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Vote for change | Jim

Mayoral Candidate for Apple Cove former Con Artist

Donuts and Murder Short Story: The Con Artist

Annabelle Darlin, owner of Darlin Donuts, stumbles upon a strange mystery with a bizarre twist after the murder of a local mayoral candidate.
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Annabelle Darlin dipped the donuts into the glaze, making sure they were evenly coated. She was preparing another batch of delicious crispy fried chocolate glazed donuts, crispy on the outside and soft and scrumptious on the inside for the new mayoral candidate’s breakfast meeting. The candidate had also requested her famous rich chocolate glazed custard-filled donuts sprinkled with chocolate chips.

Her pastry chef, Jack, was already busy in the kitchen rolling another batch of dough to cut into circles to add to the deep fryer. The aroma of heavenly scented cinnamon mixed with all the tasty ingredients filled the air.

What a way to start the day. This, along with sweet jazz music playing over the sound system.

There was nothing like having your own business. 

Owning her own donut shop and catering business was a huge step for Annabelle.

She loved pleasing her customers who came from all walks of life. 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.

“Mmm, those smell delicious,” her aunt Gabby said as she walked in through the swinging doors to the kitchen.

“Thanks. I’m making these for Jim’s meeting this morning.”

“I don’t trust that man,” Aunt Edna, her other aunt, said, knitting away as she sat on a stool in the kitchen.

“What do you mean?” Annabelle asked, puzzled.

“I mean I don’t trust him. Just what I said.” She continued to knit away.

“But why? Why don’t you trust him?”

“There’s something about him that doesn’t resonate with me. It’s as if he’s nice on the outside but hiding a mean streak on the inside. He’s not getting my vote!”

Annabelle sighed and shook her head. “Well, you need to trust your own instincts.”

“Don’t tell me you’re going to vote for him.”

“I haven’t made up my mind yet.”

“Can’t believe it’s local election time already,” Aunt Gabby chimed in.

“I know. I can’t believe Mayor Rich is retiring,” Annabelle said. “He’s not that old.”

“Tell me about it. Dan Rich has been the mayor for the longest time. He’s earned it. Especially with that injury he’s lived with, he’s always been a good sport and managed to hobble around to every single community event. Won’t find anyone like that again.”

“Yes, he is special,” Annabelle agreed. “It’s going to be tough to fill his shoes.”

“Why do you say that?” Jack asked.

“Because, well, he was so...”

“Rich in good deeds?” Jack asked with a grin.

“Very funny Jack.”

“Anyway, we just have to get used to the fact that we will be getting a new mayor,” her other aunt, Edna, said as she continued to knit in the corner of the kitchen. 

“I can’t believe Jim is running,” Jack said while taking the next batch of baked donuts out of the oven. The scent of freshly baked donuts was scrumptious. Annabelle’s mouth watered. Talk about a sweet job.

“He’s a player,” her Aunt Edna said. 

Annabelle appreciated her retired aunts Edna and Gabby keeping her company. Especially now.

Annabelle finished boxing up the treats. 

“Now, Aunt Edna, why would you say a thing like that?”

“Because he is. I’ve heard a lot of things about him.”

“Oh, that’s nothing,” Jack added. “Rumor has it, Jones has a criminal background.”

“What?” Annabelle asked incredulously.

“It’s true. I read something about the Apple Cove mayoral race and a former con artist in the running.”

“You can’t believe everything you read online, Jack. Besides, it’s probably his rival Williams trying to throw mud on Jones’ name. Nothing more.”

“You’re just attracted to his looks,” Jack said with a grin.

“Am not,” Annabelle said to her defence. 

The truth was, she only had eyes for one man. The hot and charming Detective Chad Maguire. But she dared not breathe a word to anyone. Especially not her aunties or the staff at her café. 

Besides, she was supposed to be taking a break from dating. Especially after what her ex-fiancé did to her. It wasn’t easy to trust again. 

**

Moments later, Annabelle gathered the boxes of delicious donuts and placed them on the back seat of her car. She then made her way to Jim’s office on the east side of town. When she pulled up to the curb, she noticed all the signs on the lawn and on the windows. 
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A grin curved her lips. Hopefully, the change would be for the better in this town. One just never knew what to expect. Would the new candidate keep their promises? Were they just saying the right things in hopes of getting elected?

She glanced at the photo on the poster.

Jim wore a blue suit and had a crooked grin on his lips in the photo. She wondered why he chose that image. 

When she turned off the engine, she noticed the front door to the candidate’s office was slightly ajar. She didn’t think anything of it at the time. 

She then opened her car’s back door and grabbed the boxes of fresh donuts, the aroma wafting to her nose. She shut the car door and walked towards the front of the property.

Before she could get close to the front door of the office, a man rushed out from the side of the building and bumped into her, almost knocking her over. He continued to run not paying her any attention. Luckily, she had a firm grip on the boxed treats.

What was that about? Well, he was in a hurry. She didn’t even get a good look at him.

She made her way to the glass front door of the office and walked inside.

“Hello,” she said, standing in the foyer. The place was empty. 

That’s strange. I thought there was a meeting this morning.

It was a large open area with three desks filled with brochures. A coffee-maker on the counter at the back of the room and a large bulletin board with sticky notes attached to it. 

She thought Jim or his assistant would be there to greet her. 

“Hello,” she said again, walking into the open area.

She made her way in further and almost dropped her box of donuts.

Her attention drew to a body on the floor over by the far corner near a desk. He wore a pristine blue suit. 

She placed her boxes down and rushed to the man’s side.

It was obvious what had happened to him.

He was dead!

**

An hour later, everything seemed like a blur. Reporters were outside taking so many photos. Crowds had gathered around. 

The body lying on the ground was indeed mayoral candidate Jim.

Apparently, he had been shot through the back from what Annabelle could see. 

This was a nightmare.

Who would do this?

She was beginning to think she was jinxed or something. She’d moved to Apple Cove from the big city, hoping for a quiet life and it looked as if the big city crime followed her there. What must the residents think of her?

“So we see meet again, Ms. Darlin,” the handsome Detective Chad said to her. 

Every time she saw Detective Chad, he looked more stunning, more gorgeous than before.

Okay, Annabelle, a crime was committed. Focus.

She found it hard to focus around the gorgeous detective.

“Are you okay to answer a few questions for me?” he asked her, a look of concern on his face. 

What must he think of her now? How many times had he come to the scene of a crime and she was, well, there.

She sucked in a deep breath, trying to steady her fast-beating heart.

“Yes,” she finally said nodding her head, her voice a bit softer than she’d intended.

“Good. Could you tell me what happened here?”

Once again, he pulled out his notepad and positioned his pen, ready to take notes. 

Just then a thought struck her.

She remembered what her pastry chef Jack had said earlier today about the rumor surrounding Jim’s past. Should she mention that to Detective Chad? 

But then again she didn’t want to be responsible for spreading unfounded rumors, did she?

But judging from the bullet hole, a single shot to the back, she wondered if it was a professional hit. On second thoughts, wasn’t a professional hit about a single bullet to the head?

Okay, she’d been watching way too many organized crime shows on TV. Way too many.

Annabelle carefully explained to Chad everything that transpired that morning.

“He contacted me yesterday and asked if I could bring over a few dozen donuts for his breakfast meeting with his team this morning.”

“I see,” Chad said, jotting down the notes.

He then thought for a moment. “Did he tell you who he was expecting?”

“I guess it was just his campaign team.”

“Did you see anyone else here when you arrived?”

“Yes. Well, actually, I was almost knocked over by some guy running out from the side of the building.”

Chad’s face lit up. “Really now? Can I get a description?”

Annabelle’s stomach tightened into knots.

Crap.

She’d had those boxes stacked high in her arms and barely got a good look at him. All she remembered was a brown jacket and broad shoulders.

Double crap.

She told Chad exactly what she saw. Or rather, what she didn’t see. 

So much for that.

How many tall men in the town had brown leather jackets and broad shoulders?

Nice going, Annabelle.

Chad wrote down a few more sentences but didn’t seem happy about not having much to go on.

“Is there anything else you’d like to add? Did Jim mention he was having trouble with anyone? Any threats?”

She thought again for a moment then she sighed. “I’m afraid not. But I will let you know if anything comes to mind.”

Just then a woman rushed into the office, lifting the yellow caution tape barrier to make her way in. “That’s my husband!” she cried out.

She then walked over to the stretcher where a sheet covered the body. “That’s my husband!”  

“I’m sorry, Ma’am.” Detective Chad turned to her. He was so sympathetic. He then went to console her and asked her a few questions.

Moments later, another
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