. Now wiser, she expected nothing but the best from the people on her team. You came to work on time, put in a full day, and then you went home. You didn’t play computer games on your department-issued computer when no one was looking or check your personal messages every five minutes on your department-issued cell phone. Distractions were not welcome in this life-or-death place, where danger lurked in the shadows. You had to be ready to react in a split second. Your mistakes could get someone killed, whether it was a colleague or an innocent victim.

Because of that, she made it a rule to never fall for men who poured on the charm. Charming men were a dime a dozen. They were happy to tell you whatever you wanted to hear as long as it would lead to a romantic tryst, and if you were dumb enough to fall for that malarkey, you deserved to land on your fanny, hopefully not in a back alley without your purse.

“Maybe that’s why this case is so vexing,” she muttered to herself. “The victim was found strangled with her own pantyhose, but she has no history of falling for every Tom, Dick, and Harry that looked her way. Did she willingly accompany her killer to that hotel room or was she seduced in some fashion, maybe with a date rape drug? Or maybe she was lured there because she thought she was meeting someone she knew.”

“Boss?” Ted Bayer, the Golden Boy, startled her out of her musings. Other women in the police department spent way too much time drooling over the man, but not Angela. She was a hundred percent Teddy Bear-proof.

“What?” She made the mistake of looking up at him. Those brown eyes of his were mesmerizing. Too mesmerizing. His bright gaze reminded her of a solar eclipse. She feared that if she made eye contact, his image would be permanently burned onto the retinas of her eyes, rendering her blind.

“We’ve got a lead on the Pantyhose Perp. Another woman phoned in a tip and said it sounded like the guy who tried to rape her three weeks ago at the Grand Vista.”

“Okay, Ted. Follow it up.”

“I thought you might want to be a part of this, boss.”

“Why is that, Teddy Bear?” She dared to glance up at him.

“The woman who gave us the tip is the wife of Governor Guthrie.”

“Shoot!” Just what she didn’t need. A political hot potato. All of the local reporters were trying to get the juicy details of the power couple’s separation, right down to who would get custody of their two kids. If Lorelei Guthrie had been the victim of an attempted rape, Angela had no choice but to take the lead. The Golden Boy had shown some initiative on this one. She knew she should reward him with some praise, but it irritated her that so many women fawned all over him. Sure, it wasn’t his fault that he was born an Adonis. But that didn’t mean Angela was willing to go all soft and mushy on him. That wasn’t her style.

I’m not a bimbo ripe for the picking. Any man who’s interested in me has to be able to measure up to my standards. Besides, I never
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