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Chapter One: The Big Move
 
   What Olivia liked best about moving to sleepy Darling Valley from LA was the absence of crime. No worrying about parking her car on a side street because it might get stolen. Nobody slipping sticky fingers into her purse and lifting her wallet while an accomplice distracted her at the sale rack at Neiman’s. Not having to trip over a dead body blocking the doorway of her office building while the LAPD took their sweet time locking down the crime scene. But the best part of living in Darling Valley was never having to find herself sitting across from Brooks at a dinner party while he romanced his new girlfriend and referred to Olivia as a client.
 
   What she hated about Darling Valley was the 400 miles between its pristine mansions and gritty but happening LA. 
 
    
 
   Olivia sat in her office in the immaculately restored Queen Anne Victorian that housed her two bedroom loft, her design and antique business and a possibly illegal mother-in-law in the basement. The dream house compensated for leaving what she considered the center of the universe, Los Angeles, California. 
 
   The mother-in-law housed a regal, but reclusive little old lady who barely gave Olivia the time of day, but paid her rent on time. Wait a minute. If the apartment was not up to code, did that qualify as crime? Why didn’t she ask the previous owners when she signed the loan documents containing a contingency that Mrs. Harmon remain ensconced down there for life at the same ridiculous rent? When she thought about it, which she did now over coffee gone cold, that low rent was definitely criminal. And her own fault for overlooking the code issue when renovation was her stock in trade.
 
   Olivia studied the dismal P&L statement that stared back at her from the Excel file on her MacBook. Darling Valley was breaking her bank. But enough S&M. She needed to finish up her impossibly long to-do list for the weekend sale before Cody arrived with the armoire. The success of the sale would determine her future, and the armoire would be the centerpiece of the well-publicized event. 
 
   The French boudoir phone rang, startling her out of her catastrophic ruminations. Her arm shot sideways into her coffee mug, splashing her favorite Jamaica Blue Mountain over her desk. This was becoming a cartoon of a morning going very wrong.
 
    She barked,  “Cody, you’re late,” while she sopped up the coffee with the sleeve of her hoodie. 
 
   “Only by an hour,” Cody replied in an offended tone that Olivia knew masked a grin spreading across his apple cheeks. “How’d you know it was me?”
 
    “Cody, no customers call about a furniture order at 7:00 in the morning. So it was either you or Elgin Fastner from the bank harassing me about my about to be late mortgage payment if we don’t get to work.” 
 
   Cody was her twenty-one year old delivery guy and right hand everything. They both knew he got away with murder, but he was Olivia’s only true friend in this strange, new town. As Cody apologized for his tardiness in a nasal but passable Wolf Blitzer imitation, she fingered one of the three antique netsuke she had unpacked earlier, another source of disappointment. Because of her connection to Brooks, Edward de Waal, the famed ceramicist, had appraised them for her. After ignoring them in his studio for over a month, he finally returned the pieces yesterday with a note saying the inch-long, carved ivory toggles for a Japanese gentleman’s purse were indeed late 17th century, but would only command $1,500 each, tops. The shunga, an erotic figure with the iconic nine-tentacled octopus embracing the naked woman, might fetch $2,000. But only from a serious collector. Her dashed hopes for a number three times that raised the stakes on the sale. 
 
    “When are you getting here, Cody?” A committed multi-tasker, she checked the time on her laptop while she playfully harassed Cody and winced. Where did two hours go? “There’s work to do. I’m in big trouble if this sale isn’t a blowout. So get cracking, my friend.”
 
   “Are you going to have the cat and nine tails waiting for me?”
 
   She laughed. If she were fifteen years younger she could have a thing for Cody. But she wasn’t into boy toys.
 
   “You’ll wish that’s all I have waiting for you if you don’t get those beauties over here. Like yesterday!” 
 
   She meant the French armoire, library steps and bergère chairs Cody had picked up from Blackman Furniture Restoration and Imports. 
 
   “Seriously, we need to get set up to push merchandise this weekend. Unless you’ve been doubling down on your Wheaties, it’s going to take us the rest of the day to sling everything around and make the showroom pretty. 
 
    “OMG! What are you worried about?”  Olivia could hear the wind whistling in the open driver side window over his voice. “I can rearrange the goods in the showroom with one hand tied behind me. You gotta believe, woman. Believe!”  
 
   He said the last like a preacher at a prayer meeting, a place Cody had never frequented in his life. Then he added in all seriousness, “Of course, there is that one armoire that almost broke my back getting it into the truck. What do you have in there, O? Boulders?” 
 
   At first, Olivia winced at Cody referring to her stock and collateral, her beloved treasures as mere goods, as though she sold discount plastic patio furniture. Hers was an enviable collection of mostly 17th, 18th and 19th century French and English antiques she had transported up from Los Angeles earlier this year. 
 
   Cody racked up his share of screw-ups on the job, but he was her first friend in Darling Valley, and his loyalty to her soon convinced her to cut him some slack. Sure he marched to his own drummer. But so did she. 
 
   “What’s your ETA?” she asked.
 
   “I’d say fifteen, maybe twenty, minutes.”
 
   “Does that include stopping for coffee at the shop with the cute new barista? Or is that why you’re already an hour late?”
 
   “Coffee and Danish,” Cody said, slapping his head so Olivia could hear. “I knew I forgot the most important thing. See you in less than an hour, O. 
 
   Cody called her O or OMG most of the time, and ma’am when he was innocently flirting with her—neither of them was interested in bridging the 10 year age gap, so the occasional sexy teasing was just fun. Cody reserved her full name, Olivia, though, for those serious times when he had gotten himself into trouble. Like spilling his coffee on the Aubusson carpet in the front of the showroom when he was gesturing about how he had maneuvered into Mrs. Gotrock’s driveway without hitting her prize peacocks who had suddenly decided to display right in front of his truck. Gotrocks. That’s how he referred to her few wealthy clients. If only she had more of them. Of course, he had nicked a lawn ornament when he swerved to avoid the birds, and Olivia had to replace it.
 
   He said, “I’ll pick up the usual for you,” and before Olivia could object, the line went dead.
 
   She knew he wouldn’t answer if she called back to remind him to hustle. Oh well. It would give her time to get dressed, a ritual that could extend beyond Cody’s arrival if she wasn’t paying attention to the clock. 
 
    Wait a minute, she thought as she shut down her computer. What was that about boulders? And he never explained why he was so late. They had agreed on 6 a.m.
 
   

 Chapter Two: Special Delivery
 
   She stretched her neck to loosen tight muscles for a moment before she headed for the large loft over the shop, the main draw for picking this location on Angel Row, a side street off the highly trafficked Darling Boulevard. She had been at her computer since five a.m., right after her shower, but long before the sun broke through the trees outside her office. Normally, that wasn’t such an early hour for her, except she had turned off the computer at three. Now, at shortly after seven, the small space behind the showroom that she used as her office brightened with the natural light coming through the French doors and bay windows overlooking the Garden Center in her back yard. With chronically sleep-deprived eyes, she had watched the rising sun marble the sky with layers of pink and lavender. Traces of rose and ivory still streaked the clouds and cast a faint glow over the room. To get to the window to view the spectacle, though, she’d had to climb over the bedlam of sample books stacked to the ceiling, her enormous stock of gilt drapery hardware and plastic wrapped bolts of very expensive French toile.
 
   She loved her little office, the paned windows and pine floors that she finished in a soft ash gray to compliment the putty walls and white woodwork. She felt at home in there, even though it was where she faced her most odious challenge, her P&L sheet. She’d left a lot behind in LA, but some of the best parts were still with her. The two framed illuminated manuscripts said to be from the book of hours of a forgotten Medieval duchess, a splurge when she earned her first commission; the old, cheap desk from her student days that she had hand rubbed one winter to a dark sheen, her photographs. The Belleek collection that had belonged to her grandmother. These things resonated with warm memories when homesickness and doubt chilled her to the bone. Not like the items on the showroom floor that she bought for a song from an antiques dealer under water on real estate investments. Beautiful pieces to which she was trying to have no personal attachment. But when it came to antiques, she had to admit, she was an easy bounce.
 
   Before she headed upstairs, she entered the showroom through the French doors connecting to her office and arranged the three netsuke on an 18th century cherry wood table that had once resided in the Duchess of Devonshire’s bedroom, the scandalous Duchess, not the modern Mitford one turned shopkeeper. She ran her thumb over the satin finish on one of the ivory trinkets. Are you kidding? Only $1,500 each? Almost worthless, considering her financial needs at the moment. She might as well just add them to her personal collection. Still, fifteen hundred each was nothing to sneeze at these days. She put them back. Oh, how the mighty have fallen. Grasping at a measly 5K.
 
   Olivia’s closet was as organized as the rest of her life could be chaotic. She had given up a small alcove overlooking the back garden to have it made into a repository for her supersized wardrobe, the spoils from her once thriving design career in LA. 
 
   This morning she picked out an indigo lace top lined with nude chiffon that gave the illusion of exposed ivory skin. Next, a pair of skinny jeans—she grabbed one of the 7 For All Mankind first, then decided on Joe’s Jeans. 7FAM was becoming the Beverly Hills uniform, while Joe’s hadn’t made much of an inroad in Darling Valley. She just felt like taking the road less traveled today. And, because she would be moving furniture, she chose a pair of orange patent leather Valentino flats instead of one of the two hundred odd pairs of mile-high stilettos jammed into the still too-small closet. 
 
   Tuesday, the best friend she reluctantly left behind in LA, had said as she helped Olivia pack, that if the design business tanked, she could open a dress shop and sell off all the outfits, purses and shoes she owned but had yet to wear.
 
   Olivia laughed and said, “I can’t help it. I like my threads.”
 
   Olivia loved all beautiful things, man-made and Nature made. That was one of the reasons she chose Darling Valley when she realized she had to get out of LA or lose her sanity after the breakup with Brooks. Her first vision of the small, affluent village took her breath away. Nestled in the hills separating the town from the Northern California coastline, it also boasted a pristine lake big enough for boating in the summer. 
 
   It’s home, she had said to herself as she headed back to LA. And six months later, home it became, despite the hazing she took from her sophisticated LA friends about the name.
 
   “Really, Olivia? DARLING Village? How impossibly Angela Lansbury.”
 
   She corrected them. “Darling Valley.”
 
    
 
   This morning she accessorized with four inches of bracelets and a clunky lapis and jade necklace, an original piece of wearable art for which she had traded a cut glass decanter of unknown provenance because it matched this particular Versace top. As a bonus, Xavier, a jeweler with a pricey shop on Darling Boulevard, had become a valuable reference in Darling that she not yet been able to sufficiently leverage. 
 
   Oh, yes. Earrings. In a flash, cascading loops of gold dusted her shoulders. Makeup was quick. She didn’t need more than a flick of the blusher, some mascara, and a pale gloss. Hair was even quicker. After her shampoo it dried into natural soft, golden waves women paid hundreds of dollars to have permed and colored into their tresses.   
 
   In grad school, where she had majored in art history before switching to architecture and interior design, one of her professors compared her to an obscure Botticelli in a private collection he knew of in Florence. She once swore to Tuesday that they would both visit it one day. 
 
    
 
   Cody’s truck crunched over the gravel driveway just then, earlier than expected. She’d better hustle. She took a quick glance at herself in the ornate wardrobe mirror before she headed back downstairs. All she could see was the small hook in her nose and too small chest that could make do with a pair of Band-Aids instead of a bra. 
 
   “If you’re so blinking gorgeous,” she hissed at the mirror, “why can’t you keep a man?”
 
   She tiptoed down the wooden stairs so the click of her leather soles on the wood planks wouldn’t disturb Mrs. Harmon. She grabbed an oilcloth work apron from the hook by the back door, and tied it around her waist as she threw open the screen to greet Cody. 
 
   At the sight of his auburn floppy mop peeking out around his 49er cap and two-day beard, a look that to Olivia’s taste looked grubby even though young girls found it sexy—Olive Oyl style, she liked a clean-shaven man--her spirits lifted. She wasn’t alone in this cockamamie folly of hers, a feeling that often kept her awake at night. She had Cody, if only for moral support.
 
   “What are you doing,” she said, puzzled as she watched him try to wrestle a French oak armoire down the ramp of the truck. Usually, Cody tied the bulkier pieces on his back with straps, a trick from his days as a furniture mover for a real estate staging company. He claimed it was easier than trying to lug it with his arms. But nothing was working for him this morning. The piece wouldn’t budge. Cody gave it a troubled frown, an expression that rarely crossed his typically grinning face.
 
   “What did you do, O, tell them to pack this thing with pig iron?”
 
   Olivia jogged across the driveway and hiked herself up onto the bed of the truck.
 
   “What do you mean? I moved this armoire by myself when we dropped it off at Blackman's. It has pine shelves and backing. It can’t be that heavy. You’re not hung over are you, bad boy?” 
 
   She gave him a friendly jab on his arm, the rock hard biceps under his ratty leather jacket giving her an unexpected jolt in her belly. How long had it been since she had felt a man’s muscles? She refused to visit that house of pain and focused her attention on moving furniture.
 
   “O, I’m not kidding. It killed me to get this onto the truck in the first place. The other stuff was easy, but this was like a dead weight.”
 
   Olivia tried to rock the armoire to walk it over to the ramp. It barely moved, but she sensed a shifting weight inside. 
 
   “Something’s in there,” she said. “I wonder if they used it for temporary storage and forgot to empty it out. Let’s open it up.”
 
   The armoire was tightly bound with heavy ropes secured with nautical knots. Cody scowled at the setup. “This rig would tie down a battleship. Why the overkill?”
 
   The knots were so tight that Cody had to cut them off with hedge clippers Olivia dug up in the garage. Cody cleared the rope away, then tugged and pulled on the door, but with no luck. He threw up his hands. 
 
   “What are we going to do, O? I can’t use a crowbar or it will damage the doors. How we are going to open it?”
 
   Olivia tried the door herself with the same result. “Are you sure it isn’t locked? Did you pick up the key?”
 
   Cody pulled an ornate iron key from his jacket pocket and dangled it by its rose-colored tassel, then worked it into the lock. “Nope. I can get the lock to turn, but this old wood is all swoll up. This door won’t budge.”
 
   Olivia had a light bulb moment. “Let’s tip it forward and see if whatever is inside pushes the door open. I’ll stand in front. Do you think you can tip it, Cody?”
 
   “Worth a try. I’ll go easy so it doesn’t fall on you.” 
 
    Cody pressed his massive shoulder against the back of the armoire. It started to get away from him, so he grabbed the sides to guide it. Olivia held onto the front. Suddenly, she heard a loud thunk and something inside shift. The door flew open, smacking Olivia in the forehead. She jumped back and the door widened. It gained momentum on creaking hinges as the object inside pushed itself free. 
 
   A scream erupted from Olivia’s throat. “Oh my god, Cody!  There’s someone in there.”
 
   Cody resettled the armoire and ran around to the front. He stared openmouthed at a man in an expensive sport coat and slacks slumped half in and half out of the armoire. Cody reached over to catch him as he started to slide toward the floor of the truck. He touched him, then jumped back.
 
   “Olivia, it’s Mr. Blackman! Holy shit. I think he’s dead!”
 
   


Chapter Three: Just The Facts, Ma’am
 
   A few minutes later, Olivia and Cody watched Detective Richards park his unmarked car in the driveway and walk back to Cody’s truck without acknowledging them, scanning the front porch, side yard, and hedges like a bloodhound sniffing for clues. Cody had parked the truck at the end of the driveway in plain view of passersby on the street and any neighbors poking their heads out their windows to see what the new vendor was up to now. That was the dismissive title Xavier told her had been unofficially assigned behind her back. She’d said, TMI, Xavier. Did I need to know that? Seriously? I’m just a vendor?
 
   Richards took out a handkerchief and blew his nose before he finally flashed his badge at Cody. “You call this in, son?”
 
   Cody nodded.
 
   “You the owner of this place?”
 
   Olivia did not know which insult to react to first. The condescending son he levied at Cody, or his assumption that this twenty-one year old owned Olivia’s business.
 
   Olivia walked in front of Cody so the detective would have to look at her directly. “I’m the proprietor. And you are?”
 
   She matched the snarky tone Richards had used with Cody. The detective trained his velvety coal-black eyes at Olivia for a moment, then sneezed again. 
 
   “Roses. I’m allergic to roses.” He gestured to the bank of fragrant pink and yellow heirlooms that lined the rock garden along the hedge separating Olivia’s property from the house next door. 
 
   “Detective Gurmeet Richards.” He flashed his badge at Olivia this time, stuffed his handkerchief back into his flannel woodsman jacket and gave her an appraising look that she couldn’t interpret. Personal or professional? Olivia knew that all interactions between men and women carried an element of sex, if only speculations about what might be under different circumstances. Before she could decide, he turned his back on her and without further word, walked over to the truck.
 
   Gurmeet. Punjabi-American. That explained his gorgeous looks. But where did the attitude come from, mother, father, or was it an occupational hazard? Except for the rare traffic ticket, Olivia was a virgin when it came to dealing with law enforcement personality traits.
 
   Another man walked up behind Richards and gave Olivia a frigid smile. She took the offensive and asked, “Are you the assistant detective?”
 
   He sneered, “I don’t assist anyone. Ma’am. Detective Johnson. Detective Richards’ partner.” 
 
   Olivia was not in a conciliatory mood. She was fighting nausea from the shock of seeing the dead man and fighting the guilt of worrying about what this tragedy would do to her weekend sale. But she couldn’t separate the two in her mind and took out her mixed emotions on Johnson in his Target-chic sport coat and shiny slacks that had been ironed once too often.
 
   “Do I have to take you at your word, Mr. Johnson, or do you have identification?”
 
   Johnson put his hands on his hips, which pulled his coat open to reveal a sizeable spare tire tumbling over his belt. “Look, ma’am, we have a nasty job to do here. Let’s cut the attitude and show a little cooperation. Here’s my ID and it’s DETECTIVE Johnson if you don’t mind. And your name, please?”
 
   He fished an electronic device from his pocket and keyed in her name, Olivia Mariah Granville. 
 
   “OMG,” he said, smirking. “That’s easy to remember.”
 
   “I’ve heard every variation of that joke, detective. Can we get on with this and remove the . . . the . . . .” She didn’t know what to call the man still half in and half out of her armoire.  She just knew she couldn’t look at the inside of the truck again. 
 
   “I am a very busy woman.” She put on her authoritative voice, if only to give herself a sense of control. This was all too shocking. She wasn’t going to lose it in front of these two arrogant men. Cody didn’t count. She could be herself with him.
 
   Johnson said, “We have a lot to do before we can transport the body to the ME’s lab over in San Rafael. And we’ll have to work according to her schedule. She may have a few cases stacked up so it could be a while to arrange the transfer.”
 
   “Why San Rafael,” Olivia asked, puzzled. It was twenty corkscrewed miles away.
 
   “Darling Valley’s a pretty small town. Not much call for murder investigations. San Rafael takes care of autopsies for us.”
 
   “Murder?” Olivia said, her voice rising as shock pasted itself on her face in an owl-eyed mask. “How do you know it’s a murder?”
 
   Johnson poked at his device, which evidently had jammed. Then he shook it, tried to enter something again, gave up and stuck it in his pocket with a scowl. 
 
   By now, Detective Richards had made a cursory examination of the body and came over to ask some questions of his own. He pulled out a small spiral bound note pad and yellow Bic. No electronics for him, Olivia noticed. 
 
   “Can you think of a reason this man might have locked himself in your chest there?”
 
   Olivia avoided his eyes so could concentrate on her answers. She guessed him to be her age, early thirties and younger than Johnson by about a decade.
 
   First, she corrected him. “It’s an armoire, Detective. Early 17th century. French.”
 
   Richards looked puzzled. “A what? Never mind. Locked himself up, tied the straps around the, what did you call it, armory?”
 
   “ArmOIRE,” Olivia repeated. “A wardrobe if you like. For back when houses were built without closets.”
 
   Richards stopped her, apparently he knew about living without amenities. He continued. “And loaded himself onto your truck for a special delivery? And then died on the way? That would be a neat trick if he didn’t have help. And help means . . . “
 
   “Yes, of course.” Olivia said, her cheeks reddening. She was used to being a step ahead of everybody else, but this morning had left her dazed as well as out of sorts. She absolutely hated to look stupid.
 
   “I’m an idiot not to have put two and two together. It’s just that I’ve never seen a dead body before, much less a murdered one.” 
 
   That wasn’t exactly true. There was the guy that time in the West Hollywood Japanese restaurant. The detective seemed to sense her embarrassment and softened his tone.
 
   “I understand, Miss . . . I need your name.”
 
   Johnson interrupted. “Miss Granville. Olivia Granville.”
 
   He omitted giving Richards her middle initial. Olivia assumed he probably figured there was plenty of time to have a laugh at her expense back at the station.
 
   “So what have we got, Matt?” He used Richards’ nickname. “Any ID on the guy?”
 
   “Nothing.” Richards’s head bobbed around as he answered, a curious cat taking everything in. “Stripped clean of wallet, credit cards. Do you recognize him Miss Granville?”
 
   “Me?” Olivia was curt, wanting this over. “How would I know him? I’ve never seen him before in my life. But Cody recognized him. Didn’t he tell you? It’s Mr. Blackman, the owner of the restoration shop I use.”
 
   “Yeah,” Richards said. “That matches up.” 
 
   Her back stiffened as she answered, indignant. “Who didn’t you believe, me or Cody?” This detective certainly knew how to get under her skin.
 
   “We have procedures, ma’am. Any idea why someone would send his body to you? Pretty gruesome practical joke, don’t you think?”
 
   Suddenly, Olivia was overwhelmed with it all. The murder, her money worries, the sale, the dislocation from friends and family in LA. Her longing for Brooks. Her voice cracked and blinked back tears. “His family,” she said. “His poor wife.”
 
   Johnson stepped in, keeping the interrogation on track. “Cause of death, Matt?”  He pulled out his device and punched in some notes. This time it worked.
 
   Richards turned contemplative as he tried to make sense of the scene. “Hard to say. No obvious cause of trauma. No blood, no weapons, no marks of violence that I could see, though I haven’t moved the body to have a good look.” 
 
   Johnson speculated suffocation but Olivia jumped in with, “Not likely. The inside isn’t a tight seal. There are openings between the back slats that would let in plenty of air.” The practicalities of solving the puzzle diverted her from dwelling on the widow’s grief. From past experience she knew that was an opening through which her own grief could emerge.
 
   Richards shook his head. “Well, whoever did this wasn’t going for the perfect crime. We’ll have to let the ME figure it out. Has anybody called her office? Johnson, I’ll take care of notifying the next of kin when we finish up here.”
 
    
 
   By now, the entire police force of Darling Valley had converged on Olivia’s property. It consisted of a lone squad car and a second unmarked car that was used for drug busts. Exclusive as Darling Valley was, it could not avoid the encroachment of drugs by kids with too much money and time on their hands. Olivia tried to keep up with Darling Valley news, and she had read the three-part exposé in the Marin IJ about the dealers setting up shop near the yacht harbor, and Darling Valley’s small police force completing a crash course on drug abatement procedures. Darling Valley or DV, as the locals called it, liked to think the problem was, therefore, under control. Coming from Los Angeles, Olivia knew that was pie in the sky. Murder, however, was just beginning to raise its ugly head. 
 
   Johnson and Richards took statements from Olivia and Cody as the police draped yellow crime scene tape all over Olivia’s driveway, back yard, and Cody’s truck.
 
   Horrified, Olivia spluttered, “Is that necessary? Everybody in town will see that. Can’t you just remove the, the,” she forced herself to use the ugly word, “body . . . ,” just saying it made her stomach churn, “and let us get back to normal?”
 
   Richards folded his arms, Colombo-like and stared away as if to gather his thoughts. Then he turned to Olivia. She felt an unexpected lurch in her throat, and she had to tear her gaze away.
 
   “Miss Granville.”
 
   “You can call me Olivia.”
 
   He gave her an odd look. “Miss Granville. We only have your word and Mr., I’m sorry, I didn’t get your name.”
 
   Cody said, “White. Cody White.”
 
   Before Richards could continue, a car pulled into the driveway behind the police vehicles. The passenger jumped out wielding a huge shoulder cam and the driver started questioning the nearest police officer.
 
   Olivia blurted out, “Reporters? Really? You’ve been here, like two seconds. Did you call them, Detective? This is all I need, to be on the 6 o’clock news.”
 
   Richards’ expression showed that he shared her disgust. “The Marin IJ, among others, has police scanners. Prepare yourself for the press, bloggers, amateur paparazzi and anybody too bored by their own lives to stay out of yours.”
 
   The quartet, Richards, Johnson, Olivia and Cody, watched the officers push the press back behind the crime tape and then ignore the questions being hurled at them, the agitated pleas for information and photo ops.
 
   Richards gestured for Olivia and the others to move deeper into the yard out of sight of the cameras. “Let’s get on with this. What was I saying? Oh, yes. Our procedures. We only have your story and Mr. White’s account of what happened here.”
 
   Olivia’s mouth dropped. “Surely you believe us. You don’t think we had anything to do with this horrible crime?”
 
   Richards turned a page on his pad. “Miss Granville, we are a long way from putting all the pieces together. We arrive and see a dead man in very suspicious circumstances in your truck. On your property. You two have been with him for an undetermined amount of time during which you could have committed any number of acts on the body.”
 
   This time Cody exploded. “Acts on the body!  What do you think we look like? Monsters? We did nothing to that man.”
 
   “Sir, we have to corroborate your stories. If you could provide witnesses for your whereabouts this morning.”
 
   Before Cody could answer, a stranger came around the truck, peered inside and walked toward them, a kid about Cody’s age dressed like a b-boy and carrying a skateboard. 
 
   “Yo. Any you guys know what happened to that dude?”
 
   He started filming with his phone.
 
   Incredulous, Olivia yelled, “Did you jump over my fence? This is private property.”
 
   The kid sneered, “Freedom of the press, lady. I’m checkin’ out the story I heard on the scanner. I figure a murder or somethin’. For my blog. Freedomaintfree.com. You follow it?”
 
   Richards interrupted him. “You are impeding a police investigation and if you don’t get off this property you will write your blog in a jail cell.”
 
   “DV’s got a jail?” He seemed truly impressed.
 
   One of the police officers reached him and hustled him behind the crime tape. “Go join the other members of the fourth estate back there,” Richards snapped.
 
   “What you sayin' dude?” He looked around at Olivia’s house and yard. “This don’t look like no estate to me. No offense, lady.”
 
   Olivia got back to proving their innocence. “Cody, someone at Blackman’s must have seen you. That handyman guy. Didn’t he help you? And that hottie barista at Coffee and Chatter saw you on the way back. Tell him.”
 
   Cody shook his head. “Olivia, the furniture was on the back porch when I got there with a note to sign for it and just take it. They had left the screen door open.”
 
   Olivia said, “The armoire has been sitting out in the damp air? That’s why the wood swelled up.”
 
   Cody gave her a thumbs up in agreement, then turned to Richards. “This is a small town and we work on the honor system.”
 
   Johnson cocked his eye toward the body in the truck and said, “Well, not everybody does.” He laughed at his own joke and three rolls of chin jiggled for a moment.
 
   Cody continued. “And Jeralyn, the barista, wasn’t working today and the line was too long to wait for coffee so I drove to that new coffee drive in and it was closed. I chewed up so much time that I just came straight here without looking anyplace else for coffee. I don’t think anybody’s seen me this morning except you.”
 
   Richards said, “Well, that’s something at least. I’ll need that note for evidence.” He sneezed again and backed further away from the rose bushes.
 
   Cody said, “What? What note? I threw it away. Why would I keep a pizza flyer with some scribbles on the back? That’s all it was.”
 
   Richards gave a disgusted shake of his head and turned to Olivia. “And you Miss Granville? Who can verify your whereabouts for the last, let’s say, twelve hours?”
 
   Olivia saw a look of appraisal in his eyes and immediately assumed he was judging the hook in her nose and the abysmally small breasts. She swallowed a momentary embarrassment and said, “Only Cody. He’s the only person I’ve spoken with since I closed up shop last night, and that just on the phone.”
 
   Cody said, “What about Mrs. Harmon, O? Didn’t you tell me she was going to fix supper last night?”
 
   Olivia explained to Richards that Mrs. Harmon was her tenant. For a moment, she panicked. Irritating as he was, this Richards was the law in DV. Would he check into the zoning code on the unit? 
 
   Ignoring that worry in favor of more serious ones, she said, “Mrs. Harmon cancelled. Said her nephew was in town from Boston and was taking her out to dinner.”
 
   Oh, dear. She had forgotten all about Mrs. Harmon. What would she do when she woke up to the vision of a murder victim out her back window? 
 
   Mrs. Harmon was an unobtrusive tenant who paid her rent and utilities on time, unlike some of Olivia’s more affluent clients who sat on her invoices. This town had money, all right. But it didn’t like giving it to strangers. Olivia was quite surprised that her tenant had invited her for dinner in the first place. And then not surprised when no nephew showed up. When Olivia had emptied some trash at 10 pm, as she expected, she saw that her tenant’s TV was still on. Nice try, Olivia thought as she realized that the timid woman had simply chickened out on opening herself up to more than a business relationship. 
 
   Richards’ continued. “Maybe this Mrs. Harmon saw you or heard you moving about last night and can verify that you were here the whole time.”
 
   Olivia paused thoughtfully. “I doubt it. Her place is pretty well soundproofed, but I’ll ask her.” She shivered, wishing she had put on a jacket. The sun, competing with the morning fog that always hugged the coast in early summer, had yet to warm the shadows behind the house.
 
   Richards said he had all he needed and that they should wait in the house while the crew finished securing the crime scene.
 
   Olivia insisted, “This is NOT the crime scene. The crime scene is where he was killed.”
 
   Remaining businesslike, Richards informed her that, “The crime scene is also where we find the body, ma’am. I’ll let you know when we are done. I have to ask you two not to make any plans to leave town.”
 
   Cody turned apoplectic and a flash of red crossed his cheeks, “It’s not like that with O, er . . .  Miss Granville and me. We don’t travel together. Or anything like that.”
 
   Richards raised his hand to slow him down. “Mr. White, I wasn’t assuming anything scandalous. I just meant please don’t leave town. Separately or together.”
 
   


Chapter Four: The Crime Scene
 
   Olivia slumped into her chair and straightened some papers on her desk, rearranged four Hummel figures she needed to pack up and mail to a client, and opened and closed her MacBook several times like a robot. Then she started drumming her nails on the desk. “This is a disaster. What are we going to do?”
 
   Cody dumped a stack of mail on the floor to clear the only other available seat in the tiny office, a fragile bamboo and pink linen covered slipper chair that Olivia always feared might crumble under Cody’s weight. He reached across the desk and held her wrists down. “Stop. You’re making me crazy, too.”
 
   Cody let go and Olivia dropped her head into her hands. He spoke to the screen of silky hair sliding over her face. 
 
    “A disaster? Copy that, Kimosabe. It’s raining disaster around here. They tagged my truck as evidence, and I don’t know when I’m getting it back.”
 
   Olivia sat up and flipped her hair back. The morning had turned Cody’s face into a bug-eyed cartoon character scared by a monster. She was asking him for advice?
 
   She could hear Richards shouting instructions to the police unit outside, and hoped Mrs. Harmon was snoring through the chaos that had become her backyard. Her backyard? How about her whole life?
 
   “Your truck,” she moaned. “Oh, god. There’s that, too. Don’t get me wrong and think I’m avaricious or anything, but this murder is going to wreak havoc with my sale, to say nothing of the foot traffic I depend on every day. Who’s going to slip under that crime tape to come in for a pair of matching parlor chairs or a perfectly wormed oak refectory table? And with the sale of the Louis 16th bedroom set to Mrs. Gotshalk, I thought I was on my way. A word from her dropped at one of her famous parties and I could be set in this town. Now, who will want antiques tainted with a whiff of murder?”
 
   Cody stared at her. It was hard to tell who looked more pathetic. His black tee shirt sagged at the neck and his scuffed leather jacket, torn at the pockets, looked like he had ripped it off a homeless person. Usually, he dressed up a bit more for work, in case he crossed paths with Olivia’s clients. But this morning was an unusually early start for him and clearly, he hadn’t given his attire a second thought. He tried to man up with a show of confidence.
 
   “Olivia, don’t get carried away. Those detectives will have this cleared up in no time. Obviously, who ever did it is connected to Blackman’s shop and when they find out who, you’re free and clear. You know what they say, any publicity is good publicity as long as they spell the name right.”
 
   Olivia raised her arms, a solid imitation of a mother of an adolescent down to her last nerve. “But Cody? Don’t you see? He was sent special delivery to me.” She thunked her chest with her index finger. 
 
   “Why me? I don’t even know the man. And I hardly know Blackman’s. I took a chance on them repairing the furniture because they were so highly recommended by Sunset Antiques in San Francisco. What could they have against me that they would do something so disgusting? That isn’t even the word. So, so monstrous? Don’t you get it?”
 
   Cody stayed on the reassuring track. “Look, I’ll give Roger at Blackman’s a call when we’re done here. He schedules the deliveries. He must know something.”
 
   But Olivia derailed him, shaking her head wildly. “Cody, no. He might be mixed up in it. Maybe he’s the one who stuffed the man in the armoire in the first place. It could be dangerous.”
 
   Cody swatted that idea away with a wave of his hand. “That guy? Uh, not to be disrespectful, but we’re not talking about Charles Manson here. Roger’s good at what he does, but I’ve known him since high school. Not the sharpest knife in the drawer. He couldn’t figure out how to zap a fly with a heat-seeking missile. I betcha by tonight we’ll have this all wrapped up, Olivia.”
 
   Olivia winced. He called her by name. Not a good sign.
 
   Detective Richards knocked on the back door. He took one look inside, but there was so little space in the office, he asked Olivia and Cody to step outside. Olivia cringed when she saw the trampled flowers and scattered garden accessories in her Garden Center. The police must have overturned every flowerpot, water feature and sculpture. 
 
   She was about to insist that Richards put them back where they belonged when he said, “I have to leave now, but it’s going to take my crew most of the day to finish their work here. Expect Forensics and the coroner later. I don’t have a time for you. Oh, and if you can think of anyone who can corroborate your whereabouts, I’d get on it right away. I’m going to have to ask both of you to come down to the station for your statements later today. Make it two o’clock. You can give me their names when you come in.”
 
   He eyed Olivia’s outfit, jewelry and designer shoes. He gestured to his flannel jacket. “I’ll dress up for the occasion if it will put you at ease Miss Granville.”
 
   The hair on her arms prickled. “Do I pay extra for the sarcasm, detective?” Olivia didn’t get to be partner in one of LA’s most prestigious design firms by playing Miss Mealy Mouth, but he just walked away. 
 
   She called out to his back, “Who’s going to clean up this mess,” but Olivia and Cody watched his car back out of the driveway and turn towards Darling Boulevard without getting an answer. She motioned Cody into the office, out of sight of Johnson and the police officers still securing the yard and the press begging for access.
 
   “Cody, I don’t trust this investigation.” She nodded towards the back yard. “I mean we’re not exactly in the hands of Special Ops. I’m going to have to figure out why I’m involved. Seriously. It’s one thing to find out who did this to Mr. Blackman, and another to find out why he was sent to me.”
 
   By turns agitated, confused, scared and angry, she paced in front of the screen door, avoiding looking out into the truck. 
 
   “This is like something out of a Mafia novel. But I’m just an interior decorator. I know hardly anyone here. Other than pissing off all of Darling Valley by having the temerity to actually move here and set up shop when DV has two perfectly good antique stores, I have no enemies. I need some answers. Maybe it would be a good idea for you to talk to that Robert after all.”
 
   Cody turned his ball cap around, just for something to do with his hands. “You mean Roger. Okay, sure, but it’s too early for him to be at the shop. If they will even open it today. I don’t have a cell number for him, but I know where he usually meets the guys for breakfast before work. A diner near the lake.”
 
   Somewhere between Richards’ insulting accusations and the sight of her ruined garden, Olivia slipped into action mode. “Okay. Then come back here and we’ll have some breakfast ourselves and figure out what to do next.” 
 
   A plan of action always gave her a sense of control, which was exactly what she needed to think clearly. 
 
   Cody gave her a quizzical shrug. “But how am I going to get there without a truck?”
 
   Olivia rooted on her desk for her keys and tossed them to him. “Take the pickup. I parked it across the street last night, because I knew you were coming with the truck and needed access to the backyard. Go over the fence in the back alley and you can sneak around the block. The reporters won’t know it’s you. Make sure you answer your phone if I call. Cody. Don’t freak me out by going all radio silence like you do when you don’t want to talk to me, okay? And don’t let the police out there see you leaving.”
 
   “Sure thing, Olivia.” 
 
   He used her full name again. It brought home the seriousness of the situation and sent a chunk of ice down Olivia’s spine. Through the window she watched him slink along the back of the house to a hole in the fence she hadn’t known was there and disappear without anyone noticing.
 
   


Chapter Five: Tuesday’s Child
 
    “Geez, honey. I knew you wanted a MAD man, but what’s up with that special delivery?”
 
   MAD man was Tuesday’s term for the ideal guy. Mature, affluent and dependent-free. A practice she preached but rarely practiced. Tuesday was like a sister to Olivia. In addition, she read tea leaves for a living in an upscale café on Melrose and was freakily accurate about her assessments and predictions. Olivia hated to admit it, but she had become a little dependent on Tuesday’s advice.
 
   “Listen,” Tuesday said after Olivia finished her tale of woe. “I’m like flying up there? Even it this gets fixed this afternoon? And, I’m like sure it will? You need help with the sale.”
 
   Tuesday’s valley girl lilt relaxed the tension that was making Olivia bite the inside of her cheek and twirl her hair between her fingers like a mad woman. The familiar bubble-headed dialect belied Tuesday’s deep heart and soul. Olivia teased, “So is that your professional assessment, that the killer will be found quickly or are you just trying to fill dead air space?”
 
   Tuesday said, “You’re breaking up. I can’t hear you. I’m looking up Virgin America flights on my iPad. I’ll let you know what time to expect me. And don’t worry about feeding me, I’m like on a cleanse?” 
 
   Olivia knew what that meant. Wheatgrass juice, smelly herbal concoctions and yoga in front of company, while behind the scenes when no one was looking, copious supermarket chocolate, garbage TV and champs, preferably Veuve Cliquot. 
 
   Before she hung up, Tuesday instructed, “Don’t worry about picking me up. I’ll rent a car.”
 
   Olivia didn’t push it, though she would have loved a drive through San Francisco to get her mind off the murder and her other troubles. But Tuesday liked to go first class and would rather rent a Mercedes for the weekend she couldn’t really afford than ride in Olivia’s practical pickup truck. Olivia’s beloved BMW M6 convertible was a distant memory. She’d had to give it up when she decided to exit LA because, as her financial advisor dryly explained it, if she wanted this business venture to work, she’d have to resign herself to some unaccustomed belt tightening. Like a used Toyota 4x4 with some rust spots but, engine and transmission-wise, a heart of gold.
 
   Olivia hung up the phone and tried to suppress the regret that dampened her excitement at seeing her friend. She had known Tuesday since they shared an ocean view apartment in Manhattan Beach with three other recent college grads when they all first arrived in LA. Tuesday’s was the only friendship that took, beginning with the first night they shared a room. Tuesday had watched Olivia unpack her designer label wardrobe, turned up her nose and said, “Honeybunch. If you want me to go shopping with you next time, I know this great Goodwill shop in Hermosa Beach. We can get you some great threads and you can give this stuff like back to your grandmother?” 
 
   No one was more fun or comforting in an emotional storm than Tuesday, exactly what she needed right now. The price tag, though, would be Tuesday’s insistence on bringing Brooks back from the dead. If she’d told Tuesday once that she didn’t need to be reminded of what an a-hole Brooks had been, she had done it a zillion quadrillion times. Why couldn’t Tuesday understand that the mere mention of Brooks’ name was a rapier straight into Olivia’s heart?
 
    
 
   Olivia needed distraction and she turned to the one friend that never let her down: Facebook.
 
   The first post, from a business acquaintance in LA, hit her between the eyes. She immediately slammed the MacBook shut. The woman, a caterer she once used, had shared a headline: Armoires and Arsenic in Billionaire’s Hollow and the accompanying story from the Huffington Post.
 
   How the frigging frig did it get on the Internet so fast? But of course she knew. The press posse outside her house was filing the stories from their phones as fast as they could hit the send button, even as she sat there, infuriated. But arsenic? The victim was still in her back yard. Where did the cause of death come from? She forced herself to open the computer and read the story. The reporter claimed to have a source inside the DVPD. But the medical examiner hadn’t even arrived. Were they making this up?
 
   She pondered what she knew for a moment. Poison was a reasonable assumption since Richards had said there was no blood and gore. But maybe he’d had a heart attack and somebody panicked and stuffed him in the armoire? No, that didn’t make sense. Why not call the paramedics? But it wouldn’t be the first time somebody panicked and did something unnecessarily stupid. After all, why was Blackman dead in the first place? She was trying to come up with another scenario for the total disruption of her life when the jangling front door bell brought her back to the present. She looked at the computer. Who could that be this early? It was only a little after seven-thirty. Richards had wasted no time getting out of there.
 
   The French doors were still open and she ran through the showroom calling, “I’m coming, I’m coming.” When she opened the door she stared into the smiling face of George Clooney.
 
   


Chapter Six: George Clooney Arrives
 
   At least, George Clooney if he dressed like Noel Coward. Behind him she saw a bizarre looking vintage car parked behind the press vehicles across the street. She looked from the running board on the electric blue car to the ascot around pseudo George’s neck to his ornamental cane and did a double take. Had she passed through a time machine that transported her back to say, 1935? She half expected the man to break into song and start tap dancing.
 
   But as soon as he said, “Sorry to botha you so oily but I sawr a light,” she knew the New Jersey accent was more Soprano thug than elegant leading man.
 
   Oh my god, she thought, too late. Why am I opening the door to strangers? Is he from the mob? Is that what I’ve gotten myself mixed up in? She asked cautiously, “How can I help you?” 
 
   How did he get past the crime scene tape?
 
   After a courteous bow, the man said, “Charles Bacon, ma’am. I need a garage.”
 
   A garage? “But, um, I don’t have one available. My tenant uses it. I have to park in back of the house myself.”
 
   Fake George pointed to the sign outside her front door. Darling Valley Design and Antiques. “Bud ahn’t you an ahkateck?” It took her a second to translate. “But aren’t you an architect?” 
 
   “Yes. Oh, you mean you want me to design one.”
 
   The realization all but lifted Olivia three feet off the ground. In the midst of homicidal chaos, was this a balancing act from the universe? A client? One who had braved crime scene tape? Uh oh. She saw one of the cameramen get out of his SUV and hustle up her walkway.
 
    “Please come in,” she said, pulling Imposter George into the shop before the guy reached the porch. She led him behind a large secretary, out of sight of the reporter and extended her hand. 
 
   “Forgive my manners. I’m Olivia Granville. Come in. I couldn’t help noticing your, um, unusual car,” she said. “I assume that’s why you need a garage?”
 
   The man’s face lit up with owner’s pride. “It’s a Talbot Teardrop. New. That is, new to me. It was built in 1938.”
 
   Nineteen-thoity eight. She almost laughed. Did anybody really talk like this in Darling Valley, but he continued. 
 
   “They made only seventeen of the cars so it is quite unique. To answer your question, yes and no. I do need a garage for the Talbot. And my one hundred and two other cars in my collection.”
 
   Olivia could paste the most, I’ve-seen-everything-you-can’t-surprise-me expression on her face at the mention of a celebrity name. But this news made her jaw drop. “You’re serious?”
 
   “Well, I don’t want the car museum built all at once. I’d like to discuss the Talbot space wit you and see how it goes from there.” 
 
   How could a guy dressed in Armani with a zillion dollar car collection get by without an education? Wit you? Yet Olivia found his combination of diamonds and rust charming. Despite trying to pass himself off as upper class when he was clearly South Jersey, he exuded a sincerity that warmed his smile.
 
   And then, disheartened, Olivia realized what he meant. A beauty contest. So she’d be competing against one of DV’s established shops. 
 
   “Now I’m sure I’m interrupting your breakfast and what all,” he gestured to the scene outside her front door, “but you were recommended to me by Mrs. Gotshalk.”
 
   Now this was encouraging news. “Oh, yes. She’s been in the shop,” Olivia said casually. She hardly knew the wealthiest woman in town, but yeah, baby. She must have made an impression to get this referral. And somehow, Mr. Bacon had made an impression on her as well.  Almost as hard to believe.
 
   Bacon continued to explain his early call. “I was driving by and, as I said, saw the light. I thought you might not mind. I have a busy day and stopped on the spur of the moment like. I’m just here to make an appointment. I’d like to come back at a time when I can discuss my preliminary plans and get your ideas and what not. Do you have time this afternoon?”
 
   No, she didn’t have time, not with a date with the police, her nagging to-do list for her big sale, plus get ready for Sabrina Chase’s charity auction tonight, but by crankshaft, she would make time. That Talbot car alone had to be worth a hefty slice of a million dollars. This was the client she had been praying for. This was the reason she chose Darling Valley in the first place. But first, she had to bring up the elephant, not only in the room, but crawling all over her property Sherlock Holmes-like.
 
   “Mr. Bacon, I’m sure you’ve noticed the, um, police presence on my property this morning.”
 
   “I didn’t pay no mind.” Another small bow. “That’s your business.”
 
   Was this guy for real? Was he used to a police presence?
 
   “Okay, then. Why don’t we sit down,” she said, ushering him past her most expensive pieces to the red and white Toile wing chairs against the back wall. It was a tactic she used for drop-ins hoping something might catch their eye as they walked by a refectory table reputed to be from Versailles or a partner’s desk that could have seen action in Scrooge’s office. During the week she had been pushing the furniture in the showroom against the wall in preparation for the sale, but Olivia’s eye for the exquisite detail still stood out.
 
   Mr. Bacon stopped to admire one of the two secretaries that bookended the wing chairs, a magnificent late 18th century South German beauty, circa 1800, all parquetry, ormolu and hidden drawers. He checked the price tag, but didn’t blanch at the cost, $24,000. His only complaint was that the tag didn’t include the region of Germany where it was made.
 
   Olivia said, “It came from Heidelberg.”
 
   Bacon replied, “I would have said Munich. No disrespect. Like from one of Mad King Ludvig’s castles up in the Bavarian mountains. The color of the walnut and all.”
 
   Behind his back Olivia screwed her face into a who is this guy grimace. How does he know from Ludvig’s castles? Wouldn’t this make a great Facebook post: The time I debated German baroque details with a celebrity look alike mobster while under suspicion of murder.”
 
   Bacon said it might work in his study. “I’ll think aboud it,” he mused, as if making a mental note, then asked if two o’clock would work. Olivia made a show of asking him to wait while she checked her calendar in her office, then came out, assured him two o’clock was fine and walked him to the door. She could not detect a limp. Why the cane? If he’s trying to pass as British aristocracy, he must have skipped the elocution lessons. 
 
   He reached into his wallet. “Two o’clock then. My card, in case there is an emergency.” Emoigency.
 
   She thanked him, and after closing the door, kissed the card and headed back upstairs to make coffee for Cody. 
 
   


Chapter Seven: The Doctor Is In
 
   A short while later Cody came in the back door beating his head and shoulders, a parody of swatting off a plague of gnats. “Those reporters were eating me alive.” 
 
   The press people were edging up the driveway, but a female police officer had kept them from following Cody into the yard. 
 
   “Aren’t they supposed to stay behind the yellow tape? They’re getting closer and closer to the back door. Pretty soon they’ll be inside.”
 
   Olivia sighed. “I know. It’s like watch a river rise, waiting for it to flood your house. 
 
   He had no news. He never found Roger, so he drove by Blackman’s to see what was up there. When he saw the police were all over the place, all eight of them, he didn’t stop to gawk. Now he wandered around the office as Olivia plotted their next move. 
 
   Olivia saw through to the showroom windows the reporters, as if hearing the blast of a starting gun, suddenly turn and run to their respective vehicles, the drivers creating gridlock and swearing at each other as they jockeyed for position to make U-turns in the narrow street and peel off towards downtown. Olivia shrugged her shoulders. “Is there a new find at Blackman’s? Are they headed for the police station? Maybe they’ve arrested the guy.” 
 
   She led Cody up the stairs to the kitchen. He dropped the Toyota’s keys on the island and held up crossed fingers, “We can only hope.”
 
   After they finished up a fresh pot of Jamaican Blue Mountain and French toast, Cody cleared the dishes into the sink. Over breakfast they had tried to piece together the crime, possible suspects and motives. But the police were closed mouth and they just didn’t have anything to go on. They realized they would just have to live with their impatience and anxiety until they had more information. 
 
   “I give up,” Olivia said. “Let me drive you home. We’re not going to get any work done this morning. She explained to the officer in charge her errand. “I’ll be right back,” she promised, then dropped Cody off at his parent’s house.
 
   “I’ll see you at the police department,” he said, waving goodbye.
 
   Olivia leaned over to talk through the rolled down passenger window. “Are you sure you don’t want me to pick you up?”
 
   “Nah, I can walk from here.” Cody set his cap and headed up the walk. “See ya.”
 
    
 
   Olivia returned home, her head roiling with questions. The first thing she noticed was the coroner’s van in the driveway and an unfamiliar Mercedes sports car behind it. She checked the Toyota’s clock. Eleven on the dot. Thankfully, the press had not returned. She walked up to the police officer directing traffic in the driveway and listened in on his conversation with a well-dressed man Olivia guessed was the owner of the fancy car. He looked vaguely familiar, but she couldn’t place him.  Probably someone passed on Darling Boulevard, small town and all that..
 
   “Sorry, sir. That’s out of my jurisdiction. You’ll have to call Detective Richards or Johnson to get permission to examine the body.” 
 
   The officer recognized Olivia and said, “Please step back, ma’am. I’m conducting an interview here.”
 
   Olivia retreated several feet, but the men’s voices carried. The man was objecting loudly. “But I’m Mr. Blackman’s physician. He had a heart condition. From what Detective Richards told his wife, I’m sure he had a heart attack. Let me examine him so I certify that and we can move this along. Make the funeral arrangements. His wife is also my patient. She’s just had a brutal shock as it is but the thought of an autopsy is well . . . I had to sedate her when she heard. I’m sure you can understand. C’mon, guys.” 
 
   Olivia imagined him giving the officer a conspiratorial wink. 
 
   “Sir, this is a murder investigation. We have procedures.”
 
   “Murder? Oh my god. I wasn’t told. I don’t believe that.” The man looked around and tugged his hair. “Look officer, I’m a physician. I can declare Mr. Blackman dead and you can fill out your forms. Let’s help the widow out here. This is bad enough without making her sit around and wait for the bureaucracy to kick in.”
 
   The officer put up his hand. “I’m sorry sir. I called it in and we have to follow protocol. The ME, the medical examiner, has to rule on suspicious deaths. I’m sure you know that.”
 
   Olivia saw the man stamp his foot like a petulant child. “What’s suspicious about a heart attack?”
 
   Olivia assumed he hadn’t been given all the particulars, the armoire, the ropes.  What did he think he was doing at Olivia’s house? The man’s voice was rising.
 
   “Well, then, I’ll just call the ME who is a friend of mine and have her deputize me. You know you don’t even have to be an M.D. to be a coroner, so certainly I have the credentials. I won’t stand for my patient having to bear any more stress than is necessary when we can settle this right now, right here.”
 
   He stepped away and pulled out his cell phone, punched in a number. A moment later he left a message saying, “Amelia, call me as soon as you get this. It’s about the Blackman case. I need you to step in. It’s urgent. Call me.” He gave his number and stuck the phone back in his pocket.
 
   Just then two men came down the driveway steering a gurney with a body bag riding on top. The doctor tried to stop them, then watched, spluttering expletives as they secured Blackman’s corpse inside the van and handed a clipboard to the police officer for a signature. 
 
   The doctor made one more try. “Stop, stop. I’m a doctor and I’m giving you orders to stay right here until Dr. Hardy calls me.”
 
   He pulled out his phone and held it up as if the EMT’s didn’t know what a call meant. The officer gave the clipboard back to the van driver then turned to the man. “Doctor, you’ll have to move your car so the van can get out.”
 
   “And if I refuse?”
 
   The officer spread his hands. “Up to you. Obstruction of justice. I’d have to take you in.” He rattled his handcuffs hanging from a loop on the side of his pants.
 
   The doctor brushed past Olivia without looking at her, got in his car, backed out of the drive way and drove off in a squeal of rubber. Olivia wasn’t sure, but she thought she heard the officer call the man an asshole to his partner. Then he informed Olivia that the victim was being transported to the coroner’s office and they would all be leaving.
 
   “Can you take the crime tape with you?”
 
   “No, ma’am. We can’t have anyone messing around here. This is still an active crime scene.” 
 
   Olivia watched the last car drive off and returned to her loft to collect her thoughts. First up, a run to clear her head.
 
    
 
   She followed her usual route through the flat streets behind Darling Boulevard, past the smallish Tudors and Victorians, homes on property too small to allow teardowns, unless the buyers bought two homes and rebuilt on double lots. In some cases they’d need three to compete with the larger mansions up in the hills, but so far Darling Valley hadn’t approved the zoning for that kind of land grab. She had mixed feelings about that development practice. On one hand it was good for her business if she could snag one of the renovations. On the other, she hated to see historic homes demolished. Some of these buildings dated back to the late 19th century. Not her problem today she decided half an hour later as she rounded the corner and headed for her driveway.
 
   She entered her house by the back door sweaty and red-faced, her phone buzzing with news alerts. The press had identified the victim, variously speculated on the cause of death, positing everything but drowning and disembowelment and listed the location where the body was found. One website confused the name of her shop with Blackman’s, calling it Darling Valley Antique Restoration. For once she didn’t mind a publicity miscue. Maybe it would tone down unwanted attention. The next alert squashed that when she saw a dated picture of herself with Brooks at an opening in Beverly Hills. For the first time, she had top billing:  Noted Designer Fingered In Billionaire’s Death. Blackman a billionaire? Then why was he running a cabinetry shop? And she’d been fingered? Whatever happened to checking your sources? She stuck her phone deep in her purse as though that would silence it and stripped off her running jersey as she headed for the shower.
 
    
 
   She zipped up the Tory Burch tunic and smoothed it over her knife-creased pants just as the shop phone began ringing. By now, the whole town must have read the Internet reports of a murder in Billionaires’ Hollow, Wall Street’s nickname for the town favored as a retreat for the world’s wealthiest. Some called it Newport West, but that was stretching it. The boutiques on Darling Boulevard rivaled Beverly Hills’ finest, but thanks to the Alaska current running down the Pacific west coast, the nearest beach required down jackets and fur-lined boots suitable for the arctic. 
 
   Olivia picked up the extension phone. The janitorial company had to cancel their appointment to clean the shop prior to the sale. Something about staff catching a virus. Within fifteen minutes, three of the personal assistants for her best clients called to cancel orders. Best clients meaning the ones who only bought knickknacks and inexpensive occasional pieces. But, somehow, the chairs and tables that had been perfect finds last week would no longer work. Each assistant gave a version of, “So sorry, Olivia. I’m sure you understand.”
 
   Oh she understood, all right. The few people who had taken a chance on the newcomer regretted their decisions now that they were doing business with a possible murderer. That brought up another issue. Was Sabrina Chase going to proceed with her charity auction on the heels of losing her business partner? And, if yes, did she still want a donation from Olivia? She dialed her number, but it went into voice mail, so she left a message. Mentally crossing off that task, she turned her attention to her tenant.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Harmon would be up by now and Olivia needed to find out if she had heard her knocking about last night or this morning. She locked the French doors into the showroom, a habit to keep customers from wandering into her office, and put a “Back in 10” sign on the front door. But now she could see through the pane windows that CNN and FOX News trucks were setting up their Star Wars equipment across the street. Where had they come from? Were they Johnny come latelys who had gotten stuck in traffic on the narrow mountain road from Highway 101 while the local outlets were nailing down the story, or was something new about to break?
 
   As soon as she opened the door to walk around to the side, two reporters raced up and jammed microphones in her face. 
 
   “Is Brooks here, Olivia? Can we have a picture of you two together?”
 
   Olivia slammed the door, locked it from the inside and ran back to her office. Even here in Darling Valley everything was about Brooks. She expected the paparazzi to follow them on their dates in LA when she was his current eye candy. By herself, though, even as a murder suspect, by comparison she was as interesting as a chain link fence. They only saw her as an opportunity to get a shot of Brooks, find out something sleazy about him and do an exclusive. By herself she was as interesting as a chain link fence. But if they could tie the sensational Brooks Baker, boy wonder, to a murder case, that could make careers. She looked down at her hands. They were shaking. Would she ever get that man out of her life? 
 
   She took the inside stairs down to the tiny sliver of basement left after the Cooks had carved out Mrs. Harmon’s apartment. Mrs. Harmon’s living room door opened onto the driveway, giving her a private entrance and easy access to the garage, another contingency Olivia had to swallow. It was a one-car garage with no room on her property to add a space for her truck. However, Mrs. Harmon’s kitchen door opened onto the laundry area they both shared, plus a few shelves holding flashlights, Olivia’s household supplies and a toolbox. At the end of the narrow corridor, there was a door that led up a few steps to the outside that Mrs. Harmon could use to get to the trash and her corner of the garden out of sight of customers in the Garden Center. Olivia complained about that perk to the Cooks.  “I have no private space in my own garden.” They suggested she give up her Garden Center, part of her livelihood.
 
   As yet, the press didn’t seem aware of Mrs. Harmon’s existence. What would the poor woman do when they parked outside her door, forcing her to fight her way to the garage? Olivia tried to be sympathetic to that one.
 
   In answer to Olivia’s knock, Mrs. Harmon cracked open her door in a matching peach Charmeuse and lace peignoir and negligee elegant enough for an opera opening, giving Olivia a cool greeting. Olivia did not assume her tenant hid behind her door because she was embarrassed about her attire; the reclusive Mrs. Harmon always acted as though she were hiding something or someone in her apartment. Olivia could not see much beyond the woman’s perfectly coiffed silver hair and that she had yet to apply her signature pale lipstick and navy mascara. Her stately looks always took Olivia’s breath away. If Olivia was a Botticelli, Mrs. Harmon was a John Singer Sergeant. 
 
   Mrs. Harmon waited for Olivia to announce her intentions. “Mrs. Harmon. I’m sorry to bother you but I’m sure you’ve seen the commotion in the back drive.” 
 
   The small apartment was half below ground but with many high windows that afforded brilliant morning light and a view of the rear Garden Center and yard. 
 
   “I could hardly avoid seeing the police.” She spit out this observation as though she were being taxed for each syllable.
 
   At least their feet Olivia thought but didn’t say.
 
   “Is there a problem, Miss Granville?” She had so far refused all of Olivia’s entreaties to call her by her first name.”
 
   “Well, yes, you could say that. It seems a body was crammed into an armoire of mine.” Olivia all but gagged on the word body.
 
   “Oh dear. Who is it and how did it get in there?”
 
   “Well, that’s part of the problem. I took delivery of a shipment from Blackman’s shop. Well, when Cody and I opened the armoire, well . . . “ Olivia shuddered. “There he was. Mr. Blackman is the victim. But why and who did it? That’s the puzzle.”
 
   Was it just Olivia, or wouldn’t it have been nicer for Mrs. Harmon to invite her in to sit down for a moment? 
 
   Mrs. Harmon fairly sneered at the name Blackman. Her aging vocal chords rasped, “I didn’t know you dealt with those unsavory people.”
 
   “Unsavory? Why they came very highly recommended,” Olivia said, surprise all over her face. Mrs. Harmon had spoken little to her in the few months they had lived in the same building, but she had never said anything negative or backstabbing. Yet, she certainly wasn’t shedding any tears over Mr. Blackman’s demise.
 
   “Recommended? Not by anyone I know.” The haughty response was a side of Mrs. Harmon Olivia had not seen before. Maybe this little old lady wasn’t all sweetness and tea in English china cups after all, as Olivia had assumed from stately demeanor.
 
   “And who would that be, Mrs. Harmon? The people you know?” 
 
   Mrs. Harmon smiled blankly as though she hadn’t heard the question, but Olivia didn’t believe that for a minute. She knew she was pushing the bounds of privacy in asking who her tenant socialized with, but Olivia’s timeline didn’t allow for the niceties of waiting until they were BFFs to reveal details of their personal lives. She was on a mission and her own safety was in jeopardy. Someone in town had something on Blackman’s. Was her own life in jeopardy? She had to find out who was behind this murder.
 
   Who could have a grudge against Olivia and implicate her in a deadly plot? In her experience, DV didn’t like newcomers, though the realtor never told her that as she extolled the virtues of the town when Olivia was on the hunt for property. Would someone do this just for spite? 
 
   “Mrs. Harmon, I’ll get to the point. The police have asked that I provide a witness to my whereabouts last night and this morning . . . “
 
   Now it was Mrs. Harmon’s turn to show surprise. “Did you have something to do with it . . .the murder?”
 
   “Well, of course not. It’s merely a formality since the body appeared on my property.” Olivia noted how quickly Mrs. Harmon put two and two together and got murder. No slouch she. But why wasn’t she shocked or upset? This seemed to merely be an inconvenience for her. An occasion for Olivia to bother her by knocking on her door.
 
   Olivia heard the phone ring in her office upstairs. “Mrs. Harmon, I’ll get to the point. Did you by any chance hear anything coming from the showroom or my office or even my loft last night or this morning?”
 
   “No, I can’t say that I did. You know my apartment is soundproofed. I can only hear noise coming from upstairs if I am out in the hall, as you are now.”
 
   “Yes, that’s what I thought. Well, I won’t bother you any more. Thank you, but if you think of something, would you let me know?” Olivia gave a little laugh. “My don’t I sound like a TV crime show?”
 
   Mrs. Harmon looked puzzled and started to close her door. Olivia said, “Oh, by the way, how was your dinner with your nephew?”
 
   She knew it was a mean shot. She had been downstairs working in her office and showroom last night and would have heard the nephew’s car drive up and the brass knocker on Mrs. Nichol’s front door announce his arrival. 
 
   Mrs. Harmon gave her a cool smile. “We had a lovely time, thank you for asking.”
 
   Olivia excused herself and ran back upstairs, but the caller had hung up. She was amused by Mrs. Harmon’s answer. Of course she would hide the fact that she had been here by herself last night after lying about meeting her nephew. People, Olivia thought wryly. Would she ever figure them out?
 
    
 
   She checked her messages and saw that Detective Richards had called. “Miss Granville,” he said curtly on the voicemail, “would you please bring with you a pair of shoes when you come in this afternoon? We are interested in a specific brand, Jimmy Choo. They style number is,” and Olivia’s mouth dropped when he described the treat she bought for herself upon arriving from LA and suffering her first pangs of homesickness, her last dose of retail therapy. Sling back pumps in a red and yellow striped silk with a two-inch platform. He left no explanation. How he could sound so certain that she owned a pair? Was he stalking her closet?
 
   Olivia stared at the cradle as if it might give a reason for the odd request, or an explanation for Richards’ continuing rudeness. He hadn’t even said goodbye.
 
   


Chapter Eight: Gimme Jimmy Choos
 
   Olivia edged her pickup into one of the three parking spaces in front of the Darling Valley Police Department, located at the unfashionable end of Darling Boulevard, a short strip mall with a dry cleaner, pharmacy and ATM for the bank she used. A moment later, Cody steered a Harley Davidson into the space next to her. She greeted Cody and cocked an eye the machine. 
 
   “My brother’s,” he explained. “But only for the afternoon.” He pointed to the Jimmy Choo box under her arm. “What’s with the dogs?”
 
   Olivia held the shoes up like a trophy and said, “Got me.” She explained that Richards had requested them. 
 
   Cody winked at her and said, “Bet he learned the Cinderella move at Scotland Yard. If you don’t fess up,” now he slipped into Al Pacino in Sea of Love, “you’re never gonna see these babies again.”
 
   Olivia grinned, gave him a two-fingered upside down V salute with a hip-hop dip, then nodded toward the small parking lot. “They don’t do a lot of business, do they? I didn’t realize I had something in common with DVPD.”
 
   Inside, a chunky female officer in a midnight blue police uniform with a visible fresh coffee stain down her front sat at a desk. On it, an old console computer, a desk phone with a few buttons along the bottom, vintage 1970, and a Coffee and Chatter cup smudged with lipstick were lined up to form a barrier between her and the criminal element of Darling Valley that might burst in through the front door. 
 
   Like most businesses in DV, the police did their sleuthing in a renovated and repurposed old home, this one a vintage Edwardian with the original pine floors and small rooms made into offices. Olivia had changed into a sedate LBD and ankle boots that thudded across the wood planks. Before she had time to announce her name, Richards emerged from an office behind the woman’s desk. 
 
   Olivia couldn’t hide her amazement when she saw that he had changed into a tailored suit and tie, probably with Milan labels. He was serious about dressing up for the occasion. His shoes needed a shine, however, but she chalked that up to the hazards of stumbling around crime scenes.
 
   He nodded to each of them. “Miss Granville. Mr. White. Thanks for being on time. Miss Granville, if you’d like to come into my office,” he gestured to the open door behind him, “And Mr. White, Detective Johnson will see you.”
 
   Cody joked, “Uh oh, O. They’re separating us to see if our alibis match,” but Richards didn’t crack a smile. Instead, he pointed to the shoebox. 
 
   “I see you brought your shoes, Miss Granville. Would you mind leaving them with Officer Ridley?” He indicated the woman in the badly fitting uniform at the desk.
 
   Olivia stared at him horrified. He answered the question on her face. “Don’t worry, you’ll get a receipt if we need to retain them.”
 
   “Retain my shoes? What is this, the Keystone Kops?” She meant it as a joke to break the ice, but Richards scowled.
 
   “I assure you, Miss Granville. There is a reason for everything we do. Just part of our investigation.” 
 
   Olivia put the box on the officer’s desk and raised her hands in a show of peace. “Whatever you say, detective.” Did he have magnetic fields in those dark eyes? She couldn’t stop staring at them.
 
   Richards, however, had no trouble breaking his gaze. He walked over to a closed door adjacent to his office, knocked, opened it and in a low voice said, “They’re here.” 
 
   Detective Johnson came out with one arm trying to find the opening to his suit jacket sleeve and the other sleeve flapping behind him. Without much chat, he nodded to Olivia, finished dressing himself, hiked his slacks under his belly, and ushered Cody into his office.
 
   Richards led Olivia into what she guessed was once an old English-style snug gone horribly wrong. The coal fireplace hadn’t produced any warmth in probably half a century, and instead of the porcelain dogs that were fashionable when the house was built, files and books teetered on the mantel. The designer in Olivia cringed at the white Formica IKEA desk taking up most of the small room. She wondered if she should suggest that the Darling Valley Police Department invest in the Tudor settee she acquired just before she left LA. And then she had that cherry partners desk that was a little large for the room, but if she moved the file cabinet . . . 
 
   Richards interrupted her design reverie and offered her one of the two swivel chairs in front of the desk, also vintage IKEA. Then he closed the blinds on the window that had been carved into the wall between his office and the anteroom where Ridley sat. This gave him a view of the front door. She settled herself and started to drop her purse onto the floor next to her, but one look at the grit and another at her $2,500 Prada bag and she plopped it onto the vacant chair. Richards didn’t so much as dispense with pleasantries as completely ignore them.
 
    “Miss Granville, tell me about your relationship with Mr. Blackman, the deceased.” He sat ramrod straight, making no attempt to lean in and warm up the space between them.
 
   “I didn’t know him.” Since that was the way he wanted it, Olivia leaned back, creating even more distance, marking her territory with a disinterested smirk. 
 
   Richards snapped, “How can that be? You did business with him.”
 
   Her cell phone rang. She ignored Richards’ dark look and reached into her bag. It was Tuesday. Considering the seriousness of the meeting, she should let it go into voicemail, but instead, she held up her finger for Richards to give her a minute and said effusively, “Tuesday!  Babe! Don’t tell me you’re here already. Oh, you’re on the runway about to take off.” 
 
   She enjoyed the annoyance on Richards’ face. 
 
   “Three-forty five? Perfect. The Veuve Cliquot is chilling, girlfriend. What are you wearing? Oh, I’ve got to see that! I’m rocking Tory Burch. I was going with Stella first, what? Oh you don’t want to hear about Stella.  You’ve got to get over that, girlfriend.” 
 
   She decided she had pushed Richards’ buttons enough, said, “See ya! Safe trip, doll,” hung up and without turning off her phone, dropped it back into her purse.
 
   It wasn’t hard to figure out that Richards was biting his tongue and forcing himself to be polite. “Perhaps you’d like to turn off your phone for a few minutes, Miss Granville?” He clipped his words like they were ice chips.
 
   “Am I under arrest?” Olivia was not usually combative, but she wanted Richards to know she had done nothing wrong and was not intimidated by him. 
 
   “Of course you’re not,” he answered impatiently.
 
   “Well then, I have a business to run, and my phone is my lifeline. Especially since your, um, people have made a mess of my grounds and scared off customers with that ugly tape.” 
 
   She didn’t add that there was slim chance any customers would be calling with new business, anyway, but he didn’t need to know that.
 
   Richards gave her a longsuffering sigh. “Very well. Miss Granville, can you explain how you can do business with someone in this small town and not know them?”
 
   “Mr. Blackman? I knew of him, certainly, but he was always out of town or otherwise unavailable the few times I visited the shop, so I never actually met him. I communicated with Sabrina Chance, his partner. I’d only begun dealing with Blackman’s on this order.”
 
   Richards looked thoughtful. “This order. Yes. Tell me about this order. What was the nature of the transaction?”
 
   Olivia loved talking about her business even, it seemed, under these circumstances. “Well, my business is selling antiques and doing renovations and interiors for my clients. I have an inventory of furniture that I brought up with me from LA.”
 
   Richards interrupted. “And what exactly brought you to Darling?”
 
   His question sounded like an accusation rather than the standard icebreaker Olivia was used to hearing from shopkeepers, new clients, attendees at the few charity events she to which she had been invited since her arrival. The occasional neighbor who condescended to speak to her.
 
   “I, I, . . .” Olivia was a master at small talk, a requirement in her business. But suddenly this detective was turning her brain into jelly. The grim atmosphere and the officer sitting at the front desk hammered home the reality that she was being interrogated about a murder. Was she really discussing murder? That was one of the things she assumed she could say goodbye to when she left LA for bucolic Darling Valley. Somebody in this town was guilty of false advertising. 
 
   She took a breath and composed herself, yet she was evasive, not wanting to mention being left at the altar by Brooks. 
 
   “I worked in a similar business in LA for a number of years. Actually, I was a partner at my firm. But LA is very cut throat. I felt it was time for a change. I wanted a slower pace. You live here; surely you understand the appeal.” 
 
   To herself, Olivia snarled, LA is a meditation center compared to what you have going on in Darling.
 
   Richards ramped up the hostility. “I don’t live in Darling, Miss Granville. My job doesn’t call for gazing out over the lake.”
 
   Olivia didn’t know how to respond. Was that somehow her fault? Was he referring to having to live in Marin City, the working class community just north of the Golden Gate Bridge? Most of the people who worked in DV couldn’t afford to live there and Marin City still had reasonable rents and housing prices. It wasn’t so much what he said but the way he said it that sounded like she should apologize for the opportunity to reside and pay impossibly high property taxes in this idyllic town. She bristled at the suggestion that she was somehow privileged. She had invested her life savings into establishing herself here, a boon to Darling’s economy. And so far, Darling wasn’t showing her any love.
 
   “Anyway, I moved to DV several months ago and I’m just getting established. I acquired some new pieces recently at an estate auction in Seacliff in San Francisco and they needed some restoration work. I had a team to do this for me in LA, but up here I needed to find a new shop. A friend in the city recommended Blackman’s to me. There were four pieces, no five, that we, Cody and I delivered two weeks ago. The doors on the armoire needed fixing, the side tables needed refinishing and the bergère chairs needed upholstering. I supplied the fabric, a heavy damask that matched the period perfectly.”
 
   “The what chairs?” Richards said, raising his eyebrows in a question. 
 
   Instantly, Olivia realized she was giving him TMI, a habit of hers whenever interiors were involved. 
 
   “Bergère, Detective. It’s a wood and fabric chair and the legs were also nicked. Actually, I’ve been on pins and needles waiting to see the quality of the work. Sometimes the shops with the best reputations can make a mess of things. I still haven’t had a chance to inspect the rest of the order. And as for the armoire, that’s going to need more work after struggling with those doors.”
 
   Richards was unsympathetic. “How well do you know the people at Blackman’s,” he asked with an edge in his voice. “Apart from Mr. Blackman.”
 
   “Well, I’ve spoken with Sabrina Chance a few times. She invited me to a fundraiser soon after I moved here. As if her exorbitant prices weren’t enough. It was for a fund to repair the grounds around the lake.”
 
   “I remember,” Richards said. “My department provided security.”
 
   “Did that include keeping an eye on the gropers going after the cute servers?”
 
   If Olivia had had any illusions about the propriety of the philanthropists and venture capitalists of Darling, she saw they had just as much trouble keeping their hands in their pockets as did the movie moguls in LA.
 
   Richards didn’t reply. Was this a test of some sort, or was there a virus in Darling Valley that made people hostile and antagonistic to newcomers?
 
   “You were telling me about Ms. Chance.
 
   A vision of Sabrina came back to her. The little Chloe number that was sumptuous even by LA standards, the House of Graff baubles hanging from her ears. Olivia had guessed the furniture refinishing was a hobby. The shop, even with its astronomical prices, wouldn’t keep her in Christian Louboutins for very long. She didn’t wear a wedding ring, so Olivia assumed there was a nice alimony settlement in her past.
 
   “Sabrina introduced me to a number of her clients and we had a drink together at the party but that was it. I was left on my own after that. I chatted with a few people . . . in fact I met Mrs. Blackman there and we said little more than hello. It was so fleeting, I doubt she’d even remember me.” 
 
   Olivia paused to reflect on the widow. 
 
   “Poor woman. Anyway, I told her that I knew her by reputation and that Sunset Antiques in the city had referred me to her. Mr. Blackman wasn’t there. I think she introduced me to a doctor or somebody. She paused. That was who showed up at the house wanting to examine the body. Then I found Sabrina and thanked her for the invitation before I left. She thanked me back for coming and made sure I had filled out my pledge card. Since then, Sabrina and I have had a few business chats, run into each other at some local events. In fact, I’m supposed to deliver a donation for an auction she’s running tomorrow night. Though I bet, after all this, she’ll cancel, or have someone take her place. I certainly would.” Olivia shuddered at the thought of having to put on a brave face after a death, something she had to do when her grandmother died.
 
   “And Mr. White? Tell me about your relationship with him.”
 
   Olivia could not repress a smile. “Cody is my life saver.”
 
   “Oh, how so?” Richards made a note on a pad at his elbow.
 
   “He showed up on my doorstep the weekend I moved my inventory into the showroom. The movers had dumped everything in the middle of the floor or out back. It was threatening to rain. I knew very few people and didn’t know where to get help in a hurry. I had assumed the movers would do more or I would have arranged helpers beforehand. They had to get the truck back or something.”
 
   Olivia could tell Richards wanted to give her the wrap it up sign. She didn’t care and gave as much useless detail as she could, just because she could. 
 
   “Cody said he had been watching the renovation of the house and word was out that I was putting in a shop. He asked if I needed help. He needed a job. He’s worked for me ever since. I couldn’t do without him.”
 
   “I see. And what do you know about his personal life. What does he do when he isn’t moving armories for you?”
 
   She repeated, “Armoires, detective. Well, I know he has lived here most of his life. Went to high school in Darling and Junior College in San Rafael. What is it they say these days, he’s considering his options. He likes to party like anyone his age, but he comes through on every project I give him.”
 
   “Like picking up dead bodies.”
 
   Olivia bristled. “Detective Richards, we had nothing to do with what happened to that man.”
 
   “Miss Granville, run through your morning for me, up to the time the body was discovered. Just one more time.”
 
   Olivia rolled her eyes, deliberately sending a signal of annoyance across the desk. “Well, like I told you this morning. I got up about five, showered, made coffee and went downstairs to my office to get a head start on the mountain of paper on my desk before I got dressed for the day. That is my usual routine. I stayed busy with paperwork until Cody arrived. It never ends, paperwork.” 
 
   She noticed a slight tightening around Richards’ mouth, as if acknowledging that he, too, was intimate with the scourge of paperwork. Then an image of the armoire crossed Olivia’s field of vision. How could she possibly stand to have that in the shop again, tainted as it was with death? In a snap, what little patience she had reached its expiration date. “Detective, your investigation is having a negative impact on my life.”
 
   “If you’ll excuse me, Miss Granville, but I think the person who experienced the negative impact was Mr. Blackman.”
 
   Olivia blushed, realizing how bratty she sounded. “Yes, I understand that. And I’m terribly sorry about that. Especially when I think about his poor widow. How is she, do you know? Oh, we both know how she is. Devastated. But nevertheless, I think I am owed some answers. You have taken over my property so that I can’t conduct business. I have advertised a sale this weekend for which I must get back to my shop and organize. Plus, you have a $30,000 piece of furniture that belongs to me.”
 
   It was Richards’ turn to drop his jaw. “Are you kidding me?”
 
   “I have valuable inventory, Detective. You know the people who live here. They want the best. I am able to give it to them. That is, if you would let me conduct my business.”
 
   Richards threw his Bic on top of his yellow pad. “I’m sorry, but we can’t release the chest until the crime lab is finished with it. And probably not even then. It is evidence in a murder case.”
 
   He looked at Olivia’s shocked face and apologized. “I’m sorry but that’s the way it is. It’s out of my hands. Let’s move on, shall we? Now what was Mr. White’s relationship with the deceased?”
 
   “Well, it was not something we ever discussed. I know he went to school with Mr. Blackman’s children, though I’m not sure if they were in the same year. Cody is very sociable. He knows everyone in town.”
 
   “And what time did you first see him this morning?”
 
   “About ten minutes after seven. He was supposed to show up at six. In fact, I never asked him why he was late, but that’s Cody. Gets the job done, but on his schedule sometimes. He drove up, I helped him unload the truck, and we found, well, you know what we found.”
 
   Richards made another note then scowled at her. “You’re sure you didn’t make an early morning trip to Blackman’s to help him load that chest in the truck? Or help Cody stuff it with Mr. Blackman’s body?”
 
   Olivia all but levitated out of her seat. “Are you kidding me? You’re accusing Cody and me? Detective, I’m going to sue you for defamation of character. I’ve never heard of such a thing. Why would I load a dead man into an armoire and drive him back to my place. Wouldn’t I dump him in the lake or something if I did it?”
 
   “Good story to take suspicion off you. Why would you have done it and then put the body in your own furniture? A ruse? Unless something happened on the way to the lake and you had to improvise? You’d be surprised at the stories guilty people come up with to avoid suspicion.” 
 
   Olivia just stared at Richards, not knowing how to answer. How could eyes that sexy turn so hard? Finally she said, “But I’m not guilty.”
 
   Richards persisted. “Who was with Mr. White? How do we know he didn’t act alone, put the body into your chest and deliver it and act all innocent and I don’t know how it got there?” 
 
   If the situation were not so dire, Olivia would have laughed at Richards’ tuneless imitation of a young, clueless kid.
 
   “Okay, Miss Granville. I think I have enough for now. I can let you get back to work with the caveat that you not leave town, at least not without letting me know.”
 
   “Yes, you’ve already told me that.”
 
   Richards nodded and gave her a cold smile. “Call any time if you think of anything that might help us. Oh, and by the way. Was your tenant any help in giving you an alibi for your whereabouts last night and this morning?”
 
   Olivia had an odd feeling of dread at the mention of Mrs. Harmon that she couldn’t identify. “No, as I said, her unit is soundproofed. She heard nothing.” A body in her armoire, a liar in her house. What was next?
 
   “Well, that will be all. Thanks for your time, Miss Granville. You can go now.”
 
   “Um, my Jimmy Choos?”
 
   “Your what?”
 
   Didn’t this guy know anything? After all, there was a Shoe Candy on Darling Boulevard. “My shoes. And how did you know I owned a pair? Or are they part of the Darling Valley uniform? Jimmy Choos and prison blues?”
 
   Richards didn’t respond, just said, “I’ll call you later and give you the status.”
 
   Olivia grabbed her purse and stood up. “What do you mean by the status? What could you possibly want with my shoes?”
 
   She thought she saw a faint smile crack through his police demeanor, but he didn’t answer. 
 
   “And one more thing. How come,” she held up her fingers for an air quote, “armoires and arsenic is all over the internet? With the name of my shop attached? While the body is still in my back yard?”
 
   Richards scratched his stubble and Olivia wondered what he had been doing last night that he hadn’t shaved this morning. “First of all,” he explained, “the case is still under investigation. We are pursuing several leads. 
 
   “Second of all, as I’m sure you know, the press will print anything that will attract readers, whether or not it has any bearing on the facts. That guy that showed up when we were investigating had a lookiloo into the truck and put up a post that said it was arsenic because there was no blood. A fair guess, but only a guess.”
 
   Olivia said, “Oh, so it wasn’t arsenic that poisoned Mr. Blackman, is that what you’re saying?”
 
   Richards answered, “I’m not saying anything. We don’t have the autopsy and tox reports back from the coroner yet. Let me walk you out,” he said, standing up and pushing his chair back with his legs, abruptly ending the interview.
 
   “I think I’ll wait here until Cody is finished if you don’t mind.”
 
   “Hmmm. Not a good idea. Mr. White is going to be awhile.”
 
   Olivia looked up at the ceiling in disgust before she leveled a steely gaze at Richards. “Surely you don’t really think Cody had anything to do with this. What possible reason could he have for killing anybody, much less one of my vendors?”
 
   “Miss Granville, would it surprise you to know that the DVPD responded to a call at Blackman’s about six months ago? Mr. Blackman called because Mr. White was threatening him. Then he decided not to file charges. Do you know anything about that?” 
 
   Olivia had to sit back down in her chair. “I beg your pardon? No. I find that hard to believe. Cody is a very peace-loving guy. He crumbles if I have to call him on anything. He hates conflict. And sometimes when things get rushed in my shop, I can provoke conflict.”
 
   Richards said, “Yeah, I bet you can.”
 
   Olivia ignored him. “He always backs down and apologizes even when I’m being unreasonable. I find that hard to believe. That he would threaten anyone.”
 
   “Blackman claimed he was harassing his daughter, Jessica.”
 
   Olivia immediately jumped to Cody’s defense. “How do you know Blackman was telling the truth? It doesn’t sound like the Cody I know.”
 
   Richards was obviously a master at deflecting questions he had no intention of answering. He walked around his desk and extended his hand. She was still sitting trying to absorb the news about Cody. 
 
   “Thanks for your time, Miss Granville. Once we get all the forensics, we may need to talk to you again. I’ll let you know. You can get back to work now.”
 
   He snapped his fingers, remembering something, then went back to his desk, opened the middle drawer and shuffled things around. “I know I have a card in here someplace. Oh here.” He handed Olivia a dog-eared business card. 
 
   “Call any time if you think of anything that might help us.”
 
   Almost the exact same words she had said to Mrs. Harmon. Olivia took the card and stuck it in her purse in a daze. The news about Cody had her heart racing. But she was not so out of it that she didn’t notice that when Richards shook her hand, he held on to it for a beat, and then let it go slowly. When she stood up again, he walked her out to the waiting room. She felt Officer Ridley’s eyes on her back.
 
   “Thank you, Detective,” she said, then opened the door and walked into the bright morning sunshine, though there was nothing that transpired in his office for which she was grateful.
 
    
 
   
 

Chapter Nine: Paymoors
 
   On the way home, Olivia stopped at Graymoor’s market, which locals called Paymoor’s because of the high prices for its organic, free range, artisan and imported foodstuffs. Olivia knew the markup on many of these items. In LA, she had pushed a line of caviar, imported olive oil and fruit vinegars from France. Tuesday’d said she could retire on the profits as long as people equated imported and expensive with will this make my butt look important.
 
   Olivia paused at the display of oysters and prawns in the seafood department, trying to decide if she wanted to bother shucking oysters after the agony of this day. Tuesday may say she’s on a cleanse, but if Olivia didn’t stock up on their favorite goodies, she’d have a grumpy friend to take care of in addition to everything else she had going on.
 
   Behind her, Olivia heard, “Having a party, Olivia?”
 
   She turned around and almost ran down Marcia Smart with her shopping cart. Marcia was Mrs. Blackman’s personal assistant. 
 
   Olivia could hardly speak. What was the protocol? Should she offer condolences? Marcia was not related to the deceased. Should she apologize for Mr. Blackman showing up dead in her armoire? Olivia hadn’t done anything wrong. In fact, it seemed to her, as she struggled to answer Marcia’s question, that nobody realized that she, Olivia, was due an apology. How had the restoration business allowed this to happen, and why had they involved her?
 
   She knew why Marcia was ridiculing her. Buying luxury food while she was suspected of murdering her employer’s husband? Should she apologize to Marcia? She didn’t really know the woman. She had come in once when Olivia first opened her shop to check out the new girl in town. Olivia had neutral feelings about her, other than she had abysmal taste in clothes. Who under seventy wore polyester pants with an elastic waistband these days? Apparently 40-somethings in Darling. Personal assistants in LA were chosen because their drab looks made their employers look good. But if they dressed the way Marcia did, they’d get fired. There were standards, after all. 
 
   Marcia worked for Mrs. Blackman, though the widow was not connected to the shop. Cody had explained that the business belonged to her husband and Sabrina Chance. Could Marcia be mixed up in this, maybe have some grudge against her employer’s husband? She made a note to ask Cody about her. If she ever got to see him again. Olivia stared around the store, feeling as though she were being stalked.  The killer could be anywhere.  Was he also shopping for upscale foodstuffs? 
 
   Marcia took the lead in breaking the awkward silence. “I ran into Mrs. Harmon at dinner last night and we chatted a bit. Little did we know what would turn up on her doorstep in just a few hours.”
 
   Olivia spluttered. “At dinner? Oh, so she did go out with her nephew, after all. Usually I can hear her leaving and entering her apartment. Not that I snoop, it’s just we live in such close proximity. I thought she had stayed home.” 
 
   Olivia felt relieved. An unexpected visit from a relative was a perfectly good excuse for cancelling a dinner date. Far better than being snubbed, as she had assumed.
 
   Marcia pushed her glasses up on her nose and said, “Nephew? How could Mrs. Harmon have a nephew? She has no siblings.”
 
   Olivia was not only flustered, she was embarrassed. She hated to look stupid and this mix-up made her look decidedly stupid. Mrs. Harmon was her tenant after all. How could she not know some basic details about her life? To close the awkward silence, Olivia said, “I must have misunderstood.”
 
   Marcia said, “Hmmm,” in a highly suspicious tone.
 
   But Olivia had not misunderstood. There was nothing wrong with her hearing or her memory. Mrs. Harmon had knocked on the back door yesterday afternoon where Olivia was toiling in her office and said, “I’m so sorry. My nephew is in town from Boston and has invited me for dinner.”
 
   What could be clearer than that? And it couldn’t be that Mrs. Harmon was dotty. Yes, she was seventy-four, which Olivia learned from the previous owner of the house by way of explaining why they insisted her tenancy not be changed. “At her age, where would she go? She’s a dear to us and we can’t have her uprooted.”
 
   But Mrs. Harmon was an example of seventy being the new twenty-five. She never stumbled over her words or repeated herself and on sunny days she did yoga in the back garden with an agility that made Olivia jealous. And elastic waistbands? Never. One reason Olivia was eager to get to know her was to perhaps get a look into her closet, which had to rival her own.
 
   No, Mrs. Harmon had been clear about why she was asking Olivia for a rain check. 
 
   Marcia said, “I’ll be curious, of course, to find out who did this. Mrs. Blackman is beyond consoling. Her physician has her medicated.”
 
   Yes, she knew that, though she couldn’t say. Instead she said, “Well, of course, she was the first person I thought of when I discovered who it was. Please give her my condolences, if that’s all right. I mean she may not want to be reminded of me, and the place . . . er the circumstances.” This conversation was getting very hard to navigate. 
 
   Marcia said, “I’ll tell her if it seems appropriate,” and then wheeled her cart towards the meat department.
 
   Then, unexpectedly, Marcia turned to her and said, “Oh, by the way. Mrs. Harmon was having dinner with the Blackmans’ daughter. Maybe they were talking about her divorce,” and then Marcia pushed off leaving Olivia open-mouthed and still undecided about the oysters. Jessica was getting a divorce? Jessica was married?
 
    
 
   By the time Olivia made it to the checkout counter with enough high priced convenience foods, take out and champagne to last through the weekend, no less than six DV residents had stopped to chat with her. Women who openly snubbed her were suddenly intensely interested in how the business was going, how the renovations were coming along or suggested that they were way overdue for lunch or tea at the Redmond, the inn that boasted an afternoon tea service to rival the Ritz Carlton in San Francisco.
 
   Two men openly hit on her, but she tossed their business cards in the trashcan in the produce department. As she waited on line with her debit card in her hand, she said under her breath that if all it took was a murder to warm DV up to her, she would have knocked off that icy neighbor across the street when she first unpacked.
 
   Before pulling out of the parking lot, she checked her phone. The New York Times texted an update that odds were that strychnine had killed Blackman and Tuesday texted Chill the champs!!!!!!  She had landed and was heading to Hertz to pick up her Mercedes. 
 
   A slight smile broke the grim line of Olivia’s mouth. There was nothing more appealing right now than a glass of champagne with Tuesday, especially when she got home and found the card of Mr. Black, the garage man, stuck in her front door. “Did I make a mistake? 2 pm, right?”
 
   She looked at her watch and let loose with many expletives. Three-thirty. How could she have forgotten their appointment? Inside, she checked her office voicemail. Sabrina called back to say that, of course, she wanted a donation and reminded Olivia that the auction was tomorrow night, not tonight. She wasn’t going to penalize her charity over this tragedy. And did Olivia know why Detective Richards wanted her Jimmy Choo shoes? Olivia apologized into the phone for messing up the date. Her excuse-- too much fareekin crime news for one day.
 
    
 
   


Chapter Ten: A Vision of Tuesday
 
   Tuesday was a vision in black and white. Stripes, polka dots, zebras, plaids and a 1968 hallucinogenic geometric nightmare adorned her blouse, sweater, skirt, petticoat, scarves, shawls and Paris-themed apron. Each floaty and fighting for attention.
 
   “Apron?” Olivia said when she ran down the walk to jump on her friend. “Who wears aprons anymore? Even to cook?”
 
   Tuesday howled. “You know me. I love Paris,” she sang, twirling like a whirling dervish as she showed off her outfit.
 
   It wasn’t until after the marathon hug and many cheek and air kisses that Olivia noticed the pink hair. But that wasn’t a surprise. Tuesday rainbowed her locks regularly. It had been a purple Mohawk when they’d kissed goodbye.
 
   “Come in, come in,” Olivia said, grabbing some of Tuesday’s luggage, enough for a six-month getaway to Europe.
 
   Tuesday made the appropriate cooing noises about the beautiful space and extravagant pieces for sale. Her first act was to head to the kitchen with a carryon and line up a new age pharmacy worth of herbs, teas, plus various remedies and cleanses. She said what Olivia already knew, “I can’t go anywhere without my stash.”
 
   Later, on the white couch that Tuesday claimed because it was the perfect backdrop for her two-toned look, she drained her first glass of champs, held it out to Olivia for a refill and said, “So? Details please?”
 
   Olivia obliged her with the Veuve Cliquot and said, “Tues, if I knew the answer to your questions, I’d take over Detective Richards’ job. I don’t know, I don’t know, and, let’s see. There’s one more thing. Oh, yes. I don’t know.”
 
   That took care of Tuesday’s bugging her about who killed Mr. Blackman, why and what on earth was he doing in your armoire, girl child?
 
   Olivia leaned back in her leather club chair and shrugged her shoulders. “Can I make you some tea so you‘ll tell me?”
 
   “I’m off duty, Devil Diva, at least for today.” Olivia grinned and cut a diva-ish pose. She loved the affectionate names Tuesday called her. Once she accused her, “You call me sweet buns and babykins because you can’t remember my name.”
 
   Right now, Tuesday had her attention no matter what she called her. 
 
   “You don’t have to be clairvoyant to know you had better do some sleuthing of your own to find out why this detective dude is after your hide. And what does he have on Cody? An argument six months ago? What’s that about? Does he think Cody is carrying a grudge? And what do the Blackman’s have against you?”
 
   Olivia put up her hand to stop the rush of Tuesday’s questions. “If I knew, don’t you think I’d give you an exclusive?”
 
   Tuesday frowned, her pink Afro dipping over her forehead. “What I don’t understand is why poison the guy? I mean, if they were trying to cover it up to make it look like a death from natural causes? I mean, why else would you use poison? And like, with forensics these days? Don’t they like watch CSI? Who even does poison anymore? So why stuff him in the armoire and tie it up so it is obviously a murder? I mean, what’s up with that, Ollie Mollie?”
 
   Olivia gave her a wide-eyed are you kidding me look. “You’re asking me to get into the mind of a killer? I don’t even step on ants.”
 
   Tuesday gave her a two thumbs up. “And that’s why you’re my girl.”
 
   Olivia bowed her head in thanks, then continued. “And another thing. Strychnine? Isn’t that easily detectable? I know arsenic is cumulative. You have to give many doses over time, right Tues?”
 
   Tuesday guffawed. “Like I should know? Do I look like Lucretia Borgia? Hmm, come to think of it, I wouldn’t mind glamming it up with some jewels and velvet. But later for that. Seriously, why are you under suspicion? I don’t get it.”
 
   Olivia threw up her hands in frustration. “Tuesday, come on. That’s why I need you. Can’t you give me a hint? Can’t you feel some vibrations or what ever it is you feel? Seriously. I’ll make some tea. We have to figure this out and get Cody out of jail and . . . .”
 
   Olivia leaned over and picked up the tray of triple crème cheeses and seed crackers to tempt her friend. With a mouthful of St. Andre, Tuesday said, “Wait a minute. I thought he was just being questioned.” 
 
   She leaned over to let the cracker crumbs fall from her mouth to her plate before continuing. “That’s not the same thing as being in jail.” She wiped her mouth with an ivory cocktail napkin that had DVD&A in a circle around Olivia’s logo, an ornate Greek plinth. 
 
   Olivia still couldn’t eat, though Tuesday’s arrival both calmed her anxieties and lifted her spirits. She hadn’t mentioned Brooks yet. But a hole had opened up in her center that wouldn’t close and wouldn’t accept food. In this abyss, all the unknowns of life yawned before her. Life, death, the misery of uncertainty and insecurity. What had happened to the sense of adventure and freedom, of limitless possibility that had swept her from LA to Darling Valley? It wasn’t just to get away from Brooks. She’d also been  exhilarated at the prospect of a new life, new challenges. Now it all seemed like a huge mistake. She punched the pillows on her couch and fussed with them until they looked camera ready. The futzing calmed her a bit, as it always did. She was born to make spaces beautiful. Her grandmother said so. The bit of pillow primping helped her climb back into herself, up from that ugly pit of despair. She answered Tuesday. 
 
   “Jail. Questioning. Whatever. He’s still in the hands of the police department and I’ve got to get my life back on track. If I don’t sell enough pieces over the weekend, I’m in serious trouble with the bank or whoever really owns this place. I can’t afford to have crime tape on my front lawn and suspicions floating around that I am involved in a murder. I’m so rattled, I can’t think. Help me out, here.”
 
   Olivia got up and turned on the gas fireplace to take the chill off the evening wind whipping around the windows and seeping into the room. In an instant, blue and purple flames threw warmth across the room. Olivia emptied the last of the champagne into their glasses. As was their habit, the hostess kissed the bottle goodbye. Olivia upended it into the ice bucket and said, “I have a buttery Chardonnay for dinner.” Then she hinted, “But I can always make tea.”
 
   Tuesday put her glass down on the coffee table. “Sweetie, if you want to know if your man is cheating on you, well I’m your fortune teller . . . and don’t forget, I told you not to go to that dinner party.”
 
   “Tuesday! It was a week after the breakup! How did I know he’d be there with a new girlfriend? After a friggin WEEK?” 
 
   She slumped back. This always happened with Tuesday. The pain she had worked so hard to deaden with a new business and new life came flooding back as soon as she hinted at his name. “After what happened?” she said into her hands.
 
   Tuesday waved her arms. “Back on topic.  Back on topic. This is about me, remember?”
 
   Olivia lifted her head and Tuesday said, “I don’t do crime. It gives me the willies. I don’t even want to know the answers. What we do know is that you didn’t do anything wrong and this town has what, twelve people tops? How hard can it be to figure out who did this? 
 
   She unwrapped a zebra print scarf from her waist and tied it around her hair. Up on her haunches, she checked herself in the gilt mirror over the mantel. She looked at Olivia. “The world is watching. African princess with a bad hair day?”
 
   Olivia gave her the once over and laughed, ready for some comic relief. “Hmm. Could be early Diana Ross. Nah, you’ve nailed it.”
 
   Tuesday sank back down on the cushy sofa and grinned, “Exactly the look I was after,” then turned serious. “Give me a list of the suspects.”
 
   “Suspects? How would I know? Well, of course, as far as Richards is concerned, there’s me. And Cody.”
 
   Tuesday stretched out and put her feet up on the coffee table. “No, seriously. Who do you know connected to Blackman’s business and why would they want to kill him? Let’s look at Cody. I know you think he’s a sweetie, but what do you really know about him? You’ve told me yourself that he can be unreliable and now we know he lies. He never told you about the police call.”
 
   Olivia came to his defense. “That wasn’t a lie. He just didn’t reveal some personal information.”
 
   “I’ll say. Nor that he was into Blackman’s daughter.”
 
   “Well, he’s private. In a funny way.”
 
   She and Cody had a lot in common. They both had a past that was still very present. Cody had never come straight out and admitted it, but whenever he referred to his friend, Jessica – were all females born in the 1990’s named Jessica—she recognized the signs of a torch carried too long, the singeing around the eyes that usually shone like the sun, the faint sigh and quick turn away to finish a chore, or take a swig of coffee to avoid explaining what happened to them.  After one or two tries to get him to open up, she let the subject of Jessica go until Cody brought it up, which he probably did more than he realized. 
 
   She looked over at Tuesday. “You can’t get real serious with Cody. He makes a joke out of everything. Wait till you meet him. You’ll know in a minute he couldn’t have done this.”
 
   Tuesday was hesitant with her next question. But after a pause, asked, “So why was he an hour late?”
 
   “Tues, he’s twenty, twenty-one soon. You remember what that age is like. Your mission in life is to sleep as late in the morning as possible.”
 
   Olivia telegraphed her discomfort with Tuesday’s grilling. She kept her arms in a death grip across her chest, and that tight line for a mouth was back. But none of it stopped Tuesday. “A tendency to violence is no joke, hon. An hour is plenty of time to send someone to the great beyond and tie him up in a chest.”
 
   This made Olivia so uncomfortable she had to stand up and walk around the room. “I don’t believe he did it. I swear, Cody is pumped up with muscles, but it’s amazing how well he can stand without a backbone. If there was an altercation, my money is on Blackman starting it.”
 
   Tuesday took over. “I’ve never met the guy, but how well can you know him in four months? I’d sure love to see that police report. Is that in the public record?”
 
   “I don’t need to read a police report. I just know when somebody is being straight with me. And I don’t need tea leaves to tell me.” Olivia took the last sip of her champagne. It wasn’t having its usual calming effect.
 
   “Oh. Like with Brooks? You had his number all right, didn’t you?”
 
   “Tuesday, that’s cruel.” 
 
   The conversation was becoming a drag on her heart, pulling her back to the past, to all the things she was trying to forget, her partnership in a prestigious firm, her open-ended bank account, her engagement to Brooks, all the things that once said the world was her oyster. 
 
    
 
   Tuesday sat forward and put her hand on Olivia’s knee. “I’m just sayin, sweetie. Love is blind. Even the platonic kind. And I know how hard this has to be on you. You feel things deeply. After all, you’re a Cancer.” She threw out her arms. “That explains the decorating, the domesticity. You need home. It’s why Brooks is so hard for you.”
 
   Olivia signaled stop. “Please. Don’t go there.”
 
   Tuesday backed down. “Okay, okay.”
 
   There was a pause while they both took a breath, then Tuesday said, “Um, I know it isn’t my business, but it is platonic, isn’t it? I mean if you two have a situation going, more power to you, but if you do the down and dirty . . . .”
 
   Olivia did an exaggerated cringe. “With Cody? Ugh. We don’t. He’s like my little brother. Even the thought of it gives me the creeps.”
 
   “I’m just saying, you don’t want to give Richards anything that smells like a conspiracy. Cougar covering up for her boy toy. Or, could you be in it together? Revenge for Blackman killing the relationship with his daughter and you coming to his defense?”
 
   Olivia pulled herself back from Tuesday’s comforting touch. “Tuesday! Whose side are you on? You’re reading too many crime novels.”
 
   “I know honey. Humor me. It makes for a good story line. Maybe I could pitch it to this new studio guy I just met. Seriously, you’ve been getting some funny stories today. Mrs. Dimwiddy downstairs having a clandestine dinner with the deceased’s about-to-be divorced minor daughter who once hooked up with one of the suspects.”
 
   “We don’t know she’s a minor.”
 
   “Humor me. Who else could be in on it? Sounds like the wife is genuinely snockered with grief, so we can eliminate her. There’s the business partner. From what you’ve told me she’s the creative and he’s the deal guy. But if Blackman is, er was, her meal ticket, hmm, maybe there was business insurance or something. You know, like sometimes partners insure one another’s lives kind of thing?”
 
   Tuesday put her speculating on pause to smear some more St. Andre’s on a cracker and sprinkle it with caviar. She wiped her mouth on a cocktail napkin, looked thoughtfully at Olivia and said, “Well, I’m fresh out of suspects. How about you?”
 
   Just then, they heard Cody’s brother’s Harley roar into the driveway. 
 
   Tuesday said, “Speak of the devil.”
 
    
 
   


Chapter Eleven: Speak of the Devil
 
   Olivia gathered up the glasses and stuck them on the kitchen counter. Tuesday followed with the cheese plates just as the doorbell rang. 
 
   Olivia turned to Tuesday and said, "Do you mind if I speak to Cody on my own? He might not open up to a stranger.” 
 
   So after the introductions, Tuesday claimed she needed to do some Internet research. “I wonder if someone slipped some oleander into his scotch.”
 
   Cody said, “How do you know he drank scotch?”
 
   “Cody,” she said, displaying abundant annoyance. “It’s just an expression. Oleander is a poisonous plant.” Then she disappeared into the guest bedroom in a cloud of black and white second hand chiffon. 
 
   Olivia called out, “Dinner in an hour,” while Cody helped himself to a beer in Olivia’s refrigerator and carried it back to the living room. He was too antsy to sit on the camelback sofa, so he stood at the mantle with his back to the fire. 
 
   Olivia noted his beard was a three day now, signaling that he had not showered or shaved yet today. She waited for him to take a few swigs, then said “So tell me, Cody, why did they keep you so long? I’ve been tearing my hair out.”
 
   He shook his head in disgust. “That Johnson had it in for me. I had a little run in with Blackman last year. It was nothing. A simple disagreement and he calls the cops.”
 
   Olivia played dumb. “What was it about?” 
 
   She unbuckled her boots, slipped them off, and tucked her feet under her legs.
 
   Cody’s voice rose, beseeching her to believe him. “Nothing. Nothing serious. I wasn’t threatening him or anything. He’s a very touchy guy. Was a touchy guy. And not very well liked around here.”
 
   “Why would that be?”
 
   In just a few minutes Cody had drained his beer. He opened his mouth to say something, but before he could stop himself, he belched. His cheeks bloomed with embarrassment. For all the kidding he did with Olivia, he was never crude. But she had turned mellow from the wine and laughed, surprising Cody and embarrassing him even more. 
 
   His unease showed when he continued. “His um, whaddyacallit, um, reputation preceded him. Word was, he was involved in a business deal that went very sour before he moved here. Somewhere down in Silicon Valley. That was about three years ago. You know how it is with the rumor mill. It goes viral before you know it. Mrs. Blackman made it her business to get connected socially, but they were only included on the fringes. You know, fundraisers where they had to pay a hefty price for tickets. But they never like, got invited to Mrs. Gotrocks’ private dinner parties.”
 
   He looked at his beer bottle as if it would tell him whether to have another. He placed it on the mantle and continued. “Then someone asked him to appraise a very expensive pair of lamps. He took them to his shop and the owners claimed that he returned reproductions.”
 
   Olivia let out a moan. “Oh no. Cody, why didn’t you tell me this before I did business with him?”
 
   “You didn’t ask me, O. And nothing was ever proved. It just became some buzz around town. And my friend Carrie, you know, from A Salted Caramel? The pastry shop?”
 
   Olivia nodded. “Of course I know Carrie. Go on.”
 
   “Well she moonlights for a caterer and hears things while she’s passing hors d’oeuvres. The Blackmans were looked down on.”
 
   A light bulb went on for Olivia. “That explains why Mrs. Harmon trashed him this morning. But listen, weren’t you afraid you had a conflict of interest?”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   Suddenly, Olivia felt motherly towards Cody. Not exactly a nurturing mother, but a calling you to task for your own good mother. “Cody, Detective Richards told me about the altercation and about Jessica. Shouldn’t you have told me?”
 
   Cody rolled his eyes and put his head down on the mantle. 
 
   “Tell me about Jessica.”
 
   He raised his head and pleaded to the ceiling. “There’s nothing to tell. There is no Jessica. Not in the sense you mean.”
 
   “Why did Blackman refuse to let you see her? Was she underage?”
 
   “No. Not by then. We met senior year in high school, right after they moved here. By the time things got serious she was already nineteen. Her old man didn’t want her hanging with somebody from the wrong side of the tracks. My family was here before there was a wrong side of the tracks. Before Darling Valley was on the map. Just a little town like Marin City.  Working class.  Hard to get to from Highway 101 so it was cheap.  My family fit in back then, been here for generations working in the quarry. My dad was an extra in the Dirty Harry movie.  You know the one where Clint Eastwood is standing in the quarry, near the Larkspur trestle, but I can’t remember if that is in the movie, and he says, ‘Do you feel lucky?’ That’s our claim to fame. By the time the money found Darling Valley, we were being pushed out. Probably will be soon. That’s what the Blackmans had against me, I guess. There was nothing else I could put my finger on, other than he had plans for her. Or, Mrs. Blackman did. And they didn’t include me.”
 
   Olivia didn’t know how to ask the burning question. They both were quiet for a moment, lost in the complexities of the day. Then she just came out with it. “Did Jessica have a big wedding?”
 
   Cody stared at her in shock. “What? What wedding? Jessica’s married?”
 
   “Well, not for long. I assumed you’d know about this. She’s getting a divorce.” Olivia could have kicked herself for delivering this heartbreaking news.
 
   “You’re kidding me. Who did she marry? I never heard about that. I haven’t seen her since that night with her father, but I’m sure somebody would have told me. People knew we had a thing.” 
 
   Cody’s face crumbled. Olivia thought she detected a tremble in his voice and hoped she hadn’t brought him to tears. How could he not have known?
 
   “Mrs. Harmon had dinner with her last night. I ran into Mrs. Blackman’s assistant at Paymoor and she told me. I was surprised because, you know, I told you, Mrs. Harmon was supposed to be with her nephew, who apparently doesn’t exist, and then she told me that dinner was cancelled and turned out she hangs out with Jessica pretty regularly.”
 
   Cody looked truly puzzled. “Jessica can’t stand Mrs. Harmon.”
 
   “Well, according to Marcia, she is a mother figure to her now, especially during this divorce. She saw them together. She told me.”
 
   Cody became quiet, and Olivia’s heart ached for him as she saw him locked in shock and hurt. An image of Brooks at that hideous dinner party crossed her mind. She knew what it was like to be reminded of the lost love.
 
   “I’m sorry, Cody. I just assumed you knew. After all, this is such a small town and all.”
 
   Cody pulled himself together. “I gotta go, Olivia. I’m beat and I need some dinner. This is all too much. I’ll see you in the morning.” 
 
   Before she could stop him or ask him about his interview with Richards, he was down the stairs and out the back door.
 
   


Chapter Twelve: The Darling Valley Bills
 
   In the morning, Tuesday burst into the kitchen, a vision in swirling purple and orange. 
 
   “A Pucci knockoff?” Olivia asked as she stood back, coffee pot in hand to admire the maxi dress. Tuesday preened, proud of the dress. “Not this time. This is the real deal,” she said, not the least bit squeamish from the clash of colors. She reached for a tangerine in the fruit bowl. “A consignment shop off Melrose that nobody has discovered yet.”
 
   She draped herself across the island and stared mysteriously off into the distance. Olivia said, “A black and white Calvin Klein ad for Vogue?” 
 
   Tuesday straightened up, a smile of victory across her face. “None other.”
 
   Olivia couldn’t tell if the feathers were hanging from her ears or the tiny braids in her hair. She stopped herself from pointing out that feathers were circa 1985, but she did lean forward and whisper as though she were revealing a state secret, “I’ve heard from my spies in New York that long dresses are so last month. Not kidding.”
 
   Tuesday rolled her eyes. “Ollie, I’ve only had it a month. Who’s going to know in this burg?”
 
   Olivia surprised herself by bristling at the remark. “Tuesday, we are a picturesque twenty minute drive from San Francisco. There is more money and style in Darling Valley than all of Beverly Hills.” 
 
   Where did this sudden loyalty to Darling Valley come from? “Don’t you know where you are?”
 
   Tuesday gave her a blank look.
 
   “There are two thousand billionaires in the world, give or take a few hundred. Twenty-three of them have homes here. In the barely three square miles of Darling Valley. That is an unprecedented billionaire density. Now they don’t live in their houses the way we do, set up housekeeping and have the mail delivered every day. They are more like honey bees, flitting around the world, going from beautiful residence to unbelievable residence as the mood or business deal moves them. Their houses have everything but throne rooms. 
 
   “About eight years ago, Grace Petri, who started an oil refinery empire, stumbled on Darling Valley. Back then it was still a sleepy little village close to San Francisco, but secluded enough that almost no one knew it was here. It has very little incorporated land and it is surrounded by government property or conservation land trusts. Grace immediately knew what that meant. Nothing left to  develop. She and her friends could buy up the few available lots and homesteads, tear down the houses and have their own private universe. The rest of the world wouldn’t be able to follow them like in Silicon Valley and Atherton because once they got started, in the space of less than a year there was no more available land to build on or little bungalow to tear down and turn into a turbo mansion. 
 
   Olivia thought she might have lost Tuesday, but she pushed on. “Plus, they don’t need the likes of Detective Richards and his DVPD. Unlike the Silicon Bills . . . “
 
   Tuesday interrupted. “They have their own football team?” 
 
   “Silicon Bills, Tuesday. What I call the billionaires who live in Silicon Valley. Those guys have a much harder time keeping their abodes and whereabouts secret. But here, they have their own private security details. Nobody can get close to them because Darling isn’t near anything that attracts the great unwashed. But they are still close enough to the action so that their helicopters can drop them at SFO in ten minutes to board their private jets, or half an hour down the peninsula to meet with Larry Ellison or Bill Gates if he’s in town. That’s why Blackman’s death has the press in a media frenzy. He’s not that important as far as I can tell. I mean, a furniture renovation shop? But his proximity to power has them going wild. He was killed in their back yard. There has to be a story there.”
 
   Tuesday gave a so what shrug of her shoulders. Outside of Hollywood it took a lot to impress her.
 
   “You scoff at this place, Tuesday, but up in the foothills where you can’t see them are homes with art collections the Met in New York and the Tate in London would kill to get their hands on. Why do you think I picked this place to set up shop? I’ll be lucky if I can get close to one of the bills. But millionaires? That’s my feeding grounds. The Mills are much more visible—you’ll see them at an auction we’ll go to tomorrow night. It’s all new tech money. They like to show it off. I’ll take you for a drive and show you the pile of sticks one of my clients, Mrs. Gotshalk, calls home. And wait till you see the boutiques on the upper end of Darling Boulevard. Compared to the Bills, whom nobody has access to unless you’re sleeping with one of their PA’s, the Mills are low hanging fruit.”
 
   Tuesday helped herself to some coffee. “Well why aren’t they throwing any of their ill gotten gains your way?” 
 
   “That’s what I’d like to know,” Olivia said with a mournful droop of her mouth. She pushed a plate of croissants toward Tuesday.
 
   Tuesday grabbed it and said, “Hon, why are we here in the servant’s quarters? Let’s go downstairs and sit on that gorgeous furniture you have and act like we own the joint.”
 
   “And spill coffee and crumbs on my period brocade chairs?”
 
   Heading for the stairs, Tuesday chirped, “You just said yourself, nobody’s buying, so what does it matter? Besides, I’m a grownup. I know how to put a napkin on my lap.”
 
   Olivia sighed and followed her with her own cup and the container of half and half.
 
   Olivia directed Tuesday to the two wing chairs in the back that gave them a view of the traffic on the street. She didn’t turn on any of the lights, letting the early sun send a warm glow over the gleaming wood and gilt that filled the showroom. In the dim light, passersby could not see them, however, the two friends had a clear view of two voyeurs pressing their faces against the window, trying to catch a glimpse of the murderer of Angel Row. 
 
   Olivia blew on her coffee to cool it and mused, “I haven’t had this many people interested in my shop since it opened.”
 
   “All publicity is good publicity.”
 
   “I know. Cody reminded me of that last night. So why did the janitorial service call yesterday with some lame excuse that they couldn’t come until next week? And the spring water company, ditto. My neighbors aren’t interested in patronizing my business, but they sure are interested in the gossip about me. Later we’ll cruise Darling Boulevard and I’ll introduce you to the locals and pick up some cleaning products and bottled water.”
 
   Tuesday pointed to two more women mounting the porch and shading their eyes to get a better view of the interior. They shrugged their shoulders at each other and turned away, clearly disappointed. She said, “Too bad we couldn’t drag out another dead body for them. You could charge a viewing fee.”
 
   Olivia shook her head. “Don’t Tues, I’m still in a state of shock.”
 
   Tuesday finished her coffee and gave a dainty swipe of her mouth with her paper napkin and brushed non-existent crumbs from her palm and swept them onto the plate for Olivia’s benefit. “Let’s not be all gloomy and gloppy. Give me a tour of this place. Let me see what you’ve acquired since you left LA.”
 
    
 
   Olivia started with a Louie XIV chest, dripping with carved wood and inlaid ivory. Even Tuesday, who didn’t know an end table from a worktable and cleverly decorated her studio with vintage Goodwill, fairly swooned.
 
   “This is my prize, my baby. I will hate to see it go, but I’ll be sure it finds a good home.” Olivia’s sadness cracked through her bravado.
 
   Tuesday gave it a once over. “And how much do you want for it?”
 
   “Twenty-nine.”
 
   Tuesday did a double take. “Twenty nine hundred? That’s a nice piece of change. What’s that, 50% markup?”
 
   Olivia scoffed. “Nooooo, my dear. That’s twenty-nine thousand.” She canted her head forward and drew out the thouuuusand for emphasis.
 
   Tuesday let loose with some purple language, then said. “Holy coffee table, girlfriend. I knew you dealt in pricey goods when you worked for Griffiths and Graham, but you never told me you were this upscale.”
 
   Olivia rested her head against the secretaire, remembering the scary days after she quit her job and had made an offer on the house. “I was afraid to. If I crashed it would be more humiliating. What kind of a decorator can’t sell the best to the people who want the best and have the money to pay for it? But now that seems to be the position I’m in. I’ve had a few low-end projects, but seriously? I haven’t been able to get these people to budge. And now? With a murder in my shop? I don’t see how I can come back from this. It kept me awake all night.”
 
   Tuesday wrapped her Pucci-draped arms around Olivia. “Look sweetie, you’re not there yet. Finish the tour and let’s get out of here for a bit until you open the door for your non-existent business.”
 
   So Olivia showed her the Napoleon chest that the seller swore had actually been in the Emperor’s camp tent. And the handmade leather club chair that Clark Gable had once owned—verified by a photo of the actor sitting in it staring lovingly at Carole Lombard. Next the twin lamps made from ebony and a pair of beautifully twisted antelope horns that rumor had it, Hemingway himself had shot.
 
   “Olivia! You have some serious goods here.”
 
   “I know. And if this sale doesn’t pull me out of the hole this weekend, they will end up on the auction block.”
 
   Tuesday slammed her fist into her palm. “We’re going to do something about that. And I’m not going home until we do!”
 
   “Okay,” said Olivia. “I like the sound of that. I don’t know what we can do, but you’re right. Let’s get out of here for a bit. So what if there is dust on the library stairs. Who’s going to see it? Let’s go. Oh, but first I want to show you the little treasures that arrived yesterday. My netsuke.”
 
    
 
   They threaded their way around the silk-shaded floor lamps and carved dining chairs to the Duchess’s table. “They aren’t worth that much,” Olivia explained over her shoulder, “but sometimes a little gem of an accessory can attract a customer to the expensive table it sits on. Over here.”
 
   When they got to the table, Olivia’s eyes widened. “Where are they?”
 
   Tuesday drew her Cleopatra eyebrows together. “What do you mean?”
 
   “I set these on the table yesterday morning before Cody arrived. Now they’re gone.”
 
   Tuesday tried to be helpful. “Maybe they got swept onto the floor. You know how people are when they browse through a shop. They can be so careless with things that don’t belong to them.”
 
   “I didn’t have any customers yesterday. Well,” she said, remembering Charles Bacon. “One, but he didn’t come back this far.” 
 
   She hoped. The table stood next to the French doors, far from the chairs where Olivia and the car collector had sat. He would never have seen them. 
 
   “Unless,” she said, remembering that she had left him alone while she ran to check her calendar. “Nah,” she answered to herself. “How would he have known they were there? And I saw them after he left, didn’t I? Or did I?”
 
   Tuesday wasn’t putting her mind at ease. “Could someone have come in the day before and cased the joint.”
 
   “Tuesday, really? Cased the joint? You have to get your head out of film noir.”
 
   “Well, excuse me. Perhaps someone came in and surveyed the premises and conveyed the information to a colleague who returned the next day and surreptitiously removed the items from said premises. Madam.” 
 
   They laughed, but Olivia dismissed that possibility because she had only unwrapped them yesterday morning. She ran through the rest of the day. “Nobody else was in here except for the police. They came in to talk to me in the afternoon for a few minutes before they took off and walked through the front door into my office. But I can’t imagine a cop recognizing potentially valuable netsuke.”
 
   Olivia remembered the crew of officers and detectives eying the shop and checking price tags when they thought she wasn’t looking, nudging each other with raised eyebrows.
 
   “And I locked up after they left so no one else was in here.”
 
   “What about Mrs. Dimwit downstairs.”
 
   “Tuesday! Be nice. She’d need a key to get in and I had the locks changed during the renovation. And she never comes up here.”
 
   “Olivia, yesterday was a crazy day. You probably moved them without realizing it. You can get a little spaced out when you’re stressed.”
 
   “Oh, look who’s talking. You, who had the key to the Tea Room on opening day and left it at Starbucks, then tried to open the shop with their restroom key.”
 
   “Mistakes happen. I’m just saying. If nobody was in here, they have to be someplace. Let’s get a pendulum.”
 
   Olivia waved her hands in front of her face. “No, I can’t do that right now, Tues.” The suggestion hit a nerve. Tuesday reading tea leaves was one thing. She always got a positive hit. But these other things Tuesday was into spooked her. Probably because sometimes they hit the mark.
 
   “Look, babe, this is just to find a lost object. The most common use for a pendulum. We won’t go near your love life. It won’t be like last time. Come on, this is harmless.”
 
   Olivia was caving, but reluctantly. “None of your stuff is harmless, Tues. Remember the time you read the Tarot for me and my cat died?”
 
   Tuesday rolled her eyes. “How many times do I have to tell you? The cards didn’t kill your cat. They just foresaw a loss and helped you prepare for it.”
 
   “Yeah. For three weeks I was walking on eggshells waiting for something awful to happen.”
 
   “If you’d followed my advice, you would have let go of the reading, but instead you obsessed on it. It was a lesson in detachment. Look at all the stuff you have.” Tuesday swept her arms around to include the showroom and the rest of the house. “Possess it. Don’t let it possess you.”
 
   “Like you let go of your 20,000 thrift store scarves.” But then, Olivia’s last objection faded. Sometimes it was easier to give in to Tuesday than to fight her. “I’ll get my locket.”
 
   Tuesday went over the rules for divination with a pendulum, even though Olivia had done this with her dozens of times. 
 
   “Okay. Nobody has touched this locket in the past 24 hours, right?”
 
   “Check.”
 
   “Good. We don’t want anyone else’s energy contaminating the answers. Now remember, ask only yes or no questions. If it swings left to right that’s a no answer. Backwards and forwards is a yes. Circular moves mean your higher self knows the answer but won’t reveal it.”
 
   Olivia never admitted to her friends that she believed in Tuesday’s shenanigans, just that she liked to humor her. Tuesday was her best friend, yet no one else in her circle accepted her. She hadn’t gone to the right school. And those hideous clothes. But Olivia and Tuesday cemented their bond the night they had too much champagne and shared their mother stories. Olivia’s was typical. Her mother was a gold digger and social climber and groomed Olivia to find a rich husband. She insisted her future home contain a separate residence for her in her old age. She saw Olivia’s career leading her to the rich and famous, or at best, the cover of Architectural Digest. She never appreciated her daughter’s talent. Her grandmother was almost as cold but recognized Olivia’s true gifts. Her encouragement balanced the insecurities borne of her mother’s criticism of her looks. Why won’t you do something about that nose? Get a boob job. You make enough money for plastic surgery. Just your luck that men like short girls. Her grandmother, however, preached that there’s only one thing we owe to the world, dear, and that’s the fruit of our gifts. And you have them in abundance. 
 
   By comparison, Tuesday’s mother kept herself blissfully medicated and determinedly unwed. When she asked her mother at a young age about her father, the answer shocked her so much Tuesday never asked again. Well, he could have been one of three jerks. Maybe five. Whoever he was, you don’t want anything to do with him. They subsisted alternately on food stamps and mysterious infusions of cash that her mother never explained, but Tuesday came to believe were from drug deals. Her goal in life was to rise above all that and saw the occult as a spiritual path. The idea of unseen spirits watching over her got her through the day.
 
    
 
   “Okay,” Olivia asked. “But what’s a yes or no question this time? I want it to tell me where the netsuke are.”
 
   Tuesday hovered the locket. “Hold it between your thumb and index finger. Be very still. Don’t try to influence its movements and don’t visualize it moving. Let your higher self take over.”
 
   “Okay, okay. But how do I ask where the things are.”
 
   Tuesday made soothing motions with her hands, a symphony conductor slowing the tempo. “Ask if the netsukes are close by.”
 
   Olivia corrected her. “Netsuke. No “s” for plural in Japanese.” Then she obeyed. “Are they close by?”
 
   “No, Ollie. Name them. You have lots of stuff close by. How is it going to know which you mean?”
 
   “Well if it can read my mind, wouldn’t it know?”
 
   Tuesday ignored her. “Do it again.”
 
   Olivia, despite herself, moved into a zone. She stood very still until the locket hung over her feet still as a stone. Very quietly, she said, “Are my netsuke close by?”
 
   The two friends studied the locket as if waiting for a genie to appear. It began to make minute movements. They became stronger and in a few seconds indicated yes.
 
   A big smile erupted on Olivia’s face. “Am I standing next to them? Uh, the netsuke?  Am I standing next to the netsuke?”
 
   The answer was no this time. 
 
   “Am I standing near the netsuke.”
 
   The pendulum answered with a resounding yes.”
 
   Excited, now, the friends searched the room, but saw nothing on the tables or the floor near where they stood.
 
   Tuesday pointed to a clump of furniture by the wall. Olivia protested, “I wasn’t over here yesterday,” but did as she was told. Still nothing. 
 
   Tuesday insisted they do it again. “But remember. Ask about them by name. That’s important.” 
 
   Once more, Olivia stood riveted in place until the locket was still. “Am I near the netsuke?” she asked
 
   This time the locket took off like a firecracker, giving an affirmative answer. Again, they scoured the floor and the furniture, two tables, a sideboard and pie chest, but found nothing. Olivia continued moving around the showroom and the pendulum continued to answer that she was near her valuables. The only spot that gave a negative swing was by the front door.
 
   Tuesday saw that as a triumph. “It’s telling you they didn’t walk out of the showroom.”
 
   Olivia stuffed the locket into her pocket. “Enough. We’ve been over the whole showroom and it tells me it’s here. But where? Come on. We’ve got errands to do.”
 
   Tuesday frowned. “It isn’t going to work if you don’t cooperate and believe.”
 
   Olivia retorted, “If it’s dependent on my believing it’s telling me the truth, then it doesn’t have any power of its own.”
 
   “That’s not what I meant.”
 
   Olivia headed up stairs for her purse and jacket. “Come on. I need to make a call to a client, then let’s get out of here.” 
 
   She meant Mr. Bacon, who hadn’t returned the message of apology she’d left yesterday. He didn’t answer his phone this time either, so she left another message suggesting a meeting time later that day. Before they left, she stopped Tuesday. 
 
   “This isn’t hot LA summer, Tues, it’s northern California freeze-your-bohonkus-off-in-the-summer summer. You’ll need a cover-up.”
 
     When Tuesday returned with a turquoise faux monkey fur wrap, Olivia wished she had kept the weather report to herself.
 
   
Chapter Thirteen: Downtown DV
 
   They stopped first at The Fresh Fishery that stocked the morning’s catch. Jesse, the owner, trucked it over from Bodega Bay every day, along with a crate of Hog Island oysters. Jesse, a twenty-six year old Harvard biz grad, once explained to Olivia that he ran a computer model of his business and used focus groups to test everything down to the exact faded blue color paint that would lure customers nostalgic for Nantucket Island. It worked. Even at 9:00 am the line for his homemade chowder, which he sold by the quart, was down the street. Rather than waste the morning on line, Olivia suggested they get an early start the next day for chowder, and settle for a dozen oysters for lunch, which Jesse’s assistant shucked and packed in seaweed and lemon quarters and tied up in a plastic bag. 
 
   Jesse emerged from the back office as they were leaving and threaded though the crowd leaning into the counter trying to decide between ocean-caught salmon and halibut. He called loudly enough so that Olivia heard him over the din and pulled on Tuesday’s arm to wait. He shouted into Olivia’s ear over the crush of customers. “So sorry, Olivia. I heard about that tragedy at your place.”
 
   Jesse wasn’t a friend, exactly, but part of his business model was to be nice to everyone, because, he once told her, you never knew who would turn out to be a valuable contact and that included Olivia. She wasn’t sure that was a compliment, but chalked up his tactless observation to youth. When the shop was slow, he’d pass a little time of day with her while she picked up a slice of the day’s catch.
 
   Olivia mouthed, “It’s a nightmare,” so as not to attract any more attention than she already was. Several of the locals were nudging each other and nodding knowingly in her direction. She wasn’t sure if Tuesday with her gaudy dress and jacket or herself with her mantel of scandal attracted the looks this morning.
 
   Jesse leaned over again and in a stage whisper said, “I guess you couldn’t avoid the newcomer’s curse after all.”
 
   Olivia did a double take, not sure she heard correctly.
 
   “What newcomer’s curse?”
 
   But Jesse’s assistant motioned to him that he was needed behind the counter. “Have a good day, ladies,” he said, and pushed through the line of regulars to tend to business.
 
   “Did you hear that,” Olivia said as she signed her credit card receipt and stuck the oysters into her market bag.
 
   Tuesday said, “No, what? I was checking out the cutie deveining prawns. Did you see that butt?”
 
   Olivia said, “You’re unbelievable,” then outside in the gray morning, Olivia told her what Jesse had said. She pointed to a hardware shop across the street. “Next stop,” and they dodged the lazy morning traffic to get to the Darling Hardware’s front door.
 
   Tuesday shook her head, sending her earrings swinging violently. “You had to have misheard him. That’s just too daytime soap opera.”
 
   Olivia reiterated. “I did NOT mishear him.”
 
   Tuesday said, “It probably means to be accepted in this town you have to walk on fire.”
 
   “Uh, I think that’s what I’ve been doing, sista. But what would that have to do with murder?”
 
    
 
   Darling’s sold high-end kitchen equipment, expensive Japanese cutlery and displayed wine glasses on glass shelves that gleamed like crystal. It was the only hardware store that Olivia knew of that advertized in The New Yorker. The routine nuts and bolts were hidden somewhere in the back.
 
   Greg Regan, the owner, knew Olivia because of her renovation and had supplied her crew with rented floor sanders and dozens of cans of paint over the last several months. Of all the shops on Darling Boulevard, this was most familiar to her. 
 
   “High, Greg,” she said. “I need to stock up on spring water for my dispenser today. If I come by later with my truck, can you help me load it up?”
 
   “Sure thing, Olivia. If I’m busy, just ask for Jake.” Olivia knew Jake. He was a friend of Cody’s.
 
   “Heard what happened over at your place. Sure was a shocker.”
 
   “You can say that again. I don’t know when I’ll get over being stunned.”
 
   Greg was grinning at Tuesday like a cat eying a mouse, so Olivia introduced them. He shook her hand and said. “Is that pink hair found in nature?” 
 
   Tuesday smiled at his lame attempt to put the make on her. Olivia reached into her purse for her wallet so she could pay for the water delivery and get them out of there.
 
   Greg, oblivious to the thud with which his pickup line landed, continued to grin at Tuesday. Then he said to Olivia, “I guess you just can’t skirt that newcomer curse.”
 
   Olivia jerked her head up. “What do you mean, newcomer’s curse? That’s the second time I’ve heard about it this morning. What is the newcomer’s curse, Greg?”
 
   Just then the phone rang and someone in the back asked Greg a question about a stock item. He gave Olivia her receipt and excused himself.
 
   On the way out into the street again, Tuesday said, “They are just trying to spook you, honeybun. Don’t pay attention.”
 
   “But I do feel cursed, Tues. I mean, sending a dead body to me? It almost sounds like voodoo.”
 
   Tuesday changed the subject by mocking Greg and his laugh. “Duh, that color pink found in nature? Ahuh ahuh.” 
 
   Olivia apologized for him. “He’s a nice guy. Just trying to be friendly. Greg grew up here before DV made the map. He doesn’t have the polish of those that rushed in to capitalize on wealth and privilege. But he has the savvy. He’s done all right for himself considering his grandfather started the store to cater to oystermen, back when it was Regan’s Hardware and Dry Goods. I mean, this place is a little conservative compared to what you’re used to in LA. We don’t get many pink heads.” 
 
   “No kidding, Marian the Librarian,” she said, giving Olivia’s cashmere twin set and pencil skirt a disapproving once over. 
 
   “Tuesday, this outfit cost . . . “
 
   Tuesday stopped her. “Don’t give me that fancy label gar-baj. When are you going to learn that high-end stores sell conformity, not style? You gotta let me dress you, my gorgeous but so out of touch baby girl.”
 
   Olivia stopped in her tracks and turned to Tuesday. “If I let you dress me I’d get arrested for badly impersonating Lady Gaga.”
 
   “Yes, sweetheart. My point exactly. You’d have that one in your inside pocket.”
 
    
 
   They linked arms after that and window-shopped their way down the street, admiring diamond rings and other goodies in Xavier’s, designer purses and boots in Shoe Candy. They stopped to ogle wedding dresses in a small boutique, which was so exclusive, celebrity brides were known to come from Paris and New York to have the designer create a one of a kind gown. Olivia momentarily forgot about the rumored curse when Brooks appeared in front of her, the night before she was supposed to wear her own white confection and walk down the aisle. Brooks telling her he needed space. Space for crying out loud. Couldn’t he have come up with something original? She shivered as if to throw off the memory and rushed into a brief history of Darling Valley. Tuesday gave her a where did this come from look, but listened anyway.
 
    “It was named after Captain Darling, over a hundred and fifty years ago,” she explained. “He made a killing selling eggs from the Farrallon Islands during the gold rush.” 
 
   In fact, the cannon Darling had set up on one of the bird rookeries he raided, and which he used to repel poachers on his unofficial claim, accounted eventually for the extinction of several species of sea birds. Today it stood in the middle of the park in the center of town.
 
   Tuesday scrunched up her face. “Eggs? Cannon? What?”
 
   Olivia explained that eggs provided the main source of protein to the influx of actual gold diggers after nuggets were found at Sutter’s Mill. Before 1850 San Francisco was a barren outpost ill prepared to feed the thousands who came searching for instant wealth. Darling was a sea captain, distantly related to his namesake in South Africa, but one of the first to capitalize on the free protein sitting twenty miles off shore on the Farrallon Islands, rocky outcrops where millions of birds nested year round. He sold the eggs to the bar keeps and hotels for fifty cents each and the buyers sold them to the hungry miners for a buck, beginning the tradition of entrepreneurship that continued today, peopling Darling now with tech titans and venture capital giants that Olivia targeted when she came up with her plan to place her interior design business smack in the middle of the wealthiest town in the country. Mostly philanthropists now, they and their wives, and in increasing numbers, husbands, competed with each other to see who could build the grandest palace to show off their wealth, much like the robber barons of Newport in the 1800’s. It was Olivia’s plan to decorate these shacks.
 
   At the end of the history lesson they found themselves standing in front of a display window full of Chanel bags, Gucci shoes and Tiffany lookalikes made of chocolate, marzipan and royal icing. Tuesday stretched her neck and saw the sign overhead, The Salted Caramel. 
 
   “Heavenly cream puff, Olivia. Look at those cakes and cookies. This is better than the Cooking Channel. I thought pastries were extravagant in Beverly Hills. This is unbelievable. I could take that Chanel bag home and put it on the table in the Tea Room and somebody would steal it thinking it was the real thing.” 
 
   “So there are a few commercial items you covet.”
 
   “Accessories, girlfriend,” she said, hiking up her rented Hermes Birkin.  The right bag or shoe will make any old rag look good.” 
 
    Tuesday had a friend who brokered expensive handbags for rent so the owners could afford to pay for their indulgences.
 
   I know,” Olivia said, biting her tongue to stop one more whine about how edible accessories would be all she could afford if her fortunes didn’t change. She feared she was becoming a broken record. “Would you believe one of my clients, Mrs. Gotshalk, has a Chanel diamond encrusted evening bag worth a quarter of a mill?”
 
   Tuesday did a double take.
 
   “That’s nothing. Listen to this.  An oil sheik has a house up there.” Olivia tilted her head toward the surrounding hills that masked the truly outrageous mansions. “He bought his wife a handbag from The House of Mouawad in Dubai.  Two and half million.”
 
   “No!”
 
   “That’s what money will buy.  Off topic. It’s early for me. I usually don’t indulge in chocolate before noon, but the baker here trained in Paris with Pierre Hermes. Dodie Greenspan orders from here. No kidding. Let’s treat ourselves.”
 
   “You don’t have to twist my arm, girlfriend. And it’s Dorie Greenspan. I thought you knew chocolate, Ollie.”
 
   “Whatever. I can’t be the world’s foremost authority on everything, you know.” Olivia pushed open the glass door and Tuesday’s good cheer mingled with the intoxicating scents of chocolate, coffee and cinnamon. 
 
    “Oh good,” Olivia said, pointing to a petite blond behind the counter, a porcelain doll of a girl except for cruelly bad skin. “Carrie is working today. She actually speaks to me like a real person and not an alien from space. She’s a sweetie. She has it bad for Cody, but he doesn’t even know she exists. Poor thing.”
 
   While they waited on a short line, Olivia told Tuesday that, after Carrie found out she was from Hollywood, she asked Olivia if she knew anyone famous. Olivia revealed that she had decorated a bathroom for one of the Twilight stars. Carrie had faked a swoon, then became a fan of Olivia’s from that moment on.
 
   Tuesday said, “But if this is such a hot place to live, doesn’t she get to see famous people all the time?”
 
   “I don’t think teenagers are turned on by venture capitalists.”
 
   Soon Carrie batted her glorious long-lashed eyes at them. “Hey, girl,” she drawled seductively at Olivia. “How ya doin'? Gonna get down and dirty with something gooey and gorgeous today?” She beamed a crooked-toothed smile at them, sweeping her hand over the counter as though she were a QVC presenter showing off Joan River’s jewelry.
 
   Olivia laughed, her first genuine guffaw since the discovery of the body. She silently thanked Carrie, a nineteen year old too impressed with Olivia’s familiarity with Hollywood stars to snub her, and plagued with bad skin and teeth that unfairly prevented her own celebrity. 
 
   Tuesday said, “I’ll have that chocolate bombe,” and pointed to a heart-shaped confection of chocolate, mousse, whipped cream and raspberries.
 
   Olivia ordered her favorite macaroons, which were said to be identical to Ladoure’s in Paris. “And we’ll have two coffees, Carrie. Thanks.”
 
   Olivia and Tuesday settled themselves at a table back from the window to avoid the gawkers they had passed on the sidewalk. Carrie brought their order. Before she could walk away, Olivia tugged on her sleeve.
 
   “Carrie, can I ask you something personal, well, not really personal, but something that seems to be a secret in town?”
 
   Carrie looked over her shoulder at the crowded shop filled with customers clattering their forks and spoons and licking up crumbs off The Salted Caramel’s pink plates. “Yeah,” she said tentatively. “What?” 
 
   She leaned forward conspiratorially. “Is it about the murder? If you don’t mind me asking? I mean like everybody’s heard about it.” She kinked her eyebrows up. “Armoires and arsenic? Who doesn’t want to talk about that?”
 
   “Tell me about it,” Olivia said returning a valley girl eye roll. “I’ve been hearing about something called the newcomer’s curse. Do you know what that is?”
 
   Carrie shook her head. “No, no, no. Olivia, you don’t want to go there. Ugh. Nobody talks about that.”
 
   But Olivia insisted. “Carrie, something terrible has happened to me. Well, it’s worse for Mr. Blackman, of course, and his wife. I can’t stop thinking about what she’s going through. But it’s coming down on my head, too. Please. Tell me.”
 
   Carrie put her hands on the table to be able to lean over and speak low. “It seems like whenever somebody new comes to Darling Valley, somebody else gets killed.”
 
   Olivia and Tuesday looked at each other, too shocked to respond.
 
   Carrie continued. “Everybody tries to keep it quiet. I mean nothing has ever been proved. It’s just, like. Okay, so the first one was this girl who moved to Darling Valley, actually over by what we call meth park now. By the back entrance to the yacht harbor where you yousta could live cheap. But probably not any more. The town is trying to get rid of meth park and build,” she drew air quotes around “expensive houses.” Olivia hid her impatience with information she already knew by taking a bite of her pink macaroon. 
 
   “Yeah. I knew DV was trying to stamp out the beginning of a drug trade, but what does that have to do with murders?”
 
   Carrie settled into her tale. “Well, you didn’t hear it from me, but this girl came from someplace back east. Nobody knew much about her and she never came into the shops here. Probably too pricey for her. Anyway, she’d go to the clubs.” She looked at Tuesday to educate her as well.
 
     “We got a lot of rich kids who need to play. We have three clubs and get good bands coming through. So she’d show up and the guys would buy her drinks. She was a guy magnet, let me tell you. I couldn’t see it myself, but,” and Carrie nodded to Olivia, “ask Cody. He’ll tell you. The guys were all over her. Anyway, before long she made a connection and got a job at Mrs. Gotshalk’s as a housekeeper or something.”
 
   That name brought Mr. Bacon to mind and while Carrie described the girl’s fate, Olivia surreptitiously opened her purse and took a peek at her phone to see if he had texted or left a voicemail. A news alert from the Marin IJ profiled the widow, calling her a competitive sailor, but nothing from the garage guy. She looked up at Carrie with a smile of recognition. “Mrs. Gotshalk! Yes, I know her. She’s been in my shop.” 
 
   Olivia remembered Cody’s story about driving to her house. “She has peacocks.”
 
   “That’s the one. Well, after a few months a story went around that something was going on between Mr. Gotshalk and the hot housekeeper and one day there was an accident. She somehow fell down the stairs and broke her neck. Well, you can imagine, lots of talk, but the police said it was an accident and that was that.”
 
   Olivia said, “You mean there were suspicions that Mrs. Gotshalk pushed her? Killed her?”
 
   “She’s a customer here, Olivia. I’m not saying anything more. The police said accident, so accident it was.”
 
   “And that’s it? I mean that’s terrible, but it hardly sounds like curse material.”
 
   Carrie made a show of wiping the table to avoid suspicions of fraternizing with the customers. “Oh that’s not all. There were two more.”
 
   Olivia shook her head like she hadn’t heard. “Two more murders?”
 
   “Judge for yourself.” Carrie rearranged the friends’ silverware while she spoke. “A couple moved in to a shop down the street. Great location, fancy up your pants. They were from England and they made tailored shirts for men. Charged $1,200 a shirt. Can you imagine?”
 
   Olivia and Tuesday looked at each other and nodded their heads. “We’re from LA, Carrie. We can imagine. So what happened?”
 
   “Well, they were making a delivery to Mr. Gotshalk. If you don’t know him . . . ”
 
   “Yes,” said Olivia. And to Tuesday, “My client’s husband. Not a billionaire but close.”
 
   Carrie’s nodded. “Yeah, well, they never arrived.”
 
   Tuesday said, “The shirts?”
 
   Carrie said, “Not the shirts. Not the couple. Their car was found by the lake with the grass all trampled like there had been a scuffle. Nobody could find them. They had a son in college who reported them missing, so they dragged the lake and sure enough, they popped up. I mean literally. Like dead fish. Pardon me. But not even where the police were looking.”
 
   Tuesday leaned in. “What happened to them?”
 
   Carrie shrugged. “Nobody knows. Couldn’t find any cause of death. Maybe they had a fight and pushed each other into the lake. The son said they couldn’t swim. Maybe they made somebody mad. Who knows? But how do two people end up in a lake? It was all over the Internet. Being Darling Valley and all. Eventually it was chalked up to drug violence. They were either innocent victims or making a buy.”
 
   Tuesday said, “Are you counting them as two deaths or is there a third?”
 
   “Yeah. Mrs. Harmon.”
 
   “Wait a minute,” Olivia said. “She’s not dead. She’s living in my house. I saw her yesterday.”
 
   “No, her husband. Mr. Harmon. But Mrs. Harmon has never let anyone forget about him.”
 
   Olivia was puzzled. “But I thought he died of a heart attack. That’s what the previous owners of my house told me.”
 
   “The Cooks. Yeah. They were friends with him. Except he was young and healthy. Well, younger than his wife by maybe ten years. You’d see him jogging all over town. He’d go for his runs late at night after work, sometimes. He was supposed to be retired, but he was one of those men who could never stop working. Anyway, he was found in the park one night, dead. They did an autopsy but it didn’t show anything. No heart attack or stroke or anything. No marks of violence, though that would be odd because we don’t have any violent types.”
 
   “Ask Mr. Blackman about that,” Tuesday said.
 
   “I mean we don’t have police out on calls, you know. I happen to know the guy who picks up the trash at the funeral home and he told me that he knew someone at the coroner’s office who said they called it a heart attack because they couldn’t find a COD.” She gave a little laugh at showing off her crime show savvy. “You know, cause of death. It was a cover up. But you didn’t hear it from me. So people started talking about a curse. Somebody new comes to town, goes to work or starts a business and bingo. They end up dead. Now you, Olivia.”
 
   Olivia quickly corrected her. “I’m still very much alive, Carrie.”
 
   “Yeah, but Mr. Blackman isn’t. And he ended up on your doorstep, so to speak. And he hasn’t been here that long.” 
 
   A light bulb went on for Olivia. “So that’s the reason everybody in Darling Valley keeps their distance from me? They think I’ll end up dead? Or someone close to me will?”
 
   Carrie kept looking over her shoulder and sped up her story. “Well, Mrs. Harmon lives in your house. And the Harmons were associated with the Blackmans.”
 
   “How were they associated? Mrs. Harmon doesn’t have anything good to say about Mr. Blackman.” Olivia looked at Tuesday. “I told you what she said about him.”
 
   Carrie got ready to leave. “Well, she wouldn’t.”
 
   “Why is that?”
 
   “Mr. Blackman and Mr. Harmon were in business together once. There was some funny business. You know, double dealing.”
 
   “Oh whose part?”
 
   “Not sure. I hear a lot in here. This is one of the most popular spots in town. You know the drill. Because I wait on them I don’t have ears. So people say anything. But mostly I just hear snatches and have to put two and two together. And my boss? She’s terrified of losing a customer and won’t hear of any gossip by the employees about the customers. And outside nobody’s talking. So I told you all I know. But I’ll tell you one thing. Your Mr. Blackman is the only death that is a clear cut murder.”
 
   Olivia interrupted. “But he’s not MY Mr. Blackman.”
 
   Carrie stretched her back. “Whatever. No mystery about this one. Course we don’t know how he died, but somebody stuffed him in that chest of yours, Olivia, and it wasn’t no accident, if you get my drift.”
 
   Olivia laughed. “Yeah, I think the police have figured that out. 
 
   “That’s a surprise. I don’t think they can figure out how to put cream in their coffee without help. Talk to me when they finger his partner.”
 
   Olivia cocked her head as though she hadn’t heard correctly. “You mean Sabrina Chase?”
 
   “That’s the one. She’s one cold cookie. She worked here we wouldn’t need a freezer.”
 
   “Carrie, what do you know? Tell me. I’m in trouble here.”
 
   Carrie looked over her shoulder and then hunkered down on her knees. “It didn’t come from me, you swear?”
 
   Olivia held up her pinkie. “Pinkie swear.”
 
   Carrie looked at her like she was kidding. “Um, this isn’t high school. Pardon my saying.”
 
   “Carrie, whatever. It stays between us.”
 
   Carrie looked at Tuesday. Olivia said, “If you can tell me, you can tell Tuesday. And she’d know anyway. She’s a fortune teller.”
 
   Carrie looked at Tuesday with new respect. “No kidding. Well, then, she should know, right? If she can read my mind and all?”
 
   Tuesday said, “Crime isn’t my specialty.”
 
   Carrie seemed to forget about the urgency of getting back to work. “Psychics specialize? I never heard of that.”
 
   Tuesday adjusted her bracelets. “Everybody specializes, honey. I do the heart. Breakups, trouble with the kids, is he the right guy for you? That kind of thing.”
 
   “Oh, yeah. Can you do something for me?” She gave a little dismissive        laugh to mask her interest.
 
   Tuesday closed her eyes and held her temples. “Let’s see. I’m getting a shape. Tall. Would fill a barn door. Brownish hair. No, more sandy. No strawberry blond. Green eyes. Sound like anybody you know?”
 
   “Yeah, but could be a few guys.”
 
   “Let’s see if I can get a name. He’s a sweetie. Matt. No. Mark, that’s it. Mark. Umm, no, here it is. Cody. That’s it Cody. I never get last names, only initials.”
 
   “Yeah, yeah . . . I know a Cody W.” Carrie’s eyes lit up. “You do too, Olivia. What do you see?”
 
   Tuesday closed her eyes and sank her forehead into her hands in a pose of concentration. “Well, he’s in some kind of trouble. I don’t see his aura around you. I see somebody else. Not yet, but he’s coming.”
 
   Carrie said, “Really? Somebody new? Boy I could use a dose of that.”
 
   Olivia broke up the charade. “Okay, Carrie, so what about Sabrina Chase.”
 
   “Well, you didn’t hear it from me. She’s having financial troubles and she blames Mr. Blackman for it. She was in here last week with a friend blabbing about it. Wants him to buy out her share of the business because she needs the cash and he wouldn’t do it. That’s all I heard. But if I were you, I’d keep my eye on her.”
 
   Olivia looked disbelieving. “Really?”
 
   “You’ll see. Well, the shop is filling up. Gotta go. Can I get you girls something else? Heat up your coffee. Here let me get the pot.”
 
   But Olivia stopped her. “We have to go, Carrie. Thanks for all this . . . information.”
 
   Carrie hustled off, thanking Tuesday profusely. “You’ve saved my life.”
 
    Olivia scowled at Tuesday as she drained her coffee cup. “That was mean to give Carrie all that gobbledygook about Cody. You just told her what I told you.”
 
   Tuesday gathered up her purse and adjusted her various scarves, necklaces, belts and, this morning, pink hair extensions. “Yeah, and you don’t have be a psychic to know how it’s going to turn out with Cody or that someone else will come into her life. Eventually. Because that is what always happens. To everybody.” She said the last quite pointedly to Olivia.
 
   Olivia put up her hand. “Don’t bring up Brooks. Puleeze.”
 
   Tuesday sent her a longsuffering sigh. “At least Carrie’ll stop looking in the wrong drawer.”
 
   Olivia looked at her watch and shook her head, more teasing than disapproving. “Whatever. We have some time before I have to open the shop. I’m going to stop by the police department and file a complaint about my missing netsuke.”
 
   On the walk to the police station, Tuesday brought up Carrie’s information. “So it looks like that business partner has more at stake here than we figured. Wouldn’t you love to know what their business deal was?”
 
   That gave Olivia an idea.
 
   


Chapter Fourteen: The Widow and the Doctor
 
   Like a bee swarm, the reporters that had buzzed off from Olivia’s house had resettled along the front of the police station. Several recognized Olivia and poked their microphones at her as she passed. When she replied no comment, they turned to Tuesday to ask about her role in the case. Olivia pulled Tuesday inside before she could say more than her name and reply that she was Miss Granville’s tasseomancer. The reporters asked her to spell that as the door closed on them.
 
   Safely inside, Olivia scolded her friend. “Tuesday!!!!!  That’s all I need to have the word out that I have my own tea leaf reader when this town barely listens to weather predictions.”
 
   “Listen, Miss Worry Wart, by the time they look up tasseomancer on Google, this case will be solved.”
 
   Not convinced, Olivia dragged Tuesday across the pine floorboards to find the same officer sitting at the desk in her same ill-fitting uniform. Olivia knew it was the same uniform because the same coffee spot covered the same middle button of her shirt. This time, though, the officer was chewing gum. 
 
   “I want to file a complaint . . .” Olivia remembered her name. “Officer Ridley.” 
 
   Detective Richards must have heard her, because, before Ridley could respond, he opened door the door to his office wearing the same woodsman plaid flannel jacket and jeans he wore the day of the murder. Didn’t he have a middle ground? He was either dressed inappropriately down or inappropriately up. “Miss Blackman,” he said. “What can we do for you?”
 
   “It’s Miss Granville. You can return my netsuke.”
 
   “Of course, I’m sorry. Miss Granville. But I don’t understand your problem. Did you leave something here yesterday? A jet ski?”
 
   Olivia busily hiked her purse up over her shoulder to avoid looking into his eyes. She enunciated, “NET-SKI. No, I didn’t leave anything, but I believe one of your men may have walked out of my shop with something. These little ivory trinkets. Japanese. Very valuable.” Well, she told herself, maybe not to me but to a police officer $1,500 would be a downright windfall.
 
   Then, as if he had just noticed Tuesday, he gave her a brief handshake. “I’m detective Richards. And you are Miss. . .?”
 
   “Tuesday,” she said. 
 
   He looked puzzled. “Miss Tuesday?”
 
   Tuesday smiled coquettishly. “No, just Tuesday.”
 
   “Okay. Why don’t you come into my office and explain the problem to me.”
 
   They each found a chair in the cramped space. Olivia explained that she believed someone had stolen the small ivory charms the day before while they were busy investigating the murder.
 
   “The shop was closed for business yesterday.” She added archly, “As you know,” as if it were Richards’ fault. “The only people who entered the shop were you, Detective Johnson and the police officers. No one else could have taken them.” She crossed her fingers under her purse. She was not going to bring Mr. Bacon into this.
 
   Richards leaned forward on his desk and gave her a friendly scowl. “I assure you, Miss Granville. No one took your netskies or anything from your shop without giving you a signed receipt. You received one, I believe, for the chest containing the victim. I don’t recall that we took anything else.”
 
   “You’re forgetting my Jimmy Choos. When am I going to see them again?”
 
   “Ah, yes, your shoes. As soon as we have finished our investigation we’ll release them.”
 
   Hmm. He said release them, not return them. Before Olivia could respond, Tuesday leaned forward, creating a cacophony of jangling jewelry and rustling skirts and shawls. 
 
   “Detective, you’re a nine. Has that been a problem for you? I should think it would be in your line of work.” She crossed her legs and planted her elbow on her knee, her chin on her fist.
 
   Richards actually reared back a bit. “I beg your pardon Miss Tuesday?”
 
   She winked at him. “Just Tuesday. I did a quick reading of your name. A secret numerology system I learned in Tibet. You have a high curiosity quotient so I get the sleuthing bit, but you need more space. You should be traveling. It would help your chakras breathe. Just saying.”
 
     Olivia couldn’t help herself. “Tuesday! Can it or your chakras will need some breathing room.”
 
   Tuesday laughed. “You’re a witness, Detective. That was a threat. If I end up in the emergency room with suffocating chakras, you know who’s responsible.” And to Olivia, “I can’t help what I see. He should get out more.” 
 
   Olivia whispered under her breath, “When were you in Tibet,” then stared at Richards, apologizing with her eyes. He smiled a little. “I think my chakras are in good shape, but thank you for your concern, Miss Tuesday.” To Olivia he said, “Suppose you tell me what I can do for you.”
 
   Tuesday stage whispered, “It’s just Tuesday.”
 
   Olivia acted as though she hadn’t heard her. “Well, I want to report a theft. Someone came into my shop and stole my netsuke. Three of them.”
 
   “Well, I don’t know what netsukes are, but that is your right. Officer Ridley outside will help you with that.”
 
   “It’s netsuke whether it’s one or a hundred and one.” 
 
   Richards said, “Netsuke. Whatever. Just fill out the form.”
 
   Olivia didn’t expect to be dismissed so quickly. She hemmed and hawed and finally said, “As long as I’m here, can you tell me how this case is proceeding? Do you have any leads? You certainly kept my assistant a long time. I’m sure you’re satisfied that he had nothing to do with it.” 
 
   Richards stared up at the ceiling before answering. “I’m not at liberty to say.”
 
   Olivia pressed him. “Well, has Mrs. Blackman given you any information? Surely she would know if someone had a grudge against her husband.”
 
   “Miss Granville, I just told you . . . “
 
   Olivia thumped her hand on the edge of his desk. “Detective Richards, my business, my livelihood is at stake here. If this case doesn’t get solved like yesterday, I’m liable to lose everything I’ve got. People are suspicious of me, they are too freaked out by all this to come into my shop. There are . . . and . . . and . . . and nothing is being done. Have you been questioning Sabrina Chase? From what I’ve heard, she certainly has a motive. Mr. Blackman seems to have made more enemies than friends. Surely, you can put two and two . . . “
 
   “What do you mean Sabrina Chase has a motive?”
 
   “You mean you haven’t heard? She and Mr. Blackman had some dicey financial deal that has put her in jeopardy. Sounds like a motive to me.”
 
   Olivia couldn’t believe what came out of her mouth next. “And what about Mrs. Harmon and the other suspicious deaths in Darling Valley? What are you doing to solve those crimes? I’m being shunned, it turns out, because of all these homicides that I had nothing to do with.”
 
   Richards spoke to her as he would indulging a child. “Miss Granville, I think I know the cases you are referring to and I assure you, we have done everything possible to explain those deaths. There is no credible evidence to prove that, with the exception of Mr. Blackman, there have not been any homicides in Darling Valley.”
 
   “It seems to me you are having an epidemic of murder, Detective Richards, and people are looking at me as though I’m Typhoid Mary.”
 
   Tuesday burst out laughing, then covered her mouth, faking a cough. 
 
   “We have investigated those incidents and I assure you we have found no evidence of foul play.” 
 
    Just then, the front door opened and all three turned to watch a man and woman, both in their forties, enter the waiting area. The drably but expensively dressed woman leaned into the man for support and he led her to a chair. Olivia recognized her floor length Missoni cardigan that hung on her like tent.  He helped her remove a bulky knit shawl and placed her purse on the chair next to her. She immediately retrieved a tissue she had tucked under the sleeve of her sweater and dabbed at her eyes. The man made his way to Officer Ridley’s desk. 
 
   Olivia froze as she watched the scene, growing a little pale. “Oh, dear. This is awkward. That’s Mrs. Blackman.” She turned to Tuesday to explain. “The widow. What do I do? Apologize for her husband showing up dead on my doorstep? Offer my condolences?”
 
   Richards said, “I’ll take care of this. She’s here to pick up Mr. Blackman’s effects and sign some papers. Stay here.” He walked out and closed the door behind him, but not before Mrs. Blackman looked up and saw Olivia
 
   The widow began screaming. “There she is. Murderer!  Are you arresting her? And that, that boy she was conniving with.” She broke down sobbing into her tissue that began to shred under the pressure of too many tears, and too much folding and refolding. Her companion turned from Officer Ridley’s desk and ran to her side. The widow collapsed into his shoulder, weeping into his sport coat.
 
   “Murderer! Murderer! Get her out of my sight. She’s so heartless she’s out buying oysters and champagne to celebrate.”
 
   


Chapter Fifteen: She Did It
 
   Tuesday said, “He knows him,” when she saw Richards begin speaking to the man without bothering with introductions. 
 
   Olivia, in shock at the woman’s accusations, said, “Yeah, and I think that’s the guy who showed up and wanted to examine the body.  And it looks like her assistant, Marcia, is her spy. She didn’t keep her mouth shut about seeing me at Paymoor's.”
 
   They listened to the conversation through the two-inch gap between the door and the threshold. The man was speaking.
 
    “Detective, can’t you put her in a cell or something and get her out of the way until we are finished here? This day is stressful enough. How could you even think of having her on display while my patient is here.” Mrs. Blackman sat with her head in her hands.
 
   Richards tried to calm the situation. “Doctor, Miss Granville is not under arrest nor has she been accused of anything. I have no reason to put her in a cell. She is here on legitimate business, just as you both are. It is an awkward coincidence that you are all here at the same time. I will find someone to escort you to a room where you can have some privacy and then I will join you in a few minutes. I do apologize. It is understandable that Mrs. Blackman is so distraught under the circumstances, but please, you must explain to her that she cannot go about accusing anyone without just cause.”
 
   Mrs. Blackman came to life and swept her highlighted hair out of her eyes. The stress of the past days cast a gray pallor over her slender face, rendering it drawn and severe, rather than soft and heartbroken. She leveled steely eyes at Richards. 
 
   “Without just cause did you say? What do you mean without just cause? Surely you don’t believe that claptrap about finding my husband’s body in her armoire? How convenient for her. My husband told me about her. She was trying to ruin him. Now he is dead and she can move her LA celebrity designers in here to take over the business and . . . “
 
   Richards tried to put a comforting hand on her shoulder, but she brushed it away. “You outsiders are all alike. Coming into Darling Valley and disrupting what we built here . . . “
 
   Richards visibly bristled. He turned to the desk. “Officer Ridley, will you escort Mrs. Blackman and Dr. Chandler to the conference room and make them comfortable.” He turned to the couple. “Can we get you some coffee or tea?”
 
   Mrs. Blackman snapped, “I want nothing from you but the killer brought to justice. Oh dear. I feel faint again.” 
 
   She began fanning her face with the tissue. The doctor leaned over. “Please, Greta, don’t upset yourself any more than necessary. Did you take your blood pressure medication this morning?”
 
   Mrs. Blackman waved him away. “Oh, I can’t remember. I can’t think anymore. What that woman has done . . . she has ruined my life. I will never be the same. My dear John. How can I go on without him? How could she have been so brutal? He was the sweetest, gentlest man. You know that, Ross. Wasn’t he?” 
 
   She became incoherent after than, sobbing uncontrollably.
 
   The doctor put his arm around her. “Of course he was. Everyone knows that. But you must collect yourself, or I’ll have to give you another sedative. Here, let me help you up. We’ll go into another room until Detective Richards is ready for us. ”
 
   He looked at Richards and gave him a pleading look. Olivia caught the doctor’s profile and thought of Swiss ski instructors in 1940’s films, impossibly blond and competent.
 
   Richards and the doctor each took an arm and eased Mrs. Blackman up and out of her seat. Officer Ridley came over and took her handbag. She braced the grief-stricken widow around the waist when she threatened to sag. Then Mrs. Blackman gathered herself and the trio limped and shuffled down the hall, in time to Mrs. Blackman’s heart-rending moans. Richards returned to his office and addressed Olivia.
 
   “I’m sorry you had to witness that.” He sat down at his desk. “Did you hear Mrs. Blackman?”
 
   Olivia nodded that she had.
 
   “Do you have any idea what she meant by accusing you of trying to ruin her husband?”
 
   Olivia spluttered, “I couldn’t believe my ears. I’ve told you. I didn’t actually know him. Why would I try to ruin him? We weren’t in competition with each other. He provided a valuable service. Antique dealers depend on crafts people to repair and restore their valuable pieces. I don’t even know anyone who is interested in leaving LA for, for, . . .” She looked incredulous. “Darling Valley?”
 
   Richards said gently, “But you did.”
 
   “Yes, but I had personal reasons. I gave up a lot to come here, Detective, I assure you. I left my family, friends, business connections to start over. I don’t know anyone who would leave the excitement of the LA scene for the country. I assure you, LA has its share of multimillionaires and billionaires.”
 
   Tuesday broke in. “And far better restaurants.”
 
   Olivia kicked Tuesday under the chair.
 
   Richards settled into questioning Olivia again. “But you haven’t explained to me why you did that, gave up a successful life to go it on your own in out of the way Darling Valley.”
 
   Olivia looked at her watch. “Is this part of your interrogation, Detective? Am I required to answer that? I’m beginning to feel like I should have a lawyer with me?”
 
   “Oh, do you need a lawyer?”
 
   “No, of course not. I haven’t done anything wrong. Except maybe pick Darling Valley in the first place.”
 
   “Miss Granville. It’s my job to find out everything I can that will help me solve this case. Naturally, you are a person of interest because of the circumstances of Mr. Blackman’s death. So, yes, I do need to know why you picked Darling Valley. It would seem to be an unusual choice for someone of your interests. This is a town where people of means come to live out of the limelight. It is a bit of a closed community in that sense. People have the luxury here of living a lifestyle that is comfortable and private. Very private. How did you find us?”
 
   Olivia stopped to think for a moment and answered literally. “Well, as I recall, I took a wrong turn coming back from Mendocino. I had driven down the coast and was looking for the road to Highway 101. I turned too soon and found myself winding my way through Darling Valley. I’d heard of it of course. Wall Street calls it, what? Billionaire Hollow? Hard to keep that under wraps. And then I saw the lake, the hills shielding it from the ocean fog, the perfect weather and the most scenic town outside of the south of France. I had a personal situation in LA that I needed to remove myself from and the timing coincided with my long range plans to start my own business. I stood on Mountain Road overlooking the lake and the town and knew this was it.”
 
   “Was that personal situation named Brooks Baker by any chance?”
 
   Olivia’s looked at Tuesday and spoke through clenched teeth. “Have you been talking . . . how could you? You haven’t been out of my sight since you got here.”
 
   Richards interrupted her. “Miss Granville. Mr. Baker is the most famous architect working in America. The boy wonder. Commissioned to do his first museum at age 19. He has looks, money, prestige. The paparazzi are all over him. I just did a Google search for your name and according to some pictures on E TV News, you two were apparently an item up until four months ago. He’s down there, you’re up here. What kind of detective would I be if I couldn’t put two and two together and come up with celebrity break up?”
 
   “Well, then,” said Olivia, fussing with a button on her jacket to cover her embarrassment, “there you have it. But you have the time wrong. It’s been almost seven months since we broke up. If you can’t trust Wikipedia who can you trust? Any more questions? Can I file my theft complaint and go? I have to deliver an Imari bowl to Sabrina Chase for a charity auction tonight.”
 
   Richards gave her an appraising look and said, “Certainly. If I have anymore questions I know where to find you.”
 
   “Yes you do.”
 
   Richards escorted Olivia and Tuesday to Officer Ridley’s desk. He asked her if Mrs. Blackman was okay, and she shook her head up and down, intent on chewing her gum.
 
   To Olivia, “Now if you’ll excuse me, . . ..” and he took off down the hall in the direction of the conference room where Mrs. Blackman waited. 
 
   Olivia filled out a form and then she and Tuesday pushed their way past the wall of microphones outside the police station, and, as it was past eleven now, they half jogged back to the house. Tuesday said she wished she had the widow’s shoes.
 
   “Why’s that,” Olivia wheezed.
 
   “Didn’t you see the outfit she was wearing? English housekeeper chic, circa 1920. She was a vision in sensible shoes. Hashtag bor-ing!  But they’d be comfy on this hike. Slow down for a minute. I can’t breathe.”
 
   


Chapter Sixteen: Reading Tea Leaves
 
   Tuesday ran ahead of Olivia up the walk to the house, her colorful long dress fanning out behind her like a kite. 
 
   “Tues?” Olivia waved the keys in front of her. “Hold your horses. Do you have to pee?”
 
   “I’m getting a hit,” she said impatiently while Olivia found the right key from the dozen or so on her key chain and wrestled the ancient lock open. “Tea time.”
 
   Tuesday rushed upstairs and into the kitchen. She searched through the cupboards and whined, “Ollie, where are your real china cups?”
 
   Olivia dumped her purse and keys on the counter and slumped onto the stool. “Finally, but we have to make this fast. I have to open the shop. You never know. Someone with a taste for the macabre might walk in.” 
 
   Tuesday was at work opening and closing cabinet doors. “Surely with all the treasures in this place you have a china cup. Real china. And your good pot.”
 
   Olivia opened a cupboard under the center island and retrieved a bubble-wrapped blob, unpeeled the plastic and handed a Wedgewood cup and saucer to Tuesday. The matching pot was featured on the lower shelf of her china closet, just below eye level rather than dead on, the better for people to find it in the natural downward sweep of their eyes as they sought out the various treasures on display. Everything was for sale at Olivia’s, even some of her personal belongings. 
 
   She retrieved the teapot and handed it to Tuesday with a warning. “Rinse them out. I haven’t used my good stuff since I arrived.”
 
   Tuesday pointed to the shelves displaying the yellow and black Villeroy and Boch pottery that Olivia used for everyday meals. “What are they, plastic plates?”
 
   But she knew what Olivia meant. In LA Olivia threw weekly, sought after dinner parties. Gourmet had featured her in a spread when the magazine was still alive and well. Just before she pulled up stakes and slipped out of Montrose, she was starting to trend on Twitter. When she and Brooks became an item, there was talk of her joining the Real Housewives of Los Angeles. After the sudden breakup, however, Bravo stopped taking her calls. So Olivia had the dining room bling and she knew how to show it off. But she needed a social network to do the kind of entertaining her possessions deserved and that was not happening in Darling Valley.
 
   Tuesday poured water from the boiling tap, swirled it in the cup, then emptied it. “What’s your poison? Darjeeling, smoky Lapsang Suchong? Orange Crescent?”
 
   Olivia handed her a black tin of Mariage Freres.
 
   Tuesday examined the label. “Ah. Wedding Imperial. A good omen.”
 
    Tuesday prepared the tea and while it steeped, Olivia set a placemat on the table. “You having tea?”
 
   “Not while I work.”
 
   Olivia knew the drill from the hundreds of times she had sat at a table while Tuesday pored over the meaning of the scattered fragments of leaves and stems in the bottom of a cup. But the habit of hospitality was too hard to break and she always asked. 
 
   Tuesday would only use china cups for her readings. Mugs did not have the sloping bottom that allowed the bits to drift and slide and form the messages. She did not believe in drinking tea while she did a reading. “It dilutes the information.” Though it was essential for the questioner to drink the tea they wished to query.
 
   The two made themselves comfortable in the cane chairs at the wrought iron table topped with an old slab of zinc from a bar in Paris. The window overlooked the back garden. To the left was the parking area still held off limits by yellow crime scene tape. Olivia adjusted her chair to block that view. Now she could admire the fuchsia Bougainvillea beginning to climb the back fence. 
 
   “I wonder if it will make it through the cold winters here,” she mused while Tuesday poured her tea.
 
   “What?” Tuesday looked up to see what Olivia meant. “Oh, yeah. It wouldn’t be your house if it didn’t have a wall of Bougainvillea.”
 
   Olivia’s mission in life, one of them anyway, was to recreate a swag of Bougainvillea she once saw on the balcony of a house in Monaco, a trip she made when she did her gap year in Paris. That balcony encouraged her to work harder at her French so she could track down gardeners who could tell her how they managed to drape the lush pink vine all over Provence and the Riviera. Her gardener in LA, whose efforts came close to the Monaco prize, warned her that the winters in Northern California were too cold for Bougainvillea. She must make sure to wrap them in plastic when the temperatures dropped.
 
   “Small price,” Olivia had said at the time, though the thin strands of green leaves had few blossoms. She wasn’t sure they would make it to November. Unwittingly, she had planted them directly in the path of a sharp wind that came off the Pacific and whistled through her yard.
 
   Olivia blew on her tea to cool it, musing over her garden to take her mind off less pleasant and more immediate subjects, such as murder and theft. Finally, she said, “Done,” and placed the cup in its saucer.
 
   Tuesday asked, “Did you leave a little for me?”
 
   Like a little girl at show and tell, Olivia pushed the cup in front of Tuesday, who peered into the cup. “Perfecto.”
 
    
 
   She pulled her chair closer to the table and began her ritual, which started with a worn silk scarf that she withdrew from her purse. She carried it with her at all times, claiming it kept the spirit energy flowing. Olivia almost caused their first fight by curling her lip and asking, what energy. Now she knew better.
 
   Tuesday noted where Olivia had left the spoon, which was critical to her interpretation of the leaves. Then she took the cup and turned the handle towards Olivia, swirled the cup several times to distribute the tea leaves evenly and upended the cup. Each of them watched transfixed as the last spoonful of tea dribbled out, completing the pattern of leaves in the bottom and along the sides of the Wedgewood. Last, she replaced the cup in the saucer and encircled the pale blue silk around it.
 
   Olivia’s pulse raced and her heart thrummed in her ears, but she knew better than to rush Tuesday, so she quashed her impatience and waited for Tuesday to begin.
 
   It was the differences between the two friends that made the friendship work. Olivia needed Tuesday’s free spirit to loosen her up. In fact, she suspected that one of the reasons Brooks departed so abruptly was that she was too straight-laced, too business focused. Olivia was talented and creative and in the beginning that drew them together. And the sex, of course. But he was the consummate artist and needed someone who would encourage his free-ranging imagination. Olivia claimed he was too impractical. Not in his vision of buildings, but in their day to day life. She once found him trying to create a sculpture out of garbage scraps, and when he saw the disgust on her face. stormed out of the room, snarling, “You never let me see where things will go. You live in a box. I live on the wind.” 
 
   But Tuesday was the right blend of ingénue and explorer for Olivia. Her friends, struggling under the weight of professional pressures and the need for social dominance, couldn’t see the flow between them. They thought Tuesday’s cockamamie wardrobe and absorption with the occult too scary oddball. Tres unprofessional, one of the partners at her firm observed when Olivia invited Tuesday to a groundbreaking ceremony for a building she had helped design. Brooks questioned the friendship outright. How can you link yourself with someone who will do NOTHING for your career? But, despite their fashion disputes, it was Tuesday’s unconditional acceptance of Olivia that cemented her loyalty to her madcap friend. In turn, over time, Olivia anchored Tuesday. She believed her when Tuesday first offered to do a reading, admitting that her grandmother had been a sensitive. And despite her strong pragmatic bent, Olivia believed it when Tuesday said that she, as well, could sense things others could not. You didn’t always have to understand something to believe in it.
 
   Whether or not she took the readings seriously, Olivia pressed Tuesday to perfect ’her knowledge of her calling. Recognizing that Tuesday would always color outside the lines, she said, “If you’re going to be a tasseomancer, whatever that is, be the best blinking one on the planet.”
 
   So, with Olivia’s encouragement and United miles, Tuesday studied with a British reader in London who boasted a long list of celebrity clients. The next year she even wrote a book on the subject. Sales tanked, despite her marketing efforts, but the book landed her the gig at the pricey café where she now earned a satisfying living and ballooned her Facebook page to 1,673 followers. In addition, Olivia convinced her that the fact that she could sit still long enough to produce a book was proof she was evolving. That was the magic word. Tuesday wanted to evolve. So it was a serious Tuesday that pondered the spray of leaves across Olivia’s cup, looking for symbols that would help Tuesday guide Olivia’s own evolution.
 
    
 
     “Okay, c’MON. What do you see?” As much as Olivia needed to get downstairs and set up the showroom for customers, should an unsuspecting stray appear, she could not resist the lure of the tea leaves. As far as Olivia was concerned, Tuesday’s accuracy was greater than fifty percent and that was good enough for her. Why resist a reading that invariably told her she was on the right path, which was how Tuesday ended their sessions, with probably the same prescience that allowed her to tell Carrie a new man was on the horizon. Everybody’s on the right path, whether they know it or not.
 
   Tuesday studied the cup and without looking up, asked, “Are you expecting company?” 
 
   Oh no, was it going to be one of those readings? “Tuesday. You’re here already.” 
 
   Tuesday pointed to the leaves. “Someone’s coming to see you.”
 
   “Duh. I run a business that’s open to the public. People are always coming to see me. Well, sometimes they do. On a good day. Are they going to give me money, that’s what I want to know?”
 
   Tuesday shook her head, her hair accessories floating from side to side. “No, I think this is personal. A man. And he has dark skin.”
 
   “So Detective Richards is coming back? I should hope so. To return my armoire and shoes.”
 
   Tuesday spoke in a caricature of a fortuneteller, assuming a trance-like voice and a fake Transylvanian accent. “You will disappoint him. And there is a problem on the horizon of your own making.” 
 
   Just because she was doing a reading didn’t mean she couldn’t laugh. It was her sense of humor that made her readings so popular.
 
   “What kind of problem?”
 
   “I can only tell you what I see, sweet pea. A clump of leaves at the bottom near the handle.”
 
   Olivia threw up her hands. “Stop. I can’t listen any more. I’m too nervous. I don’t want to know bad things. And don’t give me your spiel about bad things are opportunities. I’ve had all the opportunities I can stand since I moved here. A failing business, a tenant who hates me, a town that won’t accept me, a murder in my armoire and a thief in my showroom. Give me some good news or let me get on with my day.”
 
   “Well, you’ll like this. You’re going to get a nice surprise.”
 
   Olivia brightened.
 
   Tuesday scrutinized the bottom of the cup again. “Hmm. Or is it a disappointment?”
 
   “Oh Tues! Enough. Where is the instruction that I’m on the right path and doing what I was born to do?”
 
   Tuesday sat back and folded her arms. “If you’re going to insult me, I can’t concentrate.”
 
   Olivia stood up, ending the session. “I’m washing up the china and going about my business. If I have any, that is.”
 
   She air kissed Tuesday as she scooped up the Wedgewood. “Not a good time, Tues. Truce?”
 
   Tuesday air kissed back. “Whatever. Truce.”
 
    
 
   An hour later, Olivia put the Closed for Lunch sign on the front door and went upstairs to confirm to Tuesday that, as she herself had predicted, no one was coming in to buy Olivia’s gorgeous antiques. 
 
   She found Tuesday sitting at the counter, green from the clay mask plastered all over her face. “Listen. I forgot about the oysters. Let’s make a salad and my special champagne mignonette and put our feet up. Sabrina left a message while we were out this morning. She’s miffed that I didn’t make my contribution to the auction sooner, but I’ve had other things on my mind. It only occurred to me two days ago to donate something as good PR. She’s up to her ears in planning the auction, though I don’t know how she can cope after what happened. Wants me to come early and drop off my donation tonight before the affair gets started. She is really pissed that she has to give her shoes to Detective Richards. What is that all about? Does he have a shoe fetish?” 
 
   While she fixed the salad, she opened up a new line of conversation. “I have a decision to make, Tues.”
 
   “I’ll say you do.” Tuesday’s face was still rigid from the mask and she spoke as though she had dental instruments in her mouth. “Should you ‘ake a ‘ove on ‘ichards ‘fore or after ‘is case is settled. Tell you what I’d do.”
 
   “Tuesday! What a disgusting thing to say. I don’t have designs on that guy. He’s got ice in his veins and he’s terribly rude.”
 
   “Oh ‘at’s not what I saw flowing when he looked at you. He is all over you like butter on toast, girl.”
 
   “That’s not what the tea leaves said.”
 
   “You didn’t let me finish. But my eyes saw what my eyes saw at the police station. I’m just saying, he’s there for the picking if you ask me.” Ee’s air for the icking ih you ask ee.
 
   “And just how does he fit the definition of a MAD man? He’s mature, I’ll give you that. He does seem to take control of things. But a cop who’s affluent? And he’s probably got a whole family in the Punjab that he’s supporting. Course I do get lost in those eyes, but no. What are we doing? Tuesday, what I’m talking about is, do I go ahead with the sale knowing that if this murder is not solved no one will come, and I will look even more foolish with my prize possessions on the lawn and no buyers? Or do I throw in the towel and just pack up and go back to LA. Maybe Griffiths and Graham will take me back. I know my clients would love to see me. I made good contacts there.”
 
   Tuesday pointed to her face and said, “Ee ri ack.” She took off for the bathroom and came back a few minutes later rubbing a fragrant cream into her clean face. “Now what was I saying?” She gave an approving look at the salad Olivia was piling on to plates.
 
   “Look honey, it’s the beginning of the week. You have until Saturday. Let’s get busy and see what we can find out to move things along. Do we have a cause of death yet? What’s with that business partner? Sabrina? Remember what Carrie said about her? Seems to me she should be too broken up about losing her business partner to carry on with a society function? Right?”
 
   Olivia served lunch, but before she sat down, checked her phone for news updates. The doctor who wanted to certify the cause of death must have pull. The San Francisco Herald was pushing a theory that it was an illicit sex game gone very wrong and the Hollywood Times ID’d the location where the body was found as the Darling Valley home Olivia shared with Brooks. That made Olivia so mad she started to throw her phone across the room until Tuesday snatched it out of her hands.
 
   After their first bites, Olivia told Tuesday all she knew about Sabrina Chase. “I swear, there must not be a charity event that she doesn’t run. Rumor has it that she raises more money in Darling Valley than anyone in Hollywood. She knows how to reach into those deep pockets. I’m curious to see what she’ll get for my Imari bowl. Probably more than I would selling it in the shop. I wish I had her touch. 
 
   Olivia stopped to slurp the last oyster and lick her lips. “But other than that, I don’t know much about her. Could she have a motive for killing her partner? I wish I knew. But I don’t know their relationship. Did they have an argument? Does she have a financial stake in his death? I’m handicapped here. I don’t know enough about the players without a scorecard. But now that you’ve made me think of her, she’s on my mind. And speaking of which, I should wrap up the bowl for tonight.” She made a wry face. “To protect it from the wild hordes lining the driveway wanting to snap it up. I’ll go get it.”
 
   Tuesday pushed her plate away and said she’d come with her.
 
   Olivia described the piece with her hands as they descended the stairs into the showroom. “It’s not the most valuable thing in the shop, but it is beautiful. An onion neck vase. It’s only late 19th century, but the gold work is exquisite. Wait till you see it. Probably worth $1,200 or so. I have a piece that is from the Topkapi Palace, but I wouldn’t give that away to auction. I have it on consignment from a collector. He wants $8,000 and I think just on its reputation, I’ll get it. Early 18th century. Japanese not Chinese. You know the difference?”
 
   They had reached the French doors. Olivia didn’t turn around to see Tuesday shrug her shoulders in a gesture of, what do I know or care about Imari bowls?
 
   “The bowl is over there on the tray table.” Olivia walked towards the outside wall where she had arranged under the window a duck egg blue klismos chair and small mahogany tea table and porcelain reading lamp. “It won’t take a minute to get this ready. I have some bubble wrap in the office.”
 
   But as she got closer to the wall, circling around an English table with barley twist legs and a pair of Chippendale bedside tables, she saw a circle in the light film of dust where the bowl should have been. 
 
   “Wait a minute. Where’s the bowl? It’s been in the same spot for two weeks. Where did it go?”
 
   Tuesday came up behind her to look, though she had no idea what she was looking for. She asked the most obvious question, “When did you see it last?”
 
   Olivia put her hands on her head and looked from side to side. “Well, I’m not sure. It’s been there so long it’s like a fixture. But I would have noticed if it were gone. I come through each day to get the showroom shipshape before I open the doors for business. I know everything in this shop. I’m sure I saw it yesterday. You know how I am.” 
 
   Tuesday shook her head acknowledging her friend’s compulsiveness when it came to her business. “Do I ever. But, it has been a crazy time. I believe you, but I’m just saying. Things get away from us when we’re stressed.”
 
   Olivia walked over to the table that, until this morning, held the netsuke. She pointed to the empty spot and called to Tuesday, who was searching tabletops for the bowl. “Tuesday, someone is stalking me. Mr. Blackman’s body, the netsuke, and now the bowl. I’m being targeted. I know I am, and I don’t know why.” 
 
   Olivia narrowed her eyes, a signal for anyone in close range to watch out. “But I’m going to find out. Now I have to find something else to give to Sabrina. And call Detective Richards to report this.”
 
   The DVPD arrived within fifteen minutes of Olivia dialing 911. They scoured the shop and Olivia’s living quarters, but found nothing that would lead them to the bowl.
 
    
 
   Two hours later Sabrina Chase called to say she was behind schedule. Would Olivia mind coming even earlier to the auction to drop off the bowl. Say 6:30 instead of seven?
 
   ”Of course not,” Olivia assured her, a plan that began to form in Detective Richards’ office now presenting itself to her full blown.
 
   Olivia told Tuesday she had to run an errand. “You don’t mind watching the shop, do you? I’ll be gone a half hour, tops. The only people I think would come by are the gawkers we saw this morning. If they ask about prices add a zero to the number on the tag or tell them to come back on Saturday when everything will be on sale.”
 
   Olivia searched her bag and withdrew her keys, climbed into the truck and was gone, making a beeline for Darling Boulevard again. Without Tuesday for distraction, she obsessed on the scene at the police station and Mrs. Blackman’s allegations. She could imagine what the pedestrians were saying, especially if they were friends with Mrs. Blackman. Imagine, accusing her of trying to ruin her husband. Olivia tried to talk herself out of her anger. The woman is in shock, she told herself. Needs to blame somebody. Clearly her husband meant the world to her and she was desperate. But accusing Olivia of murder? She was mid-thought when she arrived at the bank and, with a squeal of tires, pulled into one of the parking spaces reserved for customers.
 
   Olivia nodded at Darlene, The Darling Valley Bank greeter, when the girl opened the door for her and offered a silver tray with an actual linen doily upon which rested assorted cookies from The Salted Caramel Bakery. Darlene knew her by name from the frequent trips Olivia had made to the bank negotiating a loan. 
 
   Olivia waved away the tray. “No thanks, Darlene. Not hungry today. Is Mr. Fastner in? I need to see him.”
 
   Without waiting for an answer, Olivia headed for the loan manager’s office, a glassed in cubicle distinguished by a cheap, spiky plant standing guard outside his door. Olivia hated it. Fastner looked up from his computer to see Olivia marching toward him. Instead of leaping across the desk like an Olympic hurdler as he usually did, he flustered about for a moment with papers before finally getting up to open the door. The Ichabod Crane lookalike gave her a tenuous hello, as if Olivia might be carrying a flesh-eating virus. A sign that he had been reading the news and listening to the gossip. How could he not know what had been going on at Darling Valley Design and Antiques? Why would he not want to distance himself from her?
 
   During their loan negotiations for her house, Fastner had made it clear that he would do everything possible to help Olivia secure her financing. When she signed the final papers and their business was done, he had all but kissed her hand as she left his office and said, “Olivia, call on me for anything. ANYthing.” She had giggled at his fawning all the way to the car. But now she would take him up on that offer.
 
   Olivia helped herself to the seat across from Fastner. It struck her that this was the second time that day she had sat in a man’s office pleading her case. “Mr. Fastner . . . “
 
    
 
   Fastner had turned down the heat on his usual greeting, but remained courteous. “Please. Olivia,” he said, leaning back in his chair instead of salivating across the desk. Call me Elgin.” She gave him props for that.
 
   “Yes, well, Elgin.” She beamed a buttery smile at him, and he returned a slight upturn at the corners of his mouth. “I’m sure you’ve heard about the difficulty I’m in.”
 
   “You mean because of John Blackman. Yes. I can’t imagine what it has been like for you.”
 
   But he was not showing all of his cards. He had yet to offer to help her, which was what she was hoping for. She hated groveling. But business was business she reminded herself as she began her speech.
 
   “Well, as you can imagine, there are rumors going around town that instead of being victimized by this crime myself--my business has absolutely dried up--I am being implicated in it. Can you imagine?” She allowed her lower lip to quiver.
 
   She fussed with the top button of her shirt as if to get some air, pleased when Fastner glued his eyes to her bosom, small though it was. She heaved a big breath, holding her chest taut for just a moment, until she was sure she had his full attention. Then she relaxed into a desolate sigh. “I need to do everything I can to find out who did this hideous thing and exonerate myself.” Eyes up high now, Elgin. Look at me, she instructed silently. Time to look at my eyes.
 
   As though he had heard her, he looked into her eyes, momentarily lost in the shimmering green pools. “Yes, of course. But how can I help?”
 
   “Elgin.” she drawled his name shamelessly. “I have heard some, shall we say nasty rumors about one of the bank’s clients. And I fully understand confidentiality and all that. But I thought perhaps under the circumstances, and because we are such good friends . . .” She leaned forward, almost laughing at her ridiculous performance, but Fastner seemed rapt.
 
   “Yes, and who might that be, Olivia?”
 
   “Mr. Blackman’s partner. Sabrina Chase.”
 
   “Why yes, she’s a client of ours. I’m not revealing anything out of school. She did a public promotion on the local cable station for the bank.”
 
   Olivia leaned over the desk and extended her hand, all but inviting Fastner to stroke it. “Well, I have heard that Ms. Chase is in financial difficulties. Quite extreme, I understand. The awful suggestion is that she might have had a motive for, for. Oh, I can’t even say the word. For harming Mr. Blackman. I don’t know the details. There might have been business insurance or a buyout or some such issue. I thought perhaps you could tell me about it.”
 
   Fastner sat back in his chair immediately and vigorously shaking his head. “Oh, no, Olivia. No, please don’t go there. You’re a businesswoman, after all. You know how important confidentiality is between banker and client. Why, the bank would suffer terribly if I were to reveal anything about our customers’ affairs. I’m sorry. You know I’d do anything to help you, really I would. But there is a line I cannot cross. I’m sure you understand.” 
 
   Olivia scoffed to herself, “Hm. So he has a backbone, after all.” She realized she was barking up the wrong tree and mentally kicked herself, realizing that this might have been a very bad move. In fact, she hoped she had not lost Fastner’s interest in her. Why had she acted so impulsively? She hoped this wasn’t going to backfire. After all, she needed to call in some chits if she couldn’t meet her mortgage payment this month. Fastner was not somebody she wanted to alienate.
 
   She stood up and extended her hand. “Of course, I understand. What was I thinking? I’m just so, so desperate.” And that was the truth, and heartfelt. 
 
   Fastner came around his desk and took her hand in both of his. “Don’t think about it any more, Olivia. We’ll just forget this discussion ever took place. Should anyone ask what you were doing in my office, well, I’ll plead client confidentiality.”
 
   He gave her a smirk, clearly pleased with his own joke.
 
   “Thank you so much,” genuine notes of sadness notes coloring her voice.
 
   He walked her to his door, but did not accompany her through the lobby. Covering his bases, she thought, in case one of Mrs. Blackman’s peeps should see him.
 
   


Chapter Seventeen: The Auction 
 
   Tuesday sashayed into Olivia’s bedroom drenched in feathers and beads. She did a coy shuffle off to Buffalo and asked, “How do I look? Boring? Brilliant? Off the charts?”
 
   Between trying to convince Tuesday to tone down her jewelry and explaining the pecking order to expect at the auction, Olivia saw the time slipping away. In less than an hour she had to deliver the replacement bowl to Sabrina. She hoped Sabrina wouldn’t know there’d been a switch, she’d said it was already on the program. Before they left for the country club, she also had to track down Mr. Bacon. She missed his call again when she ran down to the laundry room for a moment to put a load of towels in the washing machine. When she called him back, he had not picked up. She’d give him one more try tonight. Her mood was not conducive to socializing, but she had to put on her game face. And do something about Tuesday’s outfit.
 
   “Tuesday, I think the feathers and beads, well, they compete. And when you wear them, they are so, well, unique. No, that’s not the word I want. You want them to stand out as individual pieces and not, you know, well, like compete.”
 
   Tuesday shot her a get over yourself look. “Miss Priss? How long have we known each other? You think I don’t get the code for over the top and I’m embarrassing you in public?
 
   In LA, Tuesday’s rainbow combinations found in thrift shops and last call sales blended in with her crowd. All her Melrose Avenue friends had multi-colored hair. They tried to outdo one another to see who could come up with the most outlandish outfits and show off the most cleavage without getting picked up for public nudity. Olivia was the one who got called to task for her conservative wardrobe. Tuesday would harangue her: Show your individuality. Why do you always have to look so Rodeo Drive? People will think you have no imagination.
 
   Even though Olivia would remind her that just one of her outfits cost more than Tuesday’s whole closet, Tuesday scoffed. “You’re just lucky I can overlook things. I don’t know why you’re so afraid of the fashion police.”
 
   But tonight Olivia needed Tuesday to tone it down. She dropped the mask of fashion consultant and laid it on the line.
 
   “Tues. I can’t give these people any more ammunition. Even if Detective Richards,” at the name Tuesday pantomimed fluttering eyes and pressed the back of her hand to her forehead in a swoon.
 
   Olivia shot her a look. “Even if he takes the spotlight off me, this is ultra conservative USA. I need to blend in, not stand out. Now if we were socializing with the billionaires it wouldn’t matter. They have made it. They are so high on the pile that they regard bohemianism as fun. They don’t have to please or answer to anyone. But the mere multi-millionaires? Watch out. They don’t want to be thrown out of the club for wearing the wrong designer frock or sporting diamonds at breakfast. Even if they once belonged to Catherine the Great.”
 
   Tuesday cocked her head in surprise.
 
   “True story.”
 
   Olivia could do nothing about her friend’s tri-tone pink hair, but she did get rid of the feathers and convinced her to wear one of her dresses instead of a Bollywood costume she got in a trade with a prop girl she knew at Warner Bros. That Olivia’s dress was covered in sequins helped seal the deal, along with a promise of a mouthwatering halibut dinner at Hugo’s, the best restaurant in Darling Valley.
 
   Olivia had already schooled Tuesday in the guest list, explaining that the first tier, the true billionaires never attended these charity events. They gave endowed chairs to universities, not trinkets like early 18th century porcelain just to wring some dollars for the town’s historical museum. Those hotshots had suffered through the boring dinners and auctions on their way up the ladder and now they could stay home and watch basketball, probably a team that they owned. Any excuse to behave like the little boys they all were at heart.
 
   Tuesday didn’t recognize any of the names on the list, anyway. She wasn’t connected to the world of finance, cutting edge biotech innovations or venture capitalists. In Tuesday’s world, if you weren’t a rock star or movie mogul, you weren’t anybody.
 
    
 
   They took the Mercedes for the dress up occasion and Tuesday pulled into the country club valet parking lane, making their way to the ballroom just as the caterers were setting up the champagne and caviar bar. Olivia asked an officious server where she could find Sabrina. “You mean the bitch with the frozen hair who thinks she’s Empress of Darling Valley?”
 
   “That would be our Sabrina,” said Olivia.
 
   The guy pointed to an archway near the bandstand. “Down that hallway. You’ll come to an office at the end. She’s in there still swearing over seating charts. At this hour.” He shook his head in disgust and returned to stacking flutes next to the champagne fountain.
 
   Olivia said, “Tuesday, see if you can grab yourself a glass of champs. I’ll hand this off to Sabrina and join you. We’ll only stay a few minutes.”
 
   Halfway down the long corridor she heard voices coming from the office at the end of the hall. Male and female. The man’s voice sounded familiar, but she couldn’t place it. Oh, yes. It was Elgin Fastner, the banker. Olivia was tempted to back away and return to the ballroom, but realized that having Sabrina there would smooth over any awkwardness from their chat this afternoon. He certainly wouldn’t reprimand her again in front of Sabrina for her tasteless request. Would he?
 
   Closer to the office, she could make out two figures behind the open door. She was about to call Hello when she heard Sabrina say, “Elgin! Take your hands off me. How many ways are there to say no? Why don’t you find someone in your own zip code, like in Marin City.”
 
   What came next was just a muffled low exchange and then footsteps stomping toward the door. Olivia slipped into a musty closet and tried to melt into the woodwork while she suppressed a sneeze. Footsteps continued past the closet and in the distance she heard Elgin say hello, and a female gush back that she was so happy to see him, then the click of heels down towards Olivia. They continued on into Sabrina’s office and she heard two women chatter about details of the auction. Olivia thought it safe to slink out of the closet and present herself to Sabrina, her opinion of Elgin changed from a numbers nerd to a garden-variety sleaze ball, hitting on every woman with whom he had veto power over business loans. 
 
   Olivia peeked her head around the door, spotting Sabrina leaning over a chart of some kind discussing names with the woman. Olivia knocked lightly. Sabrina looked up, clearly surprised at the interruption. It was obvious to Olivia that Sabrina did not realize she had overheard her conversation with Elgin.
 
   Rushed, Sabrina said, “A moment please, Olivia,” and turned her attention back to the volunteer. The hand done calligraphy on her nametag was a nice touch, Olivia thought, expensive but showing the patrons that their money was going to a class act. No Hello my name is . . . for Sabrina.
 
   Sabrina dismissed the woman, then gestured for Olivia to come to her desk. And hurry. “Finally you’re here. Is that the bowl? Give me a minute and we’ll find a place for it on the display table in the ballroom.” Then she turned her attention to the chart again.
 
   Olivia held the bowl to her bosom like it was a fragile newborn. Though no one would know or care that she had made a substitution in place of the stolen one, she would feel an ache each time she saw the empty spot on the book case, long time home of the bowl. She had a special fondness for Imari. Not because she thought it was particularly beautiful. She admired the craftsmanship of the gaudy blue and red pieces threaded with gold, but she preferred Meissen. The bowl she was about to give away had belonged to her grandmother, from whom her grandfather insisted Olivia inherited her good taste. Though she was prickly in her relationships, Nan had insisted from the beginning that Olivia had talent and subsidized her education when student loans and grants dried up.
 
   Sabrina tossed her Mont Blanc onto the chart in disgust. “These people who don’t respect RSVP dates. They’ve had six weeks to decide if they are coming and then they accept two hours before the event. If they weren’t paying for a premium table, I’d tell them where to go.”
 
   Olivia thought, I bet you just would, but nodded with a commiserating smile. Sabrina led her back down the hall and out into the ballroom to the linen-draped table with the pieces for the silent auction. Olivia handed the bowl to her and said a silent, “I’m so sorry, Nan,” when she set it down.
 
   Olivia made her apologies. “You know I have a guest, Sabrina. I can’t stay too long. I’ve promised my friend Tuesday one of Hugo’s famous dinners.”
 
   Sabrina blew her off. “Just chat up a few people during the cocktail hour to get them interested in your piece. Then consider the handcuffs off.”  Within a nanosecond, she was heading back to her office.
 
   Olivia called to her. “Oh, by the way. If it doesn’t sell, when can I pick it up?”
 
   Sabrina turned and replied, her voice dripping with ice, “If it doesn’t sell? Everything sells at my auctions.” Olivia felt the temperature in the room drop at least twenty degrees as Sabrina continued to her office. Olivia regretted giving her grandmother’s bowl away.  Sabrina wouldn’t have noticed if she’d given her an old motel ash tray.
 
    
 
   Gradually the room filled with partygoers and the wait staff faded into the crowd. A few jewels glittered, but this was an after work party and the guests strutted in Italian business suits and designer daywear. The bling was on their feet. Women in Christian Louboutain, Manolo Blahnik and Jimmy Choo, the men in handcrafted English leather laceups. Olivia nodded to a few familiar faces and introduced Tuesday to the few who stopped to chat. A server came by and offered a tray of caviar toast. Tuesday refused, but Olivia took one to take her mind off what might be happening at home. She all but heard stealthy footsteps creeping through the showroom, her valuables clinking into someone’s pockets. She mentally kicked herself again for passing on the high tech alarm system Elgin had suggested she include in the original loan. Olivia heard a friendly voice. “Olivia? Why am I not surprised to see you here?”
 
   Olivia turned into the face of Carrie wearing too much makeup and juggling a tray of champagne flutes. 
 
    “Carrie! Thank you, I will.” Olivia took a glass and gestured for Tuesday to help herself. 
 
   Tuesday replaced her glass and said brightly, “Ready for Mr. Right?”
 
   Carrie whispered, “I been walking on air since you told me that stuff. And until he shows up, I’m here serving up your poison. We were told to keep the booze coming so’s it will open up the checkbooks.”
 
   Olivia laughed. “Well I’m a donor so you don’t have to waste the good stuff on me.”
 
   “You a donor!” Carrie laughed.
 
   Olivia pointed to the Imari bowl that now sat next to a pair of wedding champagne flutes, the stems tied with white satin ribbon. 
 
   “That’s mine. Next to the Baccarat.” She recognized the pattern. “Let’s see which cheapskate donated them. You can get those at Bloomingdales for a hundred dollars.”
 
   Carrie shot a you’re kidding me scowl at her. “A hundred bux for a set of glasses?”
 
   Olivia returned a hapless grin. “Each, my dear. A hundred bux each.”
 
   Tuesday giggled and finished off her champagne and replaced her empty glass with a full one before Carrie said bye and offered her wares to a couple behind Olivia.
 
   “What’s the matter with you, Ollie. You passed up a golden opportunity.”
 
   Olivia wiped the corners of her mouth with her cocktail napkin, mainly for something to do while she smiled inanely at the incoming partygoers who looked at her like she carried the plague. “What do you mean?”
 
   “Carrie. She’s a gold mine of information and you natter on about cheapo wine glasses?”
 
   Olivia tipped her glass to Jesse the fishmonger who squeezed his way to the oyster bar. “Got to see how Sabrina’s displaying the wares,” he said, his excuse for not stopping to chat. Olivia mouthed, “Yours?” to a set of Japanese carving knives and Jesse nodded and mouthed back, “Diamonds,” and Olivia noticed the little studs in the handles. To no one she said, “This place is too over the top even for me.”
 
   Tuesday nudged Olivia and in a stage whisper complained, “And you let Mr. Gorgeous 2013 go by without snagging him for a little tête-à-tête?”
 
   “Tuesday. I told you this afternoon, Jesse’s young enough to be my little brother.”
 
   “Um, girlfriend. You’re not the only one at this party that could use an infusion of testosterone.”
 
   “But Tues, you’re only going to be here a few days.”
 
   “Like, my point exactly? And who’s going to entertain me while you’re locked up in the pokey?”
 
   Olivia shook her head in a vehement no. “You’ll move on and I’ll have to face my neighbors with their heads spinning from a slam bam with my friend Tuesday. This isn’t LA where you can disappear into the crowd if your sleep over doesn’t turn out to be love everlasting.”
 
   “What do you think is going to happen, you’ll get picked up for pandering?”
 
   “In this conservative town I wouldn’t be surprised. Behave. And what about the script guy you were telling me about.”
 
   Tuesday turned up her nose. “He’s not a script guy. He’s in turnaround.”
 
   Olivia took another sip of her champagne and said, “Whatever,” into the glass, and when she looked up it was into the velvety eyes of Detective Richards.
 
   “Miss Granville, this is unexpected.” 
 
   He turned his attention to Tuesday. “And Miss, Miss”
 
   Olivia said, “Tuesday.”
 
   “Yes, of course. Miss uh Tuesday.”
 
   Olivia’s surprised gaze whipsawed from his eyes to the equally beautiful orbs of the brunette beauty holding his arm. The air went out of what little bit of party ebullience Olivia had managed to resurrect for this event. Richards turned to his companion to introduce her, but a man next to him backed up without looking and when he gestured to apologize, sprayed his champagne down the front of Richards’ lapel and shirtfront. While the detective was busy brushing away the man’s cocktail napkin and offer of help, the girl introduced herself. Olivia heard Tasmania, but the last name got lost in the buzz of the growing crowd and the swish of her jet-black waves cascading down her back. 
 
   Olivia gave Tasmania a weak smile, fighting a surge of disappointment that dampened any last enthusiasm she had for the fundraiser as surely as the stranger’s champagne had soaked Richards’ shirt.
 
   She had a sudden desire to get out of that ballroom in a hurry. If she mentioned to Richards that, once again, the police had been singularly ineffectual in tracking down her stolen Imari bowl, she wasn’t sure how she would camouflage her rage. She didn’t know what else they would talk about.
 
   To fill in the awkward silence as the foursome smiled blankly at each other, Olivia raised her glass in a wordless toast, downed her champagne and said, “Well, Tuesday, time for us to mosey.”
 
   She turned to Richard’s companion. “The Imari bowl is mine. See if you can bid up the price,” and both Richards and the woman gave Olivia a puzzled look. 
 
   Olivia reached past Tasmania to plant her empty glass on a passing server’s tray, motioned to Tuesday to do the same, took her friend’s arm and marched her through the crowd to the exit.
 
    
 
   Outside, while they waited for the valet to bring Tuesday’s rented Mercedes around, they heard a commotion in the bushes on the side of the colonnaded entrance. 
 
   Angry male voices cut the air and the two women strained to look. 
 
   “You pay up or else.”
 
   “Don’t you threaten me, you . . . “
 
   The parking attendants rushed to break up the fight, too late to stop the first blow. The four attendants outnumbered the combatants and quickly subdued the two men. But they couldn’t stop the swearing and threats. They pushed them back from each other, further out of the lights in the entranceway, making it even harder for Olivia to see what was going on. A manager of some kind came running out and pressed the arriving guests back, trying to block their view of the fray. One of the men was ordered to leave and Olivia could see a short, stocky figure in work clothes retreating to the parking lot. He made a final assault, turning to yell, “We’re not done here.” 
 
   The other man shouted back, “Don’t you threaten me. I know what you did the other night.” By now the attendants had pushed him further back towards the bushes. He insisted he had an invitation to the party and searched through his pockets until he retrieved a square envelope. 
 
   Olivia saw the attendant read the name and, satisfied, allowed him to pass, saying, “But no more trouble, okay Mr. Gotshalk?”
 
   Olivia whispered in Tuesday’s ear. “Gotshalk? That’s my customer’s name. Must be her son.”
 
      The Mercedes arrived. Tuesday wound around the parking lot to the exit.  Olivia shouted, “Tuesday, look!”
 
   Tuesday stopped the car and they watched the pugilist getting in to his truck. He gunned the Toyota and backed out of his parking space, giving Olivia and Tuesday a clear view of him raising his fist to his passenger, and pounding on the steering wheel. Tuesday followed him slowly.  He pulled under a street lamp and Olivia gasped. The driver was raising his fist to Cody. 
 
   


Chapter Eighteen: Dinner at Hugos
 
   At Hugo’s, the server cleared the ratatouille and goat cheese tart crumbs from the table and signaled to her assistant to serve the halibut while she refilled Olivia and Tuesday’s wine glasses with another two fingers of Pinot Grigio. Olivia assured the woman that the start to their meal was all they had hoped for and, yes, they couldn’t wait for the halibut in cream and champagne but, they would try to leave room for the queen of desserts, Grand Marnier Soufflé.
 
   Tuesday remarked that judging by the menu, it must be retro night at Hugo’s, but otherwise, the scene outside the country club had subdued the two friends. They’d said little after they got onto the road and left Cody and his contentious friend behind. Now, half an hour later, the wine began to work its magic, relaxing them and opening them up.
 
   Olivia said, “I have more questions than there are answers in the universe. Why didn’t Mrs. Gotshalk’s son take off his Ermengildo Zegna sports coat before pounding the other guy into the boxwood topiary?”
 
   Tuesday said, “My list has,” she pretended to read a piece of paper, “who is Mrs. Gotshalk? Why was the poundee giving Cody what all in his 4x4? And if I’m allowed one more, how can that dreamy detective afford to pony up $2,500 a plate for himself and his plus one?”
 
   She looked at Olivia’s face. “Gotcha. You winced when I mentioned the girlfriend. Don’t tell me he’s just an annoying gumshoe.”
 
   Distractedly, Olivia drew a circle in the condensation on her wine glass. “You didn’t see anything of the kind on my face. This has been a dreadful day. I’m just tired, that’s all.”
 
   Then it was Tuesday’s turn to jaw drop. Olivia said, “What?” and turned in the direction of Tuesday’s wide-eyed gawp. She quickly whipped her head around. 
 
   “Don’t stare, Tues. Don’t let him know we’ve seen him.”
 
   Tuesday said, “So maybe he was there to check on security, but if I paid cash money for those tickets I’d sure want my rubber chicken. What does Detective McDreamy want with dinner here?”
 
   Olivia tasted her halibut, scraped some of the cream sauce away, then squeezed a few more drops of lemon over it. “He probably doesn’t want to conduct his affairs in front of all of Darling Valley. There’s a little more privacy in that dark corner over there, since this is a slow night at Hugo’s.”
 
   “Yeah, or maybe he’s running a protection racket in DV and Hugo lets him order in his pricy restaurant without worrying about paying a tab. Or maybe . . . “
 
   “Stop Tuesday, I don’t care what he’s doing here, why he’s here and who he’s with. Let’s eat, go home and get some sleep.
 
   Tuesday adjusted her sequined shift to show a little more of her muffin tops. “Well, okay. All I have to say is, did you see the mouth on that girlfriend? Those lips would rival an Orangutan in the zoo. I didn’t know there was that much Botox outside of Hollywood. New topic, what do you think young Master Gotshalk meant when he said he knew what that guy was doing the other night. Too sinister for me. I mean the whole scene was creepy, but what else could he mean but some involvement with Blackman’s death. I don’t think anybody on the planet is talking about anything else.”
 
   Olivia nodded. “Yeah, I’m thinking the same thing. And there’s something else that happened tonight that I haven’t had a chance to tell you about.”
 
   She recounted the scene between Sabrina and Elgin Fastner. “I just can’t get over it, Tues. He’s pimping himself for bank loans. After giving me that speech about the moral compass of the banking industry wouldn’t allow him to help me out with info about Sabrina when I’ve got a life and death situation on my hands.”
 
   Tuesday fiddled with her fork. “What I don’t understand, Olivia, is why you’ve been telling me since you moved up here that Darling Valley is the next best thing to Nirvana? So far I haven’t met anyone who isn’t under suspicion for murder, unfriendly to the point of rudeness or convinced you are the devil’s spawn. What, exactly, is so great about this place? And this is okay halibut, but compared to Spago’s in LA? Are you kidding me? Surely you didn’t have to come all this way to avoid running into Brooks.”
 
   Olivia threw down her fork, paying no attention to the clattering that registered at least three tables away when it bounced off her water glass. “I’ve asked you, Tues. Brooks is off limits. I don’t want to discuss him. You keep asking me about him, telling me what he’s up to and I’ve told you I’m not interested and he can fly to the moon on Pegasus for all I care. Subject closed.”
 
   Tuesday said, “I’ve been doing all that? Seems like our conversations have revolved around your lack of money and the town’s epidemic of murder. I don’t recall mentioning Brooks that much.” She rolled her eyes. “But that’s just me.”
 
   Olivia sank her head into her hands. When she looked up, she laughed. “Have I been borrowing a jack? Yeah, maybe I have.”
 
   She meant the story of the man out in the country with a flat tire and no jack. He sees the light of a farmhouse off in the distance but by the time he gets there, he has convinced himself that the farmer won’t let him borrow a jack. He knocks, the farmer opens the door and the salesman has worked himself into such a fit of anger, he punches the guy in the nose. Borrowing a jack became their code for stupidly obsessing over something, usually a man.
 
   “Listen,” Tuesday said, “I’m picking up the check on this one. Let’s go back to the house, have a small brandy and call it a night. But just so you know, the reason I got no love from these people tonight is this granny dress you made me wear.”
 
   Olivia laughed, carefully avoiding casting her eyes in the direction of Detective Richards and his gorgeous date.
 
    
 
   Tuesday eased the Mercedes into the driveway and Olivia took a flashlight out of her purse. 
 
   “What’s that for?”
 
   “Just in case we catch the robber red-handed.”
 
   “And what, you’re going to deck him with your purse light? Let me get my phone if you’re afraid. I have 911 on speed dial.”
 
   Olivia stumbled a bit. Even though Sabrina ordered good champagne for the event, Olivia had more than she realized. She righted herself and said, “Okay, Tues. Let’s secure the perimeter.”
 
   They crept up to the porch, looked through the paned windows. Olivia cautiously opened the front door and called out, “It’s the police. Show yourself now.”
 
   Tuesday sighed. “Please, baby girl. Let there be light,” and reached in front of Olivia for the switch next to the door. The crystal chandeliers came to life and flooded the showroom. She gave Olivia a what did I tell you glare. Olivia dropped her purse, flashlight and keys on the nearest table and took off her shoes, Morse code for why do I torture myself with these stilettos. Then she grabbed the shoes with one hand and her purse and keys with the other and led the way to the back staircase.
 
   


Chapter Nineteen: Sons of Anarchy
 
   Olivia called Cody as soon as she poured her first cup of coffee the next morning. Half a second later when Tuesday staggered into the kitchen squeezing sleep from the corner of her eyes and yawning so wide Olivia saw the gap in her back teeth, she held up the phone and pointed to the pot. Tuesday said something but Olivia turned her attention to Cody, who answered with a groggy, “Yeah?”
 
   “Cody? You have some explaining to do. What were you doing with that thug who was fighting with Mrs. Gotshalk’s son last night?”
 
   A silence during which Olivia slugged down a big gulp of coffee and Cody played innocent. 
 
   Olivia wasn’t having it. She glared at her phone as if to send the evil eye through cyberspace. “Yes, today is a work day. And what do you mean, what thug? I was at the country club last night and saw the whole thing. The fight, one of the guys peeling out of there in a pickup shaking his fist at you.” 
 
   More silence and another sip of coffee. “That was Roger? Roger from Blackman’s? Come over here now. We have to talk.” Then she noticed her sweats-for-pj’s and Tuesday’s bedroom hair and skin tight T-shirt and thong that she slept in and changed her mind. “No, make it an hour. We need to get decent.”
 
   She hung up. “Want some eggs, Tues?” 
 
   Tuesday answered, “Does a drowning man want a lifeline?” sounding like she had been at the same all night kegger with Cody. “But after breakfast I’m going to start my cleanse and give up sugar and alcohol.”
 
    
 
   Olivia drained her coffee. “Why don’t you shower while I cook?”
 
   Tuesday nodded sleepily, looking like she was suffering an attack of morning sickness.
 
   Olivia pointed to the colorful array of alternative treatments Tuesday had unpacked, but never looked back. “Tues? Do you think maybe you need one of your potions?”
 
   Tuesday looked at the corner of the counter cluttered with her stash and shook her head.  “I need to neutralize my body.  I’ll start taking them this afternoon.” 
 
   She headed back towards the bathroom just as the front door bell rang. “Holy wake up call, is this Granville Central Station?” 
 
   She looked at the rooster clock over the stove and grumbled to Olivia, “Why are we up so early? Did our mothers arrive while we were sleeping?”
 
   Olivia scowled. “I told you to go easy on the brandy last night. We’ve got work to do today. Everything in that showroom needs a new tag with the sale price on it. Now let me get rid of who ever is bothering me again at seven a.m. Probably the reporters are back.”
 
   Olivia plodded downstairs and opened the French doors into the showroom. What was it with seven a.m. callers? This was the same time Cody showed up with the body and almost the time that George Clooney appeared on her doorstop. Tomorrow, she promised herself, she was going to sleep until eight and avoid what was becoming a seven a.m. curse. Not that she could call Mr. Clooney, er Bacon, a curse, but the timing of this visitor certainly threw her off guard.
 
   Closer to the door, she could see her caller through the paned windows. Her heart revved up a few beats. Detective Richards stood on the porch flipping through his note pad. Quickly threading her fingers through her hair and making a futile attempt to arrange the sweats into some kind of fashion statement, she opened the door. 
 
   “Detective Richards?” She fumbled lamely for a greeting. “Um, have you found my Imari bowl and netsuke?”
 
   Richards stuck the note pad in his pocket, his expression as grim as ever. Did he look particularly appealing this morning because she knew for certain that he wasn’t available? She wouldn’t put it past her cockeyed psychology when it came to men. 
 
   He shook his head. “No, afraid not. But that is what I want to talk to you about.”
 
   She opened the door wider and invited him in with a sweep of her arm. “Please.” 
 
   The press trucks were still across the street, but apparently no one had ordered a wake up call.
 
   So Richards entered without being seen, looking around, taking everything in. Olivia recognized it now as an occupational tic. 
 
   “So I take it from your question,” he said, not yet looking at her, “your valuables have not appeared?”
 
   “Haven’t seen gum nor tooth of them.”
 
   Richards squinted his confusion.
 
   “My grandmother’s expression.” Olivia was acutely aware of her grungy appearance, but always rejected the coy tactic of apologizing for the way she looked, thereby inviting a forced disclaimer and compliment. “Gran hated clichés and wouldn’t say hide nor hair.”
 
   The detective’s expression never lost its half-grimace. Olivia considered whether he was suppressing a smile or indigestion. She’d put her money on a sour stomach, probably part of the hangover syndrome afflicting both she and Tuesday. 
 
   “I was just making coffee, Detective. Can I pour you a cup?” There was more than one way to warm up a cold fish.
 
   Richards made no effort to disguise his scrutiny of the shop. “No, I only have a minute. I wanted to be sure my men did a thorough job of investigating yesterday.”
 
   Olivia saw his eyes rest on Hemingway’s lamp. “Do you know antiques, detective?” She explained the writer’s connection to the lamp.
 
   He shook his head. “I know nothing about antiques, but I have read Hemingway, of course.”
 
   Olivia commented on the disdain in his voice. “You’re not a fan?”
 
   “Hardly. I’d like to think we are over Hemingway worship and all that macho bull. . . .” He corrected himself. “Business. But those horns could come from the blackbuck we have in India.”
 
   “Your birthplace?” 
 
   “Oh, no. I’m a Midwesterner. A suburb of Chicago. Lake Forest.”
 
   Olivia blinked. “I know it.” The Billionaire Hollow of the Midwest. Hardly the breeding grounds for cops. And very, very white male oriented. She recalled Richards bristling when Mrs. Blackman referred to “you outsiders” at the police station. Olivia bet he had a story to tell. She guessed his parents were servants to one of the wealthy Lake Forest families. Lake Forest would never allow the type of small shop Indian immigrants liked to set up. 
 
   “When I visited my grandparents some years back they took me to Vallanadu because of my interest in wildlife. It’s a sanctuary. The blackbuck is on the endangered species list.” 
 
   Olivia started to apologize for owning the lamp. She didn’t want to embarrass him by pressing him any further about his background. “Of course, in the Hemingway era, . . . .”
 
   But Richards was relaxing, becoming downright chatty. “My father did an internship at a Chicago investment firm during his studies at the London School of Economics. Fell in love with the cold winters.”
 
   He misinterpreted the look on Olivia’s face. “Yes, I know what you’re thinking. He could have lived any place he chose. Why would a native of one of the hottest places on the planet pick one of the coldest? But stranger things have happened, I guess. When I left Harvard I vowed I would only live in sunshine for the rest of my life. Then a dream job came up back in Chicago. But that’s neither here nor there. Let me get back to business and I’ll leave you alone.”
 
   Olivia was at a loss for words, and more than embarrassed for her immigrant profiling. But with that background, why was he a detective in Darling Valley? 
 
   “Miss Granville, I’ve decided to place a detail outside your house tonight, just to keep an eye on things. I should have done it yesterday. I trust nothing else is missing?”
 
   “Okay. No, but I haven’t looked.”
 
    She noticed his bristly chin. Why hadn’t he shaved? He was getting ready to leave. She touched his sleeve to ask a question, felt his arm under his jacket, a delicious sinking feeling warmed her solar plexus. What was she doing? “Um, detective, I have to ask you. Do you always start at the crack of dawn?”
 
   “Murderers don’t take any days off and neither do I. Even when the day has to start at 6 am.”
 
   Startled, Olivia said, “You think the murderer stole my things?”
 
   Richards didn’t seem to be able to maintain a lighthearted pose for long. His eyes narrowed again. “I can’t understand why you are being targeted. It could be random coincidence, if I believed in coincidences. Have you noticed anything unusual lately?”
 
   She crossed her arms, but she needed them to camouflage her whole body, not just the sad chest that her hoodie accentuated. “Actually, I have. A body in my armoire and a target on my back.” 
 
   Richards shook his head in grim agreement. “A homicide puts everyone under the microscope, Miss Granville. I’m sure you can understand the need for increased scrutiny.”
 
   “I do, and I would appreciate it more if you could tell me about the progress you’re making. Any clues show up at the country club?”
 
   She was fishing for news about the girlfriend, she knew that, and immediately wished she hadn’t.
 
   “Oh, I wasn’t at the auction to investigate the murder.” He reached into his pants pocket and jangled his change.
 
   No, of course you weren’t. You were impressing the socks off your girlfriend with all the hot shots you know.
 
   He didn’t offer any more information, so she asked, “Well, have you made any progress, outside of the country club?”
 
   “We’re investigating some leads. Nothing I can talk about just yet. I stopped by to see if you’ve located your belongings. My officer said nothing seemed to be amiss when he came by yesterday. Of course, since this is still a crime scene, two thefts in twenty-four hours raises alarm bells. I was hoping you’d tell me they’d turned up.”
 
   Richards was wearing a suit. Was it the one he had on last night? She tried to remember. Yeah, it was. She detected the wine stain on the front of his shirt. He probably was on his way home from a sleepover at his girlfriend’s house. That realization made her more acutely aware of her baggy sweats and helmet hair. 
 
   He volunteered that, “Tasmania lives near here and I stayed at her place last night rather than drive into Marin City.”
 
   Olivia wanted to say, “TMI, detective,” but he blathered on and didn’t give her an opening. Crapola. Why was her heart pounding for this guy when she was still mooning over Brooks? Maybe her birth certificate was wrong. Was she 12, instead of 32?
 
   He continued. “So I thought I’d stop by and just see for myself.”
 
   Olivia shook her head and gave him a mournful grimace. “Sorry. Tuesday and I have torn this place apart. They are gone.”
 
   “What about your assistant,” Richards pulled his notepad out of his pocket, “Mr. White. Do you think he could have picked them up? Innocently or otherwise?”
 
   “Cody wouldn’t do that. He just wouldn’t.  And anyway, whenever he was in the house, he was with me. He hasn’t been alone in the house. Plus, he wouldn’t steal from me.  I know that.”
 
   “Well, if anything turns up on our end, I’ll let you know. I won’t keep you. I need to just go around to Mrs. Harmon’s apartment and check something out with her.”
 
   “Mrs. Harmon? Why are you interested in her?”
 
   “Confidential, I’m afraid.”
 
   “Well, she doesn’t rouse herself until close to ten. I’m not sure she’d hear you knocking.”
 
   “Oh, she’s expecting me. 
 
   Stunned by the news that he was not only investigating Mrs. Harmon but also that she deigned to speak to anyone before noon, Olivia said, “Well, don’t let me keep you. You can go down through the back stairs if you like.” She pointed towards her office. 
 
   “No, that’s all right. I’ve disturbed you enough. Thanks for your time. Oh, one more thing? What is your relationship with the deceased’s daughter?”
 
   “I have no relationship with her. I don’t know her, well, only that she exists. I believe she’s a friend of Mrs. Harmon and was friendly with Cody White. But no longer from what I can gather. You know how it is with kids and dating. Easy come, easy go.”
 
   “Yes, I know that.” 
 
   Oh, why so serious? Touch a nerve named Tasmania? Before Olivia could say anything else, Richards turned and opened the door, causing the little bell over the door to jingle. Olivia stopped him.
 
   “Detective Richards, can I ask you a question? How did you know I’d be up this early?”
 
   He cracked a faint smile that allowed Olivia to get a glimpse of his dazzling teeth. “I’m a detective, remember? You work for yourself. When was the last time you slept past 5 am.”
 
   Olivia smiled back. “Make that 4 am and you’ve got me.”
 
   His smile disappeared and for just a moment Olivia caught his eyes quickly scanning her down to her bare toes. 
 
   Oh my god. Is he checking me out, She wondered? He just left his girlfriend’s place. Are all the men in Darling Valley slugs?
 
   As she downgraded his good-guy rating, he slipped back into his formal, policeman’s stance. “Goodbye, Miss Granville. Actually, I have a favor to ask. I let slip a bit of personal information. I feel more comfortable not talking about where I went to school and that sort of thing.”
 
   “You mean you don’t have many Harvard classmates on the police force?”
 
   “Let’s just say, I prefer not to flaunt it. Not that anyone couldn’t look it up. But I try fit in.”
 
   “So that’s why you pretended not to know what an armoire was?”
 
   “Oh, that’s for real. I had to Google it. They don’t teach you everything in grad school.”
 
    “Good bye, detective. And, oh . . . “ She gestured to her sweats. “I’m sorry about the way I look. It’s so early and all.”
 
   “Not at all. You look quite fine.”
 
   Arrrghhh rattled through her brain. What was wrong with her, apologizing to this, this, GUMSHOE! She closed the door behind him and watched him walk around to the side and up the driveway to the entrance of Mrs. Harmon’s apartment. Well, at least he didn’t hassle her about the illegal unit.
 
   


Chapter Twenty: Banking Day
 
   Olivia wound her turquoise and ivory beads through her tangerine cashmere scarf and arranged the creation on her neck. She zipped up her cropped Alexander McQueen skinny jeans and pondered her sweater collection for a moment before grabbing a yellow cabled silk pullover, hand knit by the owner of Cobwebs and Cashmere, the yarn shop across the street. Kittie, the owner of the shop, assured her the color was made for her blond highlights. Olivia wanted to say, honey, I’ve been worked over by the masters of Rodeo Drive, but bought it anyway and wrote off the sweater as a public relations expense. 
 
   The reason she invested a few hundred dollars in the sweater when she had bins full in her closet was because Kitty Woolery, could that really be her name, was the first shop owner to give Olivia the time of day and she wanted to build on the favorable first impression she had made. Olivia did not knit: the sweater was a handmade sample she begged Kitty to part with, for twice what Olivia was sure it was worth. Business was business. She checked herself in the mirror. She was ready to meet Cody and anything else the day might have to offer. Why couldn’t Richards arrive now?
 
   Tuesday raised her eyebrows at the tangerine, yellow and orange get up and said Olivia looked like a citrus juice commercial. Olivia kept her mouth shut about her friend’s outfit. Leather pants cut into daisy dukes, ripped fishnet stockings, a pink lace cami under a man’s 1950’s sport coat and tap shoes. Her hair was badly braided into four cornrows with frayed scrunchies at the tips and over it she had jammed on a pillbox hat, circa 1960. Olivia had gotten Tuesday to dress down for the auction. That was all she could expect in the way of fashion correctness for the remainder of this trip. But she did say, “A chapeau pour petit déjeuner?”
 
   Just then a text came in. 
 
   “It’s Jesse,” she said.
 
   Tuesday feigned a swoon. “The dreamy fish monger.”
 
   Olivia held up her index finger to silence Tuesday, and then read the message. 
 
   Wuts up w Queenie and Blkmr’s dtr? Tt 1’s a nasty pce o wrk and they r in cahoots bout smthin. We noobies gotta stk 2gthr. yr bb brudda
 
   Olivia had to sit down to read it to Tuesday. 
 
   “Okay, what’s this about?”
 
   Olivia explained that Jesse referred to Mrs. Harmon as Queenie and this was the second time she was implicated in something with Jessica Blackman. Why was Jesse worried about Olivia’s well-being all of a sudden? His attention comforted her, but she was in the dark about the reason. They’d have a friendly chat if they ran into each other around town, but that was the extent of their relationship. When she first arrived he would fill her in on some of the local flora and fauna and that’s when he first referred to her tenant as Queenie. “Have you seen her carry that purse? I swear, I expect her to start waving to the commoners.”
 
   Olivia liked his warmth and sense of humor, but they had never acted on their promise to have lunch. They were both too busy getting their businesses off the ground. She teased him about being the baby brother she always wanted and he said, “I’ll take that.” Hence, she explained the signoff, yr bb brudda.
 
   “I wish we would have lunch,” she added. “I’d love to pick that Harvard marketing brain of his.”
 
   Tuesday licked her lips. “That’s not all I’d like to do with him.”
 
   Olivia laughed. “Can we talk about one man, just one, without you being all over him?”
 
   “Where’s the fun in that?” Tuesday had her head in the refrigerator looking for jam for her toast.
 
   “Seriously, why is Jesse worried about me? That must be why Detective Richards was snooping around here this morning. Jessica Blackman has something to do with her father’s murder. Maybe Mrs. Harmon is her accomplice. Maybe it is my association with Mrs. Harmon that got me pulled into this. I need to know what Jesse knows.”
 
   Before she had a chance to reply to Jesse’s message, her phone rang. She saw Elgin Fastner’s name on her screen. She held it up for Tuesday to see and mouthed, “Should I answer,” and immediately hit the button. “Hello, Elgin. What a surprise.”
 
   The banker’s voice turned syrupy and soft, more intimate than his business voice. “Olivia, my dear. I’ve been thinking about our conversation yesterday and I believe I overreacted to your request.”
 
   Olivia was cautious. “Oh? In what way?”
 
   “Well, I believe I know of some documents that you might be interested in seeing, though I would have to have your word that you would not make the information public or in way implicate me in revealing them to you.”
 
   “Confidentiality. Of course, Elgin. It goes without saying.”
 
   She mouthed, He wants to blackmail Sabrina.
 
   Tuesday mouthed, Yes! and gave her a fist bump. 
 
   “But let me ask you, what changed your mind?” She gave Tuesday a big wink.
 
   “Well, I certainly can’t reveal her financial information. But there is a document you might find interesting. Given that you are implicated in her affairs by way of your relationship with, oh, how do I put this? Her late partner. It is my judgment that you are entitled to see an agreement they made.”
 
   “An agreement? What kind of agreement?”
 
   “Well, I’d rather not say over the phone. Can we meet for lunch and we can talk about this further?”
 
   After she mouth, “He wants to do lunch,” Tuesday made an obscene gesture and Olivia nodded yes.
 
   “Why that would be fine, Elgin. Shall we say noon at Hugo’s?”
 
   “Oh, no. Not Hugo’s. Let’s go somewhere quiet. How about the Buckeye Roadhouse? I just love their Asian tuna salad and Key Lime Pie, don’t you?”
 
   “I love the Buckeye, Elgin, but that’s half an hour away, almost to the Golden Gate Bridge.” She covered her mouth so her laugh wouldn’t seep into the phone. “Are you sure we couldn’t find a place in town that’s quiet?”
 
   “No, no. It has to be the Buckeye. I, I . . .” She could hear him thinking on his feet. “I have to go to San Francisco and it is so convenient to the bridge.
 
   “Well, if you say so, Elgin. I’ll see you there at noon.”
 
   She could hear his sigh of relief. She gave him a seductive, “Bye, Elgin,” and hung up before she burst out laughing.
 
   Tuesday plopped onto a stool. “Tell me, tell me.”
 
   “He wants to double cross Sabrina by showing me some document that must be incriminating in some way. I knew that one was up to something. He doesn’t want to be seen with me in town, but, of course, he’s hoping I’ll, ahem, return the favor.”
 
   Tuesday said, “Then he doesn’t know my Olivia.”
 
   The two women burst out laughing.
 
   Tuesday said, “Seriously, Olivia. This murder thing is getting deep and dirty.”
 
   “I’ll say. We have Sabrina, the Ice Queen partner up to something. Then Mrs. Harmon playing some kind of grandma footsie with young Jessica and that guy in the truck with Cody last night? The Gotshalk thug shouting he knew something about the other night? And people think I had something to do with the murder? We have enough suspects to start a TV crime show.”
 
   “Speaking of Cody, shouldn’t he be here?”
 
   Olivia dialed Cody’s number. “Change of plans.” She told him he would have make it coffee and soon. And Tuesday would come with her. “But I’ll make it easy on you. Mohammad will come to the mountain. Name a place and we’ll meet you there.”
 
    
 
   The threesome wedged into a red Naugahyde booth on Cody’s side of town, the area skirting the meth park. 
 
   Cody started out by complaining about how long it was taking Detective Richards to return his truck.
 
   “And my armoire, I might add.” Olivia kicked herself for not asking Richards this morning when she’d get her belongings back. 
 
   “So Cody,” she said. “What was that all about last night. Whose truck were you in and why was that guy beating up young Gotshalk.”
 
   He still hadn’t shaven. Did he go on a bender last night?  Or was the news about Jessica keeping him awake all night? He shook his head as if this was all too much for him. “Olivia, can we order some breakfast first? I’m starved.”
 
   Olivia said, “sure,” knowing she would be picking up the tab. “Tues and I have eaten, so I’ll just have some decaf.” She rubbed her stomach. “To tell you the truth, I think I’ve had too much food. Not feeling that great. But you go on and order. How about you, Tues?”
 
   “What kind of herb tea do they have?”
 
   Cody and Olivia looked at one another, incredulous.
 
   “Tuesday, look around. It’s not an herbal tea kind of place.”
 
   Tuesday saw the bikers with tats wrapped around their necks, shaven heads and long scruffy beards. “Yeah, I see what you mean. How about a chocolate shake. I don’t trust the coffee here. It’s probably not organic.”
 
   Olivia said, “Tues, what was all that this morning about a cleanse and ditching sugar?”
 
   “Clearly, I have to be in the right environment.”
 
   Cody looked confused. Olivia turned her attention to him. “Okay, let’s get to it. Cody, what went down last night.”
 
   “Olivia, I’m not supposed to talk about it. Some people could get in serious trouble.”
 
   “Okay, just the broad outline.”
 
   “Well, it was a drug deal gone bad. Gotrocks owes Roger some money.”
 
   “Roger as in Blackman’s Roger?”
 
   “The same. He has a little side business, if you get my drift.”
 
   “I think I do. And he shorted Gotrocks?”
 
   “No, Gotrocks shorted him. Roger figured he would get him to pay up at the country club so he wouldn’t cause a scene. But Roger figured wrong and Gotrocks started punching him out.”
 
   “Well, what was that he shouted to Roger that he knew what he was doing the other night? I assumed it had something to do with Blackman’s murder.”
 
   “I don’t think I should talk about that.”
 
   “Why, because you don’t know anything?” Olivia paused. “Or you do know something?” He looked so disheartened, Olivia reached over and stroked his hand.
 
    “Well what were you doing with Roger last night? Tell me that. Are you involved with drugs? You can tell me, Cody. I don’t judge. You know that.”
 
   “No, it wasn’t about drugs. That’s not my thing. But I don’t have wheels. I told you the other day. Roger wants to do some business with me. Legit business. Helping him with my truck and stuff and he’d make sure I got some delivery work from Blackman’s. After hours, you know. After I’m done with you for the day. So last night I told him I needed a ride. I had a date. He said he’d give me a lift into Darling Boulevard but that he had a quick stop to make. I didn’t know he was going to shake down Gotrocks.” 
 
   “A date?”
 
   “Yeah. Well, not a real date. But I texted Jessica that I wanted to get together and talk and she said yes. I wanted to let her tell me about her marriage, see if she needed anything. You know, friend stuff.”
 
   “Jessica!” blurted Tuesday. “I hear she’s bad news.” 
 
   “Sweet Jessica!  Who’s telling tales about her?” Cody came alive, looking like he would take someone out.
 
   Olivia told him. “Jesse, if you must know. And as far as I’m concerned, his word is good. And he’s not the only one. Monica, Mrs. Blackman’s assistant said some things. Hints. Intimations. And she should know.”
 
   “I don’t believe it. What are they saying?”
 
   “Cody, I don’t know how to say this, but there is a rumor around that she had something to do with her father’s death.”
 
   “I don’t believe it.” Cody looked crushed.
 
   “Richards is investigating it. Well, he hinted that he was. I can’t say any more for sure.” 
 
   “It’s not Jessica. It can’t be.”
 
   “Cody, are you sure of Jessica? You know for sure that she’s being straight with you?”
 
   “Of course she is. Why would you say a thing like that?”
 
   Before she could answer, her phone rang. Elgin needed to move lunch up another half an hour because of an emergency bank meeting. Olivia told him it was fine, then told Tuesday they needed to leave so she could drop her off at the house.
 
   “You okay being at the shop by yourself again? This won’t take long. And Cody, listen, when I get back why don’t I pick you up from wherever you are and you can take me home and keep the truck. As long as Tuesday is here with the rented Mercedes, I have wheels. Bring it back when the PD releases yours.”
 
   “Gosh, thanks, Olivia. Just give me a call. I’ll probably be home.”
 
    “Not a problem, Cody. Are you sure there isn’t anything else I should know.”
 
   He hemmed and hawed. “Well, my allegiance is more to you than Roger. Nobody else knows this and he doesn’t want it to get out to the police. Roger had a dustup with Mr. Blackman. He caught him stealing money from the shop. I don’t know why Blackman didn’t fire him on the spot, but Roger let it slip to Gotrocks that there’d been trouble. Blackman wanted to meet with him the night before we found him in the armoire. Last night Roger told me he was terrified that Blackman called the meeting because he was going to turn him into the police. But then they just talked about business, but now Gotrocks is putting it around town that Roger killed him. But I can’t believe Roger would do something like that. Off Blackman?”
 
   “But if he’s dealing drugs, that can lead to really bad stuff.”
 
   “I told you Roger isn’t the sharpest knife in the drawer. He tried one deal with Gotrocks that went sour. It scared him plenty. He wants out of the whole drug scene. You can’t let the police know about this.”
 
   “But Cody, this gives Roger a motive and opportunity. It could clear me. Where’s your loyalty?”
 
   Cody finished up his omelet and hash browns and wiped his mouth with a paper napkin. “Roger says he has an alibi. Somebody came into the shop before he left and Blackman was definitely alive when he took off. He doesn’t know who the guy was because Roger swept up like he always does and left by the back door because the two men were having a drink and he figured Blackman had forgotten about him. He reported that part to the police and they are checking it out to see if Roger’s story is for real. He’s just afraid if they find out about the theft part they will pin the murder on him. He’s smart enough to figure that out.
 
    Olivia scratched her head and pulled her hair back. “I don’t know. This isn’t working for me. If he told Richards that someone was in the shop when he left, the police would tear Darling Valley apart finding that guy. They probably found out it was a customer and that backed up Roger’s alibi. Otherwise, why isn’t he in jail? Thanks, Cody but false alarm. Ready Tues?”
 
   Tuesday slurped down the last of her milkshake and the two women headed out of the diner, eyes straight ahead to avoid the stares of the biker dudes giving them the once over. Tuesday said, “I’m surprised the Sons of Anarchy weren’t on Sabrina’s guest list last night.”
 
   


Chapter Twenty-One: A Change of Heart
 
   The valet parking attendant at the Buckeye helped Olivia out of the Mercedes and handed her a ticket. Smiling and winking, which Olivia knew was code for how about a big tip later on. The famous San Francisco fog bank that confounded travelers as far back as Sir Francis Drake wrapped itself around the Golden Gate Bridge standing just above the landmark restaurant and Olivia shivered up the hill and into the wood paneled waiting room. The hostess came around from the bar and when she gave her name told Olivia her party was waiting. 
 
   “This way please,” and she led Olivia into the back room by the huge stone fireplace to the table in the far, far corner where Elgin sat nursing a drink. He apologized for hurrying their lunch, and, though Olivia knew the reason, she put on an innocent face and asked why he didn’t want to have lunch in Darling Valley.
 
   Elgin pointed to the windows and view of the north deck of the Bridge, the city beyond peeking through the fog in places. “I love Darling Valley and all that, but once in a while it’s nice to see the outside world. Don’t you think?”
 
   “Whatever you say, Elgin. This is your lunch.”
 
   Was Elgin salivating? Seeing his ridiculous boyish excitement at having Olivia all to himself, she wondered why people held bankers in awe. Yes, they held life plans in the palm of their hands, but once Olivia received a down payment on her fee, she had her clients in the palm of her hand as well. They would have to live with her vision of their dreams.
 
   Elgin started to make chit chat, but Olivia wasn’t having it.
 
   “Since you are in a hurry and I have a client waiting for me, why don’t we get to the point. What is it about Sabrina that you would like me to know?”
 
   “How well do you, I should say, did you know Mr. Blackman?”
 
   “I keep telling everybody. I didn’t know him at all. I dealt with Sabrina.”
 
   “Oh, yes. Sabrina. They were partners, you know.”
 
   “Yes, I knew that. I just was never in the shop when Mr. Blackman was there.”
 
   “Well they had been business partners for several years. Before Mr. Blackman’s marriage to Greta.”
 
   “I didn’t know that. The timeline, that is.”
 
   Elgin explained that, therefore, Mr. Blackman’s part of the business was not community property. And apparently to assure that would not change, they wrote up an agreement specifying who would get control of the business if something untoward happened to either of them. In the event of a death, the surviving partner would get the partnership. None of it would go to Greta, or to Sabrina’s husband.”
 
   “I didn’t know Sabrina had a husband.”
 
   “Soon to be ex. At any rate, Sabrina obviously had a lot to gain from Blackman’s death. There isn’t a whisper of suspicion about Greta’s involvement, of course. She had nothing to gain. Sabrina has not been married for very long, either and doesn’t stand to receive much of a settlement in her divorce. As you may know, California’s community property laws are no longer as favorable to women as they once were.”
 
   “How do you know this?”
 
   “I read the newspapers.”
 
   “About Sabrina and Blackman’s partnership?”
 
   “No. About the divorce laws. Bankers can get involved in those property settlement disputes. About Sabrina, she confided in me. Plus, they asked me to witness their partnership arrangement.”
 
   “Not their lawyers?”
 
   “They chose not to involve lawyers.”
 
   “Of course they didn’t. Greta and Sabrina’s husband would have known and thrown a fit.”
 
   “Perhaps. But other than Sabrina and Blackman, no one knew about the arrangement other than myself. If news of this should get out, it would put her in an unfavorable light. She doesn’t have many assets of her own.” 
 
   “Why do I need to know this? Greta now has access to all of her husband’s papers. She will find this out. What do I get out of seeing this agreement when Greta surely has a copy now? Mr. Blackman would have kept it his in his office, which Greta has access to.”
 
   “Precisely. But I am sure the widow is too distraught to go through her husband’s papers just yet. While you need, shall we say, closure. Now. And I know where Sabrina keeps her copy. If it got into the hands of the police, it would show that Sabrina had a motive.”
 
   “And what good does this information do me? Do you think I’m going to raid her office some night and steal it? Evidently, you don’t know me very well. And how would I explain to the police how I got it?”
 
   “Olivia. You asked me if there was anything I knew about Sabrina that might take suspicion off you.”
 
   “I didn’t say that.”
 
   “But in so many words. Let’s not quibble. If you were to find yourself in her office and looked behind the ancient map of London mounted over her desk, you’d see a small safe. If you were to look under the center drawer in her desk, you’d find a key taped there.”
 
   “And how do you know that?”
 
   “As her financial advisor, she confided in me about certain matters.”
 
   Olivia remembered Sabrina’s rebuff of Elgin the night before. Hell hath no fury and all that. But watch out for a man’s wounded ego.
 
   “Really, Elgin. You’re practically asking me to steal her property. That is way beyond anything I suggested to you. I think I’ll leave now. Especially since you have to get back for a meeting.”
 
   “But Olivia, we haven’t had our Sesame Crusted Tuna. It’s the best dish west of the Mississippi. Maybe even east of it.”
 
   “Why don’t you take mine home in a doggy bag. I have to head back to Darling Valley. It’s a long drive.”
 
   He tried to grab her hand to induce her to stay but Olivia eluded his grasp. She plunked a dollar into the hand of the valet guy and avoided his angry gaze as she headed back north.
 
   


Chapter Twenty-Two: Another Theft
 
   On the way back to the house, the Marimba chords of Olivia’s iPhone sitting on the dashboard rang out. She almost drove off Highway 101 when she saw that it was Mrs. Harmon. Previously, the grand dame communicated only on monogrammed, 20-pound stationary that she stuck into Olivia’s mail slot. She hit the speakerphone and said a cautious, “Hello.”
 
   Mrs. Harmon didn’t mince words. “Ms. Granville, I am entitled by law to the quiet enjoyment of my premises. All week I have had to put up with police cars, reporters and I don’t know what else. Oh yes, and that woman who is staying with you taking over the back yard in her ridiculous outfits.”
 
   Olivia tried to interrupt but Mrs. Harmon plowed on. “If you don’t remove those impediments to my comfort, I shall have to resort to legal means.”
 
   The nerve of that woman. Doesn’t she realize she is under suspicion for murder. Under her breath, Olivia said, if I were you I’d lay low, girlie. And then cooed, “I’m so sorry for the inconvenience, Mrs. Harmon.” 
 
   She didn’t climb to the top of the partnership ladder in record time without learning how to mollify quarrelsome clients. “I’m sure you understand that when it comes to the movements of the police department, my hands are tied. And as far as the press is concerned, as long as they don’t step on my property, they are legally allowed to congregate in their cars and on the sidewalk. And as far as Tuesday is concerned, I’m sure if you met her . . . ”
 
    Mrs. Harmon interrupted to bark, “If you don’t handle this situation you will hear from my lawyer,” and hung up.
 
   When she got home and relayed the story, Tuesday said, “Do you think she stole those balls from a from a wrecking crane?”
 
   Olivia shook her head in disgust. “That’s all I need, a tenant dispute. I’m starved. Let’s have some lunch.”
 
   “But you just came home from a lunch date?”
 
   So while Olivia raided the refrigerator for leftovers, she told Tuesday about her meeting with Elgin, ending with, “And the worst of it, I never got any of that fabulous tuna salad.
 
   Tuesday ruminated. “Ollie Mollie, that’s not a bad idea. Looking at that agreement. It might get you off the hook with Richards. This could exonerate you. Problems solved.” She swept her palms together in an all cleaned up gesture.
 
    “Oh,” said Olivia, making a sandwich of cheese and greens, “and then what will we do with it? Rush over to Richards’ office and say, na na, look what I’ve got? And then he’d pull out his handcuffs and say, na na look what I’ve got. That’s breaking and entering. First jail cell to your right.”
 
   Tuesday held up her phone. “We don’t have to steal it. An exact reproduction would do.”
 
   “And then what, post it on Facebook?”
 
   “First things first. Let’s get a copy of the document and then we’ll figure out what to do with it.”
 
   “Absolutely not. Last word on the subject or I’m throwing your herb tea in the compost pile.”
 
   “Yeah, well I hate that stuff in the first place,” she joked. “Where’s the Veuve Cliquot?” Then opened a bottle of vitamin water.
 
   “You know, Tues. I didn’t really know what I was going to do if Elgin forked over any incriminating information about Sabrina. But now my nose is twitching. It’s time for me to take matters into my own hands. It’s Wednesday and I have a boatload of work to do to arrange my sale for Saturday. If we don’t figure out who did this and nail the culprit, my sale is toast, and I’ll be on that plane with you back to Los Angeles.”
 
   “I’m with you girlfriend. What do you have in mind?”
 
   Olivia the list maker reached for the notepad on the counter. Then she combed through her purse for her favorite Mont Blanc pen. She had to unload her keys, her phone, her travel makeup kit, her hairbrush, her retro packet of Sen Sen, her Chinese silk tissue holder, her mini-sewing kit, her golf ball, her roll of masking tape, her card of thumbtacks, her empty prescription bottle and an envelope of Herbs de Provence seeds with lavender. At the bottom she found her pen, then started repacking her purse.
 
   Tuesday grabbed the Herbs and held them up with a question mark on her face. Olivia said, “For my herb garden. When I have time to plant one.”
 
   Tuesday sniffed the packet. “Are these from that trip to Provence where we visited that medieval garden and you came home wanting everything to look like an illuminated manuscript?”
 
   “The very one.” Olivia held out her hand for the seeds.
 
   “Holy Mrs. Greenjeans! These are so old they’ve turned to powder.” She started to toss them in the trash under the sink.
 
   “Don’t! I keep them for good luck.” Olivia grabbed them out of her hand and added them to the hoard on the counter. She shook her purse into the trash container under her sink to rid it of dust and started repacking her collection of bits and pieces, stopping with a puzzled look. “Wait. Where’s my flashlight?”
 
   “Huh?”
 
   “You know, the flashlight I used to get in last night. Didn’t I put it back in my purse?” The memory of breaking into her own home came back to her. “No, you know what I did? I put my purse, my keys and the flashlight on that little pine table by the door to take off my shoes. I picked up everything but the flashlight. Hold on a sec while I get it.”
 
   Olivia ran down the stairs and trotted through the maze of furniture in the showroom towards the front door. A moment later she screamed, “TUESDAY!  It’s gone. My flashlight is gone.”
 
   


Chapter Twenty-Three: Tummy Trouble
 
   Was it rotten fish? Was Hugo’s responsible for the vise-like cramp sending electric shocks through Olivia’s mid-section? She looked at the clock. Six a.m. Too early to check on Tuesday to see if she were afflicted with food poisoning, too. But then it had been two days since the halibut at Hugo’s. She crawled out of bed and tiptoed into the hallway past the guest room to pull the heating pad out from under the carefully stacked towels. 
 
   “The towels,” she said to herself, mentally slapping her forehead. She had to get the towels from the dryer. Mrs. Harmon will have a fit if she needs to use the laundry and finds Olivia’s towels in the dryer. But they would have to wait, she explained to herself, doubling over with a stab of pain. Back in bed, the heating pad warmed quickly, but the spreading fingers of heat only increased the intense pain in her belly. Within an hour she was gasping with each breath and Tuesday came knocking.
 
   “What is it? I heard you moaning. What’s wrong?”
 
   Tuesday made her some chamomile tea. When she brought it into the bedroom, Olivia said, “How are you feeling? We ate the same thing.” 
 
   Tuesday thumped her belly. “Fine.”
 
   The tea helped and Tuesday left her to rest and soon Olivia fell back asleep. Two hours later she woke unable to stand up straight from the cramping. She crept into the kitchen where she found Tuesday poring over an herbal text. When Olivia said she hadn’t recovered, Tuesday asked it there was a natural foods store in Darling.
 
   “I think I need some real medicine, Tues. Something’s wrong. I just don’t know a doctor here.”
 
   Olivia checked the contact list on her phone and punched in the number for Champagne and Cobwebs, the stitchery shop across the street. “Kitty, this is Olivia. Listen, I hate to bother you but do you know the name of a doctor? I have stomach grumpies and think I need to be seen.”
 
   Tuesday listened intently to Olivia’s end of the conversation. “Oh, yes. I’ve heard of him. No, that’s all right. Is he an internist or Family Physician? Oh, I see. Okay. No, don’t trouble yourself. I can look up his number. Thanks, Kitty. No I have a friend with me, I’ll be fine. Thanks a lot. Yes, you too.”
 
   Olivia put the phone down and took another sip of tea. “The stars are against me on this one, Tues. She recommends Dr. Chandler, Greta Blackman’s physician. We saw him at the police department. She said otherwise I’d have to go into San Rafael to an Urgent Care Center. He’s one of those private physicians who only accepts cash, no insurance.” 
 
   Olivia was describing the growing practice of doctors who avoided the bureaucracy of insurance company and let patients file their own insurance claims. In return for the inconvenience, it was easier to get an appointment and they made themselves more available to their patients..
 
   “You’re looking green, Olivia. See if he has an opening. There’s no way you can ride that bumpy road into San Rafael.”
 
   “Coming from someone who hates doctors, Tuesday, that’s an endorsement. I must look pretty awful.”
 
   A few minutes later Olivia had an appointment with Dr. Chandler at 11:30. She fingered Detective Richards’ card, then picked up her phone and dialed his number. He picked up on the second ring and Olivia asked if anyone suspicious had turned up. He wasn’t in a chatty mood. He gave her a curt, no, how are you? When she mentioned her food poisoning, he recommended Dr. Chandler, as well and said he had to go.
 
   Olivia relayed this to Tuesday, commenting with a sneer. “His brunette bombshell is probably waiting.”
 
   Tuesday answered, “Tell me again how much you don’t care about that guy?”
 
    
 
   Olivia finished registering at the reception desk and joined Tuesday on a down cushioned sofa opposite a wall of tropical fish.
 
   Tuesday pointed to it. “Honestly, Olivia, can’t doctors think of anything more original than tropical fish in their waiting rooms?”
 
   The receptionist overheard and offered, “They did a study and found that fish are very calming. Dr. Chandler is an amateur ichthyologist.”
 
   Tuesday whispered out of the corner of her mouth, “She’s got more makeup on than all the Kardashians put together,” then pointed to a two-inch thick encyclopedia of exotic tropical fish on the table next to her. “I guess he is,” she said for the benefit of the receptionist. 
 
   “O,” she added, drawing her attention to a three-inch bright blue creature swimming by. “I could use eye shadow that color.”
 
   Again the receptionist showed off her knowledge. “Blue German Ram. Not as rare as it once was. A cichlid from Venezuela.”
 
   Tuesday mouthed, “Chiclets? Like in gum?”
 
   The girl at the desk patted her extension-rich hair and was about to expound on South American species, but Tuesday leaned over and gave her a thousand watt smile. “Thanks, hon, but TMI.” The girl gave her an equally fake smile right back.
 
   But it was a separate tank that caught Olivia’s attention and took her mind off her cramping belly for a moment. The receptionist couldn’t help herself. 
 
   “That’s the tank for the Scribbled Mappa. They can get rowdy with the other fish.” She mouthed chomping and swallowing. “If you get my drift. So they get their separate tank.”
 
   Ever the designer, Olivia noted the few fish in a big tank.
 
   “Yeah, they like a lot of real estate or they eat one another. At $400 a pop, it’s cheaper to get them their own designer digs.” She put up her hand to pause the lecture and listen to her headset. She unplugged herself and got up. “They’re ready for you in the back. Come this way.”
 
   Tuesday jokingly picked up the encyclopedia and said, “I’ll wait here and bone up on my, what are they?”
 
   The assistant repeated, “Scribbled Mappas.”
 
    
 
   After a nursing assistant noted her vital signs in a brand new chart, Olivia sat on an examining table clutching a lilac paper gown around her shoulders that she was told to don with the opening in the front. While she waited for the doctor, she pondered whether she should remind him that she had seen him and Mrs. Blackman in the police department. Before she could formulate an answer, the door opened and Dr. Chandler entered wearing a black lab jacket that, if it weren’t for his name embroidered over the pocket, could have passed for a summer weight sport coat. As befitting the doctor to the billionaires, Olivia guessed he had them made on Savile Row. 
 
   Chandler quickly picked up her chart and scanned his assistant’s notes, eliminating the need to shake hands. He sat on a surprisingly ordinary rolling stool and said, “So, we meet again. Not that we were formally introduced at the police station.”
 
   Olivia got to the point as well. “Dr. Chandler, I know this is awkward, considering the, um, circumstances, but I have been in scary pain and you were the only doctor available in DV. I couldn’t stand the thought of having to drive into San Rafael. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to slight your expertise, but given your relationship with Mrs. Blackman, it would have been better for both of us for me to see someone else. But . . . ”
 
   The doctor interrupted her. “Miss Granville, you signed a privacy statement so you understand that I take patient confidentiality very seriously. Obviously, I will not discuss any of my other patients with you, nor will I reveal to anyone else that I am treating you. Why don’t we forget about the unfortunate incident at the police station and tell me what I can do for you.”
 
   Olivia described her symptoms and Dr. Chandler questioned her about her medical history. She told him she’d had several similar episodes in the past couple of years, but never this severe.
 
   After examining her and sending her through the roof when he palpated her left abdomen, he said he thought she had IBS.
 
   She gave him a blank stare.
 
   “Irritable bowel syndrome. I would guess the recent stress brought it on. I have my own lab here and I’ll run some tests. Your belly is tender but I don’t detect any swelling or hard masses. That’s a good sign. If everything is normal, which I suspect will be the case, I’ll give you some medication. Even if you recover in an hour, I want to see you back here in a week. Your symptoms could mask a number of problems, some severe, such as a bowel obstruction. I don’t see that yet, but if your pain gets worse, call me immediately. Even if it’s in the middle of the night. Just call my office number and the answering service will find me.”
 
   He directed Olivia down the hall where a technician drew blood and offered her a glass of orange juice. She pointed to a juicer and large basket of oranges. “I squeeze it myself.”
 
   Olivia refused. “I don’t think I can eat or drink anything right now.”
 
   Then the tech sent her to the front desk where the assistant tallied up her bill. Olivia looked at it and joked to Tuesday, “Glad I didn’t take the juice.”
 
   The assistant said, “Oh, we don’t charge for that.”
 
    
 
   On the way home Tuesday complained about the receptionist who wouldn’t shut up about fish while Olivia was being examined. “If I had to listen to one more fact about puffer fish I would have jumped into the tank myself.”
 
   Olivia was about to say I didn’t know they were kept as pets, but her phone rang, a blocked number. Should she risk listening to a crank call or let it go into voice mail. What else could go wrong? She’d live dangerously. “Hello?” 
 
   A female sobbed into her ear. “Hello? Hello? I can’t understand you. Who is this?”
 
   The only part of the blubbering she could understand was Carrie. “Carrie, oh my god, what’s happened. Slow down so I can understand you.”
 
   Carrie gave her a sad tale of losing her mother’s earrings. Her mother didn’t mind if she wore her jewelry as long as she asked first. But her mother had left the house early and Carrie didn’t think it would be a big deal. Turned out they had real diamonds in them. 
 
   “Do you think Tuesday could help me find them? You know, because she’s like a psychic and all? I mean, like she was so right about Cody and a new guy coming into my life.”
 
   “Carrie, have you met someone?”
 
   “No, I’m just saying. Now I just have to find those earrings.”
 
   “Okay, I can’t speak for Tuesday. Come over to the house and you can ask her yourself.”
 
   Tuesday opened the door for Carrie. Olivia had locked up the shop and gone to bed with a pain pill as soon as they got home from Dr. Chandler’s. When she heard Carrie and Tuesday coming back up the stairs, she came out to the kitchen to greet Carrie, who had arrived with The Salted Caramel’s signature pink box full of macaroons and the heart shaped pastry Tuesday loved. She handed it to Olivia. 
 
   “You know, like, to say thank you.”
 
   She had a second paper sack from The Salted Caramel and set it beside her purse, explaining that it was a special delivery. Olivia put the pastries on the counter, explained she was unwell and excused herself, suggesting Tuesday take Carrie down to the showroom for some privacy. As they headed for the stairs Tuesday asked, “Do you have something that will swing like a pendulum? Something that you use often that will have your energy on it.” 
 
   Carrie dug into the bottom of her backpack and pulled out a Minnie Mouse Disney key chain. Tuesday looked back at Olivia as they descended the stairs and gave her a whatever eye roll. “Perfect, Carrie. That will do.”
 
   Olivia’s pill had started to work and after fifteen minutes, she was drowsy but pain free. She made a pot of tea and took it down stairs with a tray of mugs and plate of pastries.
 
   Tuesday and Carrie were standing in the middle of the show room floor. She tiptoed to a corner and quietly set the tray on the floor so could pull three side chairs around a small table. She poured tea into one of the mugs and blew on it to cool it while the psychic and client finished up.
 
   Carrie’s face sagged, telescoping the results as they joined her. “It says the earrings are right here.”
 
   “What?”
 
   While Carrie helped herself to a pastry and Olivia quickly stuck a napkin on her lap, Tuesday explained. “The pendulum said they weren’t in her room or her car, so we narrowed it down to them being close to her. Then she asked if they were on her person. Got a no answer. Naturally. I said, ask if they were near her and the answer was yes. But she turned her backpack and pockets inside out.” 
 
   She shrugged apologetically to Carrie. “We’re dealing with the realm of mystery. Perhaps the answer will become clear after you’ve had a chance to sit with the session for a while.”
 
   Olivia glared at her, then Carrie said, “Listen you guys. Thanks for trying, but I gotta hustle. Let me get the pastries for Mrs. Harmon and I’ll be outta here.”
 
   Olivia blinked. “Mrs. Harmon?”
 
   “Yeah. I drop off some pastries every once in a while. The Cooks used to do it. You know, like when they lived here? They really liked Mrs. Harmon and asked if I would do it if I happened to be in the neighborhood. I’ve been neglecting her so I figured since I was, like, how much more in the neighborhood can I get?”
 
   Olivia said, “But I’ve never seen you come by.”
 
   “Yeah, well, I use the side door. If you’re in your office or upstairs, you wouldn’t know. It’s not like I do it every week or anything. I brought them a few days ago, in fact, but I figured with all the crime tape and everything she’d need another treat.”
 
   Olivia wondered if Mrs. Harmon had complained to Carrie about the disruption around the house. Carrie wouldn’t let her get up but said, “Finish your tea. I’ll run upstairs and get the pastries and let myself out the back.”
 
   “Thanks for these,” said Tuesday holding up a cookie. “Sorry I couldn’t be of more help.”
 
   Olivia said, “How’s that cleanse working out for you, Tuesday?”
 
   Before Carrie dashed out the back door, she called, “You guys going to the memorial service for Mr. Blackman? Word at the shop is that it’s going to be a big deal. Like a show of support for his wife. She’s really torn up.” 
 
   Olivia said, “Yeah, well she would be. Maybe. I’ll see. When is it?”
 
   Carrie told her and was gone.
 
   


Chapter Twenty-Four: The Memorial
 
   “Heads we don’t go, tails we don’t go.” Thus, Olivia answered Tuesday’s question about whether they should attend the memorial. 
 
   Tuesday finished up the last of Carries’ pastries. “I see you’re really up for this, honeybun.”
 
   “I know it would be disrespectful not to go, but she thinks I killed her husband.”
 
   Tuesday drained her tea. Out of habit, she examined her tea leaves. “Hmm, travel in my future.”
 
   “Brilliant.  You’re going home soon.”
 
   Tuesday ignored her. “But maybe if we go she will see you are a good person and couldn’t possibly have done that.  Would the killer show up at the funeral of his, or her, victim?”
 
    “Alright.” Olivia pretended to check her calendar to see if she if she had a conflict the next morning at ten, sending Tuesday into fits of laughter. 
 
   “Baby cheeks, you’d be drummed out of Beverly Hills with a calendar that blank. ”
 
    
 
   The next day, bolstered with pain pills, they set off. Olivia intended to slip quietly into the back of the Darling Valley First Episcopal church and blend in with the mourners. She figured she’d sign the guest book with something appropriately syrupy and get out before the widow saw her. Her plan was scotched as soon as she walked into the vestibule. 
 
   “Miss Granville?” She turned into the devastating eyes of Detective Richards. All heads within earshot swiveled in her direction and the elbow poking began. 
 
   “Detective Richards. I didn’t realize you were a friend of Mr. Blackman’s.”
 
   “Oh, I’m not. It’s my practice to attend the funerals of my murder victims. Sometimes the guilty party reveals himself in an inappropriate show of emotion. Or herself.”
 
   “Thanks for the tip. I’ll be sure to keep my mouth shut and a hanky over my face. But what do you mean, all your murder victims? I thought you only had parking infractions and leash law violations in cozy Darling Valley.”
 
   “I was referring to my stint in Chicago where funerals could keep me busy. That’s where I worked before coming here.”
 
   Tuesday interrupted. “Didn’t I say you were a traveler?”
 
   Surprisingly, Richards smiled. “Yes, Miss Tuesday, I’ve been around.”
 
   He piqued Olivia’s curiosity, and she said, “I’m going to put the shoe on the other foot, Detective. How long have you been here and why DV?”
 
   “Fair question and it’s a matter of public record. I arrived just a little over a year ago.”
 
   “And? You’re leaving out the juicy part. Why did you leave Chicago and why DV?”
 
   Was it the somber setting that made Richards drop his guard a bit, the subtle message that life is short and connection is all? He surprised Olivia with a candid answer. “I left Chicago for the same reason you left LA.”
 
   Tuesday said, “To start a design business?”
 
   Richards laughed out loud. “No, an affair of the heart gone wrong. DV looked too peaceful to pass up. A position opened up when my predecessor retired to Havasu City in Arizona. And besides, the fact that my family is nearby helped seal the deal.
 
   But Olivia remembered him saying his family was in Lake Forest. Was that story about Harvard and sunshine a lie? Who could she trust in this place? But all she said was, “An affair of the heart. So we have more in common than just armoires and arsenic.” 
 
   Remembering the gorgeous brunette he took to the auction, she thought, You didn’t waste any time patching yourself up.
 
   Richards corrected her. “Arsenic? Oh, we haven’t determined that it’s arsenic, unless you know something I don’t, Miss Granville.” 
 
    “That’s what’s all over the Internet. So I take it you don’t have the coroner’s report yet.”
 
   “Not yet. But let’s not dwell on that aspect of Mr. Blackman’s life. We are here to memorialize him.” 
 
   The three stood in the vestibule listening to the low chords of the somber organ music, Olivia thinking about the cause of death. Poison. That raised a flood of possibilities. How could she find out who shared his last meal? Or drink? Didn’t Roger report he saw Blackman drinking with someone in his showroom that night? Surely, poison is easily detectable. Why hadn’t the ME made an announcement?
 
   She was about to pose these questions to Richards when she spotted the widow and her two sons getting out of a limousine. She tugged on Tuesday’s arm. “Well, we have to find a seat before the church fills up. Nice seeing you, detective. Oh, that doesn’t sound right at a funeral, does it? Well, as long as I’ve put my foot in my mouth, so to speak, where are my shoes?”
 
   “Safe in the department’s evidence room. Be well, both of you.” And he went off to find his own seat. 
 
   Olivia and Tuesday could hear the click of camera shutters outside. The slim DV police force was on duty to prevent the press disturbing the solemn affair. A few reporters rudely called out, “Do you know who killed your husband, Mrs. Blackman. Could you turn around and give us a picture? Those your sons? Where they been? How’d they get along with their stepfather?”
 
   But they stayed on public property and the officers could do nothing about them until they moved onto the church steps. The children hurried their grieving mother into the church. In a moment, Dr. Chandler arrived alone. The driver of his limousine jumped out to open the door for him and he followed the family into the church.
 
   The church filled up quickly. Tuesday murmured to Olivia, “Ten percent mourners and ninety percent gawkers.” A string quartet at the altar played a Bach sonata, and then an organist blared A Mighty Fortress Is Our God, which brought everyone to their feet. Then, when nothing happened, they sat down.
 
   Olivia could hear the widow sniffling and in a moment, she and Dr. Chandler shuffled past her pew. Actually, the doctor half carried the widow. She was crumbling from the effort of controlling her emotions. When she sagged, he put his arm around her for support. They stood for a moment while she composed herself.  Olivia studied Mrs. Blackman, trying to imagine how she would comport herself if burdened with such grief. She had attended her grandmother’s funeral, whose death had been a blow from which she had not fully recovered. But her grandmother was in poor health and her demise was not only expected but a relief to her daughter, Olivia’s mother, who had not shouldered the caregiving duties with as much grace as Olivia would have liked.
 
   What was it like to receive the shock that, not only was your beloved husband dead, but that he had been murdered and gruesomely stuffed into a piece of furniture and shipped off to a virtual stranger? Olivia shook her head at the horror and indignity of it. If nothing else, Mrs. Blackman had always carried herself with utmost dignity. No doubt some of the turnout was in gratitude for her good works she had thrown herself into on behalf of the community. From what Olivia was learning about her, she had an ulterior motive, acceptance by the upper rungs of society.  Still, she walked the walk. Olivia speculated that, from what she was discovering about her husband, she was more loved than the deceased.
 
   Olivia stared at the widow as though she might reveal the answer to some of the mysteries of life and death now that she was experiencing life’s cruelest blow, the loss of her most loved being. Then she noticed a peculiar movement on the part of the doctor. What was happening? He seemed to slip something into Mrs. Blackman’s coat pocket, hovering over her to conceal his movements. For a brief moment Olivia saw something gleam. It was metal and caught the light reflecting off the stained glass windows. He must be passing drugs to her, more sedatives no doubt. Mrs. Blackman’s two sons came up behind her and ushered the doctor away, each taking an arm. Their mother seemed too dazed to notice. 
 
    
 
   Olivia and Tuesday left before the end of the service to avoid facing Mrs. Blackman. Late in the day, Olivia felt the sharp stab of IBS again. Over the next hour it worsened and by evening she was gasping for breath, despite taking two pain pills. Tuesday overrode her objections to calling the doctor. 
 
   “Tues, he’s probably with the family. You know he hasn’t left Mrs. Blackman’s side. Surely she needs him more today than I do.” 
 
   Then she doubled over and Tuesday grabbed the doctor’s card from the kitchen counter and dialed the number herself. The answering service said they would pass the message on to the doctor. Tuesday guessed he would have a colleague on call to advise Olivia. To their surprise, the doctor called back almost immediately. He reassured Olivia that she had done the right thing in contacting him. 
 
   “But, I’m afraid I’m leaving town unexpectedly for a day or two, and I won’t be in my office. Would you be able to come by my house? I can check you here and if I think you need emergency care, I’ll arrange for paramedics to come and transport you to the hospital in San Rafael.”
 
   By now the streetlights had come on, helping Tuesday navigate her Mercedes to the doctor’s house. He greeted them at the door and helped Olivia into his living room. While the doctor settled Olivia on one of the leather couches, Tuesday studied the three aquariums around which the room had been designed. The larger one dwarfed the tank in his office with two smaller aquariums bookending each side. The doctor began to palpate Olivia’s abdomen. 
 
   “I’m concerned, Miss Granville, but your belly is soft, which is a good sign. I’m going to send you home with a stronger pain med. Vicodin. I have some samples for you. Should you take a turn for the worse and your abdomen feels tight and hot, call the paramedics immediately. These IBS episodes can be damned unpleasant, but we don’t want to over treat if it resolves itself soon.”
 
    
 
   Both Tuesday and the doctor helped Olivia sit up. “I hate to rush you, but I do have to get on my way.”
 
   Olivia thanked him profusely. “Of course, we won’t take up any more of your time.”
 
   Chandler hurried them out the door and Tuesday made Olivia comfortable in the front seat. They were around the block when Tuesday realized she had left her scarf in the doctor’s living room. 
 
   “Ollie, we have to go back. He’s going out of town and I might be back in LA before I have a chance to get it. I can’t do readings without it.”
 
   “No, let’s go home. I’ll call him and leave a message with his service to see if his office assistant will hold it for you.”
 
   “But what if she doesn’t have a key to his house? No, it will only take a sec.” Before Olivia could offer up another argument, Tuesday executed a U turn with a squeal of rubber. Off in the distance, they could see a car pull up in front of the doctor’s house. “See, that’s his limo taking him to the airport I bet. Just in time.”
 
   But as they got closer they gave one another stunned looks. Mrs. Blackman was getting out of the car, walking quite well under her own power. They watched her pull something out of her purse, a key, and unlock the front door.
 
   “That’s what I saw him slip into her pocket today! I told you, Tues, I saw him give her something on the QT.”
 
   A light came on in a back room, highlighting the doctor coming to the front door. He put his arms around Mrs. Blackman in an embrace they didn’t teach him in medical school. 
 
   Tuesday whistled. “Holy cuckold, Mr. Blackman. Look what the merry widow is up to.” 
 
   Then the woman pushed the doctor away and they began what appeared to be an argument, their moving figures through the blinds like a Javanese shadow puppets.
 
   The pain pill had started to work and Olivia said, “Tuesday, out of here. Now. We don’t want them to see us.”
 
   “But Ollie. My scarf!”
 
   “Tues, I’ll buy you another. Where did you find it, in the two for a buck bin at Goodwill?”
 
   Tuesday was offended. “A dollar each,” she said as she peeled away from the curb. 
 
    
 
   At home, Tuesday helped Olivia up the stairs and into the kitchen. Olivia insisted she was able to sit at the counter. “Would you make some chamomile tea? I’m going to see if I can figure out what’s going on.”
 
   She flicked on her iPad. A quick Google search revealed the doctor’s  home page, Facebook page, medical society listings and professional CV. He credentials were impeccable, a Yale B.S. and Harvard med school graduate and, amazingly, he seemed to have gotten this far in his career without a malpractice charge against him.
 
   Olivia said, “Well, we can assume he has a great bedside manner.”
 
   Tuesday said, “He’s a saint.”
 
   Olivia sipped her tea. “Hmm. Methinks Saint Full of Shit.”
 
   Tuesday came to his defense. “So he does the down and dirty with Mrs. Blackman. From what we’ve learned about Blackman, she’s entitled to a little TLC.”
 
   “Tuesday, there is no bigger shark pool that the one we know well in LA. These financiers didn’t make their money making nicey nicey with each other. And they all play in the same sandbox.”
 
   She typed some more phrases into the Google search box.
 
   “Bingo. I knew it.”
 
   Tuesday rushed to look over shoulder. 
 
   “Classic. Can’t these guys come up with something new?”
 
   “What do you mean, Ollie?”
 
   “I wondered why Blackman would settle for a restoration shop when surely he had enough connections with these players to get in on some good action. I mean these guys,” Olivia extended her hand to include all of Darling Valley, “built Silicon Valley. Well, it says here that he once had a biotech firm. Gotshalk was a partner, Cook, who used to own this house. Mr. Harmon, deceased spouse of my tenant. They were all in on it. And the medical director was none other than . . .”
 
   Tuesday imitated a drum roll.
 
   “You got it. Dr. Chandler.” 
 
   “So what happened?”
 
   Olivia said, “I bet Chandler keyword stuffed his good sites so this stuff would show up on page two zillion.”
 
   She did some more searching and found what she was looking for.
 
   “The enterprise went bust. Blackman, Harmon and Chandler were out, but Gotshalk, Cook and a few others invested in a startup that sounds eerily similar to the original company. My guess is that those three guys were aced out but why would they come to DV? And that doesn’t give Chandler a motive, since he was left holding the bag just like Blackman.”
 
   Tuesday volunteered her opinion. “This gives us squat. Maybe the doctor isn’t such a nice guy and the widow is a hypocrite. But what’s new? If you’re liking them for the murder, why? I’m betting on Roger. He’s demonstrated that he’s violent, and he certainly had a motive. Blackman was going to out him to the police.” 
 
   Olivia closed the laptop. “You’re probably right. Anyway, I’m getting woozy from that pain pill. I need to take a nap.”
 
   Just then the front doorbell rang. The two friends looked at each other. Tuesday patted her hand. “Rest. I’ll go.”
 
   “No, I’ll lock up while I’m down there. I bet it’s one of those reporters who recognized me at the service.” She winced when she got up but assured Tuesday she could make it downstairs.
 
   She hobbled across the showroom trying to see who was out on the porch. Too dark, she turned on the porch light. When she saw who was there, she screamed “TUESDAY! WHAT HAVE YOU DONE? GET DOWN HERE.”
 
   In the yellow glow of the bug light on the porch, she saw a very tanned Brooks Baker waving a bouquet of red roses and a bottle of champagne at her.
 
   Tuesday came up behind her. “I told you a man with dark skin was coming.
 
   


Chapter Twenty-Five: The Leaves Don’t Lie
 
   It took Tuesday a full twenty minutes to convince Olivia that she had not invited Brooks to Darling Valley. He looked devastated as she helped herself to his $500 bottle of Dom Perignon. Olivia couldn’t enjoy any because she was high on painkillers. She nursed a glass of iced lemongrass tea Tuesday had prepared for her while she asked Brooks to explain himself.
 
   He turned to Tuesday. “Can you give us a moment?”
 
   Tuesday shook her head. “I don’t know, Brooks. Are you sure you want to be alone with her? I’d frisk her for lethal weapons if I were you.”
 
   Olivia nodded that it was okay, and Tuesday departed for the spare bedroom with another glass of Brook’s champagne.
 
   Brooks began with an apology so abject, Olivia almost melted. “What a fool I’ve been.” 
 
   Olivia agreed.
 
   “Letting you go was the worst decision of my life,” he said with a cracking voice.
 
   “You got that right, buster.” The painkillers gave her a confidence that surprised them both. Gone was the, Oh Brooks, I knew you’d come back Olivia that had negotiated their last three breakups. 
 
   Brooks led Olivia into the living room. He put his glass on the coffee table and moved over to the couch where Olivia had stretched out. He lifted her feet onto his lap and began tenderly stroking the bottom of her foot, a move they both knew had often been the prelude to hot sex. Olivia abruptly pulled her knees to her chest. 
 
   “You know,” he said, regrouping after the rebuff, “I’ve been feeling lost lately, out of sort, out of focus.”
 
    Out of habit, she picked up Brooks’ champagne glass and drained what was left of it. In the old days, they used to joke that they were like monkeys grooming each other, feeding each other, drinking out of each other’s glasses.
 
   “Whoa,” he said, taking the glass from her hand. “Don’t mix that with your meds,” but the last drops were gone. 
 
   “What made you think of me now, after all this time? You could have given me this speech months ago while I was still in LA and saved yourself a plane ticket.” 
 
   “You know, with all that has been happening to you and having it all over the web and cable news, well naturally they would pick up on our fifteen minutes of fame. I began seeing us everywhere. The LACMA opening, the party to launch that museum I did in Brazil, the night we had dinner with Brad and Angelina. I couldn’t get away from us. It was like a message from the universe. We belong together. I made a mistake. There, I said it. You know how hard it is for me to admit my fallibility, but I finally couldn’t avoid it. You were all over the news and I wanted to be with you.”
 
   Olivia snuggled down into the pillows. The pain had eased but the soft glow from the narcotic and the brief taste of her favorite champagne wrapped her in a sweet cocoon. And best of all, Brooks, here at last. He’d come back to her. Finally. All that misery was behind her. If pining for him for those months, uprooting herself from LA and putting her in financial limbo instead of on top of the heap as she had been down south was what she had to do to get him back, then by golly, it was worth it.
 
   Brooks leaned over into her face to kiss it. “What did you say love?”
 
   “I didn’t say anything.” She closed her eyes to receive his kiss.
 
   He leaned back to look at her. “No, you said something about it was worth it? What did you mean? What was worth it?”
 
   Oops. Olivia realized she’d been talking her thoughts. Please no. Don’t let Brooks know how badly he had broken her heart. A girl’s gotta save face. How much did she say out loud? How much did he hear? Before she could answer herself, her head fell back, completely conked out.
 
   


Chapter Twenty-Six: Free At Last
 
   This was why Olivia hated drugs. They drugged her. For days. She always said she’d make a lousy drug addict. She’d never take the damn stuff. Oh, she remembered last night of course. Up until Brooks laid her on the bed. But how did she get into her Goofy nightshirt? She certainly didn’t remember that. Oh no!  Did she spend a night with Brooks, FINALLY, and not remember it? That would be layering injustice upon indignity, the injustice losing Brooks in the first place.
 
   Voices drifted down the hallway from the kitchen. Tuesday and Brooks must be having coffee. Yup, she sniffed it. That roused her in a hurry and she made it in and out of the shower and into clean clothes in record time. Blessedly, her hair fell into place without a struggle and a swipe of blush and lip-gloss made her reasonably presentable. The wood floor felt wonderfully cool and grounding under her feet so she kicked aside her flip-flops. 
 
   In the kitchen Brooks greeted her with an all-encompassing hug. How thrilling to be reminded of his big, comforting arms, the scent of his imported cologne and the tease of his soft lips. 
 
   Tuesday banged the kettle to get their attention. “Hey, you two. Red alert! There’s a lonely old maid in the house. Don’t rub it in with PDAs. I should say get a room, but you’ve just had one. Knock it off anyway.”
 
   Brooks released Olivia. “You? lonely!  That’s not the Tuesday I remember.” Brooks laughed and for a moment it was just like old times, the three of them laughing, teasing, comfortably preparing good food.
 
   “Tuesday,” Olivia said, sniffing the air like a bloodhound. “Where did you find the bacon?”
 
   “I sent Brookie Boy to Paymoor to exchange a pound of flesh for a pound of bacon.”
 
   Brooks shook his head. “And it just about cost me a pound of flesh. Where does that place think it is with those prices, Beverly Hills?”
 
   Brooks poured Olivia’s coffee and sat her in the window seat at the table. “There’s more to this town than meets the eye,” Olivia told him. “Like lots of the green stuff.”
 
   “I guess,” he answered.
 
   Oh, yes, this was the Brooks she had longed for all these months. And he was back. But that room business. What exactly happened after she passed out? In the old days, she would have laughed and just asked him and he would have mimed the pathetic lover whose advances are so easily forgotten. But this was both familiar and new. Perhaps because his arrival was so unexpected and her head was deeply stuck in her problems that she couldn’t quite connect with him the way she would have expected. There was a little wall between them. Not big enough to erase their easy intimacy, but enough so that she needed to hold something back. Oh well. Probably the drugs. She wasn’t quite herself yet.
 
   After scraping up the dregs of the creamy scrambled eggs and caviar that Tuesday had whipped up, Brooks cleared the three plates to the sink. He looked out at the garden for a moment. He was a feast for her eyes. The cricket sweater made for him by his great grandmother in Sussex with washed cargo shorts, the touch of casual elegance. The loafers buffed to a blinding shine. All Brooks, all day. 
 
   He turned to Olivia with arms outstretched. “Baby, isn’t it time we started doing the Brooks Baker boogie again.” He punctuated his plea with a buck and wing.
 
   Olivia laughed at his signature dance move. He came over and wrapped her in a hug again, then turned serious. “Babe, I’ve got plans.  First, we have to get you in front of this media circus. I’m going to call my agent. Have her get Jannie Peters on it. You remember her, my press go-to gal. We’ll have her come up here and do an in depth interview, focus not on the murder but the challenge of moving from the city where it’s all happening to a little burg like Darling Valley. Pitch it say,” he held his hands up like a marquee, “LA design whiz finds her soul in Northern California.”
 
   The wall, as if it had a will of its own, started to grow. Olivia crossed her arms as though protecting herself from an attacker.
 
   “Have you started a blog? What’s happening with your Facebook page and Twitter feeds. We’ll get some pros on board to grow your fan base and post regular updates. And of course we’ll get my profile on it. Lots of pictures of you showing me around town, cooking together here. Real homey. Once the press sees me in the picture it will take the heat off you.”
 
   Olivia winced, as though something had smacked her on the head. “Well, if you think so.”
 
   Tuesday drained her coffee and stuck the mug in the dishwasher. She had a tight line around her mouth. She pulled a very conservative terry cloth robe around her and stared at the clock.
 
   Brooks rushed over and pulled up his chair next to Olivia’s. “That’s my girl. Listen. I knew you’d be on board with this so I called my rep this morning and had her arrange a jet for Jannie. She’ll be here in an hour. We can find a B&B or something for Tuesday. We’ll put Jannie in the spare room so she can keep eyeballs on the scene 24/7.”
 
   Tuesday broke in. “In case you hadn’t notice, I’m sitting here big as life in my comfy robe. Can’t miss me. You might to ask if I want to stick around for the media circus you’re proposing.”
 
   Brooks turned to her. “Oh, sure, Tuesday, if you’d rather head back to LA. I’ll arrange for Jannie’s jet to take you on the return trip.” 
 
   And to Olivia, “See how easily things are falling into place? What would you do with out me?” 
 
   He leaned over and kissed her nose and then pulled his iPhone out of his pocket. 
 
   Tuesday shrugged her shoulders and said, “’Scuse me, you lovebirds. I have to rotate my tires,” and walked to the hallway.
 
   Olivia said, “You know, I’m still a little woozy from the drugs. I need to lie down for a bit.”
 
   Brooks said, “Sure babe. Whatever you need. And then you can change into one of your five star outfits. Something elegant, but San Francisco casual. We want to keep a bit of a city aura. Don’t want to lose our fans who love seeing us around town. Nothing that smacks of Mayberry, you know what I mean? You gotta work those paparazzi to get them on our side.”
 
   Tuesday followed Olivia down the hall and closed the bedroom door as Olivia fell back on the bed. “How you doing, sugar babe? Has the pain come back?”
 
   “No, my tummy’s okay. Maybe this whole thing is catching up with me. You know, the murder, the money worries, the drugs and then Brooks showing up.” 
 
   She put her hands over her face and starting sobbing.
 
   “Sweetie, what is it?” Tuesday sat down on the side of the bed and stroked Olivia’s hair. “I would have thought having Brooks here would make all your worries go away. I know that’s what you’ve wanted since the breakup. Even though you deny it. You two are like bonded at the soul level. You’re in transition. You know what that’s like, one foot on one side of a canyon the other reaching for solid ground. It’s hard. Of course, he still has that it’s my world and be glad I let you live in it vibe going on. But hey, if it works for you . . . ”
 
   Olivia sat up on one elbow. “Tues, did we sleep together last night? Did we do anything? You know what I mean.”
 
   “Whoa, girl. You were there. What do you think?”
 
   “But that’s just it. I don’t remember. I woke up this morning in my nightshirt and don’t know how I got here. Where was Brooks when you got up?”
 
   “In the kitchen making coffee. You know how he is, can’t sit still for two seconds. His hair was wet so he had showered. I assumed he had slept with you. I mean, where else would he sleep?”
 
   Tuesday let out a big sigh. “You know, I think Brooks is right. I should leave. With all that’s going on, I’m in the way now. I’ll pack up my things and take that jet back to LA. He can use the Mercedes and drop it off at the airport before he comes back. I’ll let the rental company know.” 
 
   Olivia put her arm on Tuesday’s, stroked her robe. Terry cloth!  The towels. She’d have to get them out of the dryer as soon as she got up. 
 
   “But I don’t want you to leave, Tuesday. I want you here. I couldn’t have functioned the last few days without you.”
 
   “Yeah, but now you have Brooks. I done my duty as I saw it, captain. Go to sleep.” She gently pressed Olivia down into the soft pillow and waited until she closed her eyes. She tiptoed out of the room.
 
    
 
   Olivia’s cell phone jangled her awake. “Hello?” She was half in and half out of a light sleep.
 
   “Miss Granville? Did you get my message about lunch?”
 
   She was about to say who is this, when a bell went off. The garage guy! Mr. Bacon. He’d left a message specifically saying he wanted to meet for lunch today. Had she said yes? 
 
   “I just wanted to check that we are still on for Hugo’s at noon.”
 
   Nothing in Olivia’s being wanted to meet him or anyone for lunch today. But this could be a goldmine of a client. She sat up, shook her head to wake up. “Of course we’re on. I have some ideas for you that I think would not only show off your car, the Trident.”
 
   He corrected her. “Talbot, Miss Granville. Nineteen thoity-eight Talbot.”
 
   “Of course, slip of the tongue. We want to show off the car, protect it and showcase its historical context.”
 
   She didn’t know how she had pulled that out of her hat, but as she heard herself describing this sudden vision of the perfect garage, it sounded pretty good. Juke box, little soda fountain in the corner.
 
   “That’s what I’m talkin' about Miss Granville. See you at noon.”
 
   “Can’t wait.” She gave a little laugh. “I’m hungry already.” She looked at the clock. Nine-fifteen. Hmm. What should she wear? Then she flopped back down on the bed and promptly fell asleep.
 
    
 
   Brooks woke her with a soft kiss. She opened her eyes and moved into his embrace. He stretched out next to her and took her in his arms. As he began the familiar moves with his hands and his tongue, she came fully awake.
 
   “Wait. What time is it?”
 
   “Ten. We have lots of time before Jannie gets here. She texted she was going to be late. The jet couldn’t get a clearance until noon. An hour flying time, then a what, half hour ride in the limo from the airport?”
 
   Olivia sat up. “An hour with traffic. But I have a lunch meeting.”
 
   Brooks said, “Cancel it. We have things to do.” Then he gave her a sexy grin and kissed her again. “And I don’t just mean creating a public relations strategy.”
 
   Olivia pushed past him and stood up. “No. I can’t cancel. I’ve put this guy off what, three times now. He could be my biggest client. I won’t be more than two hours.”
 
   “Wait a minute. Olivia. Let’s get our priorities straight. I’ve lined things up that will turn all this around for you. You have to get out from under the suspicion of murder. We have to put some good spin on you. Get you back to LA and away from this Keystone Kops scene. You don’t need clients up here anymore. You need them in LA. We’re together again. Like old times, only better.”
 
   “But I don’t live in LA anymore. I live here. I have commitments. And I don’t want your press gal whitewashing my story. I want to find the killer and clear my name. So there will be no doubt about my innocence. And I can’t do that from LA. And I can’t pass up valuable leads. This guy is looking for someone to design a space for a hundred vintage cars. You know what that could do for me?”
 
   “Yeah. I’ll design the building and you do the interior. The two of us together and it would be a bombshell for the design community. I’ve never done a space for cars, but it can’t be much of a challenge. Not after that museum in the African bush.”
 
   Olivia turned to him, outraged. “You want to take my gig away from me? I make the connection because of the work I’ve done establishing myself in this town and you want to steal my thunder?”
 
   “Babe, look. Face it. We know who’s got the juice here. Nothing against you, but how many times have you been on the cover of Time? This would be good exposure for me. We’re in this together, aren’t we?”
 
   The fog of drugs and intoxicating presence of Brooks lifted. Olivia saw thing’s clearly now. She faced Brooks. 
 
   “I see what you’re doing. We weren’t in this together when you were out with your starlets and models and calling me your client. Now, whether I like it or not, the media is after me for, what are they calling it, the crime of the century. Murder in Billionaire Hollow. And you want in on the action. You’ve got your people on it. But did you ask me what I wanted? 
 
   “How dare you throw Tuesday, my friend, out of my own house? How dare you set up blogs and tweets and media stories without asking me? And what’s going to happen when the media storm is over and the guy who did this is caught and then I’m just the same old antiques dealer and designer of bathrooms and the next model of the month drifts by? Did you even ask me if I wanted you here? You just assume you can walk back in my life whenever you feel like it.
 
   “God I hate feeling like I’m in a soap opera. And I’m not going to. You’ll be on the jet back to LA, with your go to publicity gal. You left me to handle my life on my own. And that is what I am doing. Thank you very much. Now I have to get dressed for a business meeting. TUESDAY? Unpack your bags. You’re not going anyplace.”
 
    
 
   “STOP! YOU’RE KILLING THEM!”
 
   Olivia raced into the yard and grabbed the hose out of Tuesday’s hands. It whipsawed into the air like a green snake on steroids, dousing both of them before it finally fell into the dirt, pouring water down the driveway. 
 
   Tuesday, her clothes plastered to her skin, mascara spreading in a coal black river down her cheeks, fake eyelashes hanging off one lid, hair a bright pink wet beanie stuck to her scalp, was spitting out the rivulets of water dripping from her nose and upper lip. 
 
   “What the . . .” 
 
   Olivia ran to the spigot to turn off the flood, screaming, “You aim the water at the roots, not blast the roses to kingdom come with a water cannon!” 
 
   She pulled her sopping hoodie away from her chest and pointed to the naked branches and carpet of waterlogged petals under them. “Look, there’s nothing but hips left on that one. It was my prize floribunda!”
 
   Tuesday was near tears, peeling off her eyelashes. “How am I supposed to know? I have plastic flowers. I was just trying to stay out of the way.”
 
   Olivia came to her senses and ran back and hugged Tuesday. “So sorry, so sorry, SOOOOOO sorry.” Now she was crying. “It’s not your fault. I’m a prizewinning bitch for going off that. It’s just. Well, could the house be more uncomfortable? Brooks went for a run to kill time until Jannie arrives. But that’s three hours away. Some delay with the plane. He told her not to come, but they were already on the runway. So she gave him what for--believe me, you don’t want to be around her if she so much as has to wait for a light before she crosses the street. Then he turned on me,” she shivered at the memory of Brooks bellowing at her, “and now he’s parked in front of the TV sulking.”
 
   The two friends looked at one another. Olivia quoted her grandmother. “Do him good,” and they burst out laughing. Olivia said, “We’re good?”
 
   Tuesday flicked her eyelashes into the roses and giggled, “We couldn’t be more good. Let’s get cleaned up. I feel like channeling Cher.”
 
   Olivia stopped her. “Not Turn Back Time. DV isn’t ready for that.”
 
   “Course not. That’s evening wear. How about Mary Tyler Moore, then. I have some bell bottoms with me.” 
 
    
 
   Half an hour later, Olivia passed Brooks in her skin tight, low cut, knock-em-dead-at-the-client-meeting dress with the do-me shoes, zillion inch heels and straps wrapped around her ankles up to her knees. He avoided looking at her as she strutted by, but she heard him stretch his neck to check her out as she picked up her purse and went down stairs.
 
   On the way to the Mercedes, she saw Tuesday hunting for her eye lashes under the drowned rose bush. "I didn’t bring an extra pair,” she explained, then stopped Olivia. “You can NOT go out in that dress without some bling. I’ve got the perfect scarf. Wait here.”
 
   Before she made it to the end of the driveway, Olivia playing deaf, was starting the engine.
 
   In the rear view mirror, she saw Detective Johnson pull up behind her, the cadre of paparazzi pulling up. They had caught the scent of Brooks Baker.
 
   “What can I do for you, detective,” she asked when he came to her side window.
 
   “Miss Granville, I’m afraid you’ll have to come with me.”
 
   He pulled handcuffs out of his pocket. “I hope I won’t need to use these.”
 
   Oh god. What kind of miscalculation had she made in sending Brooks and his media team packing?
 
   


Chapter Twenty-Seven: Hands Behind Your Back
 
   Olivia, handcuffed in the back seat, insisted Johnson explain her arrest. But he remained silent on the way to the police station.  Once there, he led Olivia past Officer Ridley’s desk, where the woman watched her argue with Johnson halfway down the corridor and into the cafeteria. There, at the end of a long Formica conference table, two of the officers Olivia recognized from the investigation at her house were trading jokes on their coffee break. She heard, “So the horse says to the bartender,” but the scrape of her chair on the cement floor as Johnson pulled it out for her obliterated the punch line.
 
   Johnson undid the handcuffs. She rubbed her wrists and said, “These were not necessary.”
 
   “I could have had you for resisting arrest.”
 
   “MY NEIGHBORS WERE WATCHING!”
 
   “Calm down and sit down.” She chose option number two.
 
   The officers did not acknowledge her. Johnson said, “Coffee? Water?” He looked down at the officers and added, “Champagne?” They sniggered into their coffee mugs and gave Johnson a thumbs up.
 
   Olivia was curt. “No thank you, but an explanation as to what I am doing here is in order.”
 
   Johnson said, “Cool your jets, ma’am. I’ll be right back,” and left the room.
 
    Twenty minutes later he returned and sank into a chair opposite Olivia. “Do you know the penalty for filing a false police report?”
 
   “No. Why would I need to?”
 
   Johnson pulled a sheet of paper out of his breast pocket and shoved it across the table at her. “That your signature?”
 
   Olivia read the beginning of the first theft report stating her netsuke had gone missing. “Yes, that’s my signature.”
 
   Johnson reached into his coat pocket and retrieved another folded sheet of paper. He set it on the table. “Do you know what this is?”
 
   Olivia put as much hostility into her voice as she could muster. “I assume it is the report of the theft of my Imari bowl.”
 
   He reached into his other pocket and Olivia said, “If you are retrieving the theft report of my flashlight, don’t bother.  Yes, I filed it and it has my signature on it.”
 
   She heard one of the police officers whisper bingo, and his partner guffaw.
 
   Johnson said, “That’s what I need to establish ma’am.  That you filed these reports.”
 
   “And the point is, officer?”
 
   “Detective, ma’am. Detective Johnson.”
 
   “Detective.”
 
   “Ma’am, in the State of California the penalty for knowingly and willfully filing a false police report carries jail time. The stakes are higher when you add filing a false insurance claim.”
 
   “But I haven’t filed an insurance claim. I’m depending upon your department to find the culprit.”
 
   “Miss Granville, I’m just saying that if you were to file an insurance claim . . . “
 
   “But I didn’t. Why would I do that? Those items had tremendous sentimental value. I made every effort to find them . . .” Olivia was warming up to her argument, but Johnson stopped her.
 
   “I’m sure you did. But we have a situation here. A body is discovered on your property dead under suspicious circumstances. You file robbery reports. Three robbery reports. In three days. Your business is in danger of going under. Wouldn’t it be convenient to recoup some of your losses through the insurance company?”
 
   “That’s laughable. If I were to receive reimbursement from the insurance company for those items it wouldn’t even pay for my utilities bill.”
 
   “So maybe you were just starting out. Testing the waters, so to speak.”
 
   Olivia thumped the table. “Detective, I resent this. My integrity has never been questioned. Under any circumstances.”
 
   Johnson was abrupt. “There’s always a first time. Look, we got this situation. The night before last night we had officers watching your house from dusk to dawn. Nobody, I repeat, not one person was seen going in or out of your premises during that time, except you and Miss, uh, you know, your guest.”
 
   “Tuesday.”
 
   “Yeah. And then yesterday you report another theft. So what I don’t understand is, if we had eyeballs on your house, and nobody went in or out, how could somebody sneak in and steal your stuff?”
 
   “But Detective Richards said surveillance would start last night.”
 
   “Well that’s what he said. But it started the night before last night. So what do you have to say to that? Catch you by surprise?” 
 
   A shock of fear humbled Olivia. “Detective, please. I don’t know how to prove my innocence, but I swear to you, my things were stolen. I had nothing to do with their disappearance. Give me a lie detector test. Take my fingerprints. Do . . . all the police things you do to catch criminals and prove a person’s innocence.”
 
   Johnson’s cell phone rang. “Yeah? Uh huh? Okay.” He snapped the phone shut and gestured to the two other officers. “Outside.”
 
   Olivia could hear loud voices and was sure one of them belonged to Richards. After a few moments, Johnson came back into the cafeteria. “You can go. I’ll have one of the officers give you a ride home.”
 
   “That’s it?
 
   “You want to stay I can find a cell for you.”
 
   “No, thank you. And I’ll walk, detective. I don’t need my neighbors seeing me in a police car again.”
 
   She made a point of glaring at his belly. Plus, exercise is good for you.”
 
   Olivia hurried out of the room and found Richards in deep conversation with the two officers, who appeared to be defending themselves against some charge. She heard him say, “You don’t do that without my . . . ” 
 
   As she reached the end of the corridor and headed for freedom, she said icily, “Trouble in paradise, detective?”
 
   


Chapter Twenty-Eight: The Heist
 
   “Don’t you love Della Robbia?”
 
   “Della what?”
 
   Olivia and Tuesday stood in the business end of Blackman Restoration, the front area containing the money pieces. The gilt mirrors, Napoleon campaign chests, Della Robbia water features. 
 
   Olivia explained.  “Smart marketing to have a showroom like this.  It convinces clients that Blackman seals the deal when it comes to restoring their treasures.”
 
   They looked around but couldn’t see anyone in the shop. This was Olivia’s third trip to Blackman’s so she knew the layout. In the back Sabrina and Blackman had divided a storeroom into two small offices, each with a view to the workroom. There, out of sight of customers, a small team of woodworkers stripped finishes, sanded tabletops and replaced pieces of trim so exact the owner couldn’t tell the difference between the replacement and the original. This acclaimed attention to detail had sold Olivia on Blackman’s when she realized she needed work done on her pieces.
 
   Olivia called out hello as a table with heavily carved legs caught her eye. “Nice copy. You’d almost say it was a Grinling Gibbons, except British museums and churches own all the surviving pieces. If you want to see a choice Gibbons collection, you must go to Petworth House.”
 
   Tuesday was checking her outfit in a ceiling high distressed painted mirror that Olivia had coveted since her first visit to the shop. Tuesday pursed her lips like a naughty 1920’s flapper. “Ooo, honey. Petworth House.” 
 
   Then she went back to admiring the clown suit effect of her super short balloon-like top with Day-Glo polka dots in various colors and sizes over faux leopard leggings and studded and zipped wood, aluminum and macramé six-inch platform sandals with retractable rollerblades that Olivia had said when she unpacked them were smokin' hot. If you were going for the orthopedic appliance look. She’d said, “You could hook a ladder on the side to get you up to the top bunk.”
 
   Today Tuesday had slicked her hair back with enough bobby pins to build a miniature space ship. Satisfied with the Emmet Kelly look, she said, “How you can tell one piece of squiggles from another is beyond me,” referring to the ornate spray of birds, flowers, shells and cherubs on the table legs. “But I’ll take your word for it. If you say the dude rocks, the dude rocks.”
 
   Olivia slipped into her docent mode and explained that in 17th century London, Gibbons set the bar for carved renderings of the natural disorder of flora and fauna, adorned, of course, with his signature cherubs. She was finishing up her story about Gibbons’ habit of including a peapod in all of his carvings, left open to reveal baby peas if he had been paid for the commission, and closed if he had not, when Roger walked into the showroom covered in sawdust. 
 
    
 
   They had planned this visit intending merely to case the joint. They assumed Olivia could distract a sales person with some blather about making an appointment with Sabrina to discuss the invoices for her pieces still in possession of the DVPD, while Tuesday skulked around figuring out how to access the safe. Cody had told Olivia that she would likely find Sabrina at her desk from 10 am to noon and they timed their visit for 9:15 am to be sure her office would be vacant.
 
   Roger introduced himself, not aware that both women recognized him from the altercation at the country club. He began with a dull-witted apology. “Sorry, but nobody’s here. Just me.” 
 
   Olivia and Tuesday each shook his hand but did not identify themselves.
 
   From his slack-jawed, glazed-eye expression, Olivia half expected him to stick his thumb in his mouth and say, duh. Where was the fire she saw as he pummeled Young Master Gotshalk and drove out of the parking lot raging at Cody? Was he high? Or suffering the mother of all hangovers?
 
    Olivia began questioning Roger about Sabrina’s schedule and his opinion on how long it would take for Blackman’s to repair a table leg with a crack down the center. As soon as Tuesday heard Roger say he was home alone, she slipped into the workroom. Several minutes later she re-emerged to find Olivia and Roger deep in a discussion about the difficulty of sealing wood to protect it from insects. Olivia saw Tuesday give her the thumbs up, and she cut Roger off. 
 
   “Thanks for your time. I’ll just call Sabrina for an appointment.”
 
   Back in the car, Tuesday explained the heist. First, she spotted Sabrina’s office from a framed photo on her desk feeding wedding cake to her groom. Tiptoeing inside, Tuesday could see the far wall with the antique map of London over the desk, just as Elgin had described it. Though her mission was merely reconnoitering, she decided to seize the moment. She slipped her hand under the desk drawer and found the key taped there, peeled it carefully to preserve some sticky so she could replace it, then slid the map aside. There it was, the safe begging her to open it. She inserted the key into the lock, quietly opened the door and found a bonanza. 
 
   The safe contained several small boxes and two documents in bank folders. The labels identified the partnership agreement between Sabrina and Blackman and the side agreement Elgin had described. To be certain it was the correct document, Tuesday checked the witness signature and bingo: Elgin Fastner’s scrawl. She photographed the one page agreement and, as she slid it back into place, noticed a CD with a post it: JB re mny lndring. Without thinking, Tuesday stuck it in her purse, covered her tracks and rejoined Olivia.
 
   Olivia exploded. “YOU STOLE IT? That wasn’t the plan!  Do you know what we can get for breaking and entering?” She felt a chill as she realized it was déjà vu all over again. Detective Johnson had threatened her with almost the same words.
 
   Flustered now, Tuesday’s hands started to shake. “I know, I know. But it was there and, well, I didn’t think. Look, if it was that easy to lift it, it will be that easy to put it back. Let’s just see what’s on this and then we’ll decide what to do.”
 
   “No. I don’t want anything to do with it. Turn around.  We are going to put it back. Now, before Sabrina comes to work.”
 
   Tuesday turned practical. She waved the CD at Olivia and said, “In for a penny, in for a pound. If that post it says money laundering, then you need to hear this.”
 
   Olivia relented and slipped the CD into the slot while Tuesday turned onto Darling Boulevard to return home. The silky smooth mechanism of the Mercedes swallowed the disc soundlessly. In a snap, sounds of an argument flooded the car. Olivia recognized Sabrina shouting at a man she addressed as John. She was angry; he was loud. Olivia leaned in to listen, trying to determine something about the man’s character from his voice. 
 
   Sabrina was on the warpath. “John, don’t lie to me. You’re smuggling drugs and I don’t know what all. Don’t you see how that is putting me in jeopardy?”
 
   Footsteps, the male voice walking closer to Sabrina. “You stick to managing the business and keep your nose out of mine.” 
 
   Sabrina again. “Now I know why you want to focus on imports from Asia. You’re hiding heroin in the furniture shipments. Are you out of your mind? How long before customs sniffs you out? And then what?”
 
   “You don’t know what you’re talking about.”
 
   “I should have known what kind of man you are. After all, you cheat on your wife.”
 
   “Well, it hasn’t bothered you all these months.”
 
   A few seconds of silence passed before Sabrina spoke again. “Who else did you cheat on? Those rare lamps you were accused of switching . . .you did it, didn’t you? Does Greta know? Oh, knowing the kind of shit storm she can throw, I bet you’ve kept this quiet, haven’t you? Or does she know? And you’re sharing your stash with her? If this gets out you’re not taking me down. I won’t cover for you this time. Not like at Silicon Biotech.”
 
   Voices in the background signaled someone had entered the room and the conversation switched to a business discussion about how much to charge for refinishing a dining table. Olivia ejected the CD and stared wordlessly at Tuesday.
 
   Tuesday was the first to gather her wits about her. “This is dynamite, Honeybun. Let’s make a copy at home and slip this back into the safe. If we hurry we can get her done by ten. Isn’t that when Sabrina’s due in her office?”
 
   Olivia was flummoxed. “But what are we going to do with the information? If we show this to anyone, we’re guilty of theft. I can’t risk that. And what really does it prove about his murder? I don’t see how this clears me or fingers anyone else.”
 
   “Let’s figure that out after we copy it and return it. But the first thing that comes to my mind is a motive for Sabrina.”
 
    
 
   Later, after the switch, Olivia poured ice tea for both of them and unwrapped cheese for their lunch. She washed grapes and strawberries to calm herself down and arranged them artfully around the cheese, her designer genes operating on autopilot. The two settled at the kitchen table, still an uncomfortable spot for Olivia where she could see the crime tape whiffle in the light afternoon breeze. 
 
    Olivia peeled back the wrapping on a Brie she had left to soften on the counter before they left for Blackman’s. “We have to figure this out. So what do we know?”
 
   Tuesday accepted a hefty slice and helped herself to a chunk of sour dough. “Well the widow is pretty darn good at shedding crocodile tears.”
 
   Olivia nodded. “Yeah, she’s got that act sealed and delivered. Seems to have the doctor fooled, too.” She snapped her fingers. “That reminds me. I have to make a follow up appointment with him.”
 
   Tuesday popped a ripe strawberry into her mouth. “I thought you said you were feeling fine.”
 
   “I am, but he said to come back for a checkup no matter what.”
 
   Tuesday groaned. “That means I’ll have to listen to another puffer fish lecture.”
 
   “What are you talking about? Puffer fish?”
 
   “You know, those special fish in his tank. The ones he keeps separate from the others. The Scribble Scrabbles or something. They are a variety of puffer fish. The receptionist said he has a matched pair in his aquarium at home. He’s breeding them or something.”
 
   “Puffer fish? You mean the poisonous ones? Tuesday, remember that guy who dropped dead in that Japanese restaurant?”
 
   “In West Hollywood? Oh yeah, the one they shut down when the Health Department said they hadn’t prepared the fish properly. I’m not sure they were even supposed to serve it because it is so deadly.”
 
   “That’s the one. And, Tuesday, that’s it.”
 
   “What’s it, Nancy Drew? You’ve lost me.”
 
   “Let me spell this out and see if it makes sense. We have a dead man but nobody can find the cause of death. Greta’s doctor thinks it’s a heart attack after some kind of altercation and that’s why he gets stuffed in the armoire. Can’t figure out why he would be sent to me, yet, but let’s keep going. There are three other suspicious deaths. One is called an out and out heart attack, the others have no obvious cause of death. Hence, the curse.”
 
   “Yeah, but where does the girl with a broken neck from a so-called fall down the stairs come in?”
 
   Olivia drained her tea. “I’m working on my feet here, Tues. Just stay with me. Mr. Harmon and the shirt duo. Three deaths. All called heart attacks in certified healthy people.”
 
   “Okay, I’m waiting for the punch line.”
 
   “All of them have a connection to Blackman. All of them claimed that Blackman cheated them. The girl is an outlier, unless we can tie her into this mess.”
 
   Tuesday tilted her head skeptically. “Okay. But the three who might have a motive for killing Blackman are, and isn’t this just too inconvenient for words, very dead. And if Blackman slipped them some puffer fish, which is what you are suggesting if I’m getting your drift, he is also very dead.”
 
   Olivia stood up. “Grrrrrrrr. Why isn’t this easy? Want some ice cream? Salted Caramel Fudge from Paymoor’s or Massimo’s Limoncello?”
 
   “Did I hear someone say fudge?”
 
   “You got it, girlfriend. Oh, that reminds me. Mrs. Harmon. Don’t let me forget to get my laundry out of the dryer. I keep forgetting to get those towels. The mood she’s in about all the disruption around here? She’ll be on a rampage if I don’t grab them by the time she needs to use the dryer.”
 
   Tuesday cleared the lunch plates while Olivia scooped ice cream into bowls and retrieved the whipped cream dispenser from the Subzero and jar of The Salted Caramel’s homemade hot fudge sauce.”
 
   Tuesday’s face lit up. “That’s what I’m talking about. Going hard core.”
 
   Olivia held up the fudge sauce. “This stuff is better than smack. Not that I’d know the difference. Just saying if I knew the difference, I know The Salted Caramel’s would come out on top.”
 
   Tuesday laughed and said, “Your secret is safe with me. Hey, are you rationing that stuff? C’mon. One more scoop.” She lifted the all but overflowing bowl of goodness. “Just the thing for crime stopping.” She took her first spoonful.  “Chocolate understands me.”
 
   Olivia put the perishables away and headed for the living room, already digging into the gooey wonder. “You mean it feels your pain?”
 
   “Yes it does.”
 
   Olivia winked. “There’s more where that came from. But, I warn you, first bowl is free. Once you’re hooked, you’re mine for life. Now let’s get comfortable. Oh, wait.” She grabbed her iPad off the counter and tucked it under her arm before she followed Tuesday into the living room.
 
   They settled on the couches and tried to pick up the thread of the conversation, but before long, they slid their empty bowls and spoons onto the coffee table, wiped their mouths and fingers with DVD&A cocktail napkins and slipped into ice cream and fudge-fueled comas.
 
   


Chapter Twenty-Nine: Going Fishing
 
   Olivia jerked awake first with a crick in her neck from sleeping sideways on the couch. While she was out, Tuesday had quietly folded herself into the fetal position in front of the fireplace. Olivia didn’t want to wake her friend; the sugar binge probably meant that the overindulgence in alcohol the night before still had a death grip on their metabolisms. She slipped off her shoes, stretched out on the couch and adjusted soft pillows under her head. She stared up at the beamed ceiling and allowed the CD conversation to fill her brain.
 
    What did that all that stuff about drug deals mean for her? How could she use it? How could she hide the fact that she was an accessory to robbery? An idea popped into her head and she did some Googling, read Wikipedia for a few minutes, then went over what she remembered from the CD.
 
   Blackman and Sabrina had a very close partnership that included sleeping together. There is a chance that the wife found out about it. Hell hath no fury and all that. Plus, Blackman was apparently smuggling dope. Who else knows about that? Was he hiding it from the wife to keep the proceeds for himself? Sharing the bounty with her? Or protecting her from the consequences if he got caught? Hmm.  He was smuggling drugs.  Did that involve Roger?
 
   On top of that, Harmon and the shirt couple threatened to sue Blackman, which would not be good for Greta’s social standing. Olivia has heard from several sources now that she’s a social climber. Olivia continued to run the facts or pseudo facts through her head.  From what Sabrina said, it looked like Blackman was dirty dealing in that biotech firm blowup. Tuesday groaned, interrupting Olivia’s thoughts. She rolled onto her back, then sat up.
 
   “Oh,” she moaned, holding her stomach. “Why did you let me do that?”
 
   “Water,” Olivia advised. “Gallons of it to dilute all that sugar. I’m going to get some. Want a glass?” She struggled up and out of the clutches of the soft, down cushions. Tuesday followed her into the kitchen and headed straight for the refrigerator. “I think I’ll have a little hair of the dog,” and snatched the fudge sauce before Olivia could grab it back.
 
   “Tuesday, you’ll hate yourself. You know you will.”
 
   “Maybe,” she said licking her spoon, “but it hurts so good right now.”
 
   Olivia put her hands on her hips and pointed to Tuesday’s collection of pharmaceuticals on the counter. “Is this your idea of a cleanse?”
 
   Tuesday nodded her head, a dreamy look of ecstasy sliding over her face. “You better believe it, Betty Crocker. What have you been up to?”
 
   Olivia with her water and Tuesday with her poison slid onto stools at the island. “Just trying to make sense of it all. Here’s what I’ve been thinking. Stay with me because I’m making this up as I go. The widow’s beloved doctor raises deadly puffer fish and let’s say he has told his favorite patient how poisonous they are. So she gets a brainstorm. She has potential troublemakers in the shirt couple and Harmon who, for the sake of argument, are planning to sue her husband. Oh, think of all the party givers who will strike her off their guest lists if that comes out. So she feeds the sue-ers some puffer fish and their deaths pass as heart attacks. Then she finds out about Sabrina and her husband, and maybe the fact that he’s hiding drug millions from her, and she decides to off her husband, too, and slips puffer fish into his hot milk.”
 
   “Or scotch.”
 
   “Whatever. I’m just saying. According to Wikipedia, the coroner wouldn’t find the puffer fish toxin in the bodies without a special spectrometer. It doesn’t leave a trace and the effects mimic a heart attack. But this isn’t puffer fish country. No fishmonger sells it, no restaurant serves it, and so nobody suspects puffer fish or Greta. The couple accidentally fell into the lake and drowned with no other cause of death and Harmon was running too fast for his age and collapsed. Heart attacks? Makes sense to the ME. Then we find out Greta’s a sailor.”
 
   Tuesday licked her spoon and said, “We do?”
 
   Olivia pulled up the text from the New York Times news alert on her iPad and showed her the extensive story about Greta’s skill and impressive track record in races on San Francisco Bay. “Who would know how to tie those complicated knots that were around the armoire? A sailor. How’s that for a theory?”
 
   Tuesday wiped the fudge mustache from her upper lip. “Well, I think that is brilliant, Sherlock. It ties everything up in a neat package. It really does.”
 
   Olivia beamed.
 
   “Except for 27,000 teeny tiny questions. Where does she get the puffer fish? How does she figure out how to use it? How does she get them to eat it? Why does she send the body to you? This has been my question all along, Dick Tracy. If it’s the perfect crime, and feeding puffer fish to a victim sounds like it could be, why does she make it look like murder?”
 
   Olivia put her head down on the table in frustration, then looked up. “You would have to bring that up. Okay. One thing at a time. Let me call Jesse, my favorite authority on sea creatures.”
 
   Her smile faded during her conversation with him. “Thanks, Jesse. Sorry to bother you. Yeah, sure. See you soon.”
 
   “So?”
 
   “Jesse doesn’t know very much about puffer fish, except that you have to be very skilled at preparing it or it’s curtains. Therefore, outside of Japan, where it is a delicacy, no restaurant serves it. He had no idea where somebody would get hold of puffer fish around here. He could ask his suppliers, but doesn’t think it’s available locally. So,” Olivia’s eyes brightened again, “maybe she imported it?”
 
   “But Ols. Why go to all that trouble? Why not make the deaths look like muggings or something and blame them on the drug trade in meth city?”
 
   Olivia corrected her. “Meth park.”
 
   “Whatever. I just don’t get sending the body to you where everybody will know it was murder. Once murder has been established, it’s always the spouse that comes under suspicion if there are no other suspects. Why would she take that risk? And why isn’t your darling detective, pun intended, going after her? I haven’t heard anybody mention her as a suspect. So nobody knows what we know, but also perp-wise, she seems to be clean. I mean, we still don’t know why they hauled your pretty butt in, but if they are down to looking at you as a suspect that must mean they have ruled her out.”
 
   Olivia gave up. “Let’s do something counterproductive for a change. Let’s make new labels for furniture that isn’t going to sell at the sale that nobody in Darling Valley will be caught dead at. Metaphorically speaking.”
 
    
 
   Two hours later, with only half of the showroom furniture tagged, Tuesday slumped into one of the wing chairs. “Olivia, why did you make me eat that ice cream?
 
   Olivia opened a new package of furniture tags and undid the knot that held the strings together. “I warned you”
 
   Tuesday closed her eyes, clearly suffering from her overindulgence. “You did not. You opened my mouth and stuffed it down my throat like I was a goose you were raising for foie gras. You probably could sell my liver for top dollar.”
 
   Olivia walked over to her and rubbed her shoulders. “You don’t have to do this, honey. Why don’t you take a break, sit out in the sunshine.” She looked out the window. The fog was drifting in. “What’s left of it.”
 
   Tuesday gave her a pitiful look. “I think I need your doctor. Seriously. I’ll even brave the puffer fish.”
 
   Olivia shooed her out of the showroom. “Go, rest. I can finish up.”
 
   Tuesday did as she was told. Olivia tagged a few more items and then threw down her red pen and tags. Oh my god,” she said to herself. Then screamed, “TUESDAY!  I’ve GOT IT.”
 
   She ran through the showroom, up the stairs to the loft and into the guestroom where Tuesday lay on the bed with her arms crossed over her eyes.
 
   “Tuesday!” 
 
   “What?” she asked sitting up.
 
   “It’s not Greta who does the murders. It’s the doctor!”
 
   “What? A doctor is a mass murder?”
 
   “It’s happened before. Who was that guy in England? Howard Shipman? Harold somebody? He killed hundreds of his patients. Anyway, Chandler’s got the puffer fish. He’s tight with the widow so he kills the couple and Harmon because, I don’t know why. Has something to do with that biotech deal. I’d bet on it. And he gets rid of Blackman because, oh, I don’t know. I’ve done this much. You come up with something, Tues.”
 
   Tuesday lay back down, thinking. “Maybe we don’t have to come up with everything. If you go to Richards with your suspicions, he can have the ME sample Blackman’s tissues for puffer fish toxin. The doc has puffer fish and a grudge against Blackman. That should be enough. And one more thing, Olivia. Chandler’s receptionist made a huge point of telling me that he had a matched pair of those special puffer fish at home because he was breeding them. When we went to his house the other night and he was examining you? I was looking at all of his fish. He had a special tank just like in his office for the puffer fish. But there was only one fish there.”
 
   Olivia said, “You’re kidding.”
 
   “I’m not. I can’t believe I even noticed it, but I didn’t want to stare when he was checking you out so I looked at his fish. It didn’t mean anything to me at the time, but I swear to you, babykins. There was only one fish in that tank.”
 
   Olivia spoke slowly. “He fed the other one to the deceased.”
 
   Tuesday nodded her head. “That’s what I’m thinking. Tell Darling Valley’s finest that when you saw Chandler’s puffer fish, you remembered seeing a customer die of what looked like a heart attack at the time, but later was determined to be puffer fish. Let police figure out the rest. This way, you won’t have to say anything about what we heard on the CD. What difference does it make whether Blackman was a drug dealer. You just need to find out who killed him. And why he was sent to you.”
 
   Olivia went into the kitchen, dug into her purse for her cell phone and a business card, then dialed a number. A moment later she said, “Detective Richards, please.”
 
   


Chapter Thirty: The Catch
 
   “Coffee?” said Richards. Without waiting for an answer he offered chairs to Olivia and Tuesday, closed the door to his office and took his seat behind his desk. “Now, what is all this puffer fish business about?”
 
   Olivia explained her theory and then backed it up with more of her argument. “I’ve been going crazy trying to figure out how I’m involved with this man’s death. And I still don’t understand, but a big piece of the puzzle is what killed him. Your reports to the press are inconclusive, except there are no signs of violence. The easy poisons are traceable, so last I heard, poison was ruled out and you were looking at some kind of sex thing gone wrong that gave him a heart attack.”
 
   Richards nodded. “Nothing’s conclusive, but it has been put forth as a theory.”
 
   “Well, I never would have put two and two together if Tuesday and I hadn’t been in a West Hollywood restaurant last year when a customer collapsed and died of his puffer fish entrée. Huge scandal in the restaurant scene.”
 
   Tuesday added, “Which, in LA, is not to be trifled with.”
 
   Olivia continued without missing a beat, twisting her hair into a ponytail when she saw a tray of rubber bands on Richards’ desk. She grabbed one, “Do you mind?” He shook his head, no, and she got on with her tale while she anchored her hair.
 
   “Well, it was hard on me because I’d never seen a dead body before. You know, in the restaurant. I mean,” she grimaced, “he was at the next table.”
 
   Tuesday added a throwing up gesture.
 
   “So when I got curious about the puffer fish, I checked out Dr. Chandler on the internet. I was flying blind, and it took some digging, but I found out that he was aced out of a juicy development deal with Blackman back when they both worked in Silicon Valley for a biotech company.”
 
   Richards was busy making notes with his Bic and yellow pad. “What else?”
 
   Olivia gestured with her hands. “Well I don’t have anything else.” She looked over at Tuesday for confirmation. “Except for this. I’ve mentioned to you that I had a stomach ailment.” She described the scene she and Tuesday had witnessed when Greta Blackman let herself into to Chandler’s house. 
 
   Richards’ shook his head. “Interesting. You’re sure it was her?”
 
   “Detective, I’m sure I’d recognize a woman who has publicly accused me of murder.” 
 
   Richards whistled the air out of his cheeks. “I’m going to have to do some more investigating. But I can tell you this because it will be on the Internet before nightfall. We have pretty good evidence that Blackman was involved in smuggling drugs. Roger Hatfield, an employee of his, finally admitted to us that he found a stash of drugs when he unknowingly unpacked a table or something that he found in Blackman’s office. The guy threw a fit, threatened to fire him and expose his drug use—Hatfield is an addict—if he didn’t keep quiet. Blackman kept his mouth shut by supplying him with drugs. You’re new here, but Darling Valley has just as much of a drug problem as any other city in the country. But we are on it and, while we have a small police force, it’s highly trained. When we heard that, we had Hatfield as a suspect. Plus, someone gave us a tip that he had done the murder.”
 
   Curious, hot with suspicion, Olivia leaned closer. ”Who would that be?”
 
   “A guy name Forrest Gotshalk.”
 
   Olivia gave an I thought so look to Tuesday. “Yes, I know who he is. His mother is a client of mine.”
 
   “Well, he overheard something at a club and wanted to do his civic duty. But we checked out Hatfield and it didn’t fit. Especially when he told us that he had swept the porch before he left work the night before Blackman was killed. He left the shop and never saw him again.”
 
   “So what does that mean?”
 
   “Well, we were careful to keep this out of the press, but we found two sets of prints where the chest, your amory was left on the porch.”
 
   Tuesday was putting the pieces together. “Yeah, but lots of people work in that shop. I’d think you’d find many fingerprints.”
 
   Richards spoke slowly, stretching out the suspense. “I didn’t say fingerprints. Prints. Footprints. Shoe prints to be exact. A man’s shoe and a woman’s.”
 
   Olivia snapped her fingers. “My Jimmy Choos!”
 
   “Exactly. Well, I was going over some of this with Tasmania, you remember meeting her at the auction, right?”
 
   Olivia’s stomach didn’t know what to do with this information so she just let it flutter a bit. “Sure, we remember her, right Tues?”
 
   Tuesday smiled at Richards. “How could we forget?”
 
   “And she told me to check with Shoe Candy. That store on Darling Boulevard.”
 
   “Oh, I know it, detective.”
 
   “I know you do, Miss Granville.”
 
   Olivia wondered if they would ever get on a first name basis. But then with Tasmania on the scene, what did it matter?
 
   “We had someone from the shoe store look at photos of the woman’s prints and they narrowed them down to a few brands and styles. Then we asked who had bought them recently and among others, apparently it is a popular style, you, Ms. Chase and Mrs. Blackman showed up in their customer database.” 
 
   Olivia’s face fell. “Is that why Detective Johnson arrested me yesterday?”
 
   Richards apologized. “I’m sorry about that. Your shoes were the wrong size. I’d told him that but he got hung up on those thefts. We still can’t figure out who is responsible but, he’s top notch at his job, but that’s what he was putting together. When I found out, I was out in the field when he brought you in, I told him to let you go.”
 
   Olivia chuckled. “In no uncertain terms as I remember.”
 
   Richards said, “Mistakes happen.”
 
   Tuesday broke in. “So who did the dogs fit?”
 
   Richards squinted. “Dogs?”
 
   “The shoes.”
 
   “Oh, yeah. The three of you wear different sizes. They fit Mrs. Blackman.”
 
   The name hung in the air.
 
    Richards explained. “She would have every reason to be in the shop and have her footprints there. We never figured her for this. But now, after what you’ve told me? We need to talk to the widow. Why were her prints around the armoire after Mr. Hatfield had swept the porch?”
 
   Olivia chewed on her bottom lip and considered the consequences of withholding information in a murder investigation. After all, she watched Law and Order and NCIS, too. “Detective, I can’t reveal my sources, but I think there is a possibility that Blackman and his partner, Ms. Chase, had a, shall we say, special relationship.”
 
   Richards waved her statement away. “Oh, we know all about that. Hard to keep that kind of thing quiet in a small town.”
 
   Olivia didn’t know specifically what he was referring to, but she decided she was off the hook about stealing the CD and reporting what she and Tuesday and heard on it. 
 
   “I think that’s it, Ms. Granville and Miss Tuesday. I’ll let you know if I need anything else.”
 
   Olivia and Tuesday got up to leave, then Olivia stopped. “Detective, can I take down the crime scene tape.”
 
   He shook his head. “Sorry. We’re not finished here.”
 
   “How about my shoes?”
 
   His face was impassive. “Have a nice day.”
 
    
 
   Finally, Olivia got some Internet love. By six o’clock the cable news blog texted that there was a break in the case. Olivia called for Tuesday to come into the den. “Hurry!”
 
   Then she flipped on the TV. The cable station’s newest anchor, all fifteen inches of blond hair, half-inch of makeup and killer biceps shown to advantage in the requisite sleeveless dress female TV news personnel wore these days, was announcing that doctor to the billionaires, Ross Chandler, was being held for questioning. Details not yet available. The program buzzed with speculations as to why the doctor was implicated, none of them correct. At 6:27 the station flashed huge Breaking News banners across the screen. The blond shared a split screen with a young man standing in front of an official-looking building that Olivia knew for sure was a fake set. “What do you have for us, Trevor.
 
   The field reporter, with looks that would qualify for People Magazine’s Worlds Sexiest Man issue, announced that, “Behind me, Aurora, in bucolic Darling Valley’s city hall, the deceased’s wife, Grace Blackman, was being arraigned for the murder of her husband, former Silicon Valley venture capitalist and reputed Darling Valley drug smuggler.
 
   “Shocking, Trevor. What do we know?”
 
   Olivia flicked off the TV. “The only thing that’s real in that segment is the drug smuggling. Darling Valley’s city hall doesn’t look like a 1960’s communist apartment block. Blackman was never a venture capitalist, but a high level financial officer. Briefly. The wife’s name is Greta not Grace and the hair, boobs and teeth are fake.” 
 
   Tuesday said, “On which one?”
 
   Olivia said, “Both. And this station is number one in the ratings?”
 
   A few minutes later she turned the TV back on to a local station. There was a shot outside the Police Department. Olivia recognized Officer Ridley looking out through the lobby window at a reporter interviewing Detective Richards.”
 
   “There’s not a lot I can tell you at this moment, Jay. We have a person of interest that we are questioning. But I do want to thank the great citizens of Darling Valley for their unbelievable cooperation during this investigation. Now if you’ll excuse me.” 
 
   Richards ducked back into the police station through the door that Officer Ridley held open. 
 
   The reporter stared into the camera. “KTZV, your number one place for news in Darling Valley, has learned that one of the citizens who was particularly helpful to the police in this case was our own Ms. Violet Granville, along with her partner, Miss Tuesday. We don’t have a last name for Miss Tuesday. Ms. Granville, I’m sure you all know, is the owner of Granville’s Antiques on the west side of town.”
 
   Olivia threw the remote at the TV and shouted into the plasma screen. “VIOLET? GRANVILLE”S ANTIQUES? I’M ON THE NORTH SIDE OF TOWN YOU IDIOT. AND TUESDAY IS NOT MY PARTNER.” 
 
   Tuesday picked up the remote.  “But it’s nice to know that finally Darling Valley is claiming you as its own.”
 
    
 
   Later, after Tuesday opened a Pinot Grigio and they toasted the end of Olivia’s nightmare, Olivia remembered her towels in the dryer. Tuesday was heating water for tea. “No reading,” she promised, “just a cuppa.” 
 
   Olivia shouted, “I’ll be right back, “and she ran down the stairs. Before opening the door that led down to the laundry and Mrs. Harmon’s inside door, she stopped at her desk. It had been what, four, five days since the grisly discovery in her armoire? It seemed like a lifetime. She decided that she and Tuesday would order pizza from the Italian place with the brick oven and super thin crusts as good as Mozza’s and have a quiet night. There was nothing more she could do. It wouldn’t take long to finish up labeling the furniture for the sale, and tomorrow she would corral Cody, he had been noticeably absent since yesterday, and they would arrange the showroom and plan what they would put out on the lawn. She would sell her soul to the devil if necessary, but she was determined to convince Richards to remove the crime scene tape, still flapping on the front porch, if only for the duration of the sale.
 
   If Tuesday were not waiting for her upstairs, she would stop and sit at her desk and sketch some ideas she had for the elusive Mr. Bacon’s garage. Should he ever return her calls. As soon as she left the police department after her arrest, she apologized profusely into her phone about missing yet another appointment with Mr. Bacon, without mentioning the reason for her standing him up yet again. But he had not returned her calls. Probably, he had written her off as a flake. 
 
   Working at her desk, this beloved desk that had followed her from college to Manhattan Beach to LA and here to Darling Valley, gave her a sense of security she could not describe. She believed that people should do what they were born to do. And making the world both functional and beautiful is what made her feel whole, human and ultimately at peace. But she had to finish her chore. She owed Tuesday a long soak in her sumptuous, standalone bathtub and a stack of soft, lavender-scented towels. 
 
    
 
   The one part of the house that never felt completely hers was the basement and laundry room, in part because it had been renovated to accommodate the unit for Mrs. Harmon before she bought the house. There was no room to put her unique stamp on the space., so she left it as is. Part of this unease was the fear of being discovered there by Mrs. Harmon, childish she knew but a real feeling nevertheless, perhaps connected to the reality that Mrs. Harmon and Darling Valley did not make her feel that she belonged. So she slipped off her shoes so Mrs. Harmon wouldn’t hear her. Barefoot, she opened the door to the basement and continued on down.
 
   The new appliances were quiet in all respects, and she was sure Mrs. Harmon, should she be in her kitchen, near the door, or just out and out eavesdropping, would not hear her open the dryer door and lift out the cloud of warm, ivory towels. She tiptoed over to the folding table and was making order out of her tangled laundry. She quickly became lost in thought about what the next few days would bring. Possibly a murder indictment against the doctor and a successful sale on the weekend. But then, if this week had taught her anything, it was that things were almost never what they seemed and she should quit thinking she had the future nailed down.
 
   Deep in thought, a sudden creaking sound made Olivia jump out of her skin. She whipped around, but it was just Mrs. Harmon opening her kitchen door with a bag of trash in her hand. However, when Mrs. Harmon, equally surprised, saw Olivia standing there, she tried to slam her door closed.
 
   Too late. Olivia saw what she was trying to hide. Simultaneously shocked and furious, she leapt across the five feet of laminate flooring separating them and pushed the door wide open, knocking the old woman unceremoniously into the doorjamb. She marched into the kitchen wildly pointing. “Mrs. Harmon!  That’s my Imari bowl on your table!”
 
   


Chapter Thirty-One: Sold 
 
   Olivia handed a Paymoor’s shopping bag full of crime scene tape to Detective Richards in exchange for the box containing her Jimmy Choo shoes. 
 
   “Thank you for keeping these safe.”
 
   Richards gave a little bow. “My pleasure. But you’d better check them before you sign on the dotted line. We did have to take them out of the box to compare them to the print found at the crime scene.”
 
   Olivia broke in. “The REAL crime scene, I might add. Not my shop.”
 
   Richards laughed. “Yes, the scene where Mr. Blackman was killed. By the way, I’m sorry we couldn’t get your arMOIRE back to in time for the sale. But Forensics is still working on it to make sure we get every bit of evidence we can to put these two away. We don’t want them getting off on technicalities.”
 
   “That’s the only reason I’m not complaining. Between them they’ve committed four murders. That makes them mass murderers, right?”
 
   Richards shook his head. “Technically no. Mass murderers kill many in a single event. Sandy Hook Elementary School, the Aurora movie theater massacres. While serial killers act on one victim at a time, usually for the thrill of the kill. Son of Sam and Ted Bundy. Our pair killed for expediency. Not sure what crime writers would call them.”
 
   Olivia turned up her nose. “Murder as a business skill set? Gawd. Well I thought, when I get the armoire back, kudos to you, by the way for finally getting the name right, I’d have to do an exorcism before I’d be able to sell it. But would you believe I’ve had six offers from collectors of the macabre? One woman offered twice what I hoped I’d get at the sale. So it looks like I’ll have to have an auction for it.” 
 
   Richards shook his head. “People.”
 
   “Well,” Olivia said, tucking her beloved JC’s back in the box and signing for them on Richards’ small pad, “we saw on the news last night that you have officially arrested the doctor and widow for murder.”
 
   “We did. They will be charged later today when the judge arrives back from vacation. She cut it short so we don’t have to hold them over the weekend. The DA wants an arraignment today. She thinks they will try to plead it out. But that’s out of my hands. It was an easy case as these things go.”
 
   Olivia burst out, “Are you kidding me? This has been the worst week of my life.” 
 
   Richards gave her a wry grin. “I don’t know what to say about that. I can only imagine.”
 
   His smile calmed Olivia down. “Detective, one more question. Why was Mr. Blackman sent to me?”
 
   “It’s complicated.” He gestured to the crush of people climbing over her lawn, down her driveway to the Garden Center in back and pushing in and out of the showroom through the porch door. “I think you have enough on your hands with your sale. We can go over all this another time at the station.”
 
   Olivia had trouble focusing on Richards as Cody and Tuesday were constantly interrupting them with questions about prices and provenance. However, when Tuesday realized to whom Olivia was talking, she backed away and stayed away.
 
   “Detective, I will end the sale now if necessary to get the answer to that question.”
 
   Richards shook his head. “Well, okay. You won’t believe this. After the doctor spiked Blackman’s drink with the dried puffer fish toxin, he was the man Roger saw with him that night, he left thinking it would appear that he’d had a heart attack. . . you were right. The doctor got cheated out of a sweet options deal at that biotech company and blamed Blackman for it. Some kind of dirty dealing we haven’t figured out yet. So after he texted the widow that Blackman was dead, she came back for an act of revenge. She had seen Blackman with his partner steaming up the back seat of his car in Hugo’s parking lot when he was supposed to be at a meeting in San Francisco. She couldn’t let it go, even though she knew she was going to have all his drug proceeds to herself. Well, aside from sharing it with the doctor. Yeah, she knew about the drug smuggling. She knew about everything. She knew where he kept the key to his safe deposit box. He had taken his proceeds in diamonds. She wanted to teach Sabrina Chase a lesson and cast suspicion on her at the same time. It wasn’t a very well thought out plan. Late that night she went back to the shop and put her husband into the armoire. The door kept opening so she tied it shut. You’re right. She’s an expert sailor.”
 
   Olivia saw Mrs. Harmon come walking down the driveway, smile and wave to her as Richards continued. Olivia waved back, then asked, “But where do I come it?  I still don’t get why she sent it to me.”
 
   “Greta didn’t know the armoire was supposed to go to you.  Roger had taped a note for Cody on a pizza delivery flyer. He wasn’t enjoying all of his faculties, if you get my meaning and was sloppy about using the correct delivery form.  That Greta would have noticed. But to her it just looked like a pizza delivery flyer or maybe she didn’t even see it. It was late, not much light.  Her label, with instructions to deliver it to Sabrina Chase apparently fell off during the night, or sometime before Cody picked arrived. Or maybe Cody knocked it off while he moved it and didn’t see it. At any rate, we found it on the floor. To us it was nothing. Sabrina Chase was an owner.  Her name was on everything. So you got it. Bureaucratic mix-up.”
 
   Olivia’s mouth dropped. “I went through all that because a hophead couldn’t get his act together?”
 
   Richards said, “Fraid so. If he had put the proper form on the chest in two places as Blackman’s required, this never would have involved you.”
 
   “Detective, I need a moment to take this in.  Wait until I tell Tuesday and Cody.
 
   Richards looked around to allow Olivia time to absorb the news. “You know, the doctor was furious when he saw on the news that Blackman ended up on your doorstep, so to speak. He rushed over to see if he could have him declared dead of a heart attack. He didn’t want anyone doing any exotic testing and find the puffer fish toxin in his tissue. Blackman never had a heart condition.  He made up a phony chart and put another patient’s EKG and lap tests in it. It was his idea for Greta to do the weeping widow act and blame you.”
 
   Olivia flashed on the day she went to his office and lay on his examining table, half naked. She shuddered. “Detective can’t I bring a malpractice suit against him for treating me as his patient while setting me up for murder?”
 
   Richards gave her a commiserating smile. “Up to you ma’am. Now we just have to figure out what happened to your bowl and other items.”
 
   Olivia stammered. “Oh, detective. Forgive me. In all the confusion and the sale, well I forgot to notify you that they were in the house all the time after all.”
 
   He narrowed his eyes. “Seriously? But we searched everywhere.”
 
   “I know. So did I. But there they were all the time,” she crossed her fingers behind her back, “just under my feet.” 
 
   She was not going to involve Mrs. Harmon in any of this. The poor woman was desolate about losing her husband and then the Cooks who had befriended her. She wouldn’t allow herself to warm up to Olivia and then have her go out of business or something and move away. And then when Olivia told her she a customer of Blackman, who had cheated her husband and thereby, as she believed, contributing to his heart attack, she snapped. Her only revenge was to steal her things. 
 
   Olivia thought she had locked her out in the renovation. But Mrs. Harmon knew how to wiggle the door to get any lock to slide open. She grabbed only what she could carry. The pendulum was right. Olivia was standing on her treasures. So was Carrie. Her earrings had fallen out when she delivered cookies to Mrs. Harmon. The tenant found them in her living room, but didn’t know they were Carrie’s. The girl was so excited to get them back, she volunteered to help with the sale. 
 
   Just then, before Richards could quiz her any more, Olivia saw a familiar figure get out of a BMW 751 in a Prada workout suit she recognized from the Neiman’s catalog. It was Tasmania of the lush, cascading hair and sweeping eyelashes waving and rushing over to greet them. Olivia didn’t know what Richards’ girlfriend did for a living, but if she ever asked Olivia for career counseling, she’d tell her to apply to cable TV as a news anchor. Tasmania came up behind Richards and put her arms around his waist. He half turned, drew her close and kissed her forehead. 
 
   Olivia knew Richards was dropping off the shoes today. A good faith gesture considering what she had been through. But Tasmania? What was she doing here? Cody caught a look at Tasmania and hustled over to ask Olivia if there was anything she needed, all the while staring at the beauty. Olivia had no choice but to introduce them. 
 
   “Tasmania, this is my assistant, Cody White. Cody this is Miss Tasmania . . .I’m sorry, but I’ve forgotten your last name.”
 
   Both Richards and Tasmania gave her an odd look. “Why, Richards, of course. Same as Gurmeet’s.”
 
   Olivia flushed. “Of course, I’m sorry. This is Detective Richards’ wife.” 
 
   Friggin frig. How could she not have figured out that he was married. Just her luck, though what was she thinking anyway. Both she and Tuesday agreed he was definitely not a MAD man.
 
   Richards was shaking his head and for once, flashing Olivia a blinding smile. “No, not my wife. My sister.”
 
   


Chapter Thirty-Two: BFF’s
 
   Olivia tallied up her proceeds while Tuesday started packing. She was taking a six am flight in the morning from SFO to Burbank to make her nine am Monday morning standing appointment with Holley Wood, star of Warner Bros. latest blockbuster about aliens taking over the body of a time-traveling princess. Tuesday had said when she told Olivia, “God’s truth. She showed me her birth certificate. I could slice her in ribbons. She got the name first. But she probably needs all the help she can get. She calls them alients.”
 
   She zipped up the last of her cases. “Well, I guess that’s it. The only thing left is for you to tell me what’s up with the shoes.”
 
   Olivia bent over into a downward dog, straightened up into warrior pose and said, “I’ve got to get back into yoga. I have so much tension in my back from all this. The shoes. You won’t believe this.”
 
   She explained the tortured murder plan and Greta’s foiling what would have been a perfect crime out of jealousy.
 
   ”Over a man she conspired to murder.  That’s some serious crazy. Oh, don’t let me forget my herbs.”
 
   Olivia said, ”Puleeze don’t forget them.” Then she went on to explain how they nailed the doctor when they found the sliced up puffer fish in his freezer and vials of toxin he had been able to extract. 
 
   Olivia did an I don’t get it eye rolling head shake. “Who even knows how to do that? Anyway, Richards told him that they could trace the DNA from the fish to the DNA in Blackman’s tissues. Richards pulled that one out of a hat, but it worked. Chandler bought it and caved and gave up Greta in the process. They’d been getting it on since Blackman cheated everyone out of the biotech deal. He was really just into Greta so he could figure out a way to get back at Blackman. She killed her husband for the diamonds. She wouldn’t share them with him but was willing to give half to Chandler because, get this: She believed he loved her.”
 
   Now Tuesday did the eyerolling thing. “When will they learn?”
 
   Olivia explained that Chandler moved to DV and set up a practice for the rich and richer to be closer to Blackman, keep an eye on him. Then the others showed up. The shirtmakers and Harmon. They weren’t just after Blackman. The doctor’s hands weren’t any too clean in the deal either and those three were after both Blackman and Chandler. 
 
   Olivia stretched out on the floor and threw her feet behind her head, then moved into a shoulder stand. She huffed and puffed as she spoke. “So he did his first experimenting with puffer fish, he really is an expert, on Harmon. ME said heart attack and he knew finally had a magic formula. He then slipped it to the shirt couple, apparently it’s not hard to smear it on something and it seeps into the skin. He really isn’t sure how they got into the lake. They should have just collapsed on the ground.” Which is what she did, rolling herself down and touching her heels to the rug again.
 
   “Then when Greta told him she’d heard through the grapevine about the drugs and confronted her husband, I don’t know what grapevine she hangs on, but he admitted it, Chandler had his solution for Blackman. But hell hath no fury. If Greta had left well enough alone, they would have gotten away with it. Blackman told her about the drugs, the safe deposit box, the works. She probably was on him for losing so much money in the Silicon Valley deal. So she decided to have the diamonds to herself and then Chandler swept her off her feet with his bedside manner and they thought they had it made. But Roger got high and was complicit in unknowingly helping her send the body to an amateur sleuth.” 
 
   Olivia sat up and shrugged innocently. “That’s where I come in. Who knew?” 
 
   Tuesday sat on a case to zip it shut.
 
   “How much do you have to pay for all that luggage?”
 
   “What’s money for? So everybody’s happy, now, right? Richards has the killers, Cody has Jessica. How did he figure out Mrs. Harmon was BFFs with the wrong Blackman sister?”
 
   “He asked her. Funny how communication works. The daughter I heard about was adopted. Once Jessica was born, she took center stage. Apparently, Brenda, the adopted one, wanted their father to make a business loan to her husband and he refused. The husband took a powder and she blamed it all on her father.  She found a willing listener in Mrs. Harmon. They knew each other fro when they all lived in Silicon Valley. So that’s it. Last thing. Richards and Mrs. Harmon are tight because she and her husband lived in Mumbai for a while and she befriended Tasmania.  Mrs. Harmon is like everybody’s favorite mother.  Could have fooled me.”
 
   The two friends said goodnight and hugged goodbye, promised there would be no tears, hugged some more and raced each other for the box of tissues.
 
   “Tuesday, I’d beg you to move up here with me but I know you would hate it.”
 
   “And I’d beg you to come back to LA but I’ve looked deeply into Detective Richards’ eyes. It would be cruel and unusual punishment to tear you away from those brown beauties.”
 
   Olivia pooh-poohed that idea. “Seriously, he’s not my type and I have a business to get off the ground and a car museum commission to snag.”
 
   “Did you finally hear from George Clooney, er Mr. Bacon?”
 
   “Yeah, he came to the sale. Figured it was the only way he could talk to me. I looked for you to introduce you but you must have been in the house. We have an appointment next week.”
 
   “Now there’s an interesting proposition,” Tuesday said seductively.
 
    “No, it’s not like that. He’s a widower still grieving for his wife.”
 
   “And I know just the chickadee to cheer him up.”
 
   “Honestly, Tuesday, if that came out of anybody else’s mouth I’d never speak to them again. Have you no respect? And you know how he got his money? He won the country’s two biggest Powerball lotteries, three years apart. Three hundred million and change in the first one and four hundred million and change in the second one. Before that he was a dispatcher on the Hoboken public transit. His wife died just before he won the first one. He can’t get over her.”
 
   Tuesday shook her head. “What I have is a deep and abiding wish for my best friend’s happiness. Now give me one more hug and let me get some sleep. Promise me we’ll get together again before Christmas.”
 
   Olivia crossed her heart. “Promise.”
 
   Tuesday said, “Preferably so I can catch your bouquet.”
 
   Olivia threw a pillow at her and then blew kisses all the way out of the room. “Travel well, Tuesday.”
 
   


 
   “Stay out of trouble, princess.”
 
   “Which one of us will fulfill those wishes?”
 
   “You better.”
 
   “No, you better.”
 
   “Love you.”
 
   “Love you more.”
 
   “I give up. Let me sleep.”
 
   The End
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   Please Review
 
   Positive reviews are the lifeblood of writers. If you liked Armoires and Arsenic, please leave a positive review at the end of the book or click here. 
 
   Help me spread the word about Cassie Page books by telling your friends and gifting them to your beloveds. Many thanks.
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Prologue
 
   He hated working on these do or die construction jobs. He should get hazardous duty pay for putting up with the aggravation. 
 
   Rivulets of rainwater curled around his feet and earthworms crawled out from under rocks. A small river had opened up, an underground spring, bringing more muck and mire to the site. And something else. What’s this? 
 
   With the tip of his hookaroon he cleared away a slick of mud, exposing what looked like another shard. More trouble for the powers that be. The boss was supposed to report the last one he’d found, just like the law required. But the guy was dragging his feet on anything that would slow down the project. 
 
   He’d just finishing marking the last of the trees to come down, but it was anyone’s guess when the trucks could get in to haul them away. A week of rain had already messed up the schedule and turned the contractor into a raging bull. 
 
   The last shaft of afternoon light peeked through the canopy of trees that would become a meditation center when the museum was finished. The thin rays allowed him to examine this latest discovery up close. He tucked his hookaroon under his arm carefully. He’d stabbed himself once with the sharp, spiked tip. It wasn’t going to happen again.
 
   “Wait until he gets a load of this,” he muttered, picking up the thing and turning it over in his hand.
 
   Maybe the boss could brush off the pottery shards and arrowheads, but not this. He stuck it in his pocket and added, “There goes this job.”
 
   It was past quitting time. He turned to collect his chainsaw and head out to his truck. He’d call the boss after dinner. It was a federal crime not to report this. He had to make him see that.
 
   Eager to get home to his family, he picked up his pace, almost tripping over a shovel someone had tossed on the ground. He was new to this crew. Their sloppy work habits ticked him off, leaving tools out to get wrecked by the elements.
 
   Just as he reached for the shovel, he sensed movement at the edge of the trees. Someone was there. The guard and German Shepherd in the security shed at the far end of the property seemed not to have heard. This part of the fence abutted the forest. People curious about the project gawked from the street. Not even hikers ended up back here. The other workers had clocked out for the day. He should be alone.
 
   From his size he could tell the guy was too old to be one of the kids that came nosing around looking for mischief among the big earthmovers and cranes. 
 
    “Can I help you?” 
 
   His voice carried. The dog should have heard him and started barking. The guard was a sucker for that dog. He was probably feeding him from his lunchbox. If the dog heard anything, she was not interested at this moment. 
 
   “This is private property.” 
 
   He raised his voice a few decibels. “A construction site. You could get hurt if you’re not careful.”
 
   The man picked up something and stuck it in his pocket. 
 
   He walked towards him. “What you got there, sir? You’re not supposed to take anything from this site.”
 
   The man came closer so he stuck out his hand, friendly like because that was his way. Then he smiled, relieved. “Oh, it’s you. I didn’t recognize you at first. I was going to accuse you of trespassing.”
 
   He pointed to the man’s hand.
 
   “Did you find what I think you did?”
 
   The man came closer, then rushed him, surprising him by snatching the hookaroon from under his arm. He raised his hands to protect himself, tried to get away, but lost his footing on the muddy ground.
 
   


 
   
Chapter One: Olivia Hath OCD
 
   Monday Morning
 
   1:1
 
   “Son of a beehive. Those pinheads couldn’t design a hole in a wall if I handed them a sledgehammer!” 
 
   Olivia slammed her computer shut, which responded by lengthening slightly the crack in the cover that had opened up the last time she threw a fit when a blogger criticized one of her projects. 
 
   “The Bacon-Paatz Museum? Sounds like a pork store in Boston.”
 
   So wrote Auto Classics and Design, the snobby publication and blog for elite car collectors, their way of saying they would not be sending a representative to the groundbreaking ceremony for her museum today. Thank you very much.
 
   First of all, it wasn’t her museum. Exactly. She was just the project manager. Bacon stood for Charles Bacon, the former New Jersey transit dispatcher cum billionaire thanks to two mega lottery winnings and subsequent smart investments. He was also her new friend and client. 
 
   Paatz was for his beloved late wife, Ellie Paatz, who died before Bacon earned his winnings. As a way of coping with his grief, he’d immersed himself in collecting antique cars. He had 102 and counting. The museum was his tribute to Ellie, a way, he hoped, to fill the hole she had left in his life. He’d been rich and retired for only two years, a Darling Valley resident for less than ten months. 
 
   Olivia knew that, like a mourning dove, Charles had mated for life. He would never find anyone else, never get over losing Ellie. Though she’d been dead fifteen years, succumbing to a mysterious virus before they’d even had time to have children, the pain at times was still fresh as a slap in the face. 
 
   Charles must not see this insulting blog post. Especially this morning, when the Governor, the financiers and the media would hover over this upstart philanthropist and his crazy museum like a hawk, the cable news outlets hoping for a misstep they could use to boost their ratings.
 
    
 
   While Olivia pinned one of Xavier’s jade creations to the lapel of her jacket, Xavier was Darling Valley’s premier jeweler, she mouthed expletives at the blog’s editors. They had made their decision based on a rough mockup of the museum she’d sent out in a media blast about the groundbreaking ceremony. Didn’t they realize how important classic car museums were becoming in the global art world? Auto Classics and Design needed to stay ahead of the curve, but she needed their coverage.
 
   The jade was for luck.
 
    
 
   She grabbed her purse, checking once again that she had tucked her speech inside. Last, she picked up the stack of programs for the event. 
 
   Cody announced his arrival with his oogga oogga horn. She winced and muttered, “Please, Cody, you know I’m trying to get the neighbors off my back.” 
 
   Her loft was on the top floor of the house she used for both her residence and her business, Darling Valley Design and Antiques. The street was zoned for mixed residential, the other owners still lukewarm about her arrival in the pristine town less than a year ago. Two of the homeowners had arrived only weeks before she had, but the pecking order was fierce. 
 
   On her way out the door, she paused in her office and shouted down to the basement apartment. “We’re leaving, Mrs. Harmon. Are you sure you don’t want a ride?”
 
   Her elderly tenant came to the bottom of the stairs, dressed in one of her many St. John suits and fastening her pearls around her neck, her beautiful silver hair and makeup impeccable as usual. 
 
   “I’m fine, Olivia. I’ve told you. The orthopedist cleared me for driving. I can get there under my own power.” 
 
   Olivia tried to overlook the reprimand in Mrs. Harmon’s voice. Queenie, as some called the widow behind her back, had sprained her knee last week while emptying her trash. Olivia was just trying to help. Annoyed, sometimes Queenie could sound just like Olivia’s mother, she slammed the screen door harder than necessary and dashed down the driveway. 
 
   She wasn’t normally so sensitive, but today was a big deal, the groundbreaking six months in the planning. The museum would give her important credentials in the international design community. Nerves had kept her awake most of the night. She didn’t need a bad omen, such as a grumpy Mrs. Harmon nagging at her.
 
   “Oh, sheep dip,” she muttered. “I didn’t meditate this morning.” 
 
   It was Matt’s suggestion, the meditation, to help her achieve balance. Juggling two high-pressure projects at once was rattling her nerves. And the meditation helped. The two times she had tried it. 
 
   Matt was Detective McDreamy, as Tuesday, her BFF, called him. Gurmeet Richards or Matt for short. Olivia’s on-again, off-again sweetheart since they’d met on a murder case soon after she’d moved to Darling Valley.
 
   OMG, as she was known to her friends (short for Olivia M. Granville), needed all the help she could get this week. Her other huge project, the Fredericks’ anniversary party, was coming up on Friday. The couple had timed it to coincide with the unveiling of their new pool house, a little shack Olivia had designed that would comfortably house a family of twelve. 
 
   Marguerite Fredericks had let her know that if the cabana unveiling went well she could count on the job of renovating her twenty thousand square foot abode. This would have Olivia sitting pretty in Darling Valley as the town’s premier designer. 
 
   Darling Valley was the town nestled in the hills of Marin County favored by the uber-wealthy to give them a breather from the pressures of Silicon Valley and Wall Street. Some called it the Newport of the twenty-first century. The Wall Street Journal had dubbed it Billionaire Hollow.
 
   Normally, Olivia would never launch two huge projects in one week. Yet, she had no control over the date of the Fredericks’ anniversary, nor the date the Governor was free for the groundbreaking ceremony. Sometimes she doubted she was in charge of anything. 
 
    
 
   Cody was at the curb leaning against the rust-speckled passenger door of his truck. His big welcoming grin helped smooth out Olivia’s anxiety. Especially when he gave a slight, admiring bow. Today was the first time she’d worn a suit since she’d left LA, the reason for the surprise on Cody’s face when she appeared in actual business attire. She’d chosen Chanel with Prada shoes to keep up with the Jones’s. Her volunteering efforts of the past months had paid off. Several women from the boards of three important charities had agreed to attend. Each of them a retired CEO from Silicon Valley. Each of them wore Chanel and Prada heels to events such as this as if it were the school uniform. Her stilettos, however, were in her tote bag for later. The site was still muddy from an unexpected storm; she’d thrash around in rain boots while she finished up the last minute arrangements.
 
   Cody bent low and waved a pretend feathered hat at her in a Three Muskateer-ish pass and repass. “Greetings, my lady of coolness. Doth giveth thy humble servant the honor of driving thy chariot?” 
 
   Cody had just seen his first Shakespeare film. He’d intended to download Denzel’s flick, Training Day, but the actor’s Much Ado About Nothing came up. Now Cody was totally into the weird way the actors spoke.  
 
     Olivia gave him the once over. “No, we’ll take my wheels. I’ll drive while you comb your hair and tuck in your shirt. I’ve told you, oh humble servant, the Governor is going to be there with a lot of potential clients. Let’s look like we know what we’re doing. And if you want to spiff up your English, try watching Orlando Bloom movies for a change.”
 
   “My lady doth be picky, picky, picky today,” he said, grinning as he trailed after his boss to her only slightly newer Toyota 4x4 in the driveway. 
 
   Olivia couldn’t let him see her laughing. She snapped over her shoulder, “I heard that. Some of the best people are control freaks. It’s the only way anything gets done in this world.” 
 
   Cody stroked his chin thoughtfully. “Hmm,” he said loudly. “Methinks I’ve heard that before, milady.” 
 
   He snapped his fingers. A light bulb going off. “Oh, yes, only every day since this gig started.”
 
   Olivia ignored him. If they fell into their joking routine she would lose her focus. She had too much to do today, all of it too important. She needed to be in control. Which she was sure she would have been if she had not forgotten to meditate.
 
    
 
   Cody looked like a typical twenty-something slacker on the outside, but he was utterly devoted to Olivia. Her general handyman and gofer, he was attending the groundbreaking only because she promised to pay him, a little insurance against empty seats when the politicians gave their speeches. When he tried to round up a few more bodies to reinforce the appearance of public support for the project, his friends at the diner said, “Are you kidding me, bro? Waste my time listening to a bunch of suits?”
 
   Olivia threw her purse and the programs into her truck and waved him towards the garage in the back, shivering a bit. The coastal fog was making for a nippy morning. “Before we go I need you to help me with the shovels the bigwigs will use. They’re in the garage. It took me hours last night to tie pretty bows on each of them.”
 
   The participants had been informed they could take their shovel home as a souvenir. The handles were engraved with “The Bacon-Paatz Classic Car and Fine Art Museum, Darling Valley, California, and the date. 
 
   As Olivia had tied on the ribbons, she fantasized seeing one of them show up on the Antiques Road Show when she was an old lady, heirlooms prized by the descendants of the men and women inaugurating this auspicious building. Regardless of what that snooty blogger had said.
 
    
 
   Cody jogged ahead of her down the driveway. “I bet you miss Hank. She would have done all that for you.”
 
   “You know it. I can’t believe she left on such short notice.”
 
   Henrietta, Hank for short, came on board as an intern to help Olivia with the grunt work in the office when she landed the museum job. Two weeks ago, discovering she was pregnant with her first child, Hank and her husband had relocated to another state where they could afford to buy a home. Darling Valley was way out of their price range. It was way out of most people’s price range. Cody was bearing the brunt of the drudgery that had piled up until Olivia found a replacement for her.
 
   When the last shovel was stowed in the truck, Cody pointed to the red, white and blue ribbons. “You’re playing the patriotic card?”
 
   “I’ll play any card that helps this go off without a hitch,” Olivia said, hiking up her skirt for the big step up into her truck. “Did I tell you Mr. Cavelli finally agreed last night to sing God Bless America?” 
 
   Cavelli was a famous opera singer who had retired to one of Darling Valley’s mansions. 
 
   “I’m hoping that’s what people will remember about the site when the heavy duty construction gets underway and dump trucks are going up and down Darling Boulevard. It’s called public relations, Cody. The project is going to disrupt traffic for quite a while. Earth movers, dump trucks, the whole nine yards. We need to keep people on our side.”
 
   Cody’s eyes popped in approval. “How’d you snag the big guy?”
 
   Olivia stage whispered behind her hand. “Don’t tell. But he’s not from Rome as his PR people always claimed. Charles Bacon knew that they both came from the same working class town in New Jersey and that did the trick. Maestro Cavelli made me promise not to blow his cover. Actually, he’s a really gracious man. I have him last on the program to ensure the media sticks around until the end. No one wants to miss that photo op.”
 
    
 
   Olivia put her truck in reverse and backed out of her driveway. “Let’s go over the punch list for the Fredericks’ cabana project on Friday. Tent?”
 
   “Check, your ladyship,” answered Cody. “Angela emailed me that she has her biggest tent reserved for us.”
 
   Olivia nodded her approval. “Switch embossed glass door in the master bathroom with the solid door in La Duxieme Cave.” 
 
   Cody nodded back. “Check. The bathroom is covered and the wine cellar is visible.”
 
   Before Olivia could go any further, her phone rang. She was not wearing a Bluetooth device, so Cody reached into her purse for it. He showed her the caller, Mrs. Fredericks, the pool house client. 
 
   Olivia mouthed yes and Cody connected the call and put it on speaker.
 
   Olivia answered in her brightest voice. “Mrs. Fredericks. How are you this morning?”
 
   Her client was her usual frustrated self, which could only mean more work for Olivia. 
 
   “I’m devastated, Olivia,” Mrs. Fredericks said. “You have to come over here right now. I can’t cope with this cabana construction any longer. I’m ready to divorce Richard, sell this monstrosity of a house and join a convent.”
 
   Olivia forced a chuckle into her voice. “I’d rethink selling the house just yet, Mrs. Fredericks. The market is coming back.”
 
    Marguerite Fredericks did not allow her underlings to address her with chummy first names. She kept an aristocratic distance from her caterers, decorators and hairdressers. Olivia resented it, but observed it. 
 
   “It’s Richard,” Mrs. Fredericks said with obvious annoyance. “He insists the color is off in the downstairs library.” 
 
   Olivia gritted her teeth. Mrs. Fredericks blamed her husband every time she wanted to change a design element.
 
   Patiently, Olivia explained what Marguerite already knew. “You know that the Venetian plaster is more or less permanent. What is his problem with the color? Perhaps I can talk to him.”
 
   “My dear, he’s decided he wants the blues rather than the browns and gold. He saw a sample someplace. Cerulean Sky it’s called. He thinks it would be better with the wood trim.”
 
   Olivia almost choked. “Cerulean Sky? That’s the color Hamish Walsh of Valley Interiors came up with for that house featured in Architectural Digest. Has he been advising you on our project? As you know, it would be very unprofessional for him to step in on a competitor’s job.”
 
   “Of course he’s not advising me, dear. But we know each other. We talk.” 
 
   Olivia shook her head in disgust at Cody. She knew what was going on. Mrs. Fredericks was still shopping for designers. Calling in Hamish because of his spread in the latest issue of the prestigious magazine. 
 
   Olivia didn’t mind competition, but Hamish was unscrupulous. He’d had his chance to win the project when the job went out for bid, but Olivia had won it fair and square. Now he was trying to sabotage her work. And her client knew exactly what was going on. She had founded her own online fashion website and made a fortune. If anyone knew how treacherous and backstabbing business could be, it was Marguerite Fredericks. Olivia would have to fight for her job. It was too big to let some local rogue smear her hard work. She put on her best conciliatory voice.
 
   “Mrs. Fredericks, why don’t I come over this afternoon? I’m sure I can come up with a solution that pleases both you and your husband. I have the groundbreaking ceremony this morning. I’m so sorry you can’t make it, but I’m free after lunch with the Governor.” 
 
   Mrs. Fredericks resisted Olivia’s efforts to get her involved in the museum. Her name could draw donors with deep pockets. Olivia never got a reason, but she assumed an auto museum was too lowbrow for Marguerite. Olivia threw in the name-dropping to remind the woman that while Olivia may be a relative newcomer to Darling Valley, she was no slouch. She had friends in high places, too.
 
   It did the trick and she finished up the call with, “Great. I’ll come by at two this afternoon. Looking forward to it, Mrs. Fredericks.”
 
   Cody cut the call and Olivia bellowed, “THAT SCOUNDREL! Hamish Walsh doesn’t walk, he slithers. Do you know what he did?”
 
   Cody rolled his eyes and settled in to listen to a diatribe about her ladyship’s chief competition.
 
    
 
   Like multi-taskers everywhere, Olivia took care of several other calls on the way to the construction site. She dropped the truck keys into her purse and reached for her hard hat resting at Cody’s feet, all the while waving to Scott Pierce standing at the chain link fence. She was happy to see that he had finally covered it with the long banner displaying the logo of the museum and names of the principals on the project. Her ringing phone stopped her again, which this time put a big smile on her face. It was Tuesday, her tea leaf reading BFF in LA who also gave Olivia spot-on advice when she was in a jam. 
 
   “Tues! Are you here? At the site I mean? You’re early.” Olivia looked around for her friend’s rental car, most likely a Mercedes she couldn’t really afford. “I don’t see you. Where are you? Cody and I just drove up. We’re parked by the fence. And you’re dressing like a normal person, right? No sartorial shocks?” 
 
   Tuesday was known for an outrageous fashion sense that put her ahead of the curve in LA but caused a lot of gossip when she visited conservative Darling Valley.
 
   In a frantic voice, Tuesday cried, “Holy milkshake, Ollie Mollie, clothes are the last of my worries. I’m still down here on the 405 in an airport shuttle. There’s a trailer load of cows overturned on the freeway. I feel like I’m in the middle of a Got Milk commercial.”
 
   Olivia could hear mooing and lowing in the background. “What are you talking about?” 
 
   “I’m serious. If I weren’t so mad at missing your celebration, it would be funny. The CHP is trying to round up the cows but those poor babies are freaking out in all this traffic. Everyone’s blasting their horns at them and it’s causing a stampede. The officers are running to their squad cars for dear life. I just heard on the news that we’re waiting for some real cowboys to arrive by helicopter and round them up. Traffic is at a dead stop. I don’t know when I’ll get to the airport. I’ll get the soonest plane out.”
 
   Olivia said, “Cows on the freeway? Is this a joke?”
 
   Tuesday was frantic. “Olivia! I gotta go. Bossie is heading right for me. Yikes. Don’t hit our van! Git along little doggie. Shoo.” 
 
   Then the line went dead. “This is a bad omen,” Olivia said to Cody. “It makes two so far this morning.”
 
   


 
   1:2
 
   “Watch it, lady.”
 
   Olivia jumped out of the way as two men jockeyed the enormous nine by twelve foot architectural rendering of the finished museum over to the podium. A third guy was directing them, waving his arms like he was guiding a cruise ship into port.
 
   Coming onto the site was always a high for Olivia, but she knew to stay out of the way of the workers. This was true on small remodeling jobs as well as big ones. The museum, however, was special.
 
   Olivia’s official title was project manager, but she was more like a therapist, babysitter, PR grunt, fundraiser and party planner all rolled into one, with NFL referee thrown in for good measure when Scott Pierce and Russ Bower, the contractor and architect, were in the same room.
 
   Charles Bacon had picked Olivia over all the other design firms in town to handle the details of his museum. It was already a feather in her cap that he had passed over bids from LA and San Francisco shops. 
 
   She had helped choose the judges for the committee tasked with finding an architect; sent out requests for proposals to top architectural firms around the country; and consulted on the final design award. 
 
   Every detail of the groundbreaking ceremony was her doing, from snagging the governor to dig a shovelful of earth to coaching Charles Bacon on toning down his Jersey accent when he approached potential donors. She had even personally selected the assortment of pastries from The Salted Caramel that she knew would most please the attendees. She told Cody she would not stand for any negative press, not even for a stale croissant or coffee gone cold. 
 
   Scott Pierce was the general contractor and ruled supreme over the actual construction of the museum, a four-story world-class homage to antique cars, fine art and Charles Bacon’s late wife. Scott was in charge of the heavy lifting. But Olivia, a seasoned architect-designer in her former life in LA, knew her way around digging foundations and selecting rebar so that everyone connected with the project understood she would be Charles Bacon’s eyes and ears for every phase of development, including planning the Ribbon Cutting Ceremony and Donor’s Inaugural Dinner, a little more than a year from now.
 
   Olivia and Charles had become friends sharing Friday night pizzas and movies in her living room in the early days when they both found it hard to crack DV’s social ice. Eventually, those evenings turned into planning sessions, during which Olivia convinced Charles to set up a tuition-free auto restoration trade school on the premises. He would hire maintenance workers and staff from the rolls of disadvantaged youth living in nearby towns. 
 
   This made him a job creator for the depressed areas of Marin. Charles sweetened the pot when he decided to assist applicants by offering a stipend to those who needed to obtain a high school diploma or equivalent before they met the entrance requirements. This also made the project eligible for State funds.
 
   Next, the museum evolved to include a small research hub to experiment with energy efficient vehicles. This interested the FTA, the Federal Transportation Authority, who liked the idea of conducting transportation studies on the site. Thus, Olivia had been able to lobby the state and the Feds to provide some of the funding for the antique car museum to house Charles Bacon’s massive collection. Little did they know the twists and turns this would soon cause, but at the moment, they thought they had scored.
 
   Once they had the State and Fed’s approval, Charles had found it much easier to find private backers for his project. 
 
   Though Charles and local banks provided the bulk of the financing, he and Olivia were successful in convincing DV’s many residents with famously deep pockets to lend their support. Much like sports arenas these days, for a sufficiently large donation, their names would be forever immortalized over the café, gift shop, theaters and rooms for various permanent displays. 
 
   Charles was fast becoming a local hero. He had tried to remain private and keep the source of his wealth a secret, but it didn’t take long for the press to discover his story.
 
   Initially, Darling Valley’s resistance to new residents made it hard for someone as uncultured as Charles to find acceptance. On first meeting, people assumed he was one of the blue-collar workers living down in the flats near the old quarry and harbor. But after a Vanity Fair spread featured his sudden wealth and good looks--he resembled a young George Clooney--and his neighbors realized how many zeros Charles Bacon had in his bank accounts, they forgave his dems, dose and toity-toids and reluctantly accepted him in the picturesque hills.
 
   The museum was located on a secluded piece of property on the edge of Darling Valley with no sign of life for at least a mile. The area was serene, the road winding past the site climbed into the foothills and when completed, the building would soar out of a grove of late growth redwoods, native oaks and pines. It was a perfect spot in the shadow of the majestic local landmark, Mt. Tamalpais, with a design that enhanced the natural splendor of the location. With help from the Governor, necessary approvals from diverse government agencies allowed the project to move forward with unheard of speed. A meditation center would nestle at the edge of the forest with a plaque dedicating it to Ellie.
 
   They’d had to cut down a number of trees to make room for the several buildings that would comprise the museum and its outbuildings, a feat of diplomacy between Olivia, environmental groups and the Governor’s office worthy of middle east peace negotiations. Her strategy had been to involve the Governor as much as possible as backup when the various permit agencies sat on their hands. Olivia and Charles wanted this project on a fast track. Her plan had worked.
 
    
 
   Today was the culmination of months of grueling effort, mostly on Olivia’s part. Scott had chosen a big field for the ceremony that was fairly level and needed only a little work to make it dignitary friendly. Now, a few of Scott’s workers bustled around the site. It was just a skeleton crew, but Scott had assured Olivia that they were experienced with groundbreaking ceremonies. As she looked around, Olivia worried there weren’t enough strong backs. 
 
    “Cody,” she snapped, nodding towards the three men who, having finished juggling the massive sketch onto the easel, now kicked back, exchanging a joke while they waited for someone to tell them what to do next. 
 
   “Why aren’t they putting down the tarp or setting up chairs?”
 
   Slackers always put her in a snarly mood and she was not shy about letting her exasperation show. “Don’t they realize the Governor is coming? Can you see Scott? Why are there so few workers on site?”
 
   She, after all, had made her first visit before six a.m. She’d gone over every square inch of the property with a fine-toothed comb to make sure nothing was amiss. It was a good thing she had, finding a chainsaw someone had left out over night. She’d have to report that to Scott. Imagine if one of the guests tripped over it. She had stacked it with a stray shovel against the fence, then, when the workers started clocking in, she headed home for some work at her desk before she got dressed. 
 
   She looked at the idle workers now. “What have they been doing since I left?”
 
   This wasn’t the first time Cody had worked an event with Olivia. He knew the drill. Calmly, he said, “Did you taketh your OCD pills today, milady?”
 
   Olivia assumed her stern mother tone. “Young man, when you’re in charge of a mega million dollar project you can be as laid back as you want. This isn’t my first production, you know. I’ve seen how things can go awry if you don’t sit on everybody’s head.”
 
   Cody threw up his hands. “Okay, O. You win. Should I get a ladder or just bend down to make it easier for you to sit on my head?”
 
   Olivia didn’t respond, but turned away so Cody wouldn’t see her grin. Cody didn’t take much seriously, especially Olivia. He was worth three times what she paid him just for his ability to cool her down in times like this. She knew he smoked a little happy herb from time to time. She figured if that’s what it took for him to maintain his even keel while she was losing her mind, so be it, sweet boy. He was better than meditation, which she had to remember to put on her calendar with a daily reminder. 
 
   She turned back to Cody and gave him a fake scowl. “You have your to-do list, at least. Right?”
 
   Cody flashed his cell phone at her with the note-taking app listing his tasks. Though he teased her about her compulsive work habits, his calendar and to-do list was as tight and focused as hers.
 
   “Good,” she said. “Start with the audio. Make sure those guys have everything in place. I don’t want any squealing mics when the Governor starts to speak. I’m going to find Scott.” 
 
   Olivia had a last word for her assistant. “Cody, tell Scott’s crew to make room up front for the cameras. I want this on all the cable channels tonight.”
 
   Cody had a last word for his boss. “Let the guys do their jobs, okay Olivia? You’ll only piss them off if you nag them.”
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   Olivia went looking for Scott wondering why everyone was on her case this morning. First Mrs. Harmon, now Cody. She needed Tuesday to bolster her mood, make her laugh. And, she admitted to herself, it would be nice if Matt were here, giving her a boost of confidence, too. Over the months he had listened to her agonize over the various details of the museum. He knew more than anyone how stressful it had been for her, how much was riding on the success of this job. That’s probably why he suggested meditation. To get her to chill. Though neither of them had said it outright, the museum was taking a toll on their relationship.
 
   She wandered around the site, then found Scott back at the podium. He’d finally gotten the three men to bolt the enormous architectural rendering to the easel. 
 
   All the contributors were listed in huge, bold typeface, Scott’s own name as CEO of Darling Construction and Engineering International, Ltd., vied with the architect’s, Russ Bower, at the head of the list. Two world-class primadonnas as far as Olivia was concerned. She’d had to separate them at more than one design meeting.
 
    Olivia closed her eyes and groaned when she saw what Scott was wearing. She walked over to him and pointed to his work boots and coveralls, the ball cap so frayed the Dubai logo was hanging off. 
 
   “Scott? You know this is a suit and tie affair, don’t you?”
 
   His two-day scruffy beard bothered her even more. “I mean, the Governor is coming for crying out loud.”
 
   Scott was helping his worker to center the board on its enormous easel. “Don’t play wifey with me, Olivia,” he snapped over his shoulder. “I have enough to worry about. I’ll change in the trailer before things get started.” 
 
   Olivia knew he’d had his trailer outfitted with a shower, hot plate, refrigerator and a bed for nights when he worked too late to risk the tricky drive home. He turned around, clearly angry. “This is a construction site, or haven’t you noticed. I’m not going to stomp around in Italian leather shoes and a white shirt while I’m getting my hands dirty.”
 
   Olivia reared back, surprised at his reaction, especially in front of his crew. She found Scott remote, but always accessible to her. She stood her ground, though. 
 
   “Okay, I get it. But you have to remember that I’m the public face of this groundbreaking. I’m the one who lined up the speakers and cable news people, the influential talk show hosts covering this event. If anything goes wrong, I’m the one who will look bad. Not you. I know how important you really are, but let’s face it, as far as the media is concerned, nobody knows your name today. It’s my reputation that’s on the line.”
 
   Out of the corner of her eye Olivia saw a woman with a toddler in her arms walk onto the site. What was she doing here? Must be the wife of one of Scott’s crew. She looked upset. Oh, well. It wasn’t her problem.
 
   Scott had not admitted to anyone that the project was behind schedule, but Olivia had seen the flow charts. She knew what jobs were still hanging that should have been completed by now. The trees, for instance. 
 
   They had hired a logger from Fort Bragg to oversee the cutting and disposing of the trees, but she could see in the distance the area designated for the meditation center. Several live oaks were still standing on what should be cleared ground, along with a coast redwood, the tall, easily cultivated variety—not a Giant Sequoia, the redwood that was often thousands of years old and grew large enough to drive a car through. They were preserved in several parks throughout the state, a point she emphasized in her promotional materials the way films assured viewers that no animals were injured in the making of a movie. 
 
   Olivia knew that the groundbreaking ceremony was a bother to Scott. He’d complained the last time they met that the time it took to prepare the site for the ceremony, move equipment out of the way, make a portion of the site pretty for visitors, wasn’t, as he put it, “going to put up a wall or set a window in place.”
 
   She had to remind him that every project had a public relations component. It was as important to reward the principals with fifteen minutes of fame to keep them and the public engaged as it was to frame the foundation. This wasn’t his first project. He should know that.
 
   No doubt unexpectedly heavy spring rains and some poor planning had tampered with his deadlines and accounted for his gruff mood. But he was being unprofessional. There were snags on every project. He should have factored them into his timeline and not be all over her today. 
 
   Scott took a deep, obviously annoyed breath.
 
   “What can I do for you Olivia?”
 
   She took out her iPad and went over her list, needing to return their confrontation to a more business-like footing. As she answered him, she sent a quick text to Cody reminding him to get the shovels out of the truck. This was a day for double-teaming everyone.
 
   “Well Scott, first of all, I don’t see the tarp. As you’ve just pointed out, we can’t have anyone ruining their expensive shoes on this muddy ground. I was hoping the rains would stop this week, but clearly they’ve made a mess of the surface around here.”
 
   Scott seemed determined to show Olivia that she was taking up his valuable time. He snarled, “My guys are bringing it around now. Takes ten minutes tops to roll it out and center it. We have an extra tarp to cover the ground from the parking lot to the podium. Nobody will ruin their shoes.”
 
   Olivia let his irritability go without comment. Instead of looking at her while he spoke, he studied his phone as if checking for texts, a ruse, Olivia was sure, to put her in her place. What was up with his attitude? This really wasn’t like him.
 
   She continued. “Okay, and we agreed on two aisles, twenty-five chairs each. I don’t see the chairs.”
 
   “What time did you arrange to have them delivered?”
 
   Olivia almost dropped her iPad. “What? I wasn’t supposed to have them delivered. We went over this, Scott. Fifty chairs, total. You never said I had to order them. I assumed . . . ”
 
   She had just broken her cardinal rule. Assume nothing.
 
   Scott rolled his eyes. “Olivia, I said I would have my guys set them up. I never said I would deal with the party rental company. I have more important things to do. That’s your job, the party fluff.”
 
   She was miffed that he dismissed her job as handling party fluff. But no chairs?
 
   “Scott, we’ll talk about this another time. This is definitely not the type of support I was expecting. I have to get Cody working on the chair problem.” 
 
   “Oh good grief,” she said when she saw the time on her tablet. “How am I going to get chairs over here in an hour?” 
 
   She went through her contacts until she found Bethany at Darling Party People. Angela at Valley Parties was her go-to planner, but she was up to her eyeballs with details for the Frederick’s anniversary gig.
 
   Olivia said a prayer of thanks when Bethany picked up on the first ring. “Bethany,” she said in a sugary, cajoling voice, “I’m in a world of hurt right now.”
 
   This was a tricky call. Olivia had passed Bethany over for the Fredericks’ event. From Bethany’s pause, she knew she was remembering it.
 
   Bethany gave her an icy, “What can I do for you, Olivia.”
 
   She explained her problem. Bethany said, “Give me a minute. I’m doing the numbers.”
 
   Olivia looked around the site as she waited, then turned away quickly as she saw Pierre Ballard’s assistant, Alistair Marsh, wave and rush over, wearing his self-importance like a crown. In the rarified air of super art curators, Pierre reigned supreme, having organized major exhibitions worldwide. Olivia had pulled in many chits to get a meeting with him, and it was a feather in her cap that he agreed to take charge of the art acquisitions for the museum. The elder statesman of the art world had many assistants. Why did Alistair think he was special? 
 
   She noted his light gray three-piece suit and vest, pearl buttons and all. And leather gloves? He just needed a top hat and spats to complete his ridiculous outfit. When he said, “Olivia, we MUST talk,” she was sure he was confusing Marin County with Downton Abbey. 
 
   After months of careful planning, this morning was fast becoming a nightmare. Olivia didn’t need an officious little twerp in her face who thought he was king of the hill because he ran errands for a truly great man. She held up her hand to stop his forward progress as Bethany came back on the phone with a shocker of a fee for getting the chairs to her ASAP. 
 
   Olivia took a few deep breaths while Bethany added, “That doesn’t include delivery and pick-up. My truck’s out on deliveries for the rest of the morning.”
 
   Olivia doubted that, but forced a smile into her voice. “That’s great, Beth. You’re an angel. No problem. I’ll have my guy over there in ten. I won’t forget this.”
 
    She didn’t specify what it was exactly that she wouldn’t forget. Before she hit disconnect she heard, somewhat icily, “It’s Bethany! Not Beth.” 
 
   Olivia made a face at the phone and hung up.
 
   Alistair said, “OLIVia! We have to talk about the podium.”
 
   Oh, what I’d give to have this petulant little pinhead go home, she thought. Alistair Marsh was fresh out of a junior college she had never heard of with a useless certificate in art history. Not even a degree. He called himself Pierre’s intern, but as far as she could tell, he had no experience in anything except whining. She had looked him up on the Internet to make sure.
 
   Too busy, she mouthed and turned her back on him. The next call was to Cody telling him to get over to the podium to pick up the keys to her truck and get the chairs. 
 
   Scott was behind her conferencing with his foreman. She turned and interrupted them. “Can you send one of your men with Cody to help him load up the chairs?”
 
   Scott didn’t answer her directly, but called over to one of his workers from a line of guys hanging out by the parking area. Cody appeared and she fished two key rings out of her bag. One set held the keys to the kingdom, as Cody called them, a huge collection that gave her entrance to current projects as well as keys from jobs long finished but for which she had a sentimental attachment. Cody grabbed the ring with the two keys for the truck. 
 
   “And don’t forget the shovels,” she said.
 
   He jogged off to retrieve them, then was back in a flash, setting the beribboned tools on the podium, lining them up against the huge architectural rendering like a platoon. Olivia approved and hustled him off to Bethany’s. 
 
   Mentally, Olivia checked the chair disaster off her list. 
 
    
 
   All of a sudden Alistair had planted himself in front of her again. She prided herself on speaking respectfully to her colleagues and their assistants, but Alistair had arrived from New York two days early, though there was nothing for him to do. He didn’t like his hotel room and pestered Olivia to get him better accommodations. She went to the trouble of asking a friend with a B&B to give him a cut-rate price on a suite, and then he complained about those rooms, too. When she asked him what he was doing here ahead of schedule, he explained he was taking the opportunity to visit friends in San Francisco and look over things for Pierre. Olivia didn’t ask what things, thinking, Go make yourself feel important, pinhead.
 
   Now she lost patience with him and wanted him to know it. “Al, I don’t have time right now. Can’t you see I’m putting out fires?”
 
   “It’s Alistair, Olivia.”
 
   “Well, it’s Miss Granville to you and whatever is up your nose can wait until later. I have a very important ceremony to organize.”
 
   “That’s just it, MISS Granville. We have to talk about new acquisitions and . . . “
 
   “Al, we don’t have to talk about anything. I have discussed with Pierre his participation as the art curator in today’s groundbreaking. Since he is at a conference in Paris, you will represent him. As such, you will stand where I tell you to stand, you will turn over a spade of earth when I tell you to and then you will smile nicely for the photographer and return to wherever you came from. Understand?”
 
   Then she squinted, searching around the podium. “Where’s the lectern, Scott? I can’t have people reading speeches from notes without a lectern.”
 
   Scott, consulting his iPad, looked up and gave her a longsuffering glance. “I don’t know, Olivia. Did you order a lectern?”
 
   Olivia was at her breaking point. This was not how she organized events. This was her first groundbreaking since she’d left Los Angeles where contractors with as much on the line as designers cooperated in arranging these details. She’d worked on renovating large homes in DV, but those projects were not ceremonial. Owners celebrated the day construction was finished rather than the day it began. Like the Fredericks would on Friday. 
 
   Damn you Scott, she thought, back on the phone in a flash. “Bethany? One more thing . . . “
 
   Alistair was standing his ground. She gave him the evil eye and he finally walked away muttering, “Pierre will hear about this.”
 
   She called after him, “Yes, he will. From me.”
 
    
 
   Finally Olivia saw a face that cheered her. Carrie from The Salted Caramel, the upscale bakery in Darling Valley, had just arrived with the refreshments. They hugged and Olivia said, “Cody’s on an errand, but when he comes back, he’ll help you with the table.” 
 
   Carrie beamed, as Olivia knew she would. Cody was half the reason she accepted the job. Carrie’s heart beat for him, but he barely knew she existed. 
 
   “Come with me,” Olivia instructed as she took a huge pink box of pastries from Carrie, “I’ll show you where to set up.”
 
   They walked to a spot near the parking area where Carrie would greet the guests with the café’s famous wares, one of Olivia’s public relations ploys.
 
   “Who doesn’t love croissants and great coffee? They will get everybody in a good mood right off the bat.”
 
   Carrie assured Olivia she had her end of things under control. Olivia knew she could depend on her. But before they could go over the details, she saw Charles in his topless 1905 Mercedes chugging onto the site, with two other classic cars behind him. 
 
   Olivia hugged Carrie for luck. “Got to go. Save me a croissant.”
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   The construction crew, getting their first look at the cars the museum would showcase, jumped out of the way, gawking at the brilliant red and brass hundred-year old Phaeton Charles was easing over to the display area. 
 
   Olivia stood on the sidelines while Charles jumped out and shouted to the two drivers behind him.
 
   “Watch what your doin, bozo.” 
 
   “Easy on the clutch.” 
 
   “Slow down. Jeez. I’m havin a heart attack here. Your gonna wreck em.”
 
   Olivia rushed over and pulled him out of the way. “Charles, you’re not delivering a baby here. These cars survived the Jazz Age and Prohibition. I think they’ll make it through the ceremony.”
 
   Before he’d won the lottery, Charles’ idea of a fancy ride was a souped-up Ford pickup. Now he lectured to elite car clubs from Pebble Beach to Monte Carlo on the distinctions in engine size between a 1932 Stutz Bearcat and a 1928 Hispano Suiza, which he pronounced Soooza. He would not trust just anyone handling his cars, so he had hired a classic car dealer to help him drive and set up the cars. Olivia said, “You’re paying them big bucks. Let them do their job.” 
 
   “Hmm, she muttered to herself, “that’s what Cody just said to me.”
 
    
 
   One by one, the drivers negotiated the cars up a ramp and onto a low platform the construction team had set up. The spectators today would have a 360-degree view of the interior and exterior of the treasures, while a wide apron ensured the painstakingly restored finishes were out of reach of pastry-slicked fingers and accidental coffee spills. Charles and Olivia hoped the cars would titillate the attendees and induce them to open their checkbooks to support the museum.  
 
   The rare specimens would give the spectators a taste of the 102 remarkable machines around which the museum was designed. In addition to the ancient Mercedes, Charles had on view a1936 Auburn Custom Boattail Speedsterwith its classic v-shaped rear end. The third car, however, was in Olivia’s mind, the showstopper of the trio. An impossibly elegant 1935 Brewster Riviera with long, sweeping Art Deco lines and a gleaming hood ornament that appeared ready to sail off into the fog-shrouded morning. It was not hard to imagine a Hollywood peroxide blond in the back seat, wrapped in white fur and primping her marcelled hair.
 
    As a designer, Olivia appreciated the car’s sleek lines, spotless chrome and elegant interior. It boasted a small bar and built-in bud vases, for which Olivia had ordered miniature roses to give a taste of the elegance that once surrounded these fine automobiles. 
 
   Her friendship with Charles had enlarged her vocabulary and she was becoming familiar describing the dual cowls in the collection, meaning the cars with back seats that had their own windshields, as well as Phaetons, the open car design that preceded convertibles with soft tops. She couldn’t speak knowledgeably of the V16 engines under some of the hoods, reputed to be silent as cats, but she was ready to praise the bug-eyed headlights, spare tires embedded in front fenders and rumble seats as examples the automotive art of bygone days. 
 
   Sometimes when she drove her used pickup down Darling Boulevard, she imagined she was sitting in the back seat of one of Charles’ exquisite cars in a driving costume, a white silk scarf flowing behind her and champagne glass in hand. Her chauffeur would be behind the steering wheel up front, at least a football field away. 
 
    
 
   The men gave a thumbs-up when Charles had the last car centered between two chalk markers. He set the brake and closed the door carefully, polishing the handle before he descended the platform to greet Olivia.
 
   His clothes were as elegant as the car. Armani suit, silk ascot and handmade Italian shoes. Some locals laughed at his attire behind his back, joking that he wore suits and ascots even when he was just putting gas in his car.
 
   Olivia knew that before he came into his wealth he had owned only one suit in his life, the won he wore to marry Ellie. It remained in mothballs until he pulled it out for her funeral a few years later. He was trying to find his way with all this wealth. He wanted to fit in. He had educated himself in many ways and had hired a personal dresser/shopper who was responsible for his extravagant but often inappropriate wardrobe. And who, Olivia guessed, made a bundle on commissions from the expensive stores he convinced Charles to patronize. Charles hopped off the apron and tipped an imaginary hat at Olivia, then pointed to the Brewster Riviera. 
 
   “So. Whadda ya think? A beauty, am I right or am I right? I paid a bundle for this baby, but it was woit it.”
 
   After all the months she had known Charles, she still couldn’t get over the contrast between the posh clothes, the sweet nature and the working class New Jersey accent. At a party several months earlier to interest backers in the museum, a thoughtless host had once asked him if he ever considered elocution lessons. 
 
   In all innocence Charles said, “What’s wrong wit the way I tawk,” and no one ever mentioned it again.
 
   Given his wealth, his accent never stopped anyone from including him in their charity events with lots of photo ops and solicitations for donations. Private parties, though, were another thing. Rarely was he invited to a tycoon’s dinner table. As a result, he and Olivia had become Friday night pizza buddies. They were good friends by now, and on their way to becoming true confidants. 
 
    
 
   Olivia answered him admiringly. “Charles, it looks like it just rolled off the assembly line.”
 
   He glowered at her. “Whadda ya tawkin about, assembly line? This car was hand made. There are less than a dozen like it in the world.” Woild.
 
   She put up her hands in a defensive move. “I should have known.”
 
   He spoke out of the corner of his mouth now, so as not to be overheard. “Listen, Olivia, ya got security set up, right? Ain’t nobody gonna touch these babies.”
 
   “Right you are Charles. I’ve arranged for the Homecoming King and Queen from the high school to sit in the front seat. The boy’s on the football and wrestling teams. Nobody will mess with him. Plus, there will be extra security for the Governor and the fire department is sending over the hook and ladder and paramedic unit just in case.”
 
   “Okay. Just so’s people know the score. Look but don’t touch.”
 
   “It’s on the sign describing the cars, Charles, I have taken care of every last detail personally. I guarantee, nothing will go wrong this morning.”
 
   “Gotcha, Olivia. I knew I could depend on you.”
 
    
 
   Promptly at eleven Olivia would kick off the ceremony with some brief welcoming remarks. The Governor was the drawing card, but Charles would make the big speech. They’d gone over it for hours. She’d tried to improve his pronunciation, but he was tone deaf when it came to his accent. 
 
   Olivia hoped the media would see through to his gentle nature and philanthropic spirit and overlook his diction, which would have been right at home on the Sopranos. She fingered her jade broach for luck, sending up a quick prayer that the media interviews she had set up would be kind to him.
 
   Charles would turn over the first shovelful of dirt, then the other participants would take their turns, ending with Bailey Logan, the Governor. Maestro Cavelli would bring the ceremony to a close by belting out God Bless America. Allowing for some schmoozing afterwards, Olivia and Charles should be in the Governor’s limo by eleven-thirty, heading over to Hugo’s for the invitation-only lunch Charles was hosting for the Governor and the other dignitaries.
 
   She remembered she’d left the printed programs in the truck and texted Cody to bring them to her when he got back.
 
    
 
   Olivia wondered how many of the dignitaries actually shared Charles Bacon’s dream of a museum to celebrate the finest in art and automobiles, which he called America’s art, even though many cars in his collection had been made in France, Italy, Germany and other countries. Olivia knew that many attending today were stunned to discover that a blue-collar worker such as Charles would devote himself to developing a cultural landmark. But Charles had told her that as he began to acquire his celebrated automobiles, he remembered something Ellie had said many years earlier. 
 
   Neither Charles nor Ellie had made it past high school, but she had once declared that if she had her life to live over she would be one of those people who could walk into a museum and tell you who painted the pictures just by looking at them, and read a poem and tell you what it meant.
 
   That memory gave birth to the museum. He resolved to learn the history of every item he displayed. Olivia wondered what it would be like to be loved that deeply. Would she ever have it with Matt Richards?
 
   The woman with the baby interrupted her reverie. One of Scott’s men seemed to be urging her to leave, but the woman was resisting. Olivia hoped that problem would get resolved without her intervention.
 
    
 
    “OliviA?” 
 
   She turned to the familiar voice trilling her name. She seemed to be a moving target today. Russ Bowers, the head of the architectural firm who designed the building sang at her when he was annoyed. He pointed to the architectural rendering behind the podium.
 
    “And what is that, may I ask,” the end of his sentence rising in disbelief.
 
   During the months they had worked on the design committee Olivia had noticed that Russ always had a petite, curvy assistant in tow. The interns rotated like annuals in a spring garden, all pretty but never seeming to last very long. Today was no exception as a new young blond trailed several paces behind him.
 
   “Why Russ,” Olivia said, keeping her voice even, hoping to deflect a battle, “that is the rendering of the museum. I’m not sure what you mean.”
 
   Russ, fortyish, was very fit with obviously tinted blond hair. Olivia’d been tempted a time or two when she was peeved with him, to ask if they had same colorist, since his highlights matched her own. He pointed a manicured finger at the easel. 
 
   “That is NOT the rendering I approved. Where did that come from? Who switched it without my permission?”
 
   Olivia stared at the sketch, then at the architect. “Russ, that is what you sent over this morning. Or someone from your firm did.” 
 
   The man’s eyes popped with indignation. “You’re telling me that someone from my office sent this over? With that hideous font? That’s a draft, not the final.”
 
   Russ had his phone out. Olivia had seen him petulant and petty in meetings as he tried to get his way, but now his eyes were dark and full of fury as he waited for someone to pick up his call. He muttered under his breath, “I will kill the person responsible for this. And they know I’m not above that.”
 
   Bad choice of words, Russ my boy, Olivia thought. The architect was brilliant, but he’d had more than a little trouble with domestic violence in his past. Public apologies had assured the investors that he was reliable. Personally, Olivia did not like working with him, but his design was better than anyone could have hoped. 
 
   She noticed the line of mud on the cuffs of his expensive suit and clumps of dirt on his shoes. She assumed he had been touring the grounds with his assistant. To get that filthy they must have found a very secluded spot back in the forest. She left him to sort out the problem.
 
    
 
   There didn’t seem to be anyone left to badger her. She found herself in front of the rectangular patch of earth where Charles and the other dignitaries would each dig up a spadeful with one of the beribboned shovels to officially launch the construction. Scott had assured her the earth would be easy to turn over. Judging from her head banging with the contractor this morning, Olivia knew she had to double-check everything. Like Goldilocks’ porridge, the earth shouldn’t be too hard or too soft. She stuck her toe into the soft ground to test it. It appeared to have been recently dug up and turned over, then smoothed flat. Someone had gone to a great deal of trouble to make sure this patch was just right. That pleased her enormously. 
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   Eventually the tarp was laid, the flower arrangements placed at each end of the podium and Cody and Scott’s helper had set up the fifty chairs and centered a program on each seat. 
 
   Scott had changed his clothes and Russ agreed to make peace with the flawed rendering. He dropped his sour demeanor when she suggested he make nice with the gathering crowd of attendees, where a potential client or two might be lurking.
 
   She breathed a sigh of relief. The groundbreaking was coming together, every detail in place. She had a few minutes to spare before the Governor arrived. She counted off the dignitary list, then checked the number of chairs on the podium. A horrified look spread across her face.
 
   “CODY!”
 
   There were no chairs on the podium!
 
   Cody came running over. “We didn’t account for chairs for the speakers. They can’t stand around up there for an hour!”
 
   Now Cody looked ruffled. 
 
   “Call Bethany,” she said. 
 
   Cody nodded. “She has more chairs in her storeroom. But if I get a speeding ticket, you’re going to have to square it with your detective friend.”
 
   “GO!” Olivia ordered.
 
   Her detective friend. Matt Richards. Not the right time to think about Matt, Olivia, she told herself as she checked in with Carrie, covering the long table Cody had set up for her with a white linen cloth. Carrie was slinging coffee makers and boxes of pastries onto the table. 
 
   “Have the servers arrived, Carrie?” she asked, admiring a tray of mini croissants, tiny fluted brioches and petit fours set next to crystal bowls of Tupelo honey, orange butter and The Salted Caramel’s famous blueberry jam.
 
   Carrie worked behind the counter at the café, but had a little business on the side setting up for parties and scheduling servers, dishwashers and bar tenders. She picked them from the roles of her many friends and old high school buddies. Everybody loved the enthusiastic, cheery and gossipy Carrie. She and her crew worked all the charity events in town. Olivia never put on an event without her.
 
   Carrie beamed a broad smile at her. “On their way. And don’t worry. I have plenty of food. Half the people will be on diets or looking for something stronger than coffee.”
 
   Olivia shook her head. “Well they’ll be disappointed today.”
 
   The Governor’s aide had said no to champagne. It made the Governor look bad if someone overindulged and got out of hand at a morning event. Olivia was glad not to have to worry about it. All she had to do now was change into her good shoes, watch the seats fill up with the invited guests and wait for the Governor. 
 
    And hope Tuesday arrived in time.
 
    
 
   Olivia noticed that a corner of the banner on the chain link fence was coming down. It was intended to shield the delicate eyes of the bigwigs from the heavy equipment stored behind it, the guard dog’s pen, communication sheds, Scott’s trailer and the crew’s portable toilets, two of which had been camouflaged behind the podium for the attendees’ use this morning. She looked around for someone to tack the banner back up. She didn’t want it flapping if a breeze came up. Before she got very far, she heard a plaintive voice. 
 
   “Can you help me, please?”
 
   She turned around and faced the one person she didn’t want to see right then. The young woman who’d been wandering around the site holding a red-faced blond toddler squirming for release from her mother’s arms. 
 
   Still, Olivia gave her a welcoming smile. “Yes? What can I do for you?” 
 
   The woman didn’t resemble anyone on the guest list. She was too young, too bedraggled. She was also near tears. 
 
   “I’m looking for my husband. He didn’t come home last night.”
 
   Olivia stared back at her, perplexed. “I don’t understand. I don’t know how I can help you. Why would you think your husband is here?”
 
   “He works here. He’s in charge of the logging. And his truck is parked down the road.”
 
   Oh, Olivia, thought. Him. She didn’t actually know the logger by name, but she and Charles had exchanged a few words with him on one of their visits to the site. She had a bad feeling as the woman struggled to hold back tears. Was she going to get hysterical looking for a husband who might be in a bar or some other woman’s bed? She felt sympathy for her. How could she not as the woman juggled the wiggling child needing her nose wiped, a diaper bag slipping down her arm, a tote bag hanging off one wrist. She wore scuffed, cheap shoes, a sagging peasant skirt and a faded sweatshirt hoodie. Nevertheless, someone else had to handle this poor woman’s problem. 
 
   “Come with me, Mrs., uh, what is your name?”
 
   “Victoria Fisher. My husband is Jed Fisher. He’s worked here for a few weeks.”
 
   “Well, I’m happy to meet you, Mrs. Fisher, though I wish the circumstances were different. My name is Olivia Granville. Let’s find the contractor, Scott Pierce. He can help you.”
 
   Victoria shook her head. “No, not him.” Her baby tried to escape from her arms, lurching towards Olivia. She anchored her child more tightly under her arm. “Just a minute, sweetie. Mommy will get you your binkie.” 
 
   She dug into the diaper bag while she spoke to Olivia. “No, not Mr. Pierce. I’ve tried him, but he won’t help me. Says he doesn’t know where Jed is, and it isn’t his problem.”
 
   Olivia sympathized with Scott, despite his nasty attitude. He had as much to do today as she did, preparing the site for the guests, only to undo that work after the ceremony so his men could get back to excavating for the foundation and underground garage. He’d been hard at work when she arrived at six a.m. He didn’t need a hysterical woman on his hands any more than she did. 
 
   For a moment, Olivia wished Hank were here, her PA. She would have taken good care of the woman. But Hank wasn’t here, and the woman needed assistance. Olivia queried her. 
 
   “Well, why would you think it is? His problem, I mean.” 
 
   Olivia tried to hide how distracted she was, then decided to send Victoria Fisher to the security detail at the gate. It was a private company hired by Scott to protect the site after hours. They were filling in this morning doing crowd control. Surely they would know how to handle this. 
 
   “Could your husband be with friends or family?” she asked.
 
   Olivia was getting anxious. She needed to move on. A workman walked by. “Excuse me for just a moment, Mrs. Fisher.” 
 
   She snagged the man and pointed to the sagging banner on the fence. “Do me a favor and pin that back up? It’s still not right.” 
 
   The man looked clearly annoyed, but did as she requested. 
 
   Victoria tapped Olivia on the arm to get her attention again. “He’s not. I’ve checked with everyone. This was the last place he was at.” 
 
   The woman started to cry. Olivia caught the diaper bag sliding down her arm and slipped it back onto her shoulder, moved by the woman’s distress.
 
   “How do you know that?” Olivia had an urge to stroke her hair, to comfort her but thought it would appear patronizing. 
 
   “He called me last night and said he was on his way home. He was going to stop at the market and get some cereal for Emma here. He knew I had dinner waiting. He just never showed up.” 
 
   She started sobbing and fell onto Olivia’s shoulder. Out of the corner of her eye, Olivia saw the police escort with the Governor’s limo pull into the parking area, following the directions of the guy Scott had appointed as parking attendant. Olivia needed to break away from this woman and greet her guests. She had to find someone else to play social worker.
 
   “Mrs. Fisher. I can’t help you. I wish I could.” 
 
   Olivia meant that. For a brief second she put herself in the young woman’s shoes, a missing husband, a boisterous baby to control, not even a ray of sunshine peeking through the redwoods and pines to comfort her. 
 
   “I think you need to call the police. Unfortunately, we’re having an event here that is starting any minute. I’m in charge and I have things to do. We have security here. You must talk to them.”
 
   “I have!” 
 
   Victoria was adamant, angry now. “They said to file a missing person’s report. They aren’t real police. But he’s here. Somewhere around here. I know it. Why won’t anyone help me?”
 
   Olivia looked up to the sky and back at Victoria. The timing couldn’t be worse. ”I’ll see if I can get a detective I know to help you.”
 
   Olivia had Detective Richards on speed dial. He picked up instantly. She turned away from the mother to speak privately. As much as she would love to chat with Matt, this wasn’t the time. She wasn’t sure it was even his problem.
 
   “Hi, it’s me. I’m at the groundbreaking. Listen, can you send someone over to talk to a woman here? She claims her husband is missing. Oh, really?” 
 
   Olivia turned around and saw a Darling Valley squad car arriving through the other entrance at the far end of the field. It was added security for the Governor, there to help Logan’s private detail. “Great. I’ll send her over to them. Thanks.”
 
   She pointed out the police car to the woman. “You go over there and speak to those officers. Tell them Detective Richards sent you.” 
 
   Without thinking, she kissed the baby on the forehead before sending the woman off and heading to the Governor’s arriving entourage.
 
   


 
   
Chapter Two: Groundbreaking Murder
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   “Oh, Ollie Mollie! I’m here. Yoo-hoo.”
 
   Leave it to Tuesday to make a grand entrance. Like Cleopatra entering Rome, Tuesday waved at Olivia from the fire truck that was arriving at the far end of the site behind the squad car.
 
   Oh, no, girlfriend, Olivia whispered as she looked at Tuesday’s outfit. A wine-colored, sleeveless Elizabethan velvet gown, a parasol and a wide-brimmed picture hat suitable for England’s Ascot races. She might double as a college understudy for Hello, Dolly. Except for the tattoos.
 
   As the truck came closer, Olivia spotted them, new since she had last seen her friend. She was surprised Tuesday had not mentioned such a drastic change to her appearance, especially since she knew Tuesday was opposed to any permanent body art. “I like to change things up. You know that, Ollie. With tattoos, I’d be stuck with them for life.”
 
   Yet there they were, sleeves on both arms. Meaning from wrist to shoulder, her arms were covered in colorful symbols and designs, the effect totally outrageous and inappropriate. Olivia ducked her head, gathering her wits. She’d told Tuesday what she needed from her today, with the Governor coming and all. She waved back, trying to understand what part of her friend’s costume spelled conservative.
 
   “Bye, boys,” Tuesday called to the firemen as she descended from her perch on the truck, her raised skirt revealing hiking boots. “Thanks for the lift.”
 
   The laughing, tattooed extravaganza ran across the tarp into Olivia’s arms and when she smelled Tuesday’s familiar fragrance and felt herself enveloped in her exuberant hug, suddenly Olivia didn’t care what Tuesday wore. After the stresses of the morning, she was just too happy to see her. 
 
   Olivia could not yet detect the hair color Tuesday sported underneath the enormous hat. It had been pink the last time Tuesday visited, but when the two friends finally pulled away from each other, Olivia spotted peeking out from under the enormous hat a shade of blue that was definitely going to raise eyebrows.
 
   “Okay,” Olivia said. “A million questions that have to wait until later, but you have to tell me how you arranged an entrance courtesy of the Darling Valley first responders. And how did you even get here when the last time we talked you were home on the range with half the livestock in Los Angeles?”
 
   Olivia grinned as Tuesday checked out the construction crew, shaking her head in happy disbelief. 
 
   She pointed to the beefy man struggling with the banner. “Fire fighters and now this? Hashtag lucky me. Girlfriend, the gods are repaying me for the nightmare on the 405.”
 
   Olivia took Tuesday’s arm and walked her out of the way of traffic. 
 
   “My, my, honeybunch,” Tuesday enthused. “This has been a day to remember. I told you they’d sent cowpokes in helicopters to rescue us. Well,” and here Tuesday batted her eyelashes theatrically, “once he had rounded up the cattle, one of those sterling examples of American manhood offered me a ride to the airport in his helicopter. I made my flight, but ran into a snag with the rental car that broke down and died on Darling Boulevard. What’s a girl to do? I hitched a ride with the first vehicle to come my way. It happened to be those fine gentlemen who came to my rescue,” she said, waving to the fire crew.
 
   Olivia threw up her hands. “How do you do it, Tues? If it were me, they’d have me cleaning up cow pies on the freeway, not whisking me away to the airport.”
 
   Tuesday buffed her nails on an imaginary lapel. “Good karma, sweetiekins.”
 
   Oh how Olivia had missed the sweetiekins, honeybunches and other colorful names Tuesday called her. For a brief moment she forgot about the stresses of the morning and gloried in her friend’s presence. 
 
   “I’m not sure how many laws you broke hitching a ride on a fire truck,” she giggled, hugging her again. “Just don’t tell the insurance agent responsible for our liability policy.” 
 
   Then she quickly pulled her aside. “Whoops, stand back. Here comes the Governor.”
 
    
 
   A few minutes later Olivia smiled gamely for the photographers, trying to hide the fact that she had stepped off the tarp to make room for the Governor’s entourage and her stiletto heels were sinking into the mud. She searched the crowd and found Cody grinning at her from Carrie’s refreshment table, his 49’er cap backwards on his auburn mop, a signal that he was bored. Carrie was beaming at him, big surprise. Cody, nursing a cup of Carrie’s coffee, tapped his head. Olivia realized she was still wearing her hard hat. 
 
   “Tuesday,” she said, whisking it off and primping her hair, “hold this for me.” 
 
   She saw Mrs. Harmon nod from the second row of spectators, bookended by two friends from the city council. In the hustle and bustle of the morning, she hadn’t noticed her tenant’s arrival. She pointed to a vacant chair behind Mrs. Harmon and whispered to Tuesday, “Go take that seat. I’ll see you after the circus ends. You’re coming with us to lunch at Hugo’s with the Governor.”
 
   Tuesday traipsed off, removing her hat to fix her hair, which she wore in a Marilyn Monroe-style flip. Every head on the site turned to stare at the blue do, at once classy and ridiculous.
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   Olivia and Charles led the Governor and the rest of the groundbreaking participants, the diggers, Charles called them, to the podium. They stood aside as the small party ascended, acknowledged polite applause and gathered around the chairs that Cody had managed to sneak up there just in the nick of time. As at a dinner party, everyone waited for the Governor to sit first. 
 
   The dignitaries chatted amongst each other and admired the huge rendering of the finished project, Charles Bacon’s massive Bacon-Paatz Museum. No one would dare make a joke about the name today.
 
   Olivia counted off the guests on the podium to be sure everyone had arrived, reflecting for a moment on the struggle and strife to bring this moment to fruition. She couldn’t quite believe that she had pulled it off by the deadline, given what it usually took to get a project of this size approved, the various committees and state and local agencies to sign off on permits, the funding to come through, the environmental issues to resolve, and the design finalized. She had made sure that everyone working on the project was hungry so they’d produce their best work and they had. 
 
   They were all forward thinkers, people willing to break the mold and produce a building worthy of Charles Bacon’s dream. If she hadn’t reached the outrageous goal she had set for herself, that they would break ground six months after Charles purchased the land on the outskirts of Darling Valley, her own fledgling business would founder as well. She needed this success, they all did. In the previous months they had fought her and each other tooth and nail to have their way, but somehow it had all come together. On time. Now if the construction stage went as smoothly, this museum would make history.
 
    
 
   When Maestro Cavelli climbed the podium the crowd went wild. He was not the wealthiest resident of Darling Valley, but world famous and surely the most well-loved. A brief appearance in a film garnered a popular audience, and his album of Christmas music sold millions every year. 
 
   Olivia had originally purchased ten shovels. In a conversation she had dreaded, she had explained to the singer that he would not be turning over a spade of earth because he had not been involved in the development of the project. He had seemed genuinely disappointed. Later, Olivia thought, why not, and called him to say she had added a shovel for him. It must be hard to suddenly fall out of the limelight upon retirement, she reasoned. And who knew when she’d need to call in a favor.
 
    
 
   Olivia climbed the podium, tested the mic, which worked, welcomed everyone and introduced Charles. She led the applause when he reached the lectern. He started out by thanking everybody for coming.
 
   “We got a lot of bigwigs here today, folks. The Governor, the architect, even an opera singer. Etc., etc.”
 
   The crowd laughed uneasily as he grouped the important personages as “etc.” Olivia knew that was a habit of his, finishing a sentence with etc. But what would the guests think? To her dismay, he then put aside his prepared speech and spoke off the cuff about the incongruity (a word he did NOT use) of a lug (a word he DID use) hosting the swells of Darling Valley. 
 
   When he shook his head, and said, “Who’d a thunk it,” the crowd went wild. He pointed to Carrie and her table of coffee and pastries. “Let’s put the pretty little lady to work, folks. The food’s free. Eat up.”
 
   Olivia thought she would pass out. He was speaking to the assembled as though they were attending a wedding reception in a church auditorium in Hoboken with a spread made by the mothers in the parish. When the assembled realized it was not an act, but that he really did think they would bounce for a donut, they got to their feet and the air rang with shouts and laughter. They loved him. He may not have been like them, but now they accepted him as one of them.
 
   For the first time that morning, Olivia breathed a sigh of relief, the tension gripping her neck and shoulders drifting away as she added her laughter and affection for this unlikely philanthropist. The moment was better for her than meditation.
 
   Charles raised his hands to calm the crowd down. “I gotta say a few woids about why we’re here. Every time somebody comes into this museum, they will see a picture of my beautiful Ellie. She’s up there with the angels now.” 
 
   He looked heavenward and the crowd, enthralled, followed suit as if they half expected his dead wife to appear in the clouds beaming down on them. 
 
   “She was the best thing that ever happened to me and I thank God every day that I had her in my life, even for only a little while. Now I’d like a moment of silence for you all to say a prayer for Ellie, in your own woids that she’ll always look down on us.”
 
   Olivia covered her eyes with her hands, as though she were really praying. This was not what they had rehearsed. Had Charles lost all credibility with this maudlin plea? Didn’t he realize he was addressing the most sophisticated group of people in the western world? Or woild as he would say? 
 
   Apparently, it didn’t matter. Olivia quickly glanced around the field. All she saw were bowed heads and a few people swiping tissues at their eyes. Poor Bailey, she thought. This was going to be a tough act for the Governor to follow.
 
   Olivia handed Charles a shovel and he walked to the end of the podium. Camera crews moved in as he gave them a big grin and a thumbs-up. He slicked back his hair and spit into his hands before he stuck his shovel into the ground, the classic barroom brawlers’ warm up to a fight. The crowd cheered. The mood was so high, Olivia realized she could raise millions for the museum on his New Jersey aura.
 
   Charles took his place at the end of the podium. “Okay, folks,” he said happily. “Let’s have the rest of the diggers.”
 
   He could do no wrong today and Olivia decided to stop worrying about his p’s and q’s as she joined the crowd’s laughter and applause at his casual reference to the State’s chief executive and other heavy hitters that she had worked tirelessly to cajole into giving up their precious time to be part of the festivities. 
 
   After Charles came the second speaker, with a terrified look on his face. He described the school program he would lead, then stuck his spade in the ground as though he were attacking a wild animal and when finished, high-tailed it behind Charles as fast as he could.
 
   Russ Bowers spoke next, reminding everyone of his importance to the project. His blond associate had apparently recovered from the tantrum he threw about the wrong sketch and beamed at him adoringly from the first row. Olivia noticed that he’d neglected to thank Charles, or anyone else for that matter, for the opportunity to work on a project that was getting international attention. But Russ did make his speech short. He dug up some earth and returned to his place, winking at his associate.
 
    Finally, things were moving along quickly, Olivia said to herself. Sonia Gutierrez spoke next, the popular bank manager who had replaced Elgin Fastner at the Darling Valley bank after his involvement in a series of murders. She was stuffed into her three-piece suit, which had fit her when Olivia first met her, twenty pounds ago. Today the buttons threatened to pop. Sonia thanked the Darling Valley community for allowing the local bank to participate in this great project, sounding breathless after these few words. She finished her earth-turning chore quickly and returned to her spot. Olivia had Sonia on speed dial. She was the most efficient loan officer she had ever met and had fast tracked the bank’s participation in the financing efforts. 
 
   Sonia knew she was allowed to keep her shovel but didn’t quite know what to do with it. She looked around for an aide to take it off her hands, but no one appeared. Olivia grimaced when she realized she had neglected that detail, what to do with the shovels after they’d been used, so far the only glitch in the proceedings. 
 
   Each person that followed described his or her contribution to the project and, directed by Olivia, dug up a small patch of earth. It was time for the big close, the Governor’s speech, then photo ops all around. Cavelli would sing and that would be at the end. Everyone could go home, more lighthearted than when they had arrived, thanks to Charles, their host. Olivia had no doubt they would all grab a pastry in Ellie’s honor.
 
   The crowd went silent, waiting for the main event, the Governor and then the charismatic Maestro. That’s why Olivia had put their appearances last, so there wouldn’t be walkouts before the climax.
 
    
 
   Olivia introduced the Governor, who took her place at the center of the podium. Camera’s clicked amid light applause and people stood to get a better look. The Governor was a veteran of campaign dinners. She knew how to work the crowd, winking at the opera singer, then bowing slightly at the applause. Though her speech was short, it infuriated Olivia. It was full of campaign talk and a pitch for contributions. 
 
   So not appropriate, Bailey, Olivia thought. This is my gig, not yours. 
 
   All this running through Olivia’s head as she thanked her and walked over to retrieve one of the last two shovels lined up by the easel, the other one for the Maestro. Olivia made a show of dropping it to show how heavy it was. The Governor responded by flexing a muscle as she grabbed it in time, and the audience laughed at the comedy bit the Governor’s aide had scripted and walked Olivia through on a Skype call the day before.
 
   Bailey held her spade over the pre-softened earth for a few moments while guests focused their phone cameras. She had a wide patch to attack. The other diggers had made their holes small and close together, rather than spacing them out evenly. But that didn’t matter. She waited for one more round of pictures for the press, with Olivia, with Charles, with each of the individuals on the podium. Then she got down to business. 
 
   She made a determined attack on the ground in front of her. The shovel struck something hard and threw her off balance. Olivia swore under her breath. Scott, the contractor, had assured her that the earth would be malleable. No one would be embarrassed trying to dig up a spade of hard-packed clay. She shot an encouraging smile at the Governor. Someone’s head would roll over this. Olivia would see to it herself.
 
   The governor looked over her shoulder at Olivia, who urged her on. She liked Bailey, they’d met on a project in her former life in Los Angeles. So Bailey’s speech was a little too wordy. She told herself to chill. Bailey was a politician. What did she expect? 
 
   So it pained Olivia to see the woman publicly embarrassed. Only one of two women on the podium and she gets stuck with a rock hard square of earth. It made her look bad, even though Olivia knew that Bailey could bench press any one of the soft-bellied guys who had smiled stupidly for the cameras as they dug into earth as soft as baby food. 
 
   The governor tried again, and this time she hit the same hard spot. Olivia assumed it was a hidden rock. Governor Logan waved happily to her constituents to distract them from the awkward moment. She gave it one more try and this time she came up with something, but it wasn’t earth. A piece of plaid flannel. No, it was the sleeve of a man’s shirt. Oh no. Olivia couldn’t believe her eyes. There was an arm inside the sleeve.
 
   The Governor yelled, “Oh, my god! Did I kill him?”
 
   As Olivia rushed over. She heard a scream off to her left. It was Victoria with her baby. “That’s my husband’s shirt!”
 
   Olivia looked down. The body of man stared past her up into the ethers. Whatever he saw was no longer of this earth. Perhaps it was Ellie Paatz welcoming him into heaven, for Olivia knew at once he was dead.
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   “Get the Governor out of here.” 
 
   “Get that camera out of my face.”
 
   “Who is he?”
 
   “Is he dead?”
 
    
 
   Olivia felt herself pushed back on the podium by reporters and camera crews until she fell down. She tried to shield herself from flying shovels, chairs and feet. People stepped over her either to get a closer look at the body or to get away from it. She felt a yank on her arm and scrambled to her knees quickly, afraid the huge picture of the museum would topple over on her. 
 
   “Olivia get up, get up.” 
 
   It was Charles, helping her to her feet. She straightened her skirt that had slipped up over her thighs, suddenly aware that all eyes were on her to explain the catastrophe. The press swarmed over the body, knocking into one another to get close-ups. 
 
   Olivia searched the crowd, saw Tuesday nearby and hurriedly waved her over. She grabbed her parasol and stuck it in the ground over the body shielding it from view. Charles pushed the reporters back, ignoring complaints of freedom of the press. He headed to his antique cars; made sure the teenage royalty in the front seat had been pulled away from the scene by their frantic parents. Olivia remembered Charles had been a dispatcher, was used to bringing order out of chaos.
 
   ‘Holy Digger O’Dell,” Tuesday said, “How’s this for a groundbreaking murder?”
 
   One of the reporters close by heard it and stuck a microphone in Tuesday’s face, asking her for another quote. Olivia jerked her friend away.
 
   She looked out over the spectators. Everyone standing, straining to get a look, unsure what had happened. A thrum of “he’s dead,” circled the crowd like a chant. Who was dead, why and how, all a mystery.
 
   The Governor and the few other elected officials attending the event were already in their cars or headed for them, aides with their phones jammed against their ears with one hand, shielding their charges from the press with the other.
 
   Cody appeared out of nowhere, his arms out to protect Olivia from anything or anyone coming at her, his eyes wide and worried. “O, you okay? Are you hurt?” 
 
   His presence calmed Olivia, her solid reliable friend, and like Charles, her rock right now.
 
   She shook her head first yes then no, aware that all eyes had turned to her, expecting her to handle this crisis. She stepped gingerly over to the Governor’s shovel thrown willy-nilly over the body and leaned it against the easel. It helped her snap into her crisis mode. She pulled herself into her take-charge stance. 
 
   “Cody, get everybody out of here. Use force if you have to. That includes the press. Tell them this is private property. Because it is. Their invitations have expired. Where are the police?”
 
   The crowd was milling around the podium. Women were crying, a few men were demanding something be done. But most people were stunned. Cody started to herd them towards the parking area and exit, but the two Darling Valley police officers there to guard the Governor stopped him.
 
   “This is a crime scene, son,” a female officer said. “We have to question these people. We’ve closed off the exits.”
 
   Olivia made her way towards Victoria Fisher and her baby, determined to do everything possible to protect the woman from the chaos around her. She was dimly aware of Charles Bacon somewhere behind her ushering people away from his cars.
 
   Blasts of thought went through her head as she pushed her way through the crowd. Was Carrie okay? She needed to get Matt over to the site. Where was Scott Pierce? 
 
   She could see nothing but increasingly frightened faces and realized what was scaring them. Was this a murder with the killer still among them? Were they in danger? Or was this a monstrous accident?
 
   She reached Victoria who was quiet and stunned. A circle of workmen surrounded her like an honor guard. Two security guys stood nearby looking helpless and confused. 
 
   Olivia took the baby from Victoria’s arms, then snapped an order. “Find this woman a chair. Go to the refreshment table and get her some water. Hurry. HURRY!”
 
   Bizarrely, the baby cooed and played patty cake with Olivia’s cheeks.
 
   In a moment, one of the workers had rescued a folding chair from the crowd, and then another for Olivia so she could sit with the baby and soothe the wife. Two cups of water appeared miraculously. Victoria pushed hers away; Olivia let the baby lap at hers. The security guys were eager to give up ownership of Victoria and rushed off to the podium, radios in hand.
 
   Victoria looked panicked. “You have to let me see my husband.”
 
   Olivia said, “Mrs. Fisher, we don’t know what exactly we have over there. There is indeed a piece of flannel, but it could belong to anyone. Just wait a few minutes for the police to get organized. They have to handle this.”
 
   Victoria looked pathetically at Olivia. “You don’t understand. I recognize my husband’s wedding ring. I designed it.”
 
   Olivia thought she would throw up.
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   Out of nowhere, sirens cut through the air and paramedics, police and fire fighters swarmed the podium, Detective Richards arriving in his unmarked car behind them. Olivia wondered who had called them. She wanted to speak to Matt, but she couldn’t leave Victoria. The baby was chewing on her hair and slapping her face and shoulders with glee. Then the baby found Olivia’s dangling earrings and leaned in to bite one. Olivia hugged her and soothed her, quickly realizing that the child was the only one here who did not need any care.
 
   The baby was comforting to Olivia, but she handed her back to Victoria. She needed her child close to her.
 
   As though some primordial signal had been sent out, women began to appear, the wealthy housewives, hardworking shopkeepers, and various residents of Darling Valley who had come to witness the beginning of a museum that was garnering worldwide attention for their little town. 
 
   They had sensed the wife was nearby, and came to comfort her. Five or six of them. Olivia wasn’t sure if they knew each other, or if they knew Victoria. But they acted as if they did, murmuring to her, reassuring her that her daughter was fine. That they would stay with her, take care of her. And giving the false promise that people everywhere fell back on in times like this, that everything would be all right. 
 
   Olivia noticed Mrs. Harmon joining them, sitting closest to Victoria. The baby saw the elderly woman’s pearls and grabbed them and had them in her mouth in an instant, dragging Mrs. Harmon towards her. Mrs. Harmon laughed in surprise, retrieved her very expensive binkie and replaced them with her car keys to the delight of the child. Olivia left Victoria to the women and crept away.
 
    
 
   Matt Richards raised his eyebrows to acknowledge her, smiled slightly, and she walked over to him. Three nights ago they’d had one of their where is this going conversations, this time initiated by Matt. She hadn’t seen him since and felt awkward meeting under such difficult and sad circumstances. She told him what she knew. That the deceased’s name was Jed Fisher, he worked on the project and his wife, inconsolable, was sitting off to the left.
 
   “What do you think happened?” she asked
 
   Richards wore a scowl that Olivia knew well. People mistook it for insensitivity in times of crisis, but she knew it meant he was deep in thought. He spoke slowly. He was running his fingers through his dark hair, his suit coat open to his long, trim torso, the holstered gun at his waist.
 
   “Well, there’s nothing obvious. It looks like they’ve been churning up this ground to get ready for the ceremony. I suppose he could have dug a hole, fallen in and the earthmover over there didn’t see him. Just covered him up.”
 
   Olivia sighed. “I think I’d like that to be the case. Why would a young guy like that, with a sweet wife and baby have enemies who’d want to kill him?”
 
   “Well, that’s what I have to find out, isn’t it?”
 
   Why did this feel so familiar? Here she was again in picture perfect Darling Valley with a dead body at her feet. What were the odds that would happen once in her life, much less twice?
 
   Matt nodded towards the victim, indicating he had to get back to work. “This is a disaster.”
 
   “Well, I guess. That poor widow, so young . . . “
 
   He shook his head apologetically. “No, that’s not what I mean. The crime scene is a disaster. Look around. Everything is trampled, footprints of all these people everywhere. And everybody digging up this patch where the body was found? Say goodbye to any evidence. And whose bright idea was it to plant that umbrella over him? No telling how that has contaminated the scene.”
 
   Olivia grimaced, embarrassed. “Yeah, I see what you mean. I’m afraid that’s my doing. It’s Tuesday’s parasol. I was trying to shield him from the media.” 
 
   She said it plaintively, the forensics problem clearly adding insult to injury. Matt gave her a soft look. He got it. She’d been between a rock and a hard place. And now, so was he.
 
    
 
   Olivia heard shouting and turned to see Scott Pierce and Charles Bacon poking fingers at each other and bellowing in each other’s faces. What now?
 
   She rushed over to separate them. “C’mon guys. Shut it down. You’re on camera.” 
 
   Both men turned to see the press behind the newly erected crime scene tape with cameras trained on them.
 
   Olivia said, “Let’s go behind this fence.”
 
   As though she were a referee, both men shouted their grievances into her ear as they stepped behind the banner covering the fence. No one could see them now. Pierce seemed the more riled up of the two. 
 
   “What about my business? What is this going to do to my reputation? I have to have some guarantees that you’re going to cover my losses.”
 
   Olivia asked, “What losses? Do we even know what has happened here?”
 
   Scott refused to be tamed. “I have contracts and deadlines. How can we work with all this going on?” 
 
   He nodded toward the activities on the other side of the fence. The police and paramedics checking the body to see if they could resuscitate him. The coroner coming from Mill Valley, miles away.
 
   Scott was saying, “Look, I’m sorry as hell about that guy. I didn’t really know him. He just came on the job to handle the logging end of things. But I have twenty other guys to worry about. How am I going to pay them if I can’t meet my deadlines? We were supposed to get back to work this afternoon.”
 
   He turned to Bacon. “What kind of guarantees are you going to give me that you will take care of this? It’s your baby, after all.”
 
   Bacon’s face dropped. “Me take care of you? Why is this on me? I didn’t cause this. You have business interruption insurance. Why are we even talking about this right now? We don’t even know if you have any losses.”
 
   Olivia played mediator. “Look, guys. Calm down. You’re being premature talking about business problems. Mr. Fisher’s wife is close enough to hear you. A little compassion. Please.”
 
   “I don’t,” Scott whispered. 
 
   “You don’t what,” asked Charles.
 
   “I don’t have insurance. We have liability but there was a problem with the business interruption. I didn’t find out until yesterday. It will be effective on Thursday. I didn’t think it would be a problem.”
 
   Charles exploded. “You didn’t think it would be a problem? That was your job. How can you do business without insurance?”
 
   Olivia separated the two men as though they were children misbehaving in a classroom. She ordered Pierce and Bacon to go to opposite ends of the field. 
 
   Bacon said he had to secure his cars. The police wouldn’t let him remove anything from the crime scene. Olivia suggested he find a tarp to protect them from the impending rain. 
 
   She sent Pierce off to the trailer he used as an office.
 
   


 
   2:5
 
   Detective Johnson, Matt Richard’s partner, was trying to figure out who to interrogate first. He’d sent one officer through the crowd to get names, phone numbers and addresses so they could take witness statements later. 
 
   One man, a well known venture capitalist used to being interviewed on CNN for his opinion on the economy or failed federal programs bristled. “Officer, are you telling me you have to ask who I am?”
 
   Johnson, not a man to suffer arrogance lightly, said, “Give me a minute. The perp?”
 
   With bulging eyes, the man said, “I’ll have your badge.”
 
   Johnson took it out of his wallet. “Here. You want my Blue Cross card, too? How about this credit card? It’s maxed out. I don’t have any use for it.”
 
   The man stomped off, then Johnson released everyone with a warning not to leave town. The workers on the site had to stay.
 
    
 
   “Patty cake, patty cake, baker’s man. Bake me a croissant as fast as you can.” 
 
   Olivia turned. Tuesday was walking towards her with the baby on her shoulders, the child happily chewing the brim of her outrageous hat and bouncing in time to Tuesday’s nursery rhyme. The duo reached Olivia, the baby chirping, Tuesday with an appropriately troubled look on her face.
 
   “Bless you Tues for taking over the baby.”
 
   “Someone had to.” Tuesday twisted her shoulder to let the child slide into her arms. She rescued her hat from Emma’s mouth and deposited it back on the nearest chair. “We don’t want sweetie pie here listening in on police talk, do we?” 
 
   She nuzzled the child’s neck until Emma squealed with pleasure. 
 
   “Yes, sweetie girl. We are going to take care of you, aren’t we?” To Olivia she said, “I’m going to diddle-dee dee her over to that spot by the trees. And if you ask me, Ollie, I think that guy with the mustache over there is a likely suspect. I’m getting a bad vibe from him.”
 
   Olivia turned and spotted Tuesday’s shady guy. “Thanks, Tuesday, but that’s Maestro Cavelli, a world famous opera singer. I think he’s clean.”
 
    “Just trying to help. We’ll be over here if you need us.” 
 
   And so Tuesday trooped off with the baby, jostling her as she threaded her way through the crowd. The baby lurched backwards and grabbed Tuesday’s arm for purchase. Olivia’s mouth dropped when she saw her skin come away in the baby’s hand, stretching the tattoos into unrecognizable designs. Then Olivia laughed a sigh of relief. The tattoos were on real sleeves, not on her skin. Tuesday was wearing a flesh-colored t-shirt covered with realistic tats designed to look like the real thing. She kicked herself for thinking it, but yes, she was relieved, worried that she would be tarred with the same brush, or painted with the same tat pen by people she was trying to impress in Darling Valley. 
 
    
 
   As though his ears were ringing, the Maestro came over to Olivia, looking as disturbed as everyone else. “My dear Olivia. This feels like the plot of an opera. It is just too macabre.”
 
   “Oh, Signor Cavelli, I wish you could sing an aria and bring down the curtain on this mess. Speaking of which, I apologize that you came out here and didn’t even get a chance to sing.”
 
   “My dear, that is the least of our worries this morning.”
 
   Just then Victoria’s baby started wailing. 
 
   The Maestro smiled. “Ah. My perfect audience. Come, my dear,” and he hooked his arm into Olivia’s and walked her over to Tuesday who was trying to calm the fussy baby. Tuesday had little experience with children and after a few nursery rhymes, was at a loss.
 
   The singer lifted the child into his arms and when the baby saw his handlebar mustache, she stopped crying and stared at him in awe for a moment, then resumed her bawling.
 
   He said, soothingly, “No, no, cara mia. Let’s see if a little music will soothe your soul.” 
 
   He began singing a Brahms’ lullaby and after a few bars, his rich, velvety chords did the trick and little Emma began cooing and tugging on his mustache. Olivia pulled her tiny hand away from his mouth and kissed it as he finished the song. A crowd had gathered, many people with tears in their eyes and everyone applauded when he finished. The man had earned his shovel.
 
   “No, no,” he said. “No applause for me on this occasion. Send your good thoughts to this dear baby.”
 
   At the great man’s modesty, the enormity of the tragedy hit Olivia and she began weeping. The singer put his arm around her and Tuesday drew close as well, the three forming a comforting wall of love around the child.
 
    
 
   A few minutes later, Matt escorted Victoria over to retrieve her baby and handed them off to an officer for a trip to the police station. He explained that they would find a room where she could have some peace and quiet and, if she was up to it, answer some questions about her husband.
 
   “I’m going to have a social worker talk to her and see what she needs. I don’t know if she has family or friends nearby. I’ll call you later, Olivia,” he said. “I’ll need to get your statement as well.” 
 
   Just then he noticed Tuesday and greeted her with a kiss on the cheek. “Tuesday! Olivia said you were coming up.”
 
   “I couldn’t miss our girl’s big day, could I?”
 
   “Well, she’s going to need your company,” Matt said. He didn’t say your help, Olivia noticed. Was that a reference to stay out of police business?
 
   Tuesday jumped in with, “Maybe I’ll have a chance to do that Tibetan numerology reading I told you about last time, Matt. It might help you with your chakras.” 
 
   Johnson walked up to Matt and showed him something. “A hard hat. We found it back in the trees. Maybe our vic’s. How’d he get separated from it?”
 
   Matt said, “Add that to the list of questions that have to be answered.” 
 
    
 
   One of the firemen who had given Tuesday a ride onto the site found her, wanting to know how she was holding up. Olivia left them chatting. She needed to get away from the chaos of the site. She slipped behind the fence again so she could think clearly without the press screaming for photo ops, the police giving orders or Victoria’s sobs clouding the air. 
 
   The police wouldn’t let the widow near her husband, and Olivia was glad of that. A few minutes ago she was exasperated that Victoria had intruded on her morning with a problem she couldn’t solve. Now, after holding her sweet baby and making awkward efforts to console the widow, she began to feel a bond. One that could not possibly lead to a friendship, she realized, but one that elicited great compassion.
 
   She tried to take stock. What was needed of her now? Out of habit, she pulled out her phone and checked for messages. Mrs. Fredericks had called to confirm their meeting for this afternoon. Olivia had completely forgotten about it. She was not interested in the outside world at the moment. Her clients’ problems would have to wait. 
 
    
 
   While she was ruminating on Jed Fisher’s death, she heard voices on the other side of the fence. Male voices, two of them, grumbling. She leaned closer and caught snippets of the conversation. 
 
   “That sonofabitch had it coming if you ask me.”
 
   “Yeah. That bro was trying to take down the project.” A Latino accent. “Who cares about a bunch of old pottery? It’s not like anyone lives here now. This place was a dump before they picked it for the museum. It gives us work. And man, can I use it? And the museum, it’s good for the town.”
 
   “Yeah, that crazy dude must have opened his mouth to the wrong person.”
 
   “Yeah, man. No way any of these honchos are going to let the State shut their project down.”
 
   “No way, man.”
 
   “And now we got the police looking into us. Like we had anything to do with it.”
 
   “You legal, man?” 
 
   “No way, man. You?”
 
    
 
   Olivia remained still as a stone. The men must not know she had overheard them. Then Olivia heard another voice, the foreman. 
 
   “Hey guys. In the back. Now. Scott’s called a meeting for everybody. By the trailer. Pronto.”
 
   In the back? She was in the back, exposed to Scott’s trailer. Time to scram. She couldn’t go out the way she came or the men would realize she’d eavesdropped. Instead, she ran along the fence toward the street, her heels sinking into the rain-soaked ground. She stopped to take them off, then managed to work her way through shrubbery until she was behind the trailer, where she put her muddy feet back into her shoes, along with pebbles that made her limp. 
 
   She could hear the men assembling as she made her way to the front door, calling, “Scott? Are you in there? Scott, it’s Olivia,” pretending she didn’t know Pierce was still talking to the police. But she had a cover now for the workman beginning to congregate. 
 
   “Has anyone seen Scott? I’m Olivia Granville and I need to speak with him.”
 
   Most of the men ignored her, too involved in whispered conversations to worry about her concerns. One man wearing a sheepskin jacket over his coveralls turned to her and said, “Scott’s coming, man. If you need to talk to him just wait here for a few minutes.”
 
   “Thanks,” she said, “I’ll see if I can find him.” 
 
   She brushed off his calling her man, and walked back to the podium thinking, oh, my god, Scott killed him. Jed had found Indian artifacts and reported them to Scott. It was mandatory. But Scott needed to avoid an environmental shutdown. After all, he had just admitted he had no business interruption insurance. That’s why he was so out of sorts today. He had Jed Fisher on his conscience. He must have been terrified as the groundbreaking started that the body would be discovered.
 
   Scott was coming toward her on his way to the meeting at the trailer. She could barely look at him, but she had to say something in case one of the crew told him she was looking for him. 
 
   “Oh Scott?”
 
   He turned, grim-faced and distracted. Was it the face of a killer? 
 
   “Yeah, Olivia? I’m on the run.” 
 
   “I just wanted to offer my condolences for the loss of one of your guys. It must be hard.”
 
   He said, “Yeah, thanks,” and continued on his way with no show of emotion. 
 
   


 
   
Chapter Three: The Usual Suspects
 
   3:1
 
   Still Monday
 
   “Olivia.”
 
   “Olivia Granville.”
 
   “Olivia. What do you know about the murder? Over here.”
 
   The discovery of the body was less than half an hour old. Olivia took a deep breath, swiveling her head around to the crush of paparazzi calling out to her. A stray thought went through her brain, I’d rather be meditating.”
 
   By now Charles, the design team, various public officials and the press were vying for her attention, demanding to know what had happened and why. The police had sent most of the guests home, but a few stray attendees who’d been in the rear seats without a view to the lurid discovery were leaning in to any conversation that might give a hint as to what they had missed.
 
   Olivia crossed her arms to the press, which she thought was a zombie signal to stay away. She couldn’t remember, but turned her back to indicate that at any rate, she’d make no statements. Yet. She knew she’d have to at some point.
 
   She spotted Matt on the podium surrounded by the team examining Jed’s remains. He was supervising the construction of a tent over the body to keep it hidden and give forensics some room in which to work, Tuesday’s parasol tagged and resting on the podium with the other evidence piling up. He caught her eye and waved, jumped down and joined her, nodding grimly.
 
    “Do you have time to give me a statement? I need to know what you know about this.”
 
   Other than their few words a few minutes earlier about Jed and Victoria Fisher, they had not talked since Matt asked if she would ever make a commitment to him. She had no more answers to that question now than she’d had that night. But that was not issue on the table. 
 
   “I don’t know much, Matt.” 
 
   Saying his name gave her the jitters. She was having a hard time separating their personal relationship from what was now their professional one. Her reactions to him had always been gut-level, emotional, and they were even now in the midst of this chaos. She certainly didn’t have romance on her mind, but how could she not be aware of her feelings in the presence of the man she loved. Yes, she had admitted that to herself, though not to Matt. She loved him. If only it were that simple. 
 
   She thought of TV cop shows with main characters who were also lovers. They never seemed to let their feelings interfere with a crime scene. Trouble was, this wasn’t television. No one was writing a convenient script with a happy ending. This was real life.
 
   Attempting to keep her voice businesslike, she said, “But I do need to report a conversation I just overheard. It may give you a motive. I say motive, but I don’t even know how the guy died.”
 
   Olivia noticed Matt’s thick, dark hair, escaping from his DVPD cap. He needed a haircut. He was fussy about his grooming, so he must be very busy not to take time out for a trim. Brilliant, Sherlock, she said to herself. Anyone could figure that out. DVPD was short staffed and Matt was in charge of homicide, among other things. When wasn’t he busy?
 
   He interrupted her reverie with, “Oh, we’re pretty sure he was murdered. The coroner arrived a few minutes ago and found a blow to the head with a sharp object. Screw driver or something, but an accident hasn’t been completely ruled out. It’s still too early to be sure about much of anything here.”
 
   Olivia cringed. “Then you need to know something. He apparently found some artifacts on the property. Something that might have shut down the project.”
 
   Matt jerked his head back in surprise. “There’s a motive if I ever heard one. Who told you this?”
 
   He had a slight burr in his speech. Though born in Illinois and Harvard educated, Matt had absorbed some of his Punjabi parents’ accent. She explained how she happened to overhear the two men talking on the other side of the banner.
 
   “So you can’t identify them?” Matt said, disappointed. “That’s not helpful.”
 
   “Sorry, Matt, it’s the best I can do. I wonder if his wife knew about this.” 
 
   Olivia hated the thought of the police grilling Victoria about her husband at a time like this, however gentle Johnson, Matt’s partner and the most likely person to question her, would be. But this was the kind of information that would help track down the killer.
 
   Matt said, “We have to be careful about questioning her and give her time to get over the shock. But we need to know everything that’s relevant before she shuts down. We’re checking into other family and friends, anyone who might have seen the guy after he called home last night. Let me know if you hear anything, Olivia.”
 
   “I will.” 
 
   Should she give him her suspicions about Scott Pierce? She didn’t want to step on Matt’s toes and tell him how to do his job, but, given the new information, wasn’t Scott’s need to have the project go smoothly relevant, especially the fact that he didn’t have business interruption insurance? That was a huge gaff. Also, Scott was behind schedule, so having archeologists or environmental teams from the State crawling up his pants leg would not be good news.
 
   She had read someplace that there were only two motives for murder. Love and money. And love was a distant second to money.
 
   But suppose she was wrong about Scott? Then, after accusing him, and this was all cleared up, she’d have to go back to working with him. Not a pretty sight. She decided to say nothing for now.
 
   Matt scratched his chin, which he did when he was thinking. “Who’s the guy’s boss? Do you know the crew that well?”
 
   Olivia shook her head. “Not really. He would have had two of them. Pete Higgins is the foreman. The crew answers to him on a day-to-day basis. But Scott Pierce is the CEO of the construction firm. He’s always onsite. He’s really the guy who runs things.”
 
   Matt seemed pleased with that tidbit. “Okay, I’ll jump the chain of command and go right to the top. Where will I find this Pierce?”
 
   Olivia wondered why she doubted that Detective Gurmeet Richards, aka Matt to his friends and enemies, needed any help from her in figuring out how to conduct a murder investigation.
 
   “Behind that fence,” she said. “You’ll see his trailer.”
 
   Matt looked puzzled. “You mean behind all that frippery?”
 
   If only he knew how many glitches she had to work out to get the printing of that frippery just right. From picking out the colors that would show in media videos and photos, to a fabric that wouldn’t tear easily on the fencing or fade in the bright sun. And then get the competing interests on the design committee to approve it. One of the many headaches, large and small, she had tackled to pull off this failed groundbreaking.
 
   But this was not the time to nitpick with him. “Yeah, you’ll find him on the other side.”
 
    
 
   Again and again, the question roiled around in her mind. Who could have committed this terrible crime? Apart from their professional qualifications, Olivia knew very little about the people working on the site. Russ Bowers, the architect, came to mind. His most distinctive characteristic was his outsized ego. Though he wore a wedding ring, he encouraged the adoration of his associates. The one with him today was named Amanda. Though the invitation to submit a proposal went out to the design community throughout the state, Olivia wanted a firm based in northern California. No way was she going to have Brooks Baker trying to get his hands on this project. Brooks was Olivia’s former plus one, an architect known for creating forward-looking museums.
 
   She had influence with the committee and she used it. She saw to it that the new San Francisco firm of Bowers, Jennings and Birmingham got the plum assignment. She had looked forward to working with the innovative Kris Birmingham, the architect who had made the presentation. But after the award was made public, Russ Bowers announced he would head the team. 
 
   He had the bona fides she admired but a personality that grated. Olivia guessed that as soon as the photo ops were over, he would send his grunts to the wearying design and construction meetings. The museum was Russ’s first big job since he and his partners went solo, but Olivia couldn’t imagine why he would harm a worker. 
 
   Scott Pierce was the boss on the project. He’d been an executive of Towers International, one of the largest construction firms in the world, responsible for huge projects in Dubai and Hong Kong. Somehow he had convinced Towers to back him, and he formed Darling Construction and Engineering International, Ltd. He’d gotten family members involved. At least Olivia knew of one case of nepotism. It didn’t bother her. What’s the point of being the boss if you can’t turn an annoying nephew into your personal gopher? 
 
   Olivia guessed that if the museum was a success, meaning it came in on time and below budget, he would become a major player in international building construction. 
 
   Olivia found Scott hard to read. He answered her calls on the first ring, which was a big plus in her book, but he was remote and sometimes distracted when they spoke. Today he showed his short-tempered side. But none of this would account for him killing one of his own men.
 
   Landing Pierre Ballard as curator was a major coup. Top in his field, he was responsible for the acquisition of fine art for the museum, and later installation of the automobiles. He had come up with the idea to position The Bacon-Paatz Museum as an important center for art and not just elite collectible automobiles.
 
   Before the date for the groundbreaking had been confirmed, Pierre had accepted an invitation to deliver the keynote address at a conference in Paris on art fraud. Olivia had been very disappointed that Pierre could not participate in the ceremony today, even more so when she met his annoying assistant who would represent him, Alistair Marsh. Alistair seemed to think the museum would not exist without him. 
 
   “After all, this building is about ART,” he had announced to Olivia when they met. He was telling her the purpose of the museum? Did he think she was the janitor?
 
   She couldn’t see how any of these people could possibly wish a murder on the property. They each had too much at stake in seeing a successful completion, slated for twelve months from now. That left the workers as suspects, and she had no idea what kind of frictions might exist amongst them. 
 
    
 
   But, wait. She was getting ahead of herself. No one has said the man was murdered, she reminded herself. Perhaps, as Matt suggested, it was the result of a mishap, a run in with one of the earthmovers or cranes. She’d heard of stories of a person being accidentally knocked into a pit with no witnesses and the body disappearing. 
 
   Or, perhaps he’d had a fight with a co-worker, or some teasing or horsing around had gone horribly wrong, She could imagine two men in a friendly jostle, Jed falling and hitting his head. People were known to make stupid mistakes and panic in situations like that, rather than just acknowledge the accident and get help. 
 
   There were no handbooks on how to cover up an accidental death. The guilty party might have hidden the body instead of calling 911, not realizing it was the spot for the groundbreaking, that Jed would be easily discovered. 
 
   Why would anyone want to kill that young man, anyway? Judging from his sweet baby girl and winsome wife, Jed Fisher must have been a lovely person to win the totally adorable family lottery. His death had to have been an accident. Olivia refused to believe otherwise.
 
    
 
   


 
    
 
   Olivia went looking for Charles. 
 
   Next to the widow and baby, he had the most to lose and was probably more frantic about the murder than anyone else. The museum had his name on it, was funded by him and would house a collection of antique autos The Wall Street Journal had called the finest in the world. This one-time New Jersey train dispatcher had moved into a rarified world. Not only had he acquired the most wealth by any lottery winner in history, almost three-quarters of a billion in two jackpots, but also by virtue of his interest in fine automobiles he was suddenly accepted in rarified philanthropic, art and financial circles. The Economist had done a focus piece about him, Vanity Fair had done a cover spread and at charity events the titans of Silicon Valley asked his advice on subjects he knew nothing about. 
 
   Once his dark good looks hit the newsstands, modeling offers came in from Armani and Vogue. Unfortunately, once he opened his mouth and his tongue tripped over the dentalized syllables of his New Jersey neighborhood, TV commercial opportunities dried up. He might have done voice overs for The Sopranos, but not Ralph Lauren.
 
   A horrible thought crossed Olivia’s mind as she made her way to the platform where he was fussing over his cars. Even more than Scott Pierce, Charles had just as much to lose if the museum were shut down or seriously compromised because of environmental concerns.
 
   Immediately, she flogged herself for it. The man’s your friend, she reminded herself. You’ve been in financial and contractual negotiations with him for months. Never has there been a whisper of wrongdoing on his part. He wouldn’t turn into a murderer overnight. Wo?uld he
 
   Olivia realized that was not possible as soon as Charles looked up from the car and saw her, anxiety and something else she could not name written all over his face. He waved her over and she picked up her pace.
 
   “Charles, what is it? How are you doing?”
 
   “Oh my god, Olivia? Have you talked to that woman?”
 
   “What woman?” Olivia looked around. The female guests had been questioned and released by Matt’s crew. They were gathering up purses, air kissing their friends goodbye and heading for their cars. Which one did he mean?
 
   “The wife. I mean the widow. Is anyone looking after her? What a horrible thing to happen and she has to witness it.”
 
   Charles sounded frantic and all of sudden Olivia understood his expression. It was grief. He was putting himself in the shoes of Victoria, the loss of his own spouse coming back to him. The Vanity Fair article had dug up all the gossip on Charles. And the news was, there wasn’t any gossip. His wife had died suddenly and early in their marriage and he’d never really gotten over the loss.
 
   More than anyone on this site, Charles understood Victoria’s shock and sorrow.
 
   Olivia put her hand on her friend’s arm. “It’s so good of you to be concerned about her. The police have contacted someone, a sister or cousin I think, who’s coming to be with her.”
 
   He was swallowing hard to fight back his emotions. “If she needs anything, you let me know. Anything.”
 
   Olivia didn’t know what else to say to him. She looked around. The police had cordoned off the site, sent the visitors home and were interviewing the construction crew behind the frippery. She didn’t see Cody come up behind her and she jumped when he put his hand on her shoulder. 
 
   “What’s next, boss lady? I was helping Carrie pack up her paraphernalia and pastries, but Detective Johnson came over and said it was an active crime scene. Everything has to stay in place. Do they think he died of an overdose of cheese Danish?”
 
   Olivia said, “There’s no point in you sticking around.”
 
   He asked, “Planning on leaving anytime soon? If you’re not, I’ll see if I can hitch a ride with someone.”
 
   “Oh, that’s right.” Olivia remembered Cody had ridden over in her truck. The plan had been for him to drive it back to the house while Olivia was at lunch. “You need a ride. Just a minute. Let me figure a few things out.”
 
   Then Carrie came up behind him. “Want to ride with me, Cody?”
 
   Olivia saw the indecision on his face. “Go on, Cody. I have a few things to finish up here, then I’ll round up Charles and Tuesday.” 
 
   She saw the glee on Carrie’s face. When was Cody going to figure out that she was in love with him?
 
   They walked off and she said to Charles, “I’m just about done here and you have to leave the cars in place. Governor Logan is on her way back to Sacramento. I’ve called Hugo’s and cancelled the lunch. I didn’t really give a reason. They are not happy. We can at least head over there for a bite ourselves. What do you say? Tuesday will join us. She was coming as my guest anyway.”
 
   Charles took another look in the direction of Victoria and when he was satisfied that people were around her and helping with the baby, he said. “Sure.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   Don’t Blame Me
 
   He didn’t know his own strength. He didn’t think he’d hit him that hard, but what was he doing there, anyway? It was after quitting time. It was his own fault, all his messing around with things that didn’t concern him. He should have just stuck to his job. As if he didn’t have enough to worry about, now this.
 
   First he had to find a place for the weapon. Not the car. That would be the first place they’d look. He’d have to start thinking like a cop. Where wouldn’t they look? That was the thing.
 
   Last night he didn’t think he’d have to ditch it. The body wasn’t supposed to show up. He figured he could clean the thing up a bit and just leave it someplace on the site, like normal. It would be under their noses, hidden in plain sight. If all had gone as planned, they might even have figured the guy ditched his wife and kid and pulled a disappearing act. Now? He knew how these things went down. All anybody was going to talk about was the weapon. 
 
   He lifted his ball cap, scratched his head and readjusted it. How did this happen? He put him six feet under. How did he float to the top? He figured he’d have to time to figure out a better hiding place after the ceremony. But all that rain during the week did more damage to the soil than he realized. And there had been another downpour during the night. Practically turned it to soup so the suits could dig it up with no trouble. Now what?
 
   Of course, he knew what. He had to face the man. 
 
    
 
   He checked his phone. No calls. He wished he had the boss’s number to give him his side of the story. The guy sure was happy to talk last night. After he told him what happened, how he’d handled things. But the boss was a private guy. His number was always blocked. So he had to wait to hear from him. Like waiting for the hangman.
 
    
 
   He could call her. She always calmed him down. That’s what he’d do. He had her on speed dial, of course.
 
   “It’s me. D’ya hear what happened?”
 
   “Did I hear? Did I bleeping hear? How often do you get to see somebody dig up a dead body on cable TV?” 
 
   He held his phone away from his ear until she calmed down. Except she didn’t calm down. She continued screaming, “OF COURSE I HEARD, YOU BLINKING IDIOT! HOW COULD YOU LET THAT HAPPEN?”
 
   Her anger took him by surprise. It wasn’t his fault. He’d done everything he was supposed to. He told her that.
 
   “What do you mean the rain did it? Don’t give me that. What have I always told you? You’re supposed to prepare for contingencies. For the unexpected. Why didn’t you factor in the rain? You of all people. It’s been all over the news. More rain this week than in the past year. Why WOULDN’T the ground be soggy, make it easy for the guy to float to the top? You couldn’t figure that out?”
 
   He hated it when she was mad at him. It made him feel so small. Why couldn’t she see his side of it? 
 
   “What was I supposed to do? The guy had to be offed before the ceremony, before he could talk.”
 
   “Duh. Haven’t you ever heard of weights? You could have put rocks on top of him. You could have found an old engine block somewhere.”
 
   He got so angry he threw his cap down on the ground. “Engine block? Where am I supposed to find an engine block that time of night? You think this is a wrecking yard?”
 
   Now she was making him mad. She wasn’t using her head. But she kept after him.
 
   “Sometimes you can be as dumb as a box of rocks. Why were you putting him there in the first place? Where you knew they would be digging. Front and center. With all the out of the way places on that site and you had to bury him right in front of the cameras?”
 
   “C’mon. Don’t talk to me like that. You know it makes me feel bad. We hadn’t planned on this. It wasn’t supposed to happen. We’re lucky we found out what he was up to. And don’t forget, that was my doing. I figured that one out.”
 
   Her voice was screechy she was so angry. 
 
   “Feel bad? You feel bad? That’s going to be the least of your worries when he gets through with you. If the police nail you with this? Say goodbye to our big plans.”
 
   She paused and he could hear her taking a breath. Then she started up again. “What’s this going to do to me?”
 
   His phone buzzed. Another call came in. “Listen, I gotta go. He’s calling me on the other line.”
 
   “Yeah, well you let him know this wasn’t my idea. Botching it like that. You hear me? You tell him. Don’t come to me when he wants answers.”
 
   He ended the call without saying goodbye and clicked on the other call. “Hello?”
 
   He listened for a few seconds and broke in. “Listen, I can explain. It wasn’t my fault he popped up like that. Yeah, I know what you told me you’d do to me. But it couldn’t be helped. You have to understand that. . . don’t blame me.”  
 
   


 
   
Chapter Four: It’s In The Cards, No, The Tea Leaves
 
   4:1
 
   The two friends were halfway to the truck before Olivia remembered her tenant. “Tuesday, have you seen Mrs. Harmon?” 
 
   Olivia looked around to see if the elderly woman was still on the site. She hadn’t seen her since the clique around Victoria had broken up and gone home. Mrs. Harmon wouldn’t hear of it, but Olivia worried about her aging tenant. She just wasn’t steady on her feet anymore and the twisted knee from last week made her mobility worse. Please, Olivia whispered to the overcast sky, please tell me she made it home without incident, didn’t get hurt when all the chaos started. She should have paid more attention to her when she was playing with the baby to see if she was okay. If Olivia could get knocked on her hindquarters, no telling what could have happened to frail Mrs. Harmon in that melee. 
 
   “No,” Tuesday said, “I haven’t seen her. Have you seen my hat? I put it on a chair so the baby wouldn’t eat it, and darned if someone didn’t walk off with it.” 
 
   Olivia turned to her. “Is it really a big loss?”
 
   “Girlfriend! How can you dis my favorite Scarlet O’Hara chapeau like that?”
 
   Olivia shook her head. “What was I thinking? Oh, yeah. Now I remember. I hope Joan Rivers and the fashion police don’t see her in that hat. They’ll put her ego in a sling.”
 
   Tuesday said, “None so blind. I’m going take one more look around for it. I’ll be right back.”
 
   Olivia got in the truck and idled the engine while she waited for Tuesday and Charles, who had one last task to finish up before he could leave.
 
    She texted Cody, but he and Carrie were already on their way back to The Salted Caramel and they hadn’t seen Mrs. Harmon. “Tx, Cdy. Fingers x’ed she’s ok.”
 
   Oh no, Olivia groaned to her dashboard as she looked in her rear view mirror. Hamish Walsh, the local decorator featured in this month’s Architectural Digest and her client’s new BFF was coming toward her. She rolled down the window and nodded hello. He conspicuously twirled his Mercedes key ring as he nodded back and assessed her ride. “I guess your truck is, well, practical.”
 
   Back when Olivia was earning big commissions at one of the top design firms in LA, she had tootled around Beverly Hills in a seven series Beemer. The used truck was part of a belt-tightening measure to help her launch her own shop in Darling Valley. She’d sold the fancy car for startup money. She’d promised herself that when she paid off all of her loans she would treat herself to a new BMW. Two years later she had lost her car envy. She was just happy that the truck started every morning, didn’t use too much gas and she was getting referrals from her clients. She did her best to ignore Hamish’s taunt.
 
   “I didn’t realize you were here, Hamish. My assistant kept track of the attendees, but I don’t recall your name on the list.”
 
   Hamish smirked. “I was just driving by and thought you wouldn’t mind if I stood in the back for a few minutes and watched the proceedings. I have to say, you know how to put on a show, Olivia.”
 
   She bristled at the callous remark. “In case you weren’t paying attention, Hamish, a man just died here. Well, he didn’t just die, but I’d think you’d show more respect.”
 
   “Oh, I’ll show the proper respect when I give Marguerite the details.”
 
   Olivia interrupted him. “A friendly tip between professionals. She doesn’t like vendors to call her Marguerite. She prefers Mrs. Fredericks.”
 
   Hamish chuckled. “She doesn’t like her underlings to be so forward. Friends, of course, are another matter.”
 
   Olivia looked around. Where was Charles? She had to get away from this dreadful man, but he babbled on.
 
   “As I was saying, Marguerite couldn’t make it as you know. She asked me to fill her in. I guess she wanted a preview of what to expect at her own unveiling on Friday. I’ll be able to give her an earful, won’t I? I wonder where you’ll hide the dead body on her property? I’d say out by the oleanders. There’s good lighting there next to the deck.”
 
   The shock of this statement showed on Olivia’s face. “Just be careful what you say, Hamish. You don’t want word to get out that you steal clients, do you? There may be a lot of low hanging fruit here in Darling Valley, but the trees have ethics.”
 
   “Olivia, surely you know how these fortunes were made. The ethical bar is set pretty low.”
 
   “That was then, this is now, Hamish. You have to know that once these people make their fortunes, they distance themselves from shady dealings. Doesn’t look good on a philanthropist’s website.” 
 
   He sauntered off waving his Mercedes key goodbye.
 
    
 
   A few moments later, Charles was helping Tuesday squeeze into the front seat. He jammed himself in beside her and slammed the door shut. 
 
   Tuesday looked at Olivia. “Who stole your candy, pretty girl? You look like you are about to tan somebody’s hide.”
 
   “I’d like to.” Then she brushed her mood away. She had enough to worry about without petty Hamish Walsh. “Don’t worry, I’m fine. It’s nothing.”
 
   Tuesday turned to Charles. “Nothing? I’ve seen that look before. And it ain’t nothin’.”
 
   Charles gave up struggling to get the seatbelt across both his chest and Tuesday’s voluminous skirts. “Olivia, you better drive careful cuz this thing isn’t going to hold both of us.”
 
   “I will,” she answered, releasing the break and heading off to Hugo’s. 
 
   She had expected to arrive at the restaurant in the governor’s limousine with Charles in tow in one of his slick 1930’s rides. She remembered the line, make plans and watch God laugh.
 
    
 
   As they arrived at the restaurant and followed Hugo to the banquet room, Olivia noticed all the ladies who lunched cast discreet glances at handsome Charles Bacon. Once he had seated the party, Hugo began complaining about the trouble he’d gone to for this luncheon and the money he was going to lose. When no one offered him any TLC, he took their orders. Olivia said, “I’ll just have the Caesar and ice tea. Thanks.” 
 
   To Charles, she added, “I can’t eat after all this.”
 
   But he was ravenous. “Gotta keep your strent up, Olivia. Gimme a burger, rare. Extra onions and pickles. A beer.” 
 
   Tuesday said, “Strent?” then realized he meant strength. 
 
   Olivia advised Charles, “You’re paying for the halibut, why not order that?”
 
   “Nah. This is a shock to the system, the murder and all. I need real food.”
 
   Olivia winced. “Oh, let’s hope it’s not murder.”
 
   Tuesday told Hugo she’d have a burger, too. She explained to Charles that she mostly ate clean but would make an exception today. He was probably right about keeping up her strength. “Stress depletes your iron you know.”
 
    He gave her a funny look. Olivia took a sip of her water. He said, “Just order what you want. What’s with the excuses?” 
 
   Olivia burst out in a laugh, sending a spray of water across her plate.
 
    
 
   An awkward silence descended over the table after the bus boy had set them up with Hugo’s homemade sour dough bread and a dish of olive oil. Tuesday and Charles hadn’t said more than hello and goodbye when they were introduced on the last day of Tuesday’s previous visit to Darling Valley. Today they were all uneasy after what had happened at the site, but Olivia sensed Charles was avoiding Tuesday. Was he shy? Maybe, she thought. More likely it was her get up, the extravagant dress, authentic looking tattoos and bright blue hair. She doubted his new dresser would approve. 
 
   Tuesday broke the silence by throwing up her hands and announcing, “I gotta tell you. I didn’t see this coming. I read my leaves last night and I didn’t see anything about a murder in my cup. Where did this nightmare come from?”
 
   Olivia guessed this statement troubled Charles even more than her apparel. Olivia explained. “Tuesday is a tea leaf reader.” 
 
   A look of understanding came over his face. “Oh, that explains it. You’re a gypsy.”
 
   Tuesday had better manners than to insult Olivia’s friend. So, instead of her usual response that only boneheads think it’s just gypsies that read tea leaves, she leaned over and put her hand on his arm.
 
   “Charles, can I educate you about the origin of my craft?” 
 
   Before he had a chance to object, she gave him the short version of the roots of reading leaves in the bottom of a cup. The craft went back eight hundred years, she explained, possibly originating in India. She had learned the art in London from a very proper Englishwoman who read for celebrities and a few royal heads, a fact Buckingham Palace managed to keep secret from the tabloids with the help of Scotland Yard and the aristocracy’s personal security forces. 
 
   “You don’t say,” was all he said.
 
   He looked at Olivia for guidance. She explained that Tuesday was very talented. She had actually been instrumental in solving several crimes, and, as a result, earned her rent reading for the clientele in a very popular restaurant near her home, The Mulberry Café.
 
   That got his attention. He waved over the bus boy clearing away the unused place settings from the far end of the table. “Bring us a cup of tea,” he called.
 
   Tuesday’s eyes popped. “You want me to read now?”
 
   “Sure. What better time? Tell us who did this.”
 
   Suddenly, Charles had a satisfied look on his face as though he now had the key to solving his problems.
 
   “But I’m not a psychic,” Tuesday said. “I don’t predict the future. The leaves in your teacup are a snapshot of your inner life. I can help you interpret them, but I can’t tell the future unless it concerns you.”
 
   He shrugged annoyance. “What do you mean my life? How can a dead body on my property not be about my life? Just the read the leaves and tell us who did it.”
 
   Tuesday cocked her head at Olivia, hoping for backup, but her friend offered none. So she said, “Sorry, Charles, it doesn’t work that way. I can’t just pour a cup of tea and tap into the wisdom of the universe. I can only take a look at what’s going on in your own life, not that poor man’s. That’s just the way I roll.”
 
   “Okay. Whatever. Let’s get a cup of tea. But you gotta drink it. I can’t stand that stuff. That’s the way I roll.”
 
   After a bit more explaining, Tuesday broke open the tea bag that came with a little pot of hot water--Hugo did not stock loose tea—and Charles allowed that if he could sweeten his tea to his liking he could swallow it. While he sipped the hot tea, Tuesday fished her special scarf out of her oversized tote bag. She carried the piece of silk with her at all times and explained that she used it to channel the information.
 
   Charles followed her instructions to leave a few drops in the bottom of the cup, turned it upside down to scatter the leaves and Tuesday went to work.
 
   She studied the cup and gave Olivia a troubled look. Charles caught it. “What? What’s with the look?”
 
   Tuesday explained. “Well, this is actually an ideal cup, some difficult symbols balanced with some positive ones. I like cups with a little of both.”
 
   Charles showed his impatience. “Yeah, yeah, but what does it say about the murder?” 
 
   Tuesday tilted the cup and pointed to a cluster of leaves at the bottom. “See these two keys? They mean robbery. Someone is trying to rob you.” She got no response from Charles, so she elaborated. “It’s like someone is using the keys to get to your possessions.”
 
   Charles sat back and threw his linen napkin on the table. “So what’s new? Win the lottery and watch all the connivers come out of the woodwork trying to get a piece a you.”
 
   Tuesday pressed him. “Do you have locks on your doors and windows?”
 
   Charles nodded. “Of course. I have state of the art security systems around the house. Lemme see those keys.”
 
   Like most of her clients, Charles only saw clumps of leaves and stems that meant nothing to him. “A robbery, huh? So what’s the good news?”
 
   A big smile spread across Tuesday’s face. “Marriage.”
 
   Charles shook his head. “This is nonsense. I married for life when I married Ellie. Even if she’s in heaven, there’s no one else for me. I ain’t even interested.”
 
   Tuesday agreed. “I get that. But this could be a marriage of a different kind. It could be a partnership that is going to work out. That’s a kind of marriage. And look here,” she pointed to a small rectangle. “That’s definitely a monument. Means a building is significant in your life. If you ask me, the museum is going to work out.”
 
   Charles said, “Oh, come on, Tuesday. You’re just yanking my chain. You know all those things about me already. What’s the big deal telling me that a partnership and a building’s important. That’s all over the internet by now.” 
 
   He pointed to Olivia. “You’re looking at my partner.”
 
   Olivia shook her head. “Not officially.”
 
   Tuesday held up her hands in surrender. “I can only tell you what I see. Keep your eyes and ears peeled in the next few weeks and see what happens. And check those locks. That’s the big one. A robbery of some kind.”
 
   Just then the waiter arrived with their food and Tuesday gave him the signal to clear away the tea things. Olivia snapped her napkin onto her lap.
 
   Despite Charles’ dissatisfaction with the reading, he had warmed up to Tuesday’s lighthearted approach to his future.
 
   “People pay you for doing that?”
 
   Tuesday nodded as she doused her burger with ketchup.
 
   “How much?”
 
   When she told him he threw his head back and said, “Holy sh . . .” then caught himself before he swore. “Holy shinola. If this museum thing doesn’t work out, you gotta teach me that stuff. I’d be set for life.”
 
   They shared a friendship-cementing laugh and toasted each other with their beer and iced tea.  
 
   


 
   4:2
 
   Olivia hadn’t said much up to now. She tasted her salad and squeezed some more lemon juice over it as she framed a question that was bothering her. Finally, she said, “So where does this leave us?”
 
   Charles shrugged. “Who knows? What do you think?”
 
   “I haven’t a clue, really. It’s too early. But you’ll have to make a statement to the press some time today. Express your condolences to the widow. Don’t say anything about how he died or where he was found. Let the police handle that since we don’t have a confirmed cause of death anyway. You can do this by email and that way you won’t have to deal with a Q&A. A short, sweet statement, hit send and bing, bang, bam, we’re done with that. I’ll help you draft it and we’ll send it to the Marin IJ, the San Francisco and San Jose papers. Then lay low. You know, they say one worker dies for every million dollars spent on a project. This will be the tallest building in Marin County, so maybe we can get the papers to do a story on that statistic. Call it the law of averages and we’ll just move on.”
 
   Charles wiped his mouth with his napkin. “I don’t get it, Olivia. I leave New Jersey for some peace and quiet, to start a new life, get away from the east coast weather. Snow in the winter, heat in the summer, hurricane Sandy and all. I can pick anyplace in the world. So I read this burg is the best. Darling Valley. Home to billionaires. This is where every Joe Average wants to live. Then this happens. How weird is that?”
 
   Olivia shook her head in grim agreement. “You can’t hide from luck, Charles, good or bad. It follows you wherever you go. But I overheard something disturbing this morning. Some workers were talking and didn’t realize I was close by. They seemed to think that Mr. Fisher had found something that would shut down the project.”
 
   Charles stopped, mid bite of burger. “Shut it down? What are you talking about? We have all the permits.”
 
   “I know. The only thing I can think of would be an environmental issue. Like if he found important Native American artifacts or something like that. They’d have to be significant. Not just a garden variety arrowhead.” 
 
   A server hovered over the table, since this was, technically, a very expensive lunch. Charles signaled for more ketchup before answering.
 
   “That can’t be, Olivia. We went through the EIR.” He meant the Environmental Impact Report required by the State. “This land was approved for construction. Didn’t you tell me they had an expert on California tribes say we weren’t near any old settlements or ancient grave sites?”
 
   Olivia pushed her salad away, half finished. “I know. I don’t understand it. I’m going to go over those documents when I get back to my office. See if I can find something the state agencies missed. We have to find out more about the victim. I wish we could talk to those guys to get more information, but I didn’t actually see them. I was behind the fence, you know, the one covered with the banner.”
 
   Charles had a suggestion. “Suppose I talk to Scott. Maybe he knows something.” 
 
   Olivia wasn’t keen on that idea. She reminded Charles of his argument with Scott, who didn’t seem to be on good terms with anyone today.
 
   Charles mused, “But if an item was found, he’s bound by law to report it. So he must not know.”
 
   Olivia leaned forward, very serious. “I think we may be opening a can of worms, Charles. If Jed Fisher found an item of serious significance, almost everyone on the podium this morning would have a reason for keeping it quiet. We all stand to lose. If this is an Indian burial site, for instance, it could take years to get that sorted out, the graves found, moved, if we would even get permission for that, and the project reapproved.”
 
   “You put it that way, Olivia, you’re right. Everyone’s going to be under suspicion. Except maybe Miss Tea For Two, here.”
 
   Tuesday grinned but the mood remained somber.
 
   Olivia had a light bulb moment. “Charles, we have to get ahead of this. Prepare for the worst. Our team is going to want answers. Scott, Russ, the architect, Sonia at the bank, lawyers, oh, and of course, Governor Bailey Logan’s office. All of them. We need to figure out how this death can hurt us. If we catch a break and it’s an accidental death, well, we start a fund for the widow, ask for public donations to show our support for her and move on. As far as the project is concerned, no harm done. Or, not much harm done. If it’s not accidental, maybe that’s still our plan.”
 
   Tuesday said softly, “That’s pretty cold, Olivia.”
 
   “Agreed,” she said. “But so’s being held liable by all those people for a lot of money they’ve invested in this project. If we don’t get a handle on this, Charles is in a world of hurt. We all are.”
 
   Charles brushed that possibility away. “I don’t care about that right now. What about his wife and that baby?”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “We have to do something to make sure they’re taken care of.”
 
   Olivia leaned in. “Charles, don’t you go near her. She is Scott’s problem. I’m sure there’s liability insurance to cover her needs.”
 
   “Well, from what Scott said about screwing up the insurance this morning, I wouldn’t count on it. I want to know how she makes out. I don’t want her suffering unnecessarily because of this. I feel responsible. Keep tabs on her, okay?”
 
   Olivia was adamant. “No, Charles. I can’t agree to that. A number of things come to mind. First, we don’t know if she’s a friend or an enemy. I hope you have your lawyer on speed dial because whatever or whoever killed her husband, there will be a suit against you for wrongful death. The amount she’ll go after will depend on whether it was negligence on the part of Scott’s company, accidental death, in which case was there a security breach, or if he contributed to his own demise by doing something reckless. Whatever happened, she’ll get a payout. And it will cost you, either in cash or public relations damage.”
 
   Charles’ face went dark. “I don’t like this, Olivia. It’s such an inhumane way to look at it.”
 
   Olivia knew he was thinking of his wife, relating to the pain Victoria was suffering at the loss of her husband.”
 
   “None of us like this. For more reasons than I can count. If you reach out to her prematurely, it could be construed as guilt.”
 
   Charles didn’t answer. He looked into his glass, then drained the last of his beer. She could tell by the hardened look in his eyes, he didn’t like her advice. 
 
   “Charles, “ she said softly. “I just want you to keep one thing in mind. This is the time for CMA mode.”
 
   She answered the question on his face. “Cover my assets. You have to do it, and you can be sure Scott and the others are conferring with their lawyers right now. If you want this museum to go forward, you have to wear your armor at all times.”
 
   He didn’t say anything, remaining thoughtful.
 
   “You didn’t earn your money by swimming with sharks. You don’t know how cutthroat business can be. You are on a steep learning curve that started as soon as Bailey stuck her shovel into Jed Fisher.”
 
   Charles winced, then said, “You’re right. What do we do now?”
 
   Olivia reached for her purse to check her lipstick, signaling she was getting ready to leave. “After lunch, call your lawyer. Then we call a meeting. All the principals. Get them all to agree to present a united front. We let the police do their job of investigating the death. We do our job of making sure it doesn’t stop our forward progress. Okay?” 
 
   She turned to Tuesday. “I’m sorry, girlfriend, but you’ll have to be on your own tonight while I’m at the meeting.”
 
   Tuesday signaled no problem. Charles was looking up at the ceiling. Was he communing with Ellie? Olivia needed his undivided attention. She reached across the table and touched his hand. “Okay?”
 
   He gave her a grim smile. He answered her the way they ended all of their business meetings. “Okay. I’m your guy, Olivia.”
 
   “Thanks, Charles. And I’m yours.”
 
   Olivia accepted a refill on her iced tea. Charles looked up at the ceiling again and spoke his thoughts aloud. 
 
   “Ellie, I hope you’re listening and putting in a good word for us. We got some big problems on our hands.”
 
   Without realizing it, Olivia followed his eyes and seconded the plea.
 
   Charles became very businesslike. “So who do like for the perp?”
 
   Olivia laughed. “What, are we doing the Sopranos now?”
 
   Charles laughed back. “Might as well. Gets me in the mood.”
 
   Tuesday mimicked a mob wife. “I don’t got a clue.”
 
    
 
   They left the deserted banquet room and Charles told the maître ‘d he needed to speak with Hugo to work out the payment for the failed lunch party. 
 
   Hugo arrived with a big smile and Charles pointed to the bill. Olivia and Tuesday stepped aside while they wrangled. 
 
   “Hugo, my man. I don’t see why I should pay for food you didn’t cook.” He was referring to the items on the menu for the Governor’s lunch.
 
   Hugo looked offended. “But I bought it for you. What am I going to do with a dozen halibut steaks and ribeyes?”
 
   Charles said, Howsabout what you always do? Serve them for dinner tonight and charge an arm and a leg?”
 
   In the end they split the difference on the halibut, but Charles still had to pay the remainder of the bill.
 
   Olivia tried to soften the blow as they headed for the door. “At least you didn’t have a bar bill.” 
 
   She knew he could buy and sell Hugo’s restaurant a hundred times over, yet he haggled over a few halibut steaks. He might have twelve zeros at the end of his bank balance, but at heart he was a blue collar worker, worrying over the pennies. He’d only been rich two years. He’d been a struggling worker for over two decades before that. People don’t change that fast. 
 
   They reached the front door of Hugo’s that opened onto Darling Boulevard, the town’s main drag. Olivia gasped when she saw the crowd of reporters and cameras waiting for a sound bite from Charles.
 
   No chance of sneaking out the back entrance. They’d come in Olivia’s truck. It was parked right in front of the restaurant, the press an obstacle course they’d have to overcome before they could drive away.
 
   She held up her keys and secured her purse over her shoulder. “Okay, my friend. This isn’t going to be pretty. Not like the press conferences we’ve orchestrated to promote the museum. They are after blood and you don’t want to make a big mistake talking about a murder when you are smack in the middle of it.”
 
   Charles looked bewildered. “How did my life turn into a circus?”
 
   “Too late for second guessing, Charles. I’m going to open the door and you keep your head down and make a run for the truck. And what ever you do, keep your mouth shut!”
 
   She turned to Tuesday. “That goes for you, too, Cleopatra.”
 
   


 
    
 
   4:3
 
   “Mrs. Harmon! Just the person I wanted to see.”
 
   Olivia pulled the truck into the driveway and jumped out, Tuesday right behind her. They had dropped Charles off at his house and Tuesday had a chance to see how the other half lived. 
 
   “Come back and have a look around,” he’d said in answer to her dropped jaw when they’d driven past two acres of lawn to his front door. 
 
   “I will. When the paps aren’t on our tail.” 
 
   It had taken Olivia almost the length of Darling Boulevard to outrun the paparazzi.
 
    
 
   Now they headed for the trash cans where Mrs. Harmon was tossing out her recycling. 
 
   “Mrs. Harmon, I’m so glad to see you survived that awful scene this morning. Are you all right?”
 
   The woman looked startled when she saw Olivia, hurriedly closing the lid of the blue can, and rushing to her front door. “Sorry, Olivia. I’m in the middle of something. No time to chat.”
 
   Olivia had grown fond of the prickly woman, but she did have a knack for trying her patience. What did she have to do that was so important she could not spare a minute to chat? After what she witnessed this morning, wouldn’t she be interested in news, in exchanging ideas on what had happened to the man, the fate of the widow? And how about saying a proper hello to Tuesday instead of an indifferent nod?
 
   In addition, Mrs. Harmon had lost her husband suddenly, by an act that turned out to be murder. Olivia knew that one death opened all the graves. She wanted to offer a shoulder in case Mrs. Harmon, like Charles, was experiencing a flashback to her own tragedy.
 
   But the elegant lady would have none of it. 
 
   “Maybe tomorrow, Olivia,” she said and slipped inside her front door, the one that opened onto the driveway rather than her kitchen door that opened onto their common laundry area and back yard. She pulled the door closed quickly as she always did to keep Olivia from peeking inside. 
 
   Tuesday gave a perplexed shrug. 
 
   Olivia answered, “She’s like that sometimes. Beats me.”
 
   Even though Mrs. Harmon’s behavior bordered on rudeness just now, she did remind Olivia that she needed to empty her shredder and put out her own recycling. The collectors would come late this afternoon. In the meantime, she helped Tuesday carry her luggage upstairs to the loft, her living quarters.
 
   “Why don’t you unpack while I check my messages and get a little work done down here at my desk?”
 
   Olivia’s office was on the first floor, a corner tucked away in the back with a door to the garden area on one side of her desk, and on the other, French doors leading to the showroom where her expensive antiques were on display. Customers entered through a paned glass front door. The house had a roomy front porch with Adirondack chairs and an abundance of colorful potted annuals and perennials so that, unlike the staid and rather bland Victorians on either side, Olivia’s house always looked like a cover shot for House Beautiful. 
 
   Tuesday mimicked annoyance. “You sure know how to show a girl a good time.”
 
   “There’s Salted Caramel ice cream in the freezer.”
 
   “And hot fudge sauce in the cupboard?”
 
   Olivia nodded yes. 
 
   Tuesday grinned. “All is forgiven. Go do your boring work.”
 
    
 
   As she booted up her computer Olivia was reminded once again that the outside world never came to a halt just because she had a crisis on her hands. Messages galore flooded her answering service. Olivia preferred a real person speaking to her clients and vendors, rather than the mechanical voice mail, and the woman with sultry, dulcet tones who answered, and whom Olivia knew was nearing retirement, told her she had thirteen messages. “Shall I email them to you?”
 
   “Please.”
 
   As usual, everyone thought their problems required Olivia to call back yesterday. She flashed on the dead body and the weeping wife. Now that was a real problem. The issue of drapes a quarter of an inch too short and the delivery of a $30,000 sofa a day late fell into perspective. Her first order of business right now was to line up the people who must attend the meeting at Charles’ house later today to discuss the matter of a potential construction shutdown. 
 
   She phoned each person in alphabetical order. Alistair, Pierre Ballard’s assistant, was up first. Naturally, he gave her a hard time.
 
   “Sorry, Al. I can’t reschedule to eight p.m. It’s seven, on the dot, at Charles’ home. If your other appointment protests being shuffled around, ask them how they’d like to meet you in a jail cell.” 
 
   She pulled her phone away from her ear as he objected to being called Al and threatened to complain to Pierre about her threats. 
 
   “What I mean by that, Al, is that we have a very serious problem on our hands that trumps anything else on our calendars. If this is a case of capital murder, the police will want to put someone in jail for it. We need to make sure it isn’t one of us. And that doesn’t even take into consideration our potential financial losses. Would you like to explain to Pierre what you have going on that’s more important, or shall I?”
 
   After a silence, she said, “Thank you, Al. I thought you’d see it my way. See you at seven. ON. THE. DOT.”
 
   She hung up asking herself why underlings were so much more difficult than the principles. She got through the rest of her list fairly quickly, everyone only too eager to meet and solve their nasty problem. Scott seemed particularly eager to get the group together soon. He had some out of town meetings to attend for another project.
 
   After a call to Charles to confirm the meeting, she opened her email folder. Tuesday called down that she was going to be in the spare bedroom unpacking and sorting out her various herbs and cleanses that accompanied her on all of her trips. 
 
   Tuesday billed herself as a nutrition counselor in addition to her tea leaf reading services. She talked a good story about healthful eating and supplementing her diet with potions that counteracted the crimes agribusiness committed on the consumer, but Olivia had never seen her use any of them. Tuesday was just as tempted by good champagne, luscious desserts and rich food as Olivia was, hardly cleanse fodder. Olivia loved her friend no matter what, and never blew her cover, though she got a huge chuckle when Charles had at lunch.
 
   While her laptop screen came to life, Olivia checked her watch. She had half an hour before she had to leave for her meeting with Marguerite Fredericks. She absolutely must convince her that the finishing touches on the pool house would be ready by party time on Friday and that she would be more than pleased with the result, regardless of Hamish’s undercutting.
 
    After responding to her important emails and sending the rest to trash, she began searching, in order, for California environmental laws for contractors, liability laws relating to construction sites, and regulations regarding building sites that might impact native tribes. 
 
   She skipped over the OSHA references. She’d once given a seminar for designers on workplace safety and had those rules down cold. The other sites kept her busy reading and taking notes until she had to leave for the pool house.
 
    
 
   Before she left, she ran upstairs and called out to Tuesday, “Want a bite? That salad didn’t hold me and I’m scrounging in the refrigerator before I head over to see my client.”
 
   No sound came from the guest room, Tuesday apparently making good on her promise to take a nap after she unpacked. Quickly, Olivia cut a banana into some yogurt, gulped it down and tossed the banana skin into her trash, which reminded her again that it was recycling day. She grabbed her purse and iPad, gathered up her various trash bags, both kitchen waste and recycling, and hurried down the stairs and out into the yard to the bins she shared with Mrs. Harmon. 
 
   She surprised a neighbor’s cat lurking around the cans. Or, rather, the black cat let out a whine and surprised her. Olivia had seen the cat on her property se. Its belly dragged on the ground so it wasn’t a stray looking for food. She’d have to try to find its owner.
 
   Into the black bin went the kitchen refuse, a few garden scraps into the green bin and then she tossed the paper sack full of shredding, junk mail and cereal and cookie boxes into the blue one. Unlike her usual habit of emptying her trash in without looking carefully into the bins, always too busy to get on with her next chore or appointment, she scanned for a moment the contents she had seen Mrs. Harmon discard.
 
   “Oh, my,” Olivia whispered. “Poor Mrs. Harmon.” 
 
   In an instant Olivia understood why her tenant had to run off. No doubt she was in a hurry to get back into her apartment, likely her bathroom. A corner of a somewhat delicate product peeked out of a paper bag. Olivia chided herself for her impatience with the woman. You never know what someone else is going through, she reminded herself. You never know what cross they have to bear.
 
   With a slight shuddering wish that her own life never went down that road as she got older, she closed the lid on a box of adult diapers.
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   Set far up into the low hills under the shadow of Mt. Tamalpais, the Fredericks’ mansion loomed over their picturesque street. The front of the house overlooked a million dollar view of San Francisco Bay and the hills to the east. The property, however, had too many trees to suit Olivia, offering more shade than was comfortable in wintery weather when the fog collected in tree tops and dripped onto the house and garden. 
 
   The Fredericks’ had purchased the house before Olivia moved to Darling Valley, or she would never have advised buying the house. Now she was rescuing the dank back yard by clearing away trees and opening up the lot to sunlight around the dark tiled, over-sized pool. She had taken down an old shed at the far end of the yard and in its place a Palladian charmer with arched windows and ornamented pillars welcomed the Fredericks’ guests. 
 
   Pretty as it was, Olivia had tried to convince her client to choose a style more in keeping with their Tudor house. However, Marguerite kept insisting that, “It’s Richard’s idea.” 
 
   Olivia knew better, but gave the client what she wanted. After all, she was writing the checks.
 
   She parked her truck next to Vittorio Zirpoli’s van and instantly felt her spirits lift. She walked around the back to greet the electrical contractor, calling out his name. In a moment out came the cute young guy who had magic in his hands and a reputation for bringing all jobs in ahead of schedule. She made a mental note the first time she met him that if Cody continued to give Carrie the we’re just friends routine, she was going to set her up with Vittorio.
 
   Vittorio fairly beamed when he greeted Olivia. “Miss Granville,” he said, wiping his hands on his workpants and extending his hand. “I didn’t know you were coming today. I thought you’d be tied up with the groundbreaking ceremony. Big stuff, right? The governor and all?”
 
   Born in the hills above Florence and transported to San Francisco by his parents when he was five, Vittorio had no trace of an Italian accent, but his gene pool had gifted him with abundant dark hair and bone structure worthy of Michelangelo. He was determined to make a success of his business and was dedicated to his job. 
 
   When Olivia teased him once about being all work and no play, he gave her a look that that told her girls never figured in his happiness equation. For that reason, she worried about him. He was apt to be blindsided by some young thing and, with no experience with women, he wouldn’t know how to handle it. She worried about him the way she worried about Cody, like they were her little brothers. 
 
   She said, “Have you had the radio on or checked your email?”
 
   She knew the answer was no. He even ate the lunch his mother made for him every day while he worked. So she filled him in on the tragedy. Instantly, he made the sign of the cross and said a prayer for Jed Fisher when she described his grief-struck widow and baby.
 
   “But I’m not here to check up on you, Vittorio. I’m supposed to meet with Mrs. Fredericks to go over some of the details for Friday. That’s the big reveal day.”
 
   He tapped his head. “I got it on my calendar, Miss Granville. But Mrs. F isn’t here.”
 
   This took Olivia by surprise as Mrs. Fredericks had left a message specifically confirming their meeting.
 
   “Oh, is she coming back soon? We had an appointment.”
 
   Vittorio shrugged. “Probably not soon. She left with Mr. Walsh to look at property. She was showing him the pool house and I heard them talking. I think they were going out for something to eat afterwards.”
 
   “Hamish Walsh?” Olivia said disbelieving, as though Vittorio had described a creature just risen from the dead.
 
   “Yeah, you know, the decorator. I guess he was in some magazine. They talked about it but I didn’t hear which one.”
 
   “Architectural Digest.”
 
   “Oh, wow,” Vittorio said in awe. “That’s a deal and a half. I guess that’s what they’re going to celebrate.”
 
   Olivia had to bite her tongue. “Maybe I got the time wrong. I wonder if she meant three o’clock tomorrow. I’ll call her later. Good seeing you, Vittorio.”
 
   “You, too, Miss Granville.”
 
   “Tell your mother I said hi.”
 
   “I will. She’ll be glad to hear that.” 
 
   His mother owned an elegant shoe shop on Darling Boulevard, which was how Olivia found out about her talented son. The savvy businesswoman/mother had no hesitancy about singing the praises of her only child when she heard that Olivia, trying on a pair of Jimmy Choos at the time, was in the business of remodeling homes.
 
   Olivia needed to leave before she said something very unprofessional about Hamish in front of her favorite subcontractor. She blurted out, “Gotta run,” and scurried down the path to her truck, cursing Hamish Walsh all the way. 
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   On the way back to her house, Olivia found herself close to the museum site and decided to stop. Crime scene tape adorned the fence and podium but the police were gone. Good, she thought. She could have a look around on her own. She locked her truck and ducked under the tape to see a mostly deserted site. A few workmen were busy behind the chain link fence, still draped in the logo banner that had hidden her from the men complaining about the deceased. Olivia could not see anyone else around the site. 
 
   The tarp still covered the damp ground and folding chairs were scattered around the edges. The chairs. They were not tagged in any way so she assumed she could have Cody return them to Bethany. She pulled out her phone and sent him a text. He immediately texted back, tx fr hdz up. I’ll use my truck.
 
    She thanked him back and began walking.
 
   She didn’t know what she was looking for but traversed the area from the podium to the edge of the clearing for the proposed meditation grove. This morning the site had so much promise and now a dark cloud hung over it, literally, as the sun had not broken through the morning’s cloud cover. That image of a cloud gave her a surge of energy, of determination. She was going to turn that cloud into sunshine. She would do whatever it took to remove this stain from The Bacon-Paatz Museum. She would find out who was responsible for this heinous act, whether it was done by accident or on purpose, and restore the good will to the project that she and Charles had worked so hard to develop. 
 
   With a clear purpose now, she entered the wooded area where the last trees were waiting to be cut down. Jed Fisher had been in charge of clearing the trees. Perhaps he had been here last night when he met his killer. Walking carefully, she hadn’t changed into casual shoes in order to look professional for her meeting with Mrs. Fredericks, she searched the ground for clues. Avoiding the mud puddles as much as possible, she found markers by the forensics team next to many sets of footprints. Two of them belonged to a man and woman in heels. 
 
   Russ Bowers and his assistant immediately came to mind. She remembered seeing the mud on Russ’s cuffs and shoes when they first spoke this morning. She’d made a snap judgment that they had been up to hanky-panky deep in the woods. These prints seemed to confirm her suspicions. She gave a disgusted toss of her head, as though they had desecrated holy ground. 
 
   She saw other markers over footprints left by boots, obviously belonging to the workers. Perhaps they were even Jed’s boots. She saw another set that seemed to go off by itself. Perhaps Russ and his girlfriend had separated for appearances’ sake. After their little tryst in the woods, he might have joined the rest of the crowd alone so no one would put two and two together. She imagined their escapade had cost them. Surely the damp muddy ground ruined their shoes. Serves them right, she thought. He’s a married man, for crying out loud.
 
   What she was really looking for were traces of whatever Jed had found and tried to bring to Scott’s attention. Some sign where artifacts might be buried, or the patch of muddy ground he might have been investigating. But all she saw were wood chips from the logging operations, branches from trees that had come down, and muddy earth gouged by the trucks she had seen hauling the trees away on occasions when she and Charles had come to the site to meet with Scott.
 
   Where might Jed have secreted his finds, she wondered. He had not made his discoveries public, or Olivia would have heard about them from Scott. The workers speculated Jed had told the wrong person about his find. Who would that have been?
 
   Did Scott have them and had not yet taken action? Matt was going to talk to him about that. 
 
   Olivia had a strong suspicion they were they still in Jed’s hiding place. Maybe in his truck. Or in his home? Olivia knew so little about the logger, including where he lived. But she knew his name. Surely she could find his address on the Internet. She’d pay a visit to his widow. Victoria Fisher might be sitting on a piece of evidence that could help solve her husband’s death. 
 
   Certainly Matt and his team, knowing what Olivia had heard, would ask these questions of Victoria, too. But she might have a lawyer by now who would advise her not to talk to the police. There was no such worry with Olivia, a member of the public and a person truly concerned for her welfare. If she remembered Olivia’s attention when the body was first discovered, Olivia might be the one person she’d feel she could trust. Then again, she might remember that initially, Olivia had brushed her off.
 
   Olivia felt a chill, and hurried back to her truck. Her next order of business was to find Victoria.
 
    
 
   On the way back to her house she passed The Salted Caramel on Darling Boulevard. She decided to stock up on Tuesday’s favorite ice cream and fudge sauce. It was late in the afternoon and she’d have a chance to see how Carrie was doing after the shock this morning. But Carrie had not returned to work. Carla, the owner, was behind the counter when she went in, helping a customer who, from the back, looked familiar. When the owner greeted Olivia by name, he turned around and they stared at one another in surprise. 
 
   “Hello, Miss Granville,” Alistair said with an obvious sneer.
 
   Olivia wanted to smack him. No young man she knew in Darling Valley would think of treating her so rudely. 
 
   “Hello, Al. I’m surprised to see you here. I see you’ve found the best pastry shop on the west coast. Are you heading back to the east coast after our meeting this evening? Nothing else for you to do here.”
 
   Olivia didn’t really care what his plans were, but while they waited for their orders, his coffee and a pastry and her ice cream, she felt she had to make small talk.
 
   “I’m not sure of my plans,” he said without looking at her directly. “I may stay a few days and see how things play out. I know Pierre would want to know what’s going on.”
 
   “That’s not really necessary, you know. I keep him apprised of everything he needs to know.”
 
   She thought she detected a note of anxiety flash across the young man’s face, though she couldn’t figure out why. If the project stalled it would have no impact on his job. As soon as he got on a plane back to New York he would have nothing else to do for the museum. What did it matter to Olivia even if there were consequences for him? Young people flitted from job to job these days. He’d get another one. 
 
   Alistair was definitely a dandy. She’d seen him three times now, twice when he came to her office to complain about his lodgings, and then today for the ceremony, each time in a new suit. He probably needed to keep working to support his wardrobe.
 
   He said, “I think I told you that I have a few friends here in Northern California. I might hang out a day or two more with them.”
 
   Carla poured Alistair’s coffee with her signature SC inside a heart swirled into the foam. Next she placed his pastry on one of her pink plates and said, “Nine-twenty, please,” giving him the ingratiating smile she reserved for all her customers.
 
    He reached into his breast pocket for a slim leather wallet and pulled out a credit card. A few receipts sailed into the air. Olivia helped him scoop them up. She noticed that he had visited DV’s pricier shops. She handed him a receipt from Valley Leather Goods, Vittorio’s mother’s store. 
 
   “You have good taste,” she said. “The owner is a friend of mine.” 
 
   She glanced down and sure enough he was sporting shiny new shoes. She guessed New York was a different scene from the relatively laid back West Coast. You probably needed to be well dressed on your way up the ladder, even if you couldn’t really afford to be well heeled. 
 
   He accepted the receipt without comment, and headed for a table with his tray. “See you later, Miss Granville.”
 
   Olivia noted his arch tone. “Sure thing, Al,” she said, chuckling to herself. She enjoyed pulling his self-important chain. Did he think he was dealing with an underling here? She was running the show for cripes sake.
 
   While Carla packaged her ice cream and jar of fudge sauce, Olivia mentally compared Vittorio and Alistair. She wondered if Al treated his mother as well as Vittorio treated his, or if he treated anyone well. The two young men were about the same age, but as far apart in temperament and personal appeal as two humans could be.
 
    
 
   


 
   
Chapter Five: Cover Your Assets
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   Monday Late Afternoon
 
   “Cut to the chase, Olivia. All due respect, but are we going to lose our shirts on this one?” 
 
   That from the no-nonsense banker, Sonia Gutierrez, trying to move the meeting along. She pointed to her watch. 
 
   “My kids have homework to do.” She looked around the room for sympathy. “You think their father is going to tell them they can’t watch South Park?”
 
   Olivia counted off the roll in her head. All eleven participants accounted for and on time, sitting in Charles’ spacious living room on one of the white down-cushioned sofas or turquoise and orange flowered occasional chairs. She’d started off politely, tapping her water glass, and the team gave their attention over to her. She barely had her first sentence fully formed, “First, I’d like to thank Charles Bacon for making his lovely home . . . “ when Sonia let it be known she was not there to waste time.
 
   “What do we have at risk, Olivia? Lay it out for us.” 
 
   Then, realizing she had interrupted Olivia, she turned to everyone and said, “Sorry, but we know each other. We can dispense with the pleasantries, right?”
 
   Olivia stood at the mantle in the enormous room Charles had furnished with her help. The mantle came from an old chateau outside of Paris. She realized as she chose fabrics and furniture that he was testing her business sense, taste and whether or not they could work together on the museum. Today, though was the first time she had seen Charles entertaining, the first time she saw that even though the room was elegant, it was homey. Like Charles, Sonia had slipped off her shoes.
 
   Olivia spoke. “Look, I’m not an expert in murder cases, but you all know I’ve been here before.” 
 
   She looked at Sonia as if to remind her that she wouldn’t have her job if Olivia had not discovered her predecessor’s deception that ultimately helped the police solve three murders.
 
   “Detective Richards has indicated that Mr. Fisher’s death is suspicious pending results of the autopsy. I asked him bluntly if he was going to shut down construction and he said for the time being, but it was too early to tell for how long. It is a crime scene and, as you all saw this morning, cordoned off with crime scene tape. None of us can access the property.” 
 
   She didn’t think it was worth mentioning her recent visit to the property. She turned to Scott, who was red-faced with frustration. “That means you have to tell your men that until further notice, they have to stay away from the site.”
 
   Scott took some visible deep breaths then forced himself to speak in even tones. Everyone could tell he was straining to hold his temper. “Olivia, I have twenty men on my payroll right now who won’t be able to feed their families if this job gets shut down. Are you going to explain that to them?”
 
   She noticed that he had not mentioned the lapse in the insurance coverage if there was a shutdown. Who was going to pick up that tab if the crime scene tape remained up much longer?
 
   Next, Al, the pesky assistant art curator, jumped on her. “It seems to me that there was a serious security lapse, Miss Granville. Can you explain that to us?”
 
   She saw several heads nodding. This took Olivia by surprise. They were nailing her for the death? After all she’d done to make sure things went off without a hitch? And how dare that pipsqueak question anything she did on the site? What did he make, ten dollars an hour mailing out brochures in Pierre’s gallery? Yet she refused to lose her composure in front of this crowd. She said politely,
 
   “I assure you, Al, I did all that was required of me and more.”
 
   He broke in petulantly. “It’s Alistair.”
 
   Olivia just ignored him. It took more than an intern with illusions of grandeur to rattle her chains.
 
   She sent a smile around the room to smooth the troubled waters. Why wasn’t anyone coming to her defense?
 
   “As you all know, I was responsible for security at the groundbreaking ceremony. Scott, however, took care of general security during evenings and weekends.”
 
   Al broke in again, this time focusing his anger on the contractor. “Perhaps you should have provided more than a malnourished poodle, Scott.”
 
   Scott stood up and pointed his finger in Alistair’s face, but Sonia pulled him back. 
 
   “I’ve used that security firm on many projects,” he said, “and they provide excellent watchdogs.”
 
   Olivia came to the pooch’s defense. “Do you mean Venus, the Italian Shepherd? Trust me, you don’t want to meet her in a dark alley.”
 
   Russ rolled his eyes at Olivia. “I think you mean German Shepherd, Olivia. There’s no such thing as an Italian Shepherd.” 
 
   He looked around at the group to show off his expertise. “I raise champion show dogs, you know. I know my breeds.”
 
   Scott, still glowering, said, “Oh, yeah, you know everything, Bowers? That rendering we put up? Looked like a school kid printed it.
 
   Russ then sneered at Olivia. “I told you the font on the drawing would comeback to haunt us.”
 
   “Russ,” Olivia said, “this isn’t about the rendering. Venus likes Italian food.”
 
   Olivia wanted to get back to the agenda, but needed to explain. 
 
   “I used to have a Shepherd when I lived in LA. I guess I have a feel for the breed. I fed her some of my pizza one day when we were there for a lunch meeting and Venus has been my girl ever since. As long as I bring pizza or meatballs. You know how women are. It’s all, what have you done for me lately.”
 
   But nobody laughed. 
 
   “That’s why I call her an Italian Shepherd.”
 
   Scott added, “She’s trained to attack. The service I use is top notch. They use armed guards and ferocious dogs, Al. In case you want to test it out, try sneaking around the site after dark.”  
 
   Al jumped up. “Are you threatening me?”
 
   Olivia got him to sit down. He reminded her of a petulant teenager, needing to have the last word. 
 
   He was still glaring at Scott. “Was she scarfing down meatballs last night, Scott? Was she? She certainly wasn’t doing her job.”
 
   Scott said, “Jed Fisher had to have been killed between quitting time and six pm when security releases Venus from her pen. They don’t do it before then, in case there are still some workers on the site. I checked with the guard on duty last night. He didn’t hear anything. Otherwise, at the first sign of an altercation Venus would have been all over an intruder.”
 
   Russ Bowers broke in. “We are wasting our time talking about dogs when we need to figure out how to control the spin on this situation. Need I remind everyone that my firm’s name is all over the project and we have ads in all the professional journals listing the site as one of our designs? If this becomes a media circus it will do untold harm to my reputation.”
 
   Scott raised his voice again. “I’m sick of you, Bowers. You seem to think this whole project is all about you. I’m on the line, too, you know.”
 
   Russ jumped up and put his nose in Scott’s face. “Need I remind you that I came up with the design? I create the plans and you just follow orders.”
 
   Olivia groaned. These two were at it again. This was a replay of almost every design meeting. 
 
   Scott jabbed a finger into Russ’s chest. “I’d like to see how well you dig a foundation with those plans, or erect rebar or figure out how much load to put on the crane so it doesn’t topple over when it’s building up the floors.”
 
   Russ turned and threw his glass at the fireplace, sending a shower of water and shards of glass into the room. 
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   Olivia had been afraid something like this would happen. Russ had a reputation for hot headedness and this situation was too volatile for short tempers. 
 
   Charles separated them. “Guys. Settle down now. Go to your neutral corners.”
 
   The two men looked shocked, as if they suddenly realized they had an audience. Scott was clearly embarrassed. 
 
   Russ took a seat grudgingly. “Sorry folks. Charles,” he said meekly, “send me the bill if the there’s any damage here.”
 
   Charles said, “Fagetaboutit,” and Olivia asked each person to state any concerns about the situation. From out of nowhere, Maria, the maid, appeared with brush and dustpan to clean up the mess.
 
    
 
   Nervously now, the environmental engineer whose name Olivia could not recall, said, “I handed in my report, Dr. Lauren signed off on it and the State approved it. I had nothing to do with security or anything like that. Unless he died of toxic waste, my ass is covered.”
 
   Toxic waste? Was that what Jed Fisher had uncovered on the land? Olivia had never considered that possibility. Was there some leakage from an old dumping site the environmental guy had missed? He hadn’t spent much time on the site, as Olivia recalled. He had poked around, taken some soil samples, and completed his work in his office. She had met him only once before, but out of courtesy to his agency, which had fast tracked their report, he’d been invited to the groundbreaking.
 
   Olivia looked around the room. How many more people could have a stake in making sure nothing stopped the project? Olivia shuddered. Was the killer in the room? Of course, suspicion could fall on her, as well as Charles. She would have to be very careful to make sure things didn’t get out of control any more than they had.
 
   She had decided not to mention the conversation between the two workers she’d overheard. Without proof, it was hearsay. It would not do to have unsubstantiated rumors circulating around the case. Matt was in charge of investigating that tidbit and releasing sensitive information to the public. 
 
   But she did want to give Scott a chance to clue them in to any problems. They deserved a heads up, even if Scott had to admit being behind schedule.
 
   “Scott,” she said in a neutral voice, “do you have anything to tell us about the site? Anything we should know that would cause someone to target a workman? I’m not saying you do, but just in case there is something we all should know, this would be the time.”
 
   The contractor had changed back into his muddy khakis and denim shirt, the clothes he usually wore on the site. Olivia was not surprised that he was on edge, tapping his foot obsessively, constantly running his hands through his hair, chewing on his bottom lip. The only people who were not anxious on a building site were those who didn’t have skin in the game. The government overseers. Like the environmental folks. What difference did it make to them if the job got shut down? It wasn’t going to affect their paychecks.
 
   Scott answered Olivia. “Of course I have nothing to report. If I knew anything, I’d have told the police. This is as much of a mystery to me as it is to you all.”
 
   “Okay, thanks, Scott,” Olivia said, though she didn’t entirely believe him. 
 
   She addressed the whole group. “Listen, we have to present a united front. I will handle the media and I’ll report back with anything I hear from the DVPD. I don’t think it’s a good idea for any of you to make any individual public statements without clearing it through me.” 
 
   A general cacophony ensued, everyone insisting on the right to handle their own press. Charles had said very little other than trying to separate the combatants. Olivia noticed his bewildered expression, could all but read his mind. How had his tribute of love for Ellie, his Taj Mahal have turned into such a disaster? 
 
   Olivia was still standing at the mantel. Alistair walked over to her and planted himself in front of her with his hands on his hips. “Before this goes any further, we MUST talk about new acquisitions and expanding the design space.”
 
   Olivia wasn’t sure she heard correctly. “What business is it of yours what we acquire or don’t acquire? And really, Al? Like, timing?” 
 
   Scott approached her with a demand that Charles cover his payroll for the days the site was shut down. The meeting ended with nothing accomplished, the group dangerously fractured.
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   Monday Evening
 
    “None for me, thanks. I’m still on duty.” 
 
   Matt Richards stretched out on Olivia’s couch and closed his eyes while she poured a small glass of Pinot for herself and settled into the chair opposite him. She wasn’t surprised he refused a drink. This day had been unconscionably long for both of them, and for him it was not over yet. Here it was ten-thirty and he’d have to head back to his office when they finished. She knew his cardinal rule: no drinking while on the job. 
 
   He was chief of detectives in Darling Valley and, naturally, among other things, he oversaw unexplained deaths. There had only been three since he and Olivia met. But it was up to him to sort out thefts, as well, white collar crimes, and the various types of assault and battery, domestic and child abuse that surfaced regularly among the upscale and lower scale residents, as well as the growing instances of drug traffic in their bucolic town.
 
   Each case earned his complete attention, and unless they were open and shut, there was always a point when he was physically present, but mentally miles away, searching for answers someplace deep inside himself. She sensed he was in that place now.
 
   But she, too, needed answers. She was as involved in today’s tragedy as much as he was. She needed to draw him out, so she asked gently, “Do you have any news?”
 
   He avoided answering, changed the subject. “Where’s Tuesday?”
 
   Olivia sipped her wine and stretched her back. She longed for sleep. 
 
   “She’s had a harrowing day herself and turned in early.” She told him about the cattle stampede on the freeway. 
 
   Matt burst out laughing. “Cows on the freeway? That could only happen to Tuesday.”
 
   Then Olivia said, “One of the Jersey’s apparently took out a fender on the airport shuttle.”
 
   Matt grimaced and said, “Scary.”
 
    
 
   Tuesday was the biggest supporter of her relationship with Matt. Months earlier, after she got a look at his dark, exotic Punjabi-American looks, she’d said, “Get on that, girlfriend!” 
 
   Tuesday’s enthusiasm balanced the objections of Tazmania, Matt’s sister. Though he was born and raised in Chicago and educated at Harvard, Matt’s sister and mother wanted nothing more for him than to produce an heir. Olivia suspected that Taz was eager for this outcome to take the pressure off her own childbearing responsibilities to the family. 
 
   Matt had revealed that Taz had offered him advice. “If Olivia won’t say yes, then you should find someone else.”
 
   Taz liked Olivia, so Matt suspected his mother had put her up to it. Olivia knew this because Matt shared the information with her. Matt shared everything with her. He had been slow to reveal himself when they first started dating, but after a few months the floodgates opened.
 
   Olivia knew what he ate for dinner last night and how often his mother emailed to find out if he had found a girl worthy of him yet.
 
   Those were the words she used, “a girl worthy of you.” Olivia said, “TMI, way TMI, dude,” when she heard that.
 
   Why couldn’t she say the words that were on the tip of her tongue, that she wanted a life with Matt? She didn’t really know. Tuesday blamed it on a series of bad breakups. All with the same guy. Brooks Baker, one of the reasons she had left LA behind.
 
   When Tuesday slipped into matchmaking mode and nagged her about it, Olivia always said, “When the time is right.” 
 
   Once Matt had told her that his mother would be happy to find a nice Punjabi girl for him if Olivia were not willing. They were on and off, neither of them seem to know what they wanted, except for each other, which is why Matt was stretched out on the couch with Olivia sitting straight up in the club chair opposite him, instead of curled up with each other as was usual. Recently, they decided to take a timeout, or Matt had. Olivia feared that he was tired of waiting.
 
   Unexpectedly, this case brought them together again.
 
    
 
   Olivia gave him a few moments and then he came to, rubbed his eyes and sat up. He reached over and took her glass out of her hands. “You don’t mind, do you?”
 
   “Of course not,” she said, as he took a swig. Her phone buzzed on the coffee table. Another reporter. She ignored it. 
 
   “The media have been after me all day. I don’t know what to tell them so I ignore them, which just stirs up a feeding frenzy.”
 
   “Okay,” he said, rejuvenated by his brief rest. “Here’s what we know.”
 
    
 
   He described the facts already familiar to Olivia. The victim was an hourly worker with a good record, as well liked as anyone else on the job. The crew hadn’t been working together long enough to form close friendships, yet. But in the year ahead as they finished the museum, that would no doubt happen.
 
   Jed was in charge of logging operations. Basically, they had cleared the site, cut down some trees and hauled them away, all done on overtime to get the ground prepared for the groundbreaking. Then Mother Nature threw a monkey wrench into things. Some bad spring storms hampered them from finishing the job.
 
   As far Matt could gather, Jed had told a few of the guys he was going to stay behind for a few minutes to finish marking the trees they would clear the next day. He was very conscientious and wanted to make the site presentable for the ceremony. No one knew how long he stayed working after everyone left, no one saw him leave. We found his truck where he had parked it when he arrived for work yesterday morning.”
 
   Olivia thought of something. “You know, I went to the site about six this morning, just to make sure things were in order. You know me. So I walked by that clearing and found a chainsaw lying in the mud along with a shovel. It annoyed me, that carelessness. I just imagined one of our guests tripping over them. Those tools should have been locked up for the night. You can ask Scott, but I think Jed, as the logger, would be the only worker using the chainsaw.”
 
   Matt sat forward, eager for more information. “Did you touch them? We’ll want to go over it check for prints. Where are they?”
 
   “Not a clue. I put them by the fence. The saw was a heavy puppy. Never thought any more of them.”
 
   Matt grimaced. “If the killer touched either one we could fingerprint the crew and eliminate the workers’ and your prints, then maybe we’ll have something.”
 
   Olivia said, “Sorry. I wouldn’t make a very good investigator, would I? I should have thought of them earlier.”
 
   Matt reached over and touched her knee, which seemed to surprise them both. He sat back his side of their imaginary line and continued.
 
   “We’ve ruled out an accident. There were no holes he could have fallen into. The site for the groundbreaking had already been prepared.” 
 
   Olivia nodded, remembering how smooth and soft the ground was when she had tested it.
 
    “As you know, he was a family man with a wife and daughter. We’ve decided to give Mrs. Fisher the night to recover. We’ll question her tomorrow.” 
 
   Olivia asked if he had news from the coroner.
 
   “He had a head wound, but the coroner said it didn’t look severe enough to kill him. He’ll do the post mortem tomorrow and then we’ll know more.”
 
   Olivia was disheartened. “So it’s definitely not an accident.”
 
   Matt yawned. Olivia could see the toll the day had taken on him. “Nothing is definite yet,” he said. “We’re looking around for either a weapon, or some sharp place where he might have accidentally hit his head and knocked himself onto the ground. Though an accident is possible, it doesn’t explain why he was buried so deep, or why his hard hat was found fifty yards away. And of course, now there’s the chainsaw. Why was something that expensive left unattended for the night?”
 
   Olivia drained her wine, puzzling over these facts. She noticed the dark shadows under Matt’s eyes. Fatigue showed in his slumped shoulders as well, and the speed with which he had nodded off on her couch while she was getting the wine was telling. She knew he’d been up late the night before the groundbreaking preparing for a deposition he’d had to give this morning. That would have been before he got the news about Jed. It had been nonstop for him ever since.
 
   They hadn’t spoken in a few days, but they had sent a few chatty texts. They’d kept one another informed of their whereabouts every day for months and it was hard to break the habit. It felt natural to fill each other in on the day’s events.
 
   “The thing is, Olivia, people want to believe he was accidentally knocked in there by an earthmover or something because he was such a nice guy. But all the heavy equipment had been moved behind the partition yesterday while he was still seen working. You know, that fence you hung that banner on. As yet, we really can’t explain how he ended up in that patch of ground.”
 
   Olivia knew the answer to her next question. “Did you investigate what I overheard? About him finding something that would stop the construction?”
 
   Matt nodded. “I had Johnson try to tease out some information from the construction crew. They were closed mouthed, but he was sure a few of the guys were covering something up. We haven’t had a chance to talk to everyone yet. We don’t have a very large department. There are what, less than half a dozen of us working on this? I’m going to talk to Scott Pierce myself. I’m meeting with him first thing in the morning. I decided to wait to see if anyone would be forthcoming and I’d have something more than suspicions to go on. If he’s behind this, I don’t want to give him advance notice that we’re sniffing around. But what you heard definitely gives him a motive, if it’s true Fisher found something.”
 
   Olivia remembered Scott’s behavior that morning. Snappish, impatient. She had chalked it up to irritation about having the groundbreaking ceremony interrupt work on the site. Then there were his actions at the meeting, that altercation with Russ. At the time, she blamed it on the nerves everyone was feeling, and the worry about the ramifications of a shutdown, how they would handle the press. This overwhelmed them all, and no one knew exactly how to handle it all.
 
   Matt looked over at her, letting his gaze linger. Olivia knew the question that was behind those dark, velvety eyes and it had nothing to do with Jed Fisher. But he put it aside and asked instead, “Olivia, you know the people involved. Does anyone come to mind who has more at stake than anyone else?”
 
   She looked into her empty glass to avoid his eyes and get her bearings. “I’ve been going over that question, too. I think it’s easier to eliminate suspects than to name one. Sonia, the banker, wouldn’t really have much to gain by hiding a toxic problem or some archeological find. Indian artifacts, for instance.”
 
   Matt, of course, was the true Indian in the room. Indian American, parents and three grandparents from a town in northern India, his paternal grandfather from England. 
 
   Olivia knew that in the U.S. many tribes preferred to be called Indian rather than Native American. Archeologists and environmentalists who had ruled on the permitting process referred to indigenous people. Before the arrival of the Spanish and the gold rush, indigenous tribes lived throughout Northern California, their artifacts often found in the hills surrounding Darling Valley. But as far as they knew, no tribes had left their tracks on Charles’ property. 
 
   She continued on, exonerating the banker. “If there was a problem and permits were revoked for any reason, the bank would simply ask for its money back, as I understand it. They also have a terraced payout and wouldn’t give Charles any more money until certain milestones had been reached. Sonia doesn’t have much to lose reputation wise. She’s been such an improvement over Fastner, that I don’t think Darling Valley would stand for it if the bank tried to replace her.”
 
   Matt knew who Elgin Fastner was, the sleazy banker in the case that threw Matt and Olivia together. 
 
   Matt had his pad and pen in hand. Unlike his partner, Detective Johnson who used electronic devices, Matt liked to write down his notes and thoughts. He started a list.
 
   “So, Sonia,” he looked up. “What’s her last name?”
 
   “Gutierrez.”
 
   “Right. No motive.” He looked up again. “Why don’t we start with who has the most to lose?”
 
   Olivia set her glass on the side table and focused on the case.
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   “Okay, let’s see. Well, Charles of course. But he would never jeopardize this project. And if something showed up, like finding a hidden toxic dump, he’d just have it remediated. He’s a very honest guy. As far as motive, no one wants this project as much as he does. But as far as being capable of murder? Charles Bacon is a pussy cat. Money wouldn’t be a motive. If he lost his investment, which of course he won’t, but if he did, it wouldn’t make a dent in his bottom line. And he doesn’t have a reputation at stake. There isn’t anything he wants from anybody, except for the world to enjoy his classic cars and honor the memory of his wife, Ellie.”
 
   Matt nodded. He knew Charles and his love for his wife. He settled back on the couch, squirming a bit to get comfortable. He looked over at Olivia and for a brief moment, dropped his guard again. She saw in his eyes the longing she also felt, but not only did they need to put their relationship on hold because neither could figure out what they wanted, but there could be a conflict of interest if this case got sticky.
 
   Matt dropped the look and returned to the business-like face he had been trying to maintain since he walked in tonight. He said, “I know he’s your friend and all, but we have to consider everybody. Did you know he had a habit of hanging around the construction site and chatting up the workers?”
 
   Olivia was immediately on the defensive, instinctively wanting to protect her friend. “I don’t know if hanging out is quite accurate. He liked to swing by if he was in the neighborhood just to see how things were coming along. I mean it is his reason for living right now.”
 
   Matt continued. “Well did you know he had befriended Jed Fisher?”
 
   “Befriend the victim? No. Not possible. He would have told me. He considers it a notch on his belt anytime he makes a new friend because they are so hard to come by in this town. How did you hear that?”
 
   “One of the workers. If Fisher had found something that would stop construction and had told your friend Bacon about it, there’s a motive.”
 
   Olivia remembered the forlorn look on Charles face when he talked about the widow. “You should have seen how upset he was, especially about the wife and baby. Wanting to make sure they were okay.”
 
   Matt had a ready answer. “Guilty conscious. Or, maybe it was some kind of accident or an act of passion and he never intended to kill him. I’m not saying he’s our number one suspect at this point, but you have to understand. Just because he’s your friend, I can’t cut corners. I have to do my job, wherever it leads.”
 
   “I understand, Matt. Really, I do. But I’m telling you, you’re wasting your time on Charles. Not possible.”
 
   “Okay,” he checked his watch,” “I’ve got to get going. But anyone else we should be looking at? Give me the short list.” 
 
   “Al somebody, but he’s easy to dismiss. He has absolutely no stake in the construction going forward or stalling. He’s the gofer for our art curator. He’s got an inflated vision of his importance. He probably picks up dust bunnies in his boss’s office.”
 
   “What was he doing there? Who is his boss?”
 
   “I’ve told you about him. Pierre Ballard.”
 
   “Oh, yeah. The French guy.”
 
   “Pierre had to attend to a problem in Europe on one of his installations. Turns out someone bought some pieces that were forgeries or something. Someone sold art they claimed was stolen by the Nazis. Nobody could find the descendants, who would have had a claim to the work, so the pieces went on the market. Pierre was called to authenticate the work. Wait, can you authenticate a fake? Anyway, he declared it a forgery. His visit coincided with a conference on art fraud and he was invited to speak. The date conflicted with our ceremony, so he sent Al to stand in his place since his firm was already on the printed program.”
 
   “Well, what would it mean to him to lose the museum job.”
 
   “Pierre? Probably nothing. He is so well known and really has no investment in the construction end of things. He has already guided Charles to important purchases for the museum. He’s going to retire soon, so scratch him from the list.”
 
   She mentioned Russ Bower the architect, the lawyers, the environmental consultant, but nobody jumped out as a prime suspect.
 
   “As I see it, Olivia, we need to find a link between Jed Fisher’s death and the fortunes of the museum. We have to find what Fisher found, or locate someone he told about his discovery. Without that, we’ve got a whole lot of nothing.”
 
   Olivia was still resistant to the idea of murder. “Could he have just had an argument with a coworker and his death had nothing to do with the museum?”
 
   “Of course that’s possible, and we’re questioning everyone. But so far, everyone either got along with him, or just didn’t know him. You know what they say, follow the money. That’s usually behind suspicious deaths.”
 
   Olivia shivered. “I hope this is just a case of a terrible accidental death with someone doing something stupid to cover it up. I hate the thought that The Bacon-Paatz Museum would be tainted with murder. It has had such a noble beginning.”
 
   Matt stood up to leave. “I hope so, too. I have to get back to the office to see if I can piece some things together. Thanks for the wine.”
 
   Olivia checked her glass. “Well, you didn’t make much of a dent, detective. I believe you are still in full possession of your faculties.”  
 
    
 
   Matt gathered up his jacket and briefcase and Olivia walked him to the staircase leading down to her office. “Do you want to go through the showroom or out back?”
 
   “How about the front door since I’m across the street? I didn’t park in the driveway because I didn’t know if Mrs. Harmon would need to get into the garage.”
 
   “Yeah, I’m sorry that’s such a bother.”
 
   “It’s not really.”
 
   Matt, his sister Taz and Mrs. Harmon had been friends before Olivia arrived on the scene. They often visited when Olivia was not around. Mrs. Harmon’s lease provided for a parking space in the small garage off the back yard. Olivia and her guests had to park in the driveway or, if Mrs. Harmon needed access, on the street. 
 
   “No problem. Let me get the keys.”
 
   They walked downstairs and she flipped on the light in her office, then unlocked the French doors into the showroom. Large and small pieces of very expensive furniture stood in ghostly silhouettes in the shadows thrown by the street lights. They threaded their way past secretaries, settees, club chairs and elegant desks with secret compartments. When they reached the front door, Olivia switched on the porch light and waited, unsure of their next move. Matt seemed equally uncomfortable. They had maintained physical distance for four days now. Goodbyes were always tender, romantic moments for them.
 
   Olivia kept it casual. “Good night, Matt. Get some sleep.”
 
   “I won’t for a while. As I said, I’m on my way back to the office.”
 
   He bent over and kissed the top of her head, lingering for a few seconds. He took her hands and kissed them as well. “Good night, Olivia.”
 
   Olivia didn’t trust her voice. She just nodded and opened the door for him. She watched him step onto the porch and reach into his pocket for his car key. He didn’t turn to wave goodbye, but after a few steps he stumbled sideways.
 
   “You see?” she said. “You need some sleep. You’re so tired you’re falling over yourself.”
 
   He bent over and picked up a dead vine that had caught in his feet. He offered it to her with a smile. “You need to talk to your gardener about cleaning up.”
 
   “That’s odd. I don’t have vines. It must have blown over from a neighbor’s yard.” 
 
   She reached for it and he took her hand and pulled her close. He gave her a long kiss, pulled away and said, “If anything happens, call me.”
 
   He paused, cocked his head and said. “Hear that? A cat’s whining.”
 
   Olivia shrugged. “I don’t hear anything,” then watched him make his way to his car.
 
   She closed up the shop, went out back and dropped the vine into the green recycling bin. “Thank you, vine,” she said and went back upstairs to the loft, two at a time.
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   Tuesday Morning
 
   “What do you mean you found a candle and a scythe on my doorstep?” 
 
   Olivia reached into her refrigerator for the grapefruit juice and poured herself a glass.
 
   Tuesday had come into the kitchen while Olivia showered. She was drinking coffee at the sink; her eyes bloodshot from chasing down a prowler outside the back door during the night.
 
   Incredulous, Olivia said, “And a prowler? Why didn’t you wake me?” She toweled her wet hair, threw her head back, sending a spray of water across the ceiling. 
 
   Tuesday drained her cup and stuck it in the dishwasher. “I figured you had enough going on baby girl and you needed your beauty sleep. Besides, with the full moon, I could see the yard clearly. That guy was long gone. He just left you a little present.”
 
   Olivia pulled her Minnie Mouse bathrobe tightly closed, feeling her heart pounding in her chest. 
 
   The two friends had surprised each other a few minutes earlier coming out of their rooms in matching bathrobes. 
 
   They pointed at each and shouted, “You remembered.” 
 
   Purchased as a joke on a visit to Disneyland a dozen years ago, the trip had cemented their best friend status, the robes like a secret handshake. Right now the preening Minnie dancing all over the faded terrycloth mocked this scary news.
 
   Tuesday pointed to the two items on the counter, a thick, stubby candle burned half way down and a miniature scythe. “Now if a third symbol had shown up I’d get major creeps.”
 
   Olivia added her juice glass to the dishwasher. “What do you mean, a third? What are you talking about?”
 
   Tuesday picked up the candle and scythe and examined them. “These look like death symbols to me. They were left on your back step so you’d have to trip over them. Only I heard a noise under my window and went down to look. So I’m the one who tripped over them, but I don’t think they were intended for me.”
 
   Olivia filled the kettle to make more coffee, “Tuesday, translate for me. I’m short on bandwidth this morning. Death symbols? What does that mean?” 
 
   Tuesday was rubbing her eyes, trying to wake up fully. “I swear, if that cat starts singing again tonight I’m going to send it to a glue factory.”
 
   “Horses go to glue factories. What cat?”
 
   “The one that started crying at two this morning. I had just gone back to sleep after finding the candle and scythe and it started yowling.”
 
   Olivia walked over to her sleepy friend and gave her a hug while the coffee dripped. 
 
   “I’m sorry, Tues. I’ve seen that thing sniffing around the garbage cans but I don’t know who owns it. Your window looks over the garden. In my room I can’t hear noise in the yard. But Matt said he heard it as he was leaving. Now tell me more about the symbols.”
 
   Tuesday was her resident expert on all things metaphysical. She slid onto a stool at the counter and began explaining while Olivia puttered at the sink. 
 
   “In some cultures if you want to scare a person or send them a message, like back off, you send them a series of three symbols. They form a message. But you got only two so I don’t know how to read this.”
 
   Olivia remembered Matt out on the front porch, tripping over a vine. “Would a vine be a symbol?”
 
   Tuesday nodded. “A vine? Big time. If it were flowering it would signal happiness or success. But dead or withering? Fill in the blanks. Why do you ask about a vine?”
 
   Because the lights were out in Tuesday’s room after Matt left, Olivia went to bed. Now Olivia told her about Matt’s feet getting tangled up in a vine as he was leaving. 
 
   “But I don’t know if it was a flowering or withered vine. I didn’t pay attention. I figured it had blown over from a neighbor’s yard because I don’t have any vines. It’s probably still in the recycling can though. We can check.”
 
   They gave one another a let’s do it sign, put down their coffee and raced downstairs to the back door. As the recycling had been emptied the day before, Olivia almost fell into the can for garden cuttings trying to retrieve it. She knew immediately that it was dry and withered. She felt a thrum of fear as she handed it over to Tuesday. “It looks very dead to me.”
 
   Olivia didn’t like the look on Tuesday’s face. “This is no coincidence, Ollie girl. We have to figure out who is behind this. I wonder if it’s the same creep who stole my hat.”
 
    
 
   Over a breakfast of cereal and coffee, to which Tuesday had added a swirl of the Salted Caramel ice cream Olivia picked up the day before, they tried to figure if there could be a connection between the murder and the ominous signs. 
 
   “There has to be,” Olivia said, shivering at the thought. Her phone buzzed, a text from Alistair. She ignored it.
 
   “Oh, this is crazy,” she said. “Why would somebody be sending me death messages? Do they think I’m behind Jed Fisher’s death? I don’t think it has even officially been declared a murder. The coroner’s report should be out soon and then we’ll know.”
 
   Tuesday licked off a creamy mustache left by her doctored coffee before she answered. 
 
   “I told you that various cultures use symbols as a form of communication. And Native American tribes are among those cultures. Let’s talk this out. If Jed discovered that the site was on a buried Indian village as you heard those guys hint yesterday, this might be a warning to leave it alone.”
 
   “You mean someone from a tribe wants me to abandon the project?”
 
   Tuesday answered, “An antique car museum could seem like a huge insult to people who revere their ancestors. Yeah, I think you could say they are telling you to back off.”
 
   “But why would they come after me? I didn’t know Jed or what he found. He never showed it to me.”
 
   Musing, Tuesday said, “Yeah, but, like you’ve been telling me, your name is all over the project. Could they have a mole inside the project and knew you overheard those guys talking?”
 
   “Oh, Tuesday, that is so far-fetched I won’t even discuss it.”
 
   “Okay, doll, but if you come up with something better, send me a smoke signal.” 
 
   Then Olivia had a brainstorm. “What about this? Suppose the message is the opposite. Suppose they are telling me I should let the project go forward.” 
 
   Tuesday collected her dishes, saying, “I’m not sure how you got from here to there, but since we don’t know what the three piece gift pack means, you’re entitled to have any theory that feels good.” 
 
   She rinsed the dishes in the sink before stacking them in the dishwasher, turned on the garbage disposal and got an ominous whine before it chunked to a halt. She jumped back a little, surprised.
 
   “Ooops. Sorry, OMG, I seem to have jammed your disposal.” 
 
   Olivia rushed over to the sink and tried to free up the stuck motor by flipping the switch on and off. Then she used a long handled wooden spoon to see if she could pry the gears loose, but no luck.
 
   “Don’t worry about it,” she said. “It’s old. I should have had a new one installed when I remodeled the kitchen. I’ll call Vittorio, my electrical guy. He upgraded all the wiring in the house. I bet it will take him a New York minute to fix that.” 
 
   She reached for her phone and found him on speed dial. He didn’t pick up so she left a message, just as her ceiling lights flickered. “Oh, drat. Must be a short.”
 
   She called Vittorio back and told him to check the wiring for shorts. “If I’m not here, you know where I keep the key. Thanks, Vittorio.”
 
   She cleared her own dishes as she answered Tuesday.
 
   “You’re right. It’s all speculation. If it were just the vine and the candle I’d say they weren’t connected and maybe Mrs. Harmon dropped the candle out back when she was emptying her trash. Of course, I don’t know if she uses candles, but let’s just say. It’s that little scythe that has me stumped. Where would that come from?”
 
   The small, black scythe resembled a Halloween trinket. She mused as she examined it, “I’m not the believer in that mystical stuff that you are, Tues, but I’d say this is not an accident. Stuck next to the candle like that? Yeah, I’d say it was planted.”
 
   Tuesday raised the coffee pot and shook it. “There’s enough for another half cup each. Want to finish it off?”
 
   Olivia grabbed two clean cups from the cupboard and held them out for Tuesday to pour. “And that’s not the only thing going sour in my life right now.”
 
   Tuesday returned to the table and pulled out the chair for Olivia. “Do tell. What else is up?” She pulled out a third chair and stuck her feet up on it.
 
   Olivia sipped her coffee thoughtfully, then fluffed out her hair to let it air dry into its soft natural, blond curls. “I didn’t have time to tell you this yesterday in all the confusion and that late meeting with Charles and the others.”
 
   She described the pool house project, complaining that another designer, Hamish Walsh, was butting in on it.
 
   Tuesday rolled that around in her mind for a minute. “Well he’s asking for a boatload of bad karma, but is that illegal or something?”
 
   Olivia answered quickly. “I’m not sure if there is an actual law prohibiting stealing a client like that, but it is very unethical and against the best practices of our profession. As long as I’m working on a job that I won fair and square, it’s hands off to any other designer. Of course, who’s to say someone won’t come sniffing around and whisper criticisms of what I’m doing into the client’s ear. 
 
   Tuesday wrinkled her nose in distaste, and Olivia continued.
 
   “But if the client has another piece of property or another separate job, then the work can go to ever snags it. The client will either offer it to their favorite firm or put it out to bid. In LA among my friends there, you wouldn’t get away with courting a client while another designer is working for them, and LA is pretty cut throat. There’s also enough work to go around so you don’t see that too much. But here, I don’t know.”
 
   Tuesday was forthcoming with the kind of support Olivia counted on. “Well, at the least, it’s pretty insulting to have her stand you up like that. I have to say.”
 
   Olivia agreed. “Marguerite Fredericks is one of the major divas around here. She’s been successful at everything she does, including backing several startups and snagging a major rainmaker of a husband. Her name is all over important charity events. So it’s not surprising she’s a tricky client who’s used to getting her way. I shouldn’t complain, though. I want her business, so I have to be prepared to jump through some hoops. This is a good gig for me. When I submitted my bid I raised my fees because I figured I’d been here long enough and no longer had to give bargain basement rates just to get business. I was nervous about it, but she didn’t bat an eye. I’m just afraid now that Hamish has made it into Architectural Digest with that director’s house in Aspen, he is going to look more attractive to her when it comes time to awarding the big renovation on the main house. I still have a reputation in LA but Architectural Digest hasn’t come calling yet.”
 
   “So this Hamish guy, he’s that good?”
 
   Olivia sneered. “Frankly, no. I thought the house in the article was an atrocious waste of space. With the view of the mountains that house has, he didn’t put in much glass. Then he plunked a staircase to the second floor right in the middle of the living space instead of against a wall and put the deck right in the face of winter winds instead of in the back where it would be protected from the elements. I mean it’s kindergarten design and he botched the whole thing as far as I’m concerned. But the house was for a big name client, a Hollywood mogul, and that’s what got him into AD. His client probably doesn’t know good design from a dog house and went along with Hamish’s ideas.”
 
   Tuesday raised her cup. “Hamish is skim, scam, scum. Let’s hope we see the last of him.”
 
    “I’ll drink to that,” Olivia said and drained her cup.
 
   “And one more thing, baby girl. Call Detective Dreamboat about your little back yard surprises.”
 
   Olivia looked thoughtful for a few seconds. “I’m not sure about that. He’s a pretty practical guy. I don’t know if he’d put much stock in death symbols.”
 
   “Well, I do. And you better tell him or I will. I’m going to look these things up on the Internet after I get dressed.”
 
   Olivia put her hands up signaling a truce. “Okay. Okay. I will. Now let me get dressed and get to work. I have a big project to save. Two actually. But first I’m going to check with Mrs. Harmon to see if her wiring is giving her problems. Back in a sec.”
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   Olivia quickly threw on a track suit and skipped down the back stairs to her office, and then descended further to the basement where Mrs. Harmon’s back door opened onto the laundry area. She knocked softly at first and read her text from Alistair while she waited. He was insisting that forty square feet of wall space be added to the reception area for a new collection. Olivia was so peeved she wanted to throw her phone against the wall. First of all, he had no say over acquisitions, and bringing up design issues at a time like this was so tasteless.
 
    She knocked until her tenant pulled the door open just a crack. “Yes, Olivia?” 
 
   Olivia heard her more than saw her. Here we go with the secrecy routine, she thought, irritated. 
 
   From time to time Mrs. Harmon became very reclusive, barely acknowledging Olivia if she passed her in the driveway or when she walked to the curb to retrieve her mail from their shared mailbox. A favorite trick of hers was to open the door just an inch or so to prevent Olivia from peering into her kitchen. The first time she noted this habit, Mrs. Harmon was, in fact, hiding some trinkets she had “borrowed” from Olivia’s showroom. She filched them to teach Olivia a lesson. Mrs. Harmon thought Olivia was too friendly with residents she believed were responsible for her husband’s death. 
 
   The friendship warmed when Olivia helped find her husband’s killer. But the habit of refusing to allow Olivia to glimpse her apartment returned from time to time, such as on the day before her cleaning person came. Olivia could understand that her tenant didn’t want to expose a messy apartment to her landlady, though from what she could tell, Mrs. Harmon was neat as a pin. 
 
   But what was up this morning? Olivia brushed it off because she had a busy day ahead of her. 
 
   “Mrs. Harmon, I’m having Vittorio come over today to look at my electrical system. I’ve been having some problems. Do you want him to check your apartment also? If there’s a serious problem, I’d like to nip it in the bud.”
 
   “My wiring is fine, Olivia.” 
 
   Hiding a messy apartment was one thing, but why was she so snippy today?
 
   Olivia turned to go, adding, “Okay, but if you change your mind and you see Vittorio around the house, ask him to give your outlets and fuse box a look. I may be gone when he comes. And, oh, by the way, I apologize for that cat howling during the night. I’ll see if I can track down the owner.”
 
   “I didn’t hear a cat. Goodbye, Olivia.” And with that she shut the door.
 
    
 
   Olivia chalked up her tenant’s mood swings to the aging process and the difficulties she might be having with aching joints and the like. Even though the elderly woman could do yoga positions Olivia envied, she knew that flexibility didn’t prevent joint pain. Poor woman, she thought remembering the diapers in the trash can. She skipped upstairs and got dressed for the day, choosing tights, a short skirt and newly fashionable Doc Martins. She reminded herself that if she started meditating, she might have more patience with her tenant’s issues. But it would take more than meditation to deal with Alistair. His text still rankled. Where did he get off ordering wall space and discussing acquisitions? That was Pierre’s job.
 
    
 
   Later in her office, Olivia slammed down her phone and cried, “Cody, I’ll pay you double if you can slap a personality on that guy.” 
 
   Cody grimaced as if that would help him bend the huge cardboard box in two so it would fit in the recycling bin. “Al again?” 
 
   Olivia pulled her long hair back and fiddled it into a bun, which came undone as soon as she let go to reach for her ringing phone. She held up a finger to cue Cody to hold on a minute. She mouthed, “It’s Pierre.” 
 
   UPS had made a big delivery and Cody gave her a thumbs-up and resumed unpacking several bolts of fabric that had just arrived from France. Olivia had ordered them to cover the sofa in the Fredericks’ pool house, but they hadn’t arrived in time and she’d had to make a substitution. In an unexpected stroke of luck, the client preferred the new fabric to the French, but now she had to find a use for it. 
 
   “Pierre, thank you so much for getting back to me so quickly.”
 
   The overseas connection was very clear but Olivia heard hustle and bustle in the background. Given the time difference, Pierre must be at dinner or having cocktails with a rowdy crowd.
 
   “I hate to bring this up but it’s about Alistair again. I know he’s looking out for your interests, and I so appreciate how important that is when you can’t be on site every day to check up on the details. But some things have come up that you need to know about. For instance, you’ve heard about the body that was found during the groundbreaking.”
 
   Olivia looked startled. “You haven’t? I assumed Alistair would have told you.”
 
   Pierre explained that he was tied up in his meetings and wasn’t sure he had a message from the assistant. “What was his name again?” he asked. “Mostly I communicate with Rocky in my New York office.”
 
    Olivia chuckled to herself. So much for the twerp’s importance to the curator. She explained what had happened during the groundbreaking ceremony.
 
   “Yes, it is truly awful,” she agreed. “However, the site is now a crime scene and we can’t proceed with anything until the Darling Valley police clear it. They haven’t definitely declared foul play, but they haven’t ruled it out, either. No telling how long that will take. There are also some other issues that may come up that could delay the project.”
 
   She wasn’t ready to disclose that the project could conceivably be shut down for environmental issues.
 
   “So it really isn’t, shall I say, seemly, to be discussing new design elements, which is why I’m calling. I thought we had agreed on the dimensions of the wall space for the Wallace collection.”
 
   In addition to putting art on the walls surrounding the antique car displays, Pierre had created alcoves for visitors to sit and contemplate the various exhibits and autos. He was going to adorn the wall space with special pieces. The Wallace collection of early twentieth century art was to be a focal point of the museum’s ground floor. Acquiring the Wallace collection at auction was such a prize that Charles insisted the main exhibit hall be expanded to showcase it. But that had been early in the design process when it was easy to make major changes. The plans were pretty much set in stone by now. There was no room for another major collection.
 
   She explained all this to Pierre, though he knew the plans for the artwork better than anyone. “I thought we were finished with the design phase, but now Alistair tells me that you want to acquire a new collection. Which would be great, but we don’t have any exhibit space left. It has all been allocated to the art we have purchased. You know, the permanent collection.”
 
   Olivia was puzzled that Pierre seemed surprised. “You didn’t know about the new pieces?” She chalked it up to him being rushed. “Oh, you think he worked that out with Rocky.” 
 
   Rocky in New York was his second in command, a rake thin woman who guarded her boss like he was the crown jewels. She ran the business end of Pierre’s business and Olivia considered it a real coup that she had Pierre’s cell number now and no longer had to go through the Dragon Lady, as she thought of Rocky, to speak to the great man.
 
   Pierre was explaining changes in his organization. He was almost eighty and was giving up certain day-to day-responsibilities. Perhaps Rocky had coordinated new acquisitions with Alistair. He’d check on it when he returned to New York.
 
   “Well, okay, I’ll explain this to Charles and see if he wants to move things around.”
 
   Pierre’s response put an angry face on Olivia. “Certainly, the art is your bailiwick, Pierre. And we appreciate the wonderful pieces you have acquired and the plans for the Hockney exhibit to open the museum. But Mr. Bacon does have final say and if this means changing the architectural plans, there may be a problem with adding a new exhibit. Okay, whatever you say. I’ll work it out with Alistair.”
 
   She disconnected the call and put her head down on her desk in frustration.
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   Cody said, “Wassup?”
 
   Olivia punched buttons on her phone checking more messages. The day was getting away from her. 
 
   She said, “I don’t trust that guy, Cody. Pierre didn’t even know about these new pieces his pinhead assistant wants to install. In fact, he couldn’t even remember his name.” 
 
   Cody slipped a packing list on Olivia’s desk before attacking the next box and said, “The dude’s eighty, Olivia. He may be forgetting things.”
 
   “No, he wouldn’t forget something like this. He’s going to discuss it with Rocky when he returns to New York. I can’t tell him how to run his business, but he can’t just install major art and redesign showrooms without passing it before the design committee. He knows that.”
 
    She looked across her desk at her own unfinished business. She’d had a hard enough time juggling one massive project, much less two. Trying to pay attention to the lesser clients was driving her nuts. “Oh what I’d give to have Hank back.”
 
   Cody rolled his eyes. “You and me both, sister.”
 
    
 
   Olivia knew her business plan had to include large projects and smaller ones. You could never count on the big fees always being there for you, and so she gave her smaller clients the same attention that Mrs. Fredericks and the museum received. But since Hank left, she had no assistant to help her out. Customers came into the shop to browse, put in small orders for occasional pieces, or order simple design projects such as a new window treatment for one of her first clients, and a nursery for one of her pregnant customers. Someone needed to be there to welcome them when Olivia was out at meetings. Cody did what he could, but he had his own hands full with heavier work, such as moving furniture around, making deliveries to clients and, as now, unpacking furniture for the showroom. Olivia put the “We’re out. Back after lunch,” sign on her door more often than she liked.
 
   If all went well with the Fredericks’ pool house, the couple promised to announce on Friday that Olivia would renovate their mansion, a job that would allow her to finally hire a proper staff and, who knows, maybe even earn her a spread in Architectural Digest. The Fredericks were that important.
 
   She had until Friday, four days away, to see that this murder was solved and her projects back on track. Though with every cell in her body she wanted to dig in and help Matt find the murderer, she had to set time aside this morning to attend to the rest of her business.
 
   Cody, with painstaking care and Olivia peering over his shoulders, unpacked the pair of Garouste and Bonetti Belgravia table lamps slated for the pool house. Olivia had lost several nights sleep worrying they wouldn’t arrive in time.
 
   Olivia examined them, then smacked her forehead. “Suffering pond scum, Cody. This is what I was afraid of. The base is in good condition but the shade is damaged.”
 
   She pointed out the tear along the spine. Its twin was perfect but she had unfortunately shown a photograph of the lamps to Mrs. Fredericks, who had fallen in love with them, so she couldn’t make a substitution. How was she going to get the shade repaired in time?
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   The phone rang. Olivia leaped for it when she saw it was Matt. He got right to the point. “Do you know where she is?”
 
   “Can’t read your mind, detective,” she said as she stuck the invoice for the lamps in her to-do pile. She’d have to call the insurance company. “Do I know where who is?”
 
   “The wife. Fisher’s wife.” Matt’s voice was full of urgency.
 
   “You mean Victoria? With the baby? She’s missing?” 
 
   Olivia sat down to absorb this news.
 
   She could hear Matt tapping his pen on his desk, a habit when he was anxious. “I needed to ask her some questions so Johnson and I drove over to her house in Marin City. When she didn’t answer her phone or come to the door, I was worried that something might have happened to her. If someone was after her husband, she might be a target as well. We had a justifiable concern for her safety so we broke into the house, but she had cleared out.”
 
   Olivia gasped. “Go on, tell me more.”
 
   Matt said, “We can’t search any further without a warrant. But my guess is that whatever her husband found, and we’re pretty sure after talking to the crew that he had found something significant, well maybe the killer is still looking for it and snatched the wife and baby. I was hoping you knew something. I saw you talking to her after, well, you know after.”
 
   Yes, Olivia knew. After her husband’s body had been unearthed.
 
   “I don’t have a clue, Matt.” She was trying to keep her voice even, but the thought of the fragile wife and cheery baby being in danger put a lump in her throat. 
 
   “When I left the site yesterday morning almost everyone was gone, but your officers were still questioning her. Well, I don’t know that’s all they were doing. Probably trying to help her, you know, get her home and all. Does she have family around here?”
 
   “Olivia, that’s the problem. We really don’t know much about her. Haven’t had a chance to question her. She was a mess yesterday. You know, upset. Why wouldn’t she be? We sent her home with a female officer. But she insisted she didn’t want anyone staying with her. Said she needed to be alone. She was going to call someone later to stay with her. A relative, I guess. We thought we’d get all of her information this morning and she was pretty much set for the night.”
 
   Olivia shook her head, trying to make sense of this new, really awful, development. “Well, I haven’t seen her. It would be hard to hide a woman with a baby, though. Someone has to have seen her buying baby food and milk.”
 
   “Yeah, well, we’re asking around. Thought I’d start with you. If you hear anything, even if it’s a long shot, let me know.”
 
   “Of course I will. I just wish I knew more about her. What about asking Scott? Her husband worked for him, maybe he knows her contacts.”
 
   Olivia could hear someone come into Matt’s office; he put his hand over his phone to talk to them. Then he came back on the line. “We may put this out on the local news if we don’t find her in an hour or so.”
 
   What else could go wrong with this day? Death threats, wiring problems, damaged lamps. Olivia couldn’t imagine. “Yes, of course I’ll call you. Now I’m worried about her. Tell me what I can do to help.”
 
   “Just keep your eyes and ears open. Tell me anything you notice, even if it seems silly.”
 
   “Got it.”
 
    
 
    Olivia hung up and stared pensively at the ruined lampshade, but all she could see was the anxiety written on Victoria’s face, the sweet baby tugging on her own hair, the life they would have to forge without Jed, the husband and father. From the pieces of the puzzle Olivia could put together, he was an honorable man, willing to point out a problem with the site when he could easily have hidden his evidence and allowed the project and his job, and perhaps his life to move forward. 
 
   Her phone jangled again. The number was vaguely familiar. Oh, yes. The editor from Auto Classics and Design. The guy who had given her the brushoff yesterday. She answered the call. 
 
   “Olivia Granville, speaking. Representative for the Boston pork store.”
 
   She waited and after a few seconds an officious east coast voice said, “Miss Granville, this is Mark Swanson from Auto Classics and Design. I’d like a few words about the scandal that occurred on your project yesterday. How do you see this impacting the future of the art scene? When amateurs try to impose their money on a project for name recognition with no experience or taste that is? We’re recording. Go ahead. Comment when you hear the beep.”
 
   She heard an electronic tone. “You’ve got an impressive pair of pickled pigs feet, Mr. Salami. I’ll give you that. When you learn a few things about taste and decorum, I’ll have a comment for you. Record that!”
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   Tuesday Afternoon
 
   The phone wouldn’t stop ringing. This time Olivia welcomed the voice at the other end.
 
   “Sonia, hi. No, no news. Well, maybe a little. You haven’t seen the victim’s wife, have you? Yes, Detective Richards is having trouble locating her. Okay, let me know if you run into her in town and thanks for checking in.”
 
   Next, while she proofed the monthly invoices for her clients, she tried the voice activated assistant on her phone to call Charles Bacon. 
 
   The phone said, “Calling Royal Baxter.”
 
   Olivia barked, “No. Bacon. Charles Bacon.”
 
   The phone responded with, “Order bacon.”
 
   Olivia snarled at her phone. “You have enough computer power to send a rocket to the moon but you can’t understand my voice?”
 
   Then she manually punched in Charles’ number. 
 
   While she waited for the call to go through, she debated whether to tell him about Victoria’s disappearance. He had been so concerned about her, and with his project coming undone, she wasn’t sure she should add any more pressure. Also, there was the troubling news from Matt that Charles apparently knew the couple. 
 
   Why hadn’t he told her? True, she didn’t know all of Charles’ friends in Darling Valley, though he had complained that he felt snubbed by many people, at least before the museum project gained national attention. Nor did she expect him to let her know his every move. But this was an important factoid, especially after Jed’s body was discovered. Also, if he knew Victoria, why hadn’t he tried to comfort her?
 
   Charles was so outraged when he answered the phone, he didn’t even greet her.
 
   “Olivia! Pawk staw?”
 
   It took her a minute to understand what he meant. “Oh, no, Charles. I didn’t want you to see that blog post. I didn’t know you subscribed to Auto Classics or I would have warned you.”
 
   Once again, anger at the editor flared up. Charles didn’t need this. 
 
   “Oh, a friend sent it to you?” Olivia shook her head in disgust at this news. Some friend. “Listen, Charles, you have to let that go. The guy’s a pinhead.”
 
   Pinhead was one Charles’ favorite words and it had bled into her vocabulary. 
 
   “And while I have you on the phone, I’m afraid I have some more bad news for you. Matt Richards wants to talk to Victoria, you know, the victim’s wife, and he can’t locate her. You haven’t seen her, have you?”
 
   He denied any knowledge of her whereabouts. 
 
   “Yeah, you’re right,” Olivia said. “She’s probably with family or friends. I don’t really know anything about her, but I’m just asking around, you know, in case.”
 
   She decided to forge ahead and ask him about the Fishers before Matt or Johnson did. She owed him a heads up.
 
   “Listen, Charles, Matt Richards mentioned that you were friends with the deceased and his wife. Is that true?”
 
   Charles spluttered a bit as he responded, taken aback by the question.
 
   “No, I don’t know who told him, but if you were friends by any chance, it would be a good idea to let the authorities know. You know how they are. Everybody’s a suspect until they catch the bad guy. You don’t want them thinking you’re hiding something.”
 
   He said, “This is too much, Olivia. You and I saw him at the site that one time. I don’t think we even talked to him. Scott pointed him out as the logging guy.”
 
   Olivia said she remembered.
 
   “Then one other time when I was by myself I stopped by the site to see how things were moving along. I walked into the woods. I feel like, you know, Ellie’s spirit is there.” 
 
   Olivia could believe that, as the meditation center had become Charles’ favorite spot. 
 
   “So anyways, the guy was finishing up work, everybody was leaving for the day and this woman with a baby had come by to pick him up. But, you know, the guy didn’t know me from Adam, so he asks who I am. He checked me out to make sure I wasn’t trespassing. I like that. He was looking out for the place. When he found out who I was and why that spot was important to me, he introduced himself, we shook hands and he says that he loved woods and nature, etc., etc. I guess one of the other guys was watching and figured we were drinking buddies or something.”
 
   Olivia felt better as Charles finished up. “Then being as he was trying to get home, the baby was crying and all, we just said adios and that was that. How’d the police find out? I guess maybe some of the guys saw us. But it was nothing.”
 
   “But Charles, why didn’t you go over to Victoria yesterday after Jed was found.”
 
   “Tell you the truth, Olivia, I didn’t know who she was at first. Jed didn’t introduce us or anything because she was walking around bouncing the baby trying to get it to stop crying. So, yesterday I didn’t recognize her. When I heard she was the guy’s wife, well, it threw me for a loop, but everybody was around her, the police, some women. I didn’t think it was my place. You think that’s gonna be a problem for me?”
 
   Olivia didn’t have a clue, but there was no point causing him more worry, so she said, “How about this? If you see Matt or Detective Johnson, why don’t you just tell them about running into Jed that night, then they won’t think you’re hiding something.”
 
   “Right. Now there’s something else. When’s the building gonna get back on track, Olivia?”
 
   This was what everyone wanted to know. “Honestly, Charles, I don’t know when work will get started. Soon, I hope. We all want that. You know you will be the first person I call as soon as I hear anything. Hang tight, Charles. Call me if you need anything. Bye.”
 
    
 
   She looked up from her desk. Cody was still fighting the packing from the lamps. Foam peanuts and cardboard littered the floor by the back door. 
 
   “Let me help you with that,” she said, getting up from her desk. Cleanup was Cody’s job but she was at a loss as to what to do next. She scooped the peanuts into one of the plastic bags that had covered the lamps. Together they opened the door and headed for the trash cans.
 
   Cody and Olivia caught Mrs. Harmon by surprise, again. She was quietly replacing the lid on the trash can. Olivia had a pang of compassion for her when she saw her shuffling, imagining her adult diapers problem. 
 
   When Mrs. Harmon saw them, she jumped, startled, then rushed down the driveway to her front door to avoid speaking to them.
 
   Cody scratched his head. “What’s up with Queenie? What, do I smell bad or something?”
 
   Olivia brushed his complaint away with a wave of her hand. “She’s like that sometimes.”
 
   Cody, on good terms with everyone, couldn’t get it. “But why? Why are you on her bad side?”
 
   Olivia let out a long frustrated breath. “That’s just it. I never know.”
 
   Cody bypassed the black garbage can, and stuffed the cardboard packaging into the recycling bin. Olivia heard a noise and saw the cat scurry into the rose bushes. 
 
   “Cody, have you seen a cat skulking around here?”
 
   He shook his head.
 
   “It’s been keeping Tuesday awake at night. Remind me later to knock on a few doors and see if I can find the owner. They are going to have to keep the cat inside at night.
 
   “Good luck with that.”
 
   Cody referred to the frosty reception Olivia received when she moved onto the street. Some of her neighbors still harbored a grudge. They found her “Sale” signs offensive and complained if her customers parked too close to their driveways.
 
   She grimaced. “Yeah, but I can try.”
 
    
 
   Tuesday came out of the house just then and announced she was going to take Olivia’s truck and run a few errands. “Do you need anything, Ollie?”
 
   “No, thanks,” Olivia said, picking up a few stray foam peanuts and tossing them in the trash can. “When you come back we’ll have lunch and then I have to track down Mrs. Fredericks.”
 
   Tuesday pulled out her phone and said into its microphone, “Directions to Darling Valley Herbs and Natural Foods.”
 
   The phone immediately started speaking.
 
   “Tuesday! How do you get it to do that? My phone ignores me.”
 
   Tuesday waved goodbye as she got into Olivia’s truck. “You have to treat it right. Talk to it every day so it recognizes your voice. Everybody needs TLC.”
 
   Olivia shouted back, “It’s not an everybody. It’s a machine.”
 
   Cody and Olivia watched her pull out of the driveway. Cody looked perplexed. “A religious habit?”
 
   “No, Cody. It’s a dress from the fifties and a French sun hat. 
 
   “She looks like the flying nun.”
 
   


 
   Tea For Two
 
   He pulled into Graymoor’s parking lot, the market dubbed Paymoor’s by locals because of their high prices. He was becoming more resentful by the hour. It wasn’t fair. They were turning him into a gofer. The whole deal hinged on him, the part he played. What would they have without him? A product but no market. And here they have him shopping for tea?
 
   He scanned the shelves but couldn’t see the brand they wanted. They were very specific about what to get. Deep in concentration as he examined the labels on boxes of tea, he bumped into a woman next to him. He jerked back in surprise when he got a good look at her. Blue hair? And that getup she was wearing? Maybe she was headed for a costume party. But at ten in the morning? He went back to looking for blue dahlia. 
 
   “Can I help you?”
 
   He turned. Clown lady was speaking to him.
 
   “Yeah, I’m looking for something called Garden Vale’s Blue Dahlia.”
 
   “Wow. Exotic and expensive. You might have to order it on line from a specialty shop. Is it your favorite?”
 
   “Nah. I hate tea. I’m buying it for a friend.”
 
   “Your friend has good taste.”
 
   “My friend is an artist. She mixes it in with pigment to get the right shade of blue.”
 
   “Really? I never heard of that. Oh, I know teas are used as dyes, but not that one.”
 
   “Are you a tea expert?” He thought maybe she could recommend a substitute.
 
   “You could say that. I read tea leaves for a living.”
 
   “You mean like you’re a fortune teller?”
 
   “Not exactly. But kind of.”
 
   “I grew up near a reservation in Arizona. You hear about that stuff when you live around Indians.”
 
   “No kidding. And you live in Darling Valley? I didn’t think the residents were into the woo woo stuff.”
 
   “They’re not,” he said. Then he had an idea.
 
    “Listen, could we go someplace, maybe your office or whatever so you could you read my fortune? I’ve always wanted to do something like that.”
 
   “Oh, I’m just visiting. I’m on vacation. I don’t have an office here.”
 
   “Well, how about just getting a cup of tea someplace? There’s a cafe on Darling Boulevard. They serve tea.”
 
   “The Salted Caramel. Yeah, they do, but I’m on vacation, like I said.”
 
   “Don’t worry. I can pay.”
 
   “It’s not that. I’m supposed to get back to my friend.”
 
   “C’mon, how long can it take? You can have a cup of tea, too. Even an expensive one like blue dahlia. If I can ever find it.”
 
   She pointed to a far shelf. “There it is. I recognize the logo. Wow, sixty dollars for a box.” 
 
   Something about the exotic tea changed her mind. “Sure. I have time for a quick reading. Why not?”
 
    
 
   They settled into a back table in The Salted Caramel. She looked for Carrie, the one waitress she knew, but a stranger waited on them. After the tea arrived she explained the ritual and took out her silk scarf.
 
   Right away, the arrangement of leaves disturbed her. She couldn’t find a positive aspect in the whole cup. How was she going to handle this? It wasn’t her practice to give only good or bad news. She liked to find a balance. It helped people hear the messages. The principle of a little bit of sugar helps the medicine go down.
 
    But look at what faced her. An alligator signaling treachery or an accident. Then there was a cat, meaning a fight or a false friend was in his future. And here was treachery again in the cabbage. And at the top, a butterfly. He was probably frittering things away, like his money. 
 
   She took a bite of one of the pastries he had ordered. Usually she didn’t eat during a reading, preferring to give her full attention to the symbols. But this cup disturbed her. She needed to compose herself. 
 
   She wished she had followed her instincts and refused the reading. Oh, well. Best get to the interpretation. She’d start with the one positive symbol, the building. She pointed it out.
 
   “See here, this rectangle? It’s a building.”
 
   She looked up and saw him grow pale, shock widening his eyes. “I didn’t think you’d be so specific.”
 
   She cautioned him. “I’m not putting symbols in your cup. They are coming from your unconscious. I’m just interpreting them. Now this building could portend something exciting. A move of some kind. Are you planning a vacation?”
 
   “No.”
 
   She shook her head, her large hat dipping towards the table. “No, we’re looking at a relocation.”
 
    She pointed to a clump of leaves. “This is the door of the building, meaning you are closed off from others, or will be when you move. Does this make sense to you?”
 
   He just stared back, speechless.
 
   “I think your cup is also telling you to be careful or you might have an accident.”
 
   He leaned forward, flushing with irritation. “Where do you see that?”
 
   “Here. It’s very plain. An alligator. That’s always a warning to be careful.” 
 
   She tried to put some spin on that warning to give it a positive vibe. “I had a client once who had an alligator show up in her reading. It upset her when I told her what it meant. So we went over everything that the alligator could be pointing to. It turned out that her car was due for a service check that she had been putting off. She didn’t want to spend the money. But after the reading she decided to have a mechanic check it out. So this mechanic, she said,”
 
   Tuesday saw the look of surprise on the man’s face. 
 
   “Yeah, there are women mechanics. Her brakes were down to the metal. Of course, she took care of it immediately. So the reading didn’t mean she was going to have a serious accident, just that she should take action to prevent one. Do you need any maintenance on your car or in your home? This might be a good time to have it checked out.”
 
   He looked a little green as she continued. He signaled the waitress and asked for a cup of coffee. When it came, he knocked it over reaching for the sugar and splashed Tuesday’s skirt. He barely noticed.
 
   “Of course, an alligator can mean treachery. You have that warning doubled up over here. See this cabbage? Treachery again. You might want to keep a close watch on your wallet or change your passwords so you’re not a victim of identity theft. There are people out there who will steal anything. I know, it’s hard to believe. You want to have good feelings toward your fellow man. I can tell, you are an honest soul, but not everyone is as ethical as we are. So I would say that this is a time to be on the alert. Makes sense, doesn’t it? Considering the situation you’re in.”
 
   She was surprised at how quickly he was on the defensive. “What do you mean my situation?”
 
   “Just that they found a dead body yesterday on a building site. Probably murder.”
 
   Alarmed, he said, “You were there? You saw that?” 
 
   “Yeah, as a matter of fact, I did. I was right up close. And I’m telling you, it was majorly gross. You don’t want anything like that happening to you.”
 
   She started to explain that she’d lost an important hat there, but he’d had enough. He got up to leave, reached into his wallet and threw some bills on the table and ran out into the street.
 
   Tuesday called after him to ask if he had any questions and give him her business card in case he was ever in LA, but he was gone. She scooped up the money and counted it. Good luck for her. He’d left enough for the tea and pastries, her fee and a hefty tip. The reading would almost pay for her plane ticket.
 
    
 
   


 
   
Chapter Seven: The Moving Finger Writes
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   Tuesday, Noon
 
   When Tuesday got back to Olivia’s, nothing had changed. Cody was still unpacking furniture and Olivia was still on the phone at her desk. 
 
   Olivia waved and smiled, wrote, Matt on a notepad, and Tuesday went upstairs to give her some privacy.
 
   Olivia didn’t like what she was hearing.
 
   Matt was saying, “Olivia, I’ve got interesting bad news and more just plain bad news. Are you sitting down?” 
 
   Olivia switched the phone to her other ear and gestured to Cody to take the last of the cardboard boxes outside, then she said, “Give it to me straight, Matt.” 
 
   He reminded her that he was going to get a search warrant for Victoria’s house on the grounds that she and the baby might be in danger.
 
   Olivia’s hand flew to her mouth. “Don’t tell me you found more bodies.”
 
   Matt quickly reassured her. “Oh, no. Sorry, nothing like that. But we found some very suspicious objects in the house. Some pottery shards, a badly battered basket and what looked like a petrified finger.”
 
   “A finger?”
 
   “Yeah.” 
 
   Matt paused for a second, then explained, “It’s old, like thousands of years old according to the coroner’s best guess. We have to have it tested. But this confirms the story you overheard about Jed finding something that would shut down the project. If you’re building on an Indian burial ground, you’ll have the feds on your head and all kinds of grief raining down on you.”
 
   In a flash, Olivia flashed forward to the uprising it would cause among environmental groups, Federal agencies and the State’s experts. 
 
   “Oh, you bet we will.” She could all but see the protesters’ signs. “Grief doesn’t cover it,” she signed mournfully. 
 
   This could seriously prolong restarting construction, and might shut it down entirely.
 
    Matt went on. “I have a call into Scott Pierce. It’s time to talk to him about this. So that’s the bad interesting news, bad if you’re trying to erect a building, interesting if you’re into ancient Native American artifacts.”
 
   Olivia said, “And the garden variety bad news is?”
 
   “Apart from having to report this to a boatload of government agencies, with more warm bodies investigating and trampling our crime scene, we still have no sign of Victoria and the baby.”
 
   Olivia had to handle this news one piece at a time. “Speaking of crime scenes, has Jed’s death officially been confirmed a murder?”
 
   “Well, we can’t think of any other reason he would end up in that patch of ground. The coroner found a wound from a blow with a sharp instrument, but apparently the Governor’s shovel did some damage also, so that might be it. I won’t go into the gory details. I can hear your stomach churning. They’re waiting for the test results later today before they release an official report, but we’re treating it like a suspicious death.”
 
   “Yeah, I’m not surprised.” Olivia toyed with a paperweight on her desk as she did some thinking out loud. 
 
   “This isn’t going to be good news for Charles and the team. A few shards may not cause a problem as far as land rights are concerned, because the property was otherwise cleared by the state. Arrowheads and such wouldn’t necessarily mean there is an undiscovered tribal village under there. But if Jed found human remains, even very old, he may have stumbled on a burial site. That’s when the party starts. Since we have Federal funds,” she dropped her head in dismay, “I don’t even want to think about all the laws involved.”
 
   Matt sounded as irritated as she was. “What I can’t understand is why the environmental report didn’t disclose Indian sites. Everybody knows this area is prime Native American land. The Miwoks have lived all over Marin County for hundreds of years. I would think every square inch of northern California would have been mapped out by now. How could this be a surprise?” 
 
   Matt hated inefficiency, even one involving a commercial building site. He’d made great strides in tightening up Darling Valley’s small police force in the short time he’d been here. 
 
   But Olivia knew that this problem would cause a further drain on his department’s resources, already popping at the seams over the discovery of Jed Fisher. Olivia noticed that even in the midst of a cooling off period for their relationship, she was still as concerned about his problems as ever.
 
   She continued in a matter-of-fact tone. “Well that’s a big question. How did that happen? Some heads are going to roll over this one. I’ll handle explaining the finger to Charles, but I don’t want to go near Scott Pierce until he digests this news. Oh, and by the way. You better call Scott soon. He told me he has to go out of town.”
 
   She heard Matt’s pen hit his desk. “Well, he better get it together pronto, because he has to report this to the state environmental agencies in Sacramento.”
 
    Olivia checked the time and winced. “I have to see a client soon. Let me know if you hear any more about the environmental consultant. I’m still hoping Jed’s death was an accident and the artifacts are insignificant. If luck is on our side, we could set up an exhibit to show what was found on the property, maybe a history of the site going back a few hundred years. If there is no evidence that the property is historically or archeologically important, the finds won’t have done us any harm. As soon as you release the scene and take down the crime scene tape that is.”
 
   Now there was more irritation in Matt’s voice. “Yeah, easier said than done. It’s going to take forensics a while to sort out evidence, footprints and the like, and determine what’s related to a potential crime and what isn’t. We’re looking at footprints over by the logging area where our guy was in charge of operations. The rain left a lot of clear prints, which is good. But some of them are also partially washed out by the rain. Hard to tell which ones are fresh. We also found a few prints of dress shoes. Some of the attendees must have wandered over there. But the more time passes the more the evidence degrades.”
 
   Olivia told him about her suspicion that Russ Bower had made an excursion into a secluded portion of the woods with his pretty assistant before the ceremony began.
 
   “That accounts for two sets of prints. We also found another set of men’s sport shoes plus work boots that match the ones Jed was wearing. Looks like they stomped around a lot and I’d wager that one set belonged to the killer.”
 
   Olivia sat up straight. “Are you saying the guy who wore the dress shoes was the killer? That excludes the building crew, right?” 
 
   “Forensics says it could be a number of brands. It’s the tread and the heel and so forth that ID’s it and we don’t have that. But I think I’ll put Bowers on my list, ask him a few more questions. Listen, I gotta run, too, Olivia.”
 
   Impulsively she threw out an invitation. “Would you like to come over for dinner tonight and relax with Tuesday and me? Nothing fancy. I’ll pick up some take out from Paymoor’s or Victor’s.” She added, “She’d love to see you,” to make it seem casual, to hide her heart sliding up into her throat.
 
   “Can I call you later and let you know? It’s going to be a busy day and I don’t know if I’ll be able to get away.”
 
   Olivia was hoping he’d jump at the chance and felt deflated at his response. “Sure. As I said, nothing fancy.” 
 
   Before he hung up he said, “I hope I can make it work.”
 
   Her heart beat faster at the thought of sitting across the table from Matt. If she was missing him as much as she realized she was, why couldn’t she make up her mind about committing to him?
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   Olivia hung up and called upstairs to Tuesday. “Are you interested in going for a little drive?”
 
   Tuesday came walking into the kitchen buckling her polka dot linen belt around her poodle skirt, a circle of brown felt appliqued with a pair standards, one black dog and one white. Poodle skirts were a fad during her grandmother’s teenage years. Her skirt stood almost straight out to the side, thanks to the twenty petticoats that she had picked up at her favorite consignment shop in LA. Her short sleeved pullover and small neck scarf completed the classic look. Except for her over-the-knee black boots and blue hair, she could easily be mistaken for a 1950’s starlet. 
 
   Olivia took one look at her and said, “It’s not that fancy. You didn’t have to change your clothes.”
 
   Tuesday explained her unexpected tea leaf reading with the guy who had spilled coffee on her skirt. She twirled around to show off the extravagant collection of petticoats. 
 
   Laughing, Olivia said, “On second thought, I’m not sure you and your skirts will fit in the truck.” Then she smiled admiringly. “You almost look like a dancer in Oklahoma.”
 
   Tuesday fist pumped. “Yes. That’s it. Hadn’t thought of it. I was thinking this was more of an Audrey Hepburn vibe, but you’re right. I’d need ballet flats to do Audrey justice.” 
 
   She burst into some lines from the musical, but Olivia stopped her.
 
     “You’ll have me dancing and kicking my heels in the air in a minute and I don’t have time.”
 
   Tuesday checked her watch. “What are you up to? Where are we going?”
 
   Olivia gathered up the things she needed for her day; her phone, iPad and wallet. She slipped her purse over her shoulder, weighed down now by her electronic items. 
 
   “I have to go to see my client to check on the pool house. It’s supposed to be ready for a big party on Friday. She’s avoiding me and I can’t think why. Except that I think Hamish Walsh is backstabbing me.”
 
   Tuesday made a face at the mention of the other designer. “Oh yuck. Him. So what’s your plan?”
 
   Olivia paused, leaning against the refrigerator. “Well, I happen to know that Marguerite has a standing appointment with her yoga teacher in about half an hour. If I get there just before Judith arrives she won’t be able to dodge me. I know Hamish is trying to get her business. Even though she has all but promised the job to me if the cabana goes well, nothing is in writing, yet. So legally he could steal her away. I have to stop that.”
 
   Tuesday held her finger up, an idea coming forth. “If we could figure out who is leaving you death symbols, we could hire her to put a hex on Hamish.”
 
   Olivia said, “Her? Why do you assume it’s a woman?”
 
   “Because men don’t put much stock in the occult. Or at least they won’t admit they do. It’s a female realm.”
 
   Olivia said somewhat apologetically, “Listen, when we get to the Fredericks, would you mind waiting in the truck while I talk to her? It won’t take long and then we can grab some lunch before I have to get back to work. How about the fish place?”
 
   Tuesday remembered Jesse, the cute owner and gave an enthusiastic yes. 
 
   “I’m really sorry, Tuesday, when we made plans for you to come up for the groundbreaking, thought we would have time to play. But now I have even more work. I have to keep the team in line. I don’t want the contractor or the architect going after Charles with lawsuits if the police keep the site shut down for a while. Plus, I have to manage the public relations on this.”
 
   “Well let’s go then.” Tuesday grabbed her lingerie purse, a plastic horror in the shape of a corset a friend had picked up for her in Las Vegas. 
 
   Olivia made a face. “Stylish,” she smirked, “if you’re into vulgar.”
 
   “Your taste is all in your mouth, Miss Prissy.”
 
   “You mean like this?” Olivia flourished her cobalt blue Prada tote to get Tuesday’s attention.
 
   Tuesday waved her corset bag back at her. “Trying to make me jealous, girlfriend? Let’s just see whose bag catches the most looks.”
 
   “Oh yours will get the looks. But mine will get the purse envy.”
 
   Tuesday laughed. “I don’t know how you can stand Darling Valley. I wouldn’t live in a town that doesn’t love my corset purse.” 
 
   They trooped down the stairs and out to Olivia’s truck. 
 
   Tuesday climbed in and said, “Don’t you worry that your conservative clothes show a distinct lack of imagination? I would think that would be a handicap in a designer.”
 
    
 
   Olivia placed her phone in a holder on the dashboard, turned on the ignition and they were under way. Scott Pierce called almost immediately. She flicked on the speaker, whispering to Tuesday, “This won’t be pretty.”
 
   As soon as she said, “Hi, Scott,” he blasted her about the news from Matt.
 
   “How much did we pay in fees to those environmental jerks and they file a report without doing full due diligence? Now my job is shut down and I’m going to have to pay a consultant to do the work over?” 
 
   His voice rose to a high pitch.
 
   Olivia mouthed, “I told you” to Tuesday, then spoke sweetly to him. “I’m so sorry, Scott. I feel the same way. But I wouldn’t jump to conclusions about who has to pay what right now. This is all so new and we will have to sort that out. Will you let me know when you’re going to meet with the consultant? I’d like to sit in.”
 
   Scott did some more grumbling, then hung up.
 
    
 
   The two friends took advantage of the ride up the hill to the Fredericks’ mansion to catch up on their news. 
 
   Olivia asked, “So what’s up with Clipper? Are you two on or off?”
 
   Clipper was the retired detective turned highly paid private investigator that Tuesday met while trying to hunt down a killer threatening her tea leaf client, the actress Holley Wood. Clipper was as eccentric in his own way as Tuesday, which made them soul mates, except for one tiny wrinkle.
 
   “We adore each other, when we can see each other. But he’s always out of town on cases. I’m afraid absence won’t make the heart grow fonder. So we’re taking a time out to think things through. How about you and Matt?”
 
   Olivia glanced at the side of the road for a second while she gathered her thoughts. “I don’t really know how to explain what’s going on. He’s definitely my dream man and he says I’m the woman for him. But we’re never in the same place at the same time. I don’t mean we’re geographically apart, like you and Clipper. But he proposed a few months ago, quite on the spur of the moment, and I went running like my hair was on fire. When my nerves calmed down and I was ready to say yes, he backed away.”
 
   Tuesday pulled down the visor mirror and applied some lip gloss. “I know girlfriend. You told me all that. How many late night phone calls did it take to talk you down from your panic that it was really over? Are the two of you still being stupid about this? If ever two people belonged together, it’s you two.”
 
   Olivia shook her head. “I don’t know why you say that. We’re so different. Matt is very reserved. It took a lot for him to open up about his feelings. About anything. His family, his work, me. Of course, we are very close now, but I’m afraid he’s going to go back into his shell. And now that my business has started to take off, I don’t really have much time for a relationship.”
 
   Tuesday dropped her lip gloss back into her corset and snapped it shut. “DVF and BD. That’s all I’m saying.”
 
   Tuesday always pooh-poohed Olivia’s argument about being too busy for a man. She pointed out the fashion and communication moguls, Diane Von Furstenberg and Barry Diller as an example of two people who can rule the world as a couple.
 
    “I don’t know,” said Olivia. "I just don’t have good relationship karma.”
 
   Tuesday dismissed that remark with a swipe of her hand. “Who does?”
 
   She pointed to a cat running into the road. Olivia swerved and missed it.
 
   “Olivia, my girl, I think we need to do a reading and see what’s up with that. You’re still gun shy because of Brooks. I know you are.”
 
   Olivia smacked the steering wheel. “How many times do I have to tell you that I don’t want to talk about him? Brooks Baker is ancient history.”
 
   In a stage whisper Tuesday said, “If you were so over him, it wouldn’t be hard to talk about him. Diss him, actually. That’s what we girls do when we’re over a bad dude.”
 
   “THAT’s bad karma. Ragging all over your ex.”
 
   “Oh, but Ollie Molly, it’s fun. So much fun.”
 
   Olivia couldn’t help herself. She laughed as she pulled into the long driveway of Marguerite Fredericks’ mansion.
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   Tuesday Afternoon
 
   Olivia was relieved to see that she had planned correctly. Her client’s Mercedes was parked in front. She rang the bell and the maid came to the door. 
 
   “Miss Granville, so nice to see you. Come in.”
 
   Apparently Marguerite had not informed her maid to cut Olivia off at the pass, possibly not expecting her to show up unannounced. 
 
   “Nice to see you, too.” 
 
   She never bothered to remember the names of the Fredericks’ household staff. They either quit in a huff or were sent packing as regularly as clockwork. Olivia thought it would be easier for Mrs. Fredericks to learn to treat her employees with a modicum of respect, but she never had the opportunity to say so. She just smiled and asked, “Is Mrs. Fredericks in?”
 
   She started to explain her visit when she heard Marguerite call out, “Judith, are you ready to torture me again?” 
 
   Marguerite Fredericks, all five-foot ten, one-hundred and ten pounds of her entered the vestibule from the back of the house and paused mid-sentence. She was clearly surprised, and disturbed, Olivia thought, at seeing her designer instead of her yoga teacher.
 
   “Olivia,” Marguerite said coolly, “what brings you here? I’m due for my yoga session in a few minutes. You know, nothing gets between me and my asanas.”
 
   Among her other attributes, the woman was fit and well groomed, wearing a yoga outfit with a Chanel logo on the sleeve.
 
   “I’ll just take a minute, Mrs. Fredericks. I came by yesterday, but I missed you.” Olivia said it with as warm a smile as she could muster. “Perhaps I made a mistake on the time or the day?”
 
   As Olivia expected, her client had an excuse ready. “I know, dear. I am sorry. I had a conflict, another appointment that took much longer than I expected. I was out of cell phone range to let you know I’d be delayed.”
 
   Olivia didn’t believe that for a second, but no one wins when you antagonize a client. Brooks had taught her that. She smiled warmly and said, “No matter. Perhaps we can set a time for this afternoon to go over the punch list. . .” 
 
   She did a double take when she spotted a painting leaning against the wall at the bottom of the circular staircase. “Is that a Romano Sutcliffe? I didn’t know you collected him.”
 
   Since his death a few months earlier, Sutcliffe’s work was commanding high prices at auction. Olivia knew all of the pieces in the Fredericks’ extensive collection of mid-century American artists, but had never seen anything resembling the celebrated painter’s colorful street scenes.
 
   Marguerite gave the picture a dismissive wave. “Oh, that. I’m taking it on spec. Hamish Walsh brought it over. He thought I might like it.”
 
   Olivia felt her blood pressure rise at the mention of her competitor’s name. “But it’s so different from the work you usually choose. I wouldn’t put you and Sutcliffe in the same sentence.”
 
   Marguerite was clearly playing Olivia and Hamish against each other. Olivia need to get a handle on which of the designers was in the lead.
 
   She said, “I know Sutcliffe’s work but I haven’t seen that picture. Do you mind if I look at it.”
 
   Marguerite moved out of the way so Olivia could examine the painting, saying, “I think it’s quite a score to have an undiscovered work. Richard and I haven’t definitely decided to buy it, but we’re leaning heavily in that direction.”
 
   Olivia gave an appropriately puzzled look. “Undiscovered? I’m not familiar with all of his work, but I know it has all been cataloged.”
 
   Marguerite smiled. “Yes. That’s the brilliance of Hamish. He was able to acquire this piece before it came on the market.“
 
   Now Olivia was thoroughly confused. “I didn’t know Hamish was an art curator.”
 
   “Man of many talents.”
 
   Olivia said to herself, and I bet one of them is stealing other designer’s clients. 
 
   The doorbell rang and Olivia returned the painting to its spot while the maid answered the door. 
 
   Marguerite said, “Olivia, I’m afraid we’ll have to continue this later. How about three?”
 
   Olivia managed a smile. “Certainly. Three works for me. See you then. I’m just going to run around back and check in with Vittorio on the wiring.”
 
     Marguerite had started walking into the library with her arm linked into her yoga teacher’s. She didn’t bother answering Olivia.
 
    
 
   Around back, Olivia found Vittorio untangling some wire. “Hey, Olivia,” he said when he saw her. “I got your message. I’ll come by later to check on your disposal and blinking lights. Not a big problem, but you might need a new disposal.”
 
   “Thanks Vittorio. Just grab the key under the pot if I’m not there. You know the security code. I’ll be back this afternoon to go over the punch list.” Vittorio was one of the few people she trusted with her security code.
 
    
 
    Olivia backed her truck down the long driveway and asked Tuesday, “You okay with The Fresh Fishery? At this hour we might have to sit at the counter.” 
 
   Tuesday grinned. “You mean the place owned by that cutie, Jesse? I could go for some oysters and champagne.”
 
   Olivia laughed at her friend, “When can’t you?”
 
   Tuesday grinned back, “And the problem with that is?”
 
    
 
   Traffic crawled down the winding road that led away from the Fredericks’ home to the highway leading back onto Darling Boulevard. As soon as the road widened, a driver passed Olivia heading back up the hill. 
 
   Tuesday did a double take. “Olivia, how crazy is that? My client. From this morning that I told you about? He just passed us. Did you see? He was in that Lexus.”
 
   Olivia looked in her rear view mirror, but the car was gone. 
 
   Tuesday added, “He had another dude in the car with him.”
 
   Olivia speculated, “This road connects with Stinson Beach. Maybe they are going out there for lunch.”
 
   Tuesday shook her head. “I hope he’s careful. He sure had a lot of ominous signs in his cup.”
 
    
 
   Olivia turned into the parking lot behind the fish restaurant. She quickly locked up the truck before they entered by the back entrance. Inside, a happy chorus of laughing, chatty customers crowded around the display case featuring the day’s fresh catch. A line for counter service started outside the front door and the two friends squeezed their way to the end of the line. A couple finished up at one of the two outside tables and since no one else wanted it, they decided to snag it. The sun warmed the busy street and Olivia welcomed the break in her hectic morning to people watch.
 
   “This is such a pretty town, Tuesday, but I hardly ever have a chance to just sit back and enjoy it. The problem with being self-employed? You work harder than you ever will for anyone else.”
 
   Tuesday nodded. “With me it’s feast or famine. I have my regular gigs at The Mulberry Cat,” the café and restaurant in Larchmont Village where she read tea leaves three afternoons a week. She also had her own private practice where she didn’t have to share her profits with Natasha, the owner of the cafe. 
 
   “I have to say, girlfriend, I give myself more days off than you do. Of course, I’m not paying off a mortgage.” Tuesday could only afford apartment living.
 
   A server came by, handed them menus and walked away to fill their drink orders. Olivia scanned the day’s specials, deciding on Jesse’s famous clam chowder to start, and nodded ruefully. “Yeah, nothing like owing the bank big bucks to keep your nose to the grindstone.”
 
   Tuesday added, “And I’m also not cursed with a Type A personality.”
 
   Olivia threw the menu down and sighed. “You and Cody. You’re both on me for that. But how else am I going to get anything done if I don’t work 24/7?”
 
   Tuesday shook her head. “All work and no play. Maybe you and Matt need to take a little break. Take a week off in Cabo or something.”
 
   Olivia signaled no. “The way things are between us right now, we don’t dare be alone in the same room together.” 
 
   She remembered the kiss when Matt tripped over the vine, but she didn’t tell Tuesday how it had set up a new longing for him.
 
   Tuesday said, “That bad? You’re fighting all the time?”
 
   “No, we don’t really fight. We get along too well. We just can’t seem to agree on what we want. I think we’re both afraid it’s going to go nowhere fast and we’re wasting our time.”
 
   Tuesday stuck out her hands, palms up. “Okay,” she said, wiggling the left hand. “This one is working 24/7.” Then she wiggled the right hand. “This one is a vacation with Matt.” She looked over at Olivia and caught her eye. “Which one weighs more?”
 
    “That’s not fair. He hasn’t suggested a getaway and I don’t have the time.”
 
   Jesse, Olivia’s friend and the owner of the restaurant, came out. He remembered Tuesday from her last visit and gave her a hug. They bantered back and forth about Jesse’s love life, non-existent he claimed, though Olivia knew he was seeing several girls in town. 
 
   “But business couldn’t be better, even though I’m working myself into an early grave.” 
 
   That Olivia believed. “I hear you, brother,” she moaned.” She pointed to his work shirt. “Maybe if you did something about your wardrobe. . . . you know, dress up and the babes will come?” 
 
    “I am intimate with sea creatures all day, Olivia. You want I should wear a suit and tie?”
 
   “All’s I’m saying, friend, is if you ever want a sartorial consultation, call me.”
 
   Tuesday butted in. “No, call me. Don’t go near our girlfriend here or she will have you looking like an undertaker.”
 
   Grinning, Jesse took their order and a waiter brought their split of Veuve Cliquot, one glass each of their standard celebratory drink so they didn’t need a designated driver. They toasted one another with their crisp bubbly and leaned back in their seats. 
 
   Suddenly, Tuesday bolted upright. “There he is again, Ollie.” She pointed to a Lexus slowing down in traffic right in front of the restaurant. “My client from this morning again.”
 
   Olivia checked out the car. She didn’t recognize it. Then she squinted. “Oh, they’ve taken off. I couldn’t see who was in the car.” 
 
   Tuesday said, “No matter. He’ll show up again. In a town this small, you can’t help falling over people. What do you say about some shopping after lunch?”
 
   


 
   7:4
 
   Back in the truck heading home, Tuesday asked, “Mind if I look for Gora Gracee’s newest release on your satellite radio? She said she was launching it today.”
 
    “Help yourself. Who is Gora Gracee?” 
 
   Tuesday began surfing the stations. “She’s a friend who has a breakout song. She kills in Urban Feminist Rap.” 
 
   She started to explain the genre but landed on a local news station and Olivia said, “Stop. Turn that up.”
 
   The broadcaster was saying, “An unconfirmed report suggests that Native American artifacts have been found on the site of the Bacon-Paatz Museum currently under construction on the edge of town. Listeners may recall that this was the location of a gruesome murder yesterday. The body was discovered by the Governor during the groundbreaking ceremony. We have to ask, if artifacts were uncovered by the victim as rumored, would that provide a motive for the murder? Could someone with a vested interest in seeing the project go forward have seen to it that the worker, identified by anonymous sources as Jed Fisher, husband and father of a six month old baby, didn’t live to tell anyone about the relics? KZMC, your fresh news station, attempted to reach Miss Olivia Granville for comment, but she has not returned our calls. We would be interested in getting Miss Granville’s take on this latest development as she is the lead construction manager and someone who certainly wants to see this museum completed in a timely and successful manner. Why is Miss Granville silent on this important development? We can only wait and see.”
 
   Next up, fans, an exclusive interview with the winner of the Marin County . . .” 
 
   Olivia flipped off the radio and slammed the dashboard. “Who is that creep announcer? The only thing that pinhead got right was my name. How does he know Fisher was murdered? Or that Indian relics were found on the site? And how dare he suggest that I had something to do with his murder.”
 
   She leaned forward and yelled into the radio, “And I’m NOT the lead construction manager. I’m the project manager. Pinhead! And nobody called me. Pinhead.”
 
   Tuesday was fishing in Olivia’s tote bag for her phone. “I assume you want this.” 
 
   She held it up for Olivia to see the three messages lighted up on the screen. “Take a look.” 
 
   Olivia grabbed the phone and studied the numbers. She didn’t recognize them but assumed they were from the radio station. “He must have called while we were having lunch. With all the noise on the sidewalk, I didn’t hear my phone.”
 
   “And lucky for him,” Tuesday mused, “cause you would have reamed him a new ear drum.”
 
   “You bet your bohonkus I would have. How dare he? What evidence does he have that it was murder? Matt said he would let me know as soon as he got the autopsy report and the environmental guy probably hasn’t even reached the site. Who’s the mole?”
 
   Olivia was shaking her phone at Tuesday as she ranted. Suddenly the phone rang, startling her so that it flipped out of her hand, bounced off her lap and onto the floor of the cab between her feet, the Marimba ringtone echoing off the wheel well. She said a few choice words and Tuesday held the steering wheel while she reached down and searched for the phone. She found it and answered the call just before it went into voicemail.
 
   “Marguerite, um Mrs. Fredericks. How are you? How was yoga? Are we still on for our three o’clock?”
 
   Olivia had regained control over the truck, but almost lost it again when she heard her client’s reason for calling.
 
   “You want to cancel our contract? You mean for the pool house? Mrs. Fredericks, you can’t do that, we are three and a half days from unveiling it.”
 
   Olivia flashed a look at Tuesday that was a cross between fear and outrage. 
 
   “But Mrs. Fredericks, how do you even know there are environmental issues? Oh, you heard it on the radio. You know what they say, don’t believe everything you hear. Why don’t you meet with me this afternoon as we agreed and we can talk this out?”
 
   There was a pause while Mrs. Fredericks complained that Olivia had broken the terms of their contract by engaging in unethical behavior. Olivia stared at her phone in disbelief.
 
   “Mrs. Fredericks, I don’t know how you can say that. I have been completely above board with you. My invoices are transparent, and I have made myself completely available to you. Happily so, I might add.”
 
   Another pause for the client’s response. Olivia pulled over to the side of the road and turned off the engine.
 
   “I can assure you that whatever happened at the museum site, and we still don’t have the full picture there, was not my doing. You can ask any of the principals if they are happy with my work on the project.”
 
   Suddenly, Olivia fumed. “Hamish said? Why is Hamish Walsh involved with the pool project? That is very unprofessional of him. I don’t like to complain about competitors, but if he is going behind my back to spread lies about me, I would have grounds for slander.” 
 
   Traffic on the narrow road had to skirt around Olivia’s truck. Driver’s honked for her to move on. She ignored them.
 
   “But we have to meet, Mrs. Fredericks. We have to go over the punch list so that the pool house will be finished by Friday.”
 
   Olivia looked at Tuesday and made a tearing her hair out gesture. “Okay, thank you. I’ll wait for your call. Have a great day.”
 
   


 
   Film At Eleven
 
   He ran into the Emergency Room screaming, “I’ve been shot. Help me.”
 
   The nurse looked at him coldly and said, “I’m sorry sir. We can’t help you. You haven’t paid your taxes.”
 
   He heard a siren in the background. But it wasn’t a siren. He hadn’t been getting much sleep with all the upheaval, and he had stretched out to take a little nap. The phone was ringing.
 
   It was her, yelling in his ear again. When he heard what she had to say, he sat bolt upright, his feet on the floor.
 
   “What do you mean there’s an Indian expert on the site? Where’d you hear that?”
 
   “A little bird told me,” she said in that sarcastic tone that made him want to scream. “The one that works for Fox News. It’s all over cable. They said that not only was a body found on the property, but the police found evidence of an ancient Native American burial site.”
 
   He shook his head and protested. “But I have the relics. I found them. That’s why I got into a fight with Jed. He saw me pick them up. How could anyone else know about them? Unless you and the boss let it slip to someone. You’re the only other people who know they even exist.”
 
   “Apparently not,” she snapped.
 
   He shook his head as he thought about what he’d just said. Were they the only people who knew about them? They wouldn’t double-cross him, would they?
 
   “Get this, genius. They found another petrified digit in Fisher’s garage. Plus some shards or something. So you killed him for nothing. How can one person be so stupid?”
 
   He smashed his fist into his bed. “Don’t call me names!”
 
   “Don’t raise your voice to me. Act smart for a change instead of acting stupid all the time.”
 
   “I’m telling you . . .”
 
   “Oh, tough guy. Are you threatening me?”
 
   “I’m just saying you shouldn’t be so mean to me.”
 
   “Oh, you make me sick. Here’s what you have to do next.”
 
   She gave him his instructions and when he hung up the call he kicked the night table across the room and put a hole in the wall.
 
   


 
   
Chapter Eight: This Land Is Our Land
 
   8:1
 
   Olivia’s cell phone vibrated, interrupting her Internet search. She looked at the caller and answered. “Hi, Scott. What can I do for you?”
 
   She was trying to find everything she could about petrified bones before she met with the design team again. 
 
   Scott bellowed, “Get this circus off my site!”
 
   Olivia pulled the phone away from her ear, then said, “What are you talking about?”
 
   “The protest, that’s what I’m talking about.”
 
   “I don’t understand. What protest? I don’t know about any protest.”
 
   “It’s a Native American group that apparently formed this morning when the media tipped our hand about finding artifacts. They have signs, bullhorns, slogans, chanting, the works.”
 
   Oh, no, she thought. Just what I was afraid of. “How many protesters are you talking about, Scott?”
 
   “I’d say a hundred, easily.”
 
   “A HUNDRED? On the property?”
 
   “No, they can’t come on the site. It’s private property. That would be trespassing, but they are right outside the fence.”
 
   “Scott, that’s not even safe. With traffic during the day, there isn’t enough room for a hundred people to congregate. Someone could get hurt, hit by a car or something. Do they have a permit?”
 
   “They say they do. They want a meeting. What they really want is to shut down the museum. I don’t know how they got organized so fast. The news about the artifacts and the finger just hit the news. I only heard about it an hour ago from Detective Richards myself. But how did those things get on the site? We did studies and were assured our site was not encroaching on any tribal lands.”
 
   “I don’t have the answer to that question, Scott. I can’t say for sure, but off the top of my head I’d say that new finds would nullify our permits. The first thing we have to do is make sure the protesters are safe. I’ll call Detective Richards. DVPD should be aware of this.”
 
   “Oh they are. I put in a call and gave them a piece of my mind.”
 
   “This isn’t their fault, Scott.”
 
   “They issued the permit.”
 
   “Two words, Scott. First Amendment.”
 
   “Yeah, well I’m putting a guy out there with a measuring tape. Our property actually goes beyond the fence and they have no way of knowing what the line is. If any of them steps one inch onto our property, I’m having them arrested. We have rights, too. Do you know what this is costing me? And now I have to send someone out there to babysit those people? Give me a break.”
 
   “Scott, take a minute. You’ve been here before. We both have. You know that antagonizing an activist group that has a problem with a project will only cause more grief for us. If they have a legitimate claim, we have to honor it. If Jed Fisher had indeed uncovered a previously unknown burial ground, the law says we have to cooperate with any new investigations.”
 
   Olivia could imagine Scott pacing. With the site shut down she guessed he had too much time on his hands. He’d said once that inactivity made him crazy. She was beginning to see what he meant. No one liked to see protesters at a construction site, but it wasn’t uncommon and Olivia was sure this wasn’t the first time he’d had to deal with it. He should be used to it. From the sound of his voice, she was afraid Jed’s death was sending him over the edge.
 
    “This is trumped up, Olivia. The project owns the land free and clear.”
 
   “Scott, listen to me. It’s not that simple and you know it. Suppose somebody wanted to put a shopping mall on the site of the memorial to the Twin Towers? You can imagine the uproar that would cause. It’s the same thing with tribal lands. Let’s just try to be clear-headed and sort this out. My advice? The best offence is a good defense.”
 
   Scott said, “It’s the other way around. The best defense is a good offence.”
 
   “Whatever. Same difference. Catch them off guard. You should set up a coffee kiosk. Hire a medic team to make sure anyone who gets sick or injured gets immediate attention. And most important? Tell your guys to keep it down. They need to greet them, smile and wave when they enter and leave the site. You want to control the PR on this.”
 
   “That’s going to be pretty hard. My guys are looking at layoffs if this thing doesn’t get settled. I have enough work maintaining the site to keep them busy until maybe the end of the week. After that they go on unemployment.”
 
   “I understand. But that’s more reason to keep this amicable and encourage a speedy solution. Can you get the phone numbers for the leaders of the protest? I’ll establish some rapport with them.”
 
   Scott said he would call her back with the number. Olivia had twin emotions. Dread of another conflict that would impede the forward progress of the museum. Confidence that she could negotiate a peaceful resolution with the protesters.
 
   


 
   8:2
 
   Late Tuesday
 
    “Assigning blame isn’t going to solve our problem, PEOPLE!” 
 
   The room quieted, more out of shock at hearing Olivia raise her voice than a need to get the meeting moving along. Shouting was so out of character for her.
 
   The design team was once again grumbling in Charles’ plush living room. So far, this was the only room he had fully furnished, other than his bedroom, which housed his enormous TV. 
 
   When the long refectory table Olivia had ordered for him was delivered, they could meet in the dining room and put their laptops, tablets and notes on the table instead of balancing them on their laps as they sank into the soft down sofa or sat rigid on stiff, armless chairs. In the past, pre-groundbreaking, pre-Jed Fisher, they had often met in Scott’s makeshift office or a conference room at the bank that Sonia generously arranged. But Scott couldn’t attend this meeting. He asked Olivia to fill him in.
 
   Sonia took over. “Look, gang.” 
 
   Olivia loved her informal style around these big time designers and moneymen. She didn’t back down in front of anyone. After all, she held the purse strings. Some of them, at least.
 
   “Olivia’s right. You may think you have a public relations nightmare on your hands. But if there is malfeasance here, the bank can withdraw future funding, call current loans due and you will never raise another penny. Your guy, here,” she pointed to Charles, “will have to put up all the money or there will be no museum. My advice is you cooperate with the Indian Affairs guy and move on from there.”
 
   Russ Bowers took the floor. Since Matt had revealed that shoe prints at the murder site might belong to Russ, Olivia had not been able to look at him. 
 
   “Why don’t we have lawyers here?” he asked. “Surely there are some restraining orders they can get to keep those people off the property.”
 
   It was Olivia’s turn. “That guy is a representative of a legally constituted organization designed to protect the interests of Native Americans. Are you forgetting that we have federal grants in play for the education program and proposed transportation studies? You think you have trouble now? There are laws that govern the handling of these remains. Try to obfuscate the feds or The Bureau of Indian Affairs and this museum will never get off the ground. And if you do succeed in building it, the PR damage from disrespecting tribal sites will take decades to repair.”
 
   Charles put his coffee cup down. “Look you guys. Olivia’s right. We have enough trouble on our hands without the government on our tails.”
 
   All heads nodded in agreement.
 
   “And besides. It’s the right thing to do. I don’t want any bad vibes on this place. Ellie wouldn’t stand for it, for one thing. So we postpone things a while. What’s the worst that could happen?” 
 
   When he said woist the group cringed, whether from his diction or his naiveté wasn’t clear. Maybe Charles no longer had to worry about money. But everyone else in the room did. Alistair almost jumped out of his seat.
 
   “The worst that could happen is that we all lose our shirts, that’s what could happen.” 
 
   Olivia was getting tired of Alistair butting in, the condescending tone in his voice, the way he acted superior to the real talent and power in the room, such as his host, Charles. 
 
   It was time to take him down. 
 
    “Mr. Marsh.” She didn’t want to start a knock down, drag out in front of the design team, so she took pains to sound overly polite. She took a deep breath to calm herself before she continued. 
 
   “We understand and appreciate your concern for Pierre Ballard’s interests. However, I think even Pierre would agree that his concerns are secondary to the concerns of the architect’s,” she gave a nod to Russ Bowers who had caught his reflection in a floor length mirror across the room and was adjusting his tie, “the bank’s,” Sonia mouthed, you got that right, “the contractor, Mr. Pierce, who could not attend this meeting, and certainly our host’s, Mr. Bacon.”
 
   She eyed the young man coldly. “You, of course, have no vested interest in the project and bear no risk. I’m not sure why you include yourself among those who might actually lose their shirts.”
 
   Alistair just glowered at her. His look gave Olivia a chill, but she continued.
 
   “If they, the design team that is, feel as I do that we must cooperate with the agencies in charge of land use issues, then that is what we must do. Mr. Ballard has no money invested and while his contribution is invaluable to the finished project, he deals privately with Mr. Bacon who is the buyer of the art, not the museum. As you well know, Mr. Bacon plans to put the art on permanent loan to the museum. You are free to report back to Mr. Ballard on our activities in his absence, which is why we have accorded you the courtesy of inviting you to our meetings. But his input, or yours, is not really relevant.”
 
   She faced Alistair with a steely smile. She hoped he got the point. She could tell from the faces of the other attendees that they certainly had. 
 
   Sonia continued with the meeting as though Alistair were not even present.
 
   “So, let’s figure out what we need to do next and move on,” she said in an authoritative voice that was intended to close the meeting. 
 
   Alistair misjudged the banker and interrupted her.
 
   “Excuse me, but you seem to forget that I am now in charge of purchasing art for the museum.”
 
   Olivia blinked. Was the banker chewing gum? Sure enough, Sonia snapped her gum, then turned her full heft toward Alistair and blew a small, pink bubble right in his face. Olivia would have laughed out loud if the occasion were not so serious and fraught with danger.
 
   Sonia paused to let the put down sink in before she took a deep breath and glared at Alistair. “Perhaps, young man, you don’t grasp the gravity of our situation here. If we don’t handle it with tact and foresight, there will be no museum for you to hang your pictures in. Or for the rest of us to have one more jewel in the crown of western civilization’s homage to the internal combustion engine.”
 
   Olivia saw some grins. She had emailed them all the recent article from The New York Times about the resurgence of interest in automobile museums worldwide.
 
   Sonia continued. “I can assure you that this committee does not look kindly on anyone using our project for personal aggrandizement. Not pointing fingers or naming names, just saying. However, the next time we meet, feel free to take a pass. You might like to use the time you have left before you return to New York to look at some nice pictures. I hear San Francisco has some great galleries and museums. Since you are so interested in art and all.”
 
   Alistair looked apoplectic and Olivia had to cover her mouth with her hands to hide her grin. Way to go, Sonia, she thought.
 
   Sonia concluded by speaking to the rest of the group. 
 
   “I say we agree to step back and let the environmental boys and girls do their thing, let the police do their thing, and then we come back in and pick up the pieces. Cause right now, we don’t know how many pieces to this puzzle exist or how they will fit together when it’s time to get back to work. Vacation time for the rest of you folks. It’s been real, but I have a staff meeting to run and trust me, my kiddies in the loan department will shoot up the bank without me.”
 
   She made her point by sliding her laptop into her tote. 
 
    But Alistair wasn’t done. “Oh come on. You’re avoiding the real issue. Is there anyone in this room who doesn’t think Scott Pierce killed that guy to keep the project going?”
 
   An audible gasp went around the room, then there was quiet. Sonia reached over to the coffee table and grabbed one last puff pastry hors d’oeuvre that Charles’ cook had provided. She wiped her mouth with a napkin and Olivia wondered first, if she had swallowed her gum, and next, what bomb she was going to lay on Alistair.
 
   Sonia swallowed, and somehow her gum managed to survive the pastry. She gave Alistair a withering glare, and then popped another bubble. 
 
   “First of all, young man,” Olivia could see Alistair seething at this, but the banker was just getting started.
 
   “Unless you have any expertise in crime fighting that we don’t know about, when it comes to figuring how, why, when and by whose hands Mr. Fisher died,” now she leaned forward and stared into Alistair’s face, an angry mother to a naughty boy, “we leave it. To. The. Police.” 
 
   She waited a beat for her words to sink in.
 
   “Is. That. Clear?”
 
   Alistair just stared at her, his cheeks aflame.
 
   “I asked you a question, young man. I expect an answer. Or don’t you know how to respond to your superiors?”
 
   Alistair murmured, “I heard you.”
 
   “Good. And the second thing is, before the groundbreaking ceremony I believe you met Mr. Pierce all of what,” she looked around the room for confirmation, “zero times? You have sat in on one meeting with him since, you haven’t socialized with him so you don’t know him personally, and you haven’t negotiated contracts with him or been in a position to examine his work.”
 
   The room was dead silent. “No one in this room is qualified to speak on his guilt or innocence about anything but this building project. And nobody has any complaints about Mr. Pierce. And this, Mr. Marsh, from people who know him well. That you dare to suggest that he committed this crime has destroyed your past, present and future credibility with us. Am. I. Clear?”
 
   Alistair nodded and Sonia continued gathering up her things.
 
   When she stood and turned to head for the door, Olivia noticed that the seam in her trousers was starting to fray. Olivia chuckled to herself. If she could bottle Sonia Gutierrez, her ease with herself, her firm but good nature and her competence in everything she oversaw, she would make a fortune.
 
   As though the group suddenly noticed the food, they began helping themselves to the goodies on the coffee table. Maria, the maid/cook/housekeeper was apparently watching from the wings, because she suddenly appeared with fresh coffee. Each of the men accepted a cup. 
 
   Olivia tapped the table to get the attention back to the meeting. 
 
   “If we’re done, gentlemen, I’ll let you know when another meeting is appropriate. I’m sure Charles would welcome your company if you’d care to stay and socialize, but I also have another meeting in,” she looked at her watch and made a show of being scandalized by the time, “oh my gosh. Look how late it is. I must run.”
 
   


 
   8:3
 
   Olivia knew, as she started up her truck, that the other participants wanted to be on their way as well, but she didn’t feel the least bit guilty at forcing them to press the flesh with Charles. First of all, they owed it to him. His dream, once it got off the ground, would garner not only prestige and more business for them, but a great deal of money in fees as well. She also wanted to dart out of the mansion before Alistair could catch up with her.
 
   As she backed out of her parking spot, careful not to ram the Stutz Bearcat next to her that Charles was currently driving, her phone rang. She put the truck in neutral, saw it was the banker and said, “Hi, Sonia.”
 
   “Olivia, are you out of there? Can you talk?”
 
   The secretive nature of the call alarmed Olivia. What now, she wondered. She said cautiously, “Yeah, I’m alone. What’s up?” 
 
   Then Sonia started laughing. “Good. Just between you and me, I think Scott did it too, but I wasn’t going to let that pipsqueak Alistair run our meeting.”
 
   Olivia bent over the steering wheel laughing. “Sonia, you are the best. I needed that. But seriously, do you really think Scott is capable of murder?”
 
   Without a pause, Sonia said, “With as much as he has on the line, he’s capable of anything. Not just because I think Scott is a psychopath or anything. But he has to answer to the big boys who are funding his company. That international construction company backing him? They have ties to Middle East oil, diamonds in Brazil, and I happen to know they are making a fortune taking heavy metals out of Congo. Scott’s operation is peanuts. If he doesn’t meet his deadlines they’ll think nothing of grinding him up in a blender while they make their morning smoothies. Scott cut himself some pretty tight deadlines. With this holdup, he won’t make them and for one reason or another you might have to find yourself a new contractor.”
 
   Olivia let out a long, worried sigh. “That’s not going to help anybody. Do you know how long it would take to get a new firm on board?”
 
   Sonia chuckled. “Welcome to the world of high finance. Bye girlfriend. It’s us against the world,” she said and hung up.
 
    
 
   Olivia headed down the hill towards the flats of Darling Valley to the more modest neighborhood where she lived. She had major guilt pangs about having left Tuesday on her own while she attended to these meetings, but she couldn’t help it. She’d make it up to her with some fun the rest of the day. Her friend was champing at the bit for her return. She was quite sure of that. But first she had one more stop.
 
   


 
   
Chapter Nine: Win One For The Gipper
 
   9:1
 
   Olivia chose the diner Cody had introduced her to out near the lake for her meeting with Roger Greentree, the spokesperson for the protesters. Without a conference room or comfortable office space, she normally she held casual business meetings at The Salted Caramel. But she realized that the trendy café could offend protesters who might have minimum wage jobs. This diner catered to a working class clientele. She figured the atmosphere would put a representative of Native American interests at ease.
 
   She arrived early to ensure they had a quiet table near the back where the rowdy biker crowd that sometimes frequented the diner would not disturb them. 
 
   “Black coffee and a menu,” she said when the waitress asked for her order.
 
   She slid the menu to the place setting opposite her, sending the message that Roger could order a meal if he wished, on her.
 
   Several minutes later Roger Greentree arrived, recognizable as a tribe elder by his grey ponytail and beaded headband. She offered her brightest smile as he strode towards her. As the small table made standing awkward, she merely extended her hand. “So nice to meet you Mr. Greentree.”
 
   The man slapped a manila file folder on the table and pulled out the vacant chair. No smile, no hello, no returned handshake. Olivia kept her smile beaming, inwardly reminding herself that she did not know tribal customs and perhaps shaking a woman’s hand was forbidden.
 
   She edged the menu towards Greentree. “Please, whatever you like. You’re my guest.”
 
   Greentree sneered at her. “Guest? Do you think we’re having a party, Miss Granville? This is a business meeting. I’m not your guest.”
 
   The man’s attitude caught Olivia flat-footed. She hadn’t expected such hostility. She had to mend fences or this protest would get ugly. “I didn’t mean to offend you, I was merely trying to be hospitable.”
 
   Greentree stared around at their corner of the diner. “Is that what you call this place? Hospitable? Why are we meeting in this greasy spoon, sitting in the back where no one can see us? You trying to hide us? Afraid the press might come sniffing when they hear a good story? You really think I’d eat the garbage they serve here?”
 
   Olivia’s back was up. She hated being misinterpreted, but she had to bite her tongue to keep from snapping back in self-defense. “I just thought it would be convenient. Centrally located.”
 
   “Is that so? I’m surprised you were able to find your way to the wrong side of the tracks. I doubt this is your usual haunt, Miss Granville.”
 
   This meeting was going sideways fast and she had to right the boat. “Please, call me Olivia. I’ve been here before. That’s why I thought it would be agreeable.”
 
   Greentree outweighed Olivia by at least a hundred pounds, most of it muscle. He folded his arms on the table, and with his square jaw and grim line of a mouth, he presented himself as a formidable adversary. 
 
   “Miss Granville,” he said between clenched teeth. “Let’s get something straight right now. My people are deeply offended at your lack of sensitivity to our traditions.”
 
   Olivia put her cup back in its saucer, choosing her words carefully. “Mr. Greentree. What have I done to offend you, other than call you to set up a meeting? I’m sorry if the venue doesn’t suit you. I would have been happy to meet at a location of your choice and in the future, I’ll be sure to consult you.”
 
   She thought he was going to spit at her, he looked so disgusted.
 
   “I can’t even count the number of ways that statement offends me. We’ll start at the end and work our way to the beginning. You seem to assume you are in charge of setting our meetings. In the future, I will tell you when and where we will meet. Notice I didn’t say ‘consult you.’ That you feign ignorance of our needs and traditions seems inconceivable to me coming from a supposedly educated woman.”
 
   Making nice was not getting her anywhere. Patience, she told herself. See, if you were meditating regularly this guy wouldn’t get under your skin. She made one more effort at a civil response, plastering a smile back on her face. 
 
   “I assure you, Mr. Greentree, I have no idea what you are talking about. If an insult was taken for some act that was committed since you launched your protest, I assure you, none was intended. I’ve dealt with activist groups on other projects and I assure you our negotiations have always ended satisfactorily for both sides. I’m sure we can work this out.”
 
   He pushed his file away and leaned forward. She was sure the violation of her personal space was intentional. She had a hard time taking her eyes off the manila folder. Was it an injunction? A restraining order? It couldn’t be good news.
 
   Greentree spit his words at her. “Whose idea was it to serve coffee and donuts at the site? Yours? And the medical unit?” 
 
   He said it as though she had offered him rat poison.
 
   Truly perplexed, Olivia said, “What’s wrong with that?”
 
   “Miss Granville we are well into the 21st century. Surely you know that western food, the grease and sugar you all eat, are killing indigenous people. Have you any idea of the rates of obesity, diabetes and heart disease among us since you introduced us to that garbage?” He made it sound as thought Olivia had personally forced a poisonous diet on Native Americans.
 
    With a sense of horror, she had a vision of a table Scott would have set up featuring items from The Salted Caramel. Croissants, breakfast pastries with whipped cream or soft cheese, scones with pots of jam and butter. That’s what he was talking about.
 
   “I’m sorry. As I said, no offense was intended. I’ll call Mr. Pierce and have him remove it and replace it with fry bread, fruit, anything you’d like.”
 
   “You don’t get it, do you? We don’t need your crumbs, your fry bread. Do you even know what that is?”
 
   Weakly, Olivia tried to offer an olive branch. “Water? Spring water? Just let us know. And the medical unit? We were showing concern for your safety.”
 
   Greentree raised his voice; Olivia believed it was for the benefit of the other diners. He was enjoying an audience. “You don’t seem to realize that we can take care of ourselves. We don’t need your food or your medicine that will pump us full of drugs and poisons should something untoward happen to us. Our healing traditions go back further than yours do, Miss Granville.”
 
   Here, she had him. At least she thought she did. “But you need to know, Mr. Greentree, that you can’t just plant yourselves outside our property and make your demands. There are laws about public safety. Provisions have to be made in the event of an accident or if one of your people should become ill.” 
 
   She thought she was right about that. It sounded right. She sat up straighter in the booth willing some confidence back after Greentree had her on the ropes.
 
   Just then the waitress approached the table, pencil and pad in hand. “What can I do you for, folks. We serve breakfast all day, every day. We’re having a special on waffles, strawberries, whipped cream and sausage. Frozen berries this time of year but still good. Can I get you an order for two?”
 
   Olivia cringed. Could the timing be any worse? Before Greentree could take out his ire on the poor woman, she said, “No thanks. The check will do.”
 
   Meanwhile, Greentree reached into his pocket and withdrew a business card, sliding it across to her.
 
   “Miss Granville, I am a graduate of UC’s Boalt Hall, one of the top law schools in the country. I possess a law degree and a doctorate in both social sciences and legal history. I assure you, I am well aware of the law.”
 
   If she were alone, she’d slap herself on the forehead for her stupidity in not checking out her adversary on the Internet before the meeting. It was something she always did when she was working with other design professionals. How could she have taken the protest for granted? All she could do was capitulate and ask for his demands.
 
   “Our demands should be obvious. We want access to our land. You are to call a halt to the project and remove your machines. You are to restore the sacred trees you cut down. We will set up a site devoted to honoring our ancestors. We will conduct our own search for remains, perform cleansing and healing rituals. We want to set up an altar and have our warriors sit guarding the bones of our ancestors. We want only what we are entitled to.”
 
   Okay, enough, Olivia said to herself. Time for bluff-calling. “You know as well as I do that’s not going to happen. Abandon the museum? Puleeze. I think we’re done here.”
 
   “We’ll see about that,” he said. 
 
   Olivia countered, “If you wish to be involved in examining the site for artifacts, contact the state’s environmental people. I assume someone as learned as you can find the phone number.”
 
   With that, Greentree stood up, his chair scraping the floor as he pushed it back. He turned and left, leaving the manila envelope. When he was out of sight, she peeked, needing to see the bomb he was dropping. It was a computer printout of the directions from Santa Rosa to the diner.
 
   Olivia left money for the check and a generous tip. “Well, that can go down as a solid win for our team,” she said to the trio of ketchup, mustard and artificial sweeteners in the center of the table as she headed for the door.
 
    
 
   


 
   9:2 
 
   “Am I holding it correctly, dear?”
 
   Olivia called out, “Tues?”
 
   Both Tuesday and Mrs. Harmon turned to watch Olivia ascend the top step into her kitchen. She dropped her bag at her feet when she saw her prickly tenant sitting at the table holding a set of keys dangling from a string of seed pearls.
 
   “Why, hello, dear,” Mrs. Harmon said.
 
   Did Mrs. Harmon just call Olivia dear? Was she actually sitting in her kitchen? Was Tuesday performing a fortune telling ritual with her?
 
   Tuesday read the look of shock on Olivia’s face. “I ran into Elise when I went downstairs to empty the trash. She was coming out of her apartment to use the washing machine. We started talking and one thing led to another and lo and behold, she’s interested in pendulums.”
 
   Elise? Tuesday was calling Mrs. Harmon Elise? Olivia wouldn’t have even known her tenant’s first name if she hadn’t seen it on the lease agreement. The elderly woman’s formality made Marguerite Fredericks look like a stoner. And Olivia and Elise lived in the same building, shared garbage cans and laundry facilities. Yet she had never invited Olivia to call her by her first name.
 
   All this ran through Olivia’s mind as she said, “Hello,” not sure what to call her tenant now. “Oh yes, the pendulum. I know it. How did you make one?
 
   Tuesday jumped in and explained. “I didn’t have my meatball with me, you know the ball and chain I use to consult my unconscious,” 
 
   “Yes,” Olivia said, taking a chair at her table opposite Mrs. Harmon. “I know your meatball.”
 
   Tuesday had often used her pendulum, a round charm that Olivia called a meatball, to help her figure out thorny personal problems.
 
   Olivia gave her guest a puzzled smile. “Somehow, Mrs. Harmon,” no way would she EVER call her tenant Elise unless she was invited, “well, I just never imagined you as the occult type.”
 
   Mrs. Harmon returned a smile. “You’re never too old to learn new things, dear. Why did you know, Olivia, that this little ball and chain can help me find my keys when I lose them?”
 
   Olivia answered with an ingratiating smile of her own. She pointed to the pendulum. “Yes, just look for them hanging from your pearls.”
 
   They all laughed. Olivia had never seen Mrs. Harmon in such a jolly mood. What had Tuesday been feeding her, she wondered.
 
   “Oh no. These aren’t my keys. They belong to Tuesday. She borrowed the pearls I had around my neck and put the keys on them to demonstrate the way a pendulum worked. Then she showed me how to ask it yes or no questions to help me find lost objects.”
 
    Olivia gave a what’s up look across the table to Tuesday. “Yes, I’ve used pendulums. It’s amazing, isn’t it? I have a locket on a chain that I use.”
 
   Mrs. Harmon was getting revved up about the ability to peer into the future. “Look, let me show you. I’m going to think of a question and if the keys swing from side to side the answer is no and if it swings backwards and forwards the answer is yes.”
 
   Olivia smiled. She had tried to explain that she knew about and actually had used the pendulum herself, but her tenant was suddenly like a kid at show and tell. She had to demonstrate for herself.
 
   Mrs. Harmon closed her eyes. “Okay. My question is this. Who is the terrible person who killed that sweet girl’s husband?”
 
   Both Olivia and Tuesday said, “No, no,” in unison. 
 
   Tuesday explained, “Remember, Elise? I said a pendulum can only answer a yes or no question.”
 
   Mrs. Harmon’s eyes popped open and she grinned. “Oh, silly me. That’s right. Let me see. Okay, here’s a good one.”
 
   She closed her eyes again as Tuesday had instructed and held the pearls between her thumb and index finger. She concentrated and then said, “Did Olivia kill that nice young man?”
 
   “MRS. HARMON!”
 
   The elderly woman opened her eyes with a look of surprise. “What’s wrong? That’s a yes or no question.”
 
   Olivia was outraged. “How could you think I’d do such a thing? Or that I’d kill anyone for that matter? I’m shocked.”
 
   “Oh, for heaven’s sake, Olivia. You’re not perfect by any means, but I don’t think you killed him. I just wanted to see what the pendulum would say. After all, it’s all over the news, that you were involved.”
 
   Tuesday broke in. “Just for the record, she wasn’t involved in his death. It’s not a good question on any account. You can only ask about information that is locked in your own subconscious. Like where you put your keys or if you should go to the movies or go shopping. You have no way of knowing what Olivia did, if she killed him or not.”
 
   “Tuesday,” Olivia grumbled, “now you’re at it. I had nothing to do with Jed Fisher’s death. Let’s get that off the table.”
 
   “Girlfriend, we’re not saying you did. You’re a little touchy today, sweetiekins. Maybe we should put the pendulum away for now.”
 
   Olivia said, “Good idea.”
 
   She expected Mrs. Harmon to realize her visit was over and excuse herself, but she seemed to be just getting warmed up. She turned to Tuesday.
 
   “Okay, dear You’ve read my tea leaves and taught me how to use the pendulum. What else can you do? How about numbers? Are you good with numbers?”
 
   Tuesday broke into a big smile. “Actually, I learned this Tibetan method of numerology. Want to try it?”
 
   A call came in on Olivia’s cell just then, giving her a perfect excuse to exit. She held up her phone. “Got to take this. I’ll be down in my office.”
 
   She grabbed her tote with her laptop and headed off. She answered the call without checking the screen. When she heard Brooks Baker say, “Hi, baby,” she almost fell down the stairs.
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   Tuesday, dinner time
 
   “HOW COULD YOU LET HIM NEAR YOU?”
 
   Olivia broke the Gorgonzola into bits for the salad while she waited for Victor’s to deliver their main course. She put her hand to her ear. “Yeah, Tues, the neighbors at the far end of the street are saying they heard you screaming.”
 
   Tuesday paced back and forth in front of the counter “After what he put you through? How many chances are you going to give that loser?”
 
   It was true that Olivia and Brooks had been on and off so many times they looked like a subplot of a soap opera. But Olivia believed that this time was different.
 
   “You’re jumping to conclusions, Tues. First of all, I’m not giving him any chances. I don’t own the world. He’s not coming to see me. He just gave me a friendly warning that he was coming to town on business.”
 
   Tuesday scoffed. “Likely story.”
 
   Olivia put the salad in the refrigerator and washed her hands. “Look, Tuesday, you know as well as I do that Darling Valley is the hot spot for architects, designers, construction geeks, anyone who wants to cash in on the renovation boom here. Why wouldn’t he want a piece of it?” 
 
   “You’re making excuses, silly girl. Hasn’t he heard of Beverly Hills? Star Island in Florida? I’ve heard there are quite a few orange crates going up in those towns. With his reputation he can plant his flag anyplace he wants. He doesn’t have to come sniffing around here.”
 
   Olivia went searching for a bottle of wine to accompany the pizza. “Well there’s nothing I can do about it. He has his eye on a particular project and I think once he looks around and has enough info to submit a bid, he’ll be on a plane back to LA. Bet it won’t take him more than a few hours.”
 
   And maybe not. Olivia didn’t tell Tuesday everything. Brooks had explained that a ten-thousand square foot teardown was being turned into a thirty-thousand square foot showplace. He would probably stick around to do some schmoozing with folks around town to get the lay of the land and get an introduction to the clients. He might actually be in town for a few days.
 
   “So, what do you know about this project of his.” 
 
   From Tuesday’s tone, Olivia knew that nothing she could say would put her mind at ease about Brooks, so she didn’t try. “Not much. Will you hand me the corkscrew?” 
 
   She retrieved two glasses from her cupboard and held one up for Tuesday. “You in?”
 
   “As long as it was bottled since the Civil War, you know it, girl.”
 
   “Brooks told me that he thought the clients had another architect in mind but they wouldn’t name names. I suspect it’s Hamish. I’m sure everybody wants him now that he’s made Architectural Digest. But I didn’t give him my suspicions and get into a long drawn out conversation with him. Anyway, he was on the run, so it was like, a two sentence conversation. Maybe three.”
 
    
 
   Olivia needed to keep her anxiety about the call hidden from Tuesday, who would constantly bring up his name in an effort to counsel and console her. It was best to put him out of her mind, and maybe, if there was any justice in the world, she would forget entirely that he was going to be within a three mile radius of her in just a few days.
 
    Who was she kidding? Darling Valley was a small town with one main drag and just a few very popular restaurants and shops. You were more likely to trip over somebody than avoid them. On the phone Brooks had said he was on the run and couldn’t talk for very long. He just wanted to give her a heads up. Which was fine with her. She couldn’t imagine a normal conversation with Brooks after his last disastrous visit some months ago. 
 
   Their problems started when he’d stood her up on the eve of their wedding, the reason Olivia had relocated to Darling Valley. He surprised her some months later during the media circus about the murder scandal that had landed on her doorstep. He claimed to be a fool and wanted her back. The reconciliation didn’t go well and she hadn’t spoken to him since. She didn’t regret her decision to give him the ax, but that didn’t mean her heart didn’t flip around like a fish at the end of a line when she heard his voice.
 
   But now she wondered how to handle having him close by. He didn’t suggest getting together, which was good and bad. She would have liked the opportunity to turn him down. Should they exchange calendars so they didn’t show up at Hugo’s for dinner on the same night or stop in at The Salted Caramel for coffee the same mornings? Breathe the same air? She ruminated on these things as she set out plates for dinner. She knew herself well. Fat chance she could stop thinking about him between now and Friday.
 
   The doorbell rang with the two pastas and calzone from Victor’s. She grabbed her wallet and ran down the stairs telling herself she was being ridiculous. This inconvenience would sort itself out, and if luck was on her side, and it was time it was, she and Brooks would be involved in projects on opposite sides of town. He’d slip away without their ever crossing paths. 
 
   Matt still hadn’t called about whether he would be free to come by and join them for dinner, but if he couldn’t make it, she would freeze the leftovers. No way she would throw out a crumb of Victor’s food.
 
   She gave Pete, the delivery guy, a tip. They made the same joke they always did, that because she ordered take out from Victor’s so often she should hire him as her personal courier. She ran upstairs with the hot boxes still unable to banish Brooks from her thoughts. 
 
    
 
   Upstairs, Tuesday was setting the table, harping on the impending visit of Brooks.
 
   “After destroying your heart, I would have thought he’d have the decency to destroy your number.”
 
   “Now, now, Tues.” Olivia was crushing the pizza boxes and setting them aside to take down to the recycling bin. 
 
   “That’s a bit of an overstatement. I’m with Matt, you know. Sort of. If we can ever figure out where we are. So, as far as my heart is concerned,” she put her hand on her chest and paused, “still a detectible beat or two. Not totally destroyed.”
 
   Tuesday pinched a piece of mozzarella and led a long string to her mouth. “Ouch. Ouch. Hot, hot.” 
 
   After a glass of water revived her tongue, she said, “Seriously, O, how can you even speak to him given his behavior?”
 
   Olivia poured the wine, wondering how she could get Tuesday off this subject. “He was actually being a good guy this time. Warning me that he was going to be here on business. You know how Darling Valley is. With his international reputation, it was only a matter of time until he got a job up here or a chance to bid on one.”
 
   Tuesday slid into a seat at the counter with her wine. “Yeah, I guess. But if you give up Detective McDreamy for that louse, I’ll take him myself.”
 
   Olivia laughed. “Oh, does that mean Clipper would be available?”
 
   Olivia had only seen an Instagram of Tuesday’s heart throb, but immediately saw the good looks that her friend liked and the humor in his eyes. Tuesday’s stories of their escapades almost made her jealous. Matt was everything she wanted in a man. Except he was a bit serious.
 
   Tuesday narrowed her eyebrows. “If Clipper doesn’t stay home more, I’m going to give him to you on a platter.”
 
   Clipper had a thriving business solving crimes that stumped the police. Private clients hired him and he made his own rules and hours. As a former detective for the LAPD, he was suited for the job of private investigator. But much to Tuesday’s dismay, he took assignments around the globe, mainly white collar crime for corporations with deep pockets looking for culprits who embezzled funds or rigged stock offerings. 
 
   “Shall I get the salad, O?”
 
   Olivia nodded yes as she stuck the second pizza in the oven to keep warm. Tuesday grabbed the salad servers and put the bowl on the counter with two place settings.
 
   As Tuesday helped get dinner going, she said, “Just our luck to have the only two men in the known world who deal with the mean streets.” 
 
   Olivia helped herself to a piece of pizza and some salad. “Well, they aren’t totally on the dark side. Clipper delves into white collar crime and this is only the second murder case since I’ve been in DV. Not a bad ratio, when you compare it to say, LA.”
 
   Tuesday shook her head. “With what it costs to live here, you’d think they’d outlaw crime.”
 
   Olivia rolled her eyes. “Yeah, well, Tues. They do outlaw crime. Some people just don’t read the memos.”
 
    
 
   Halfway through their meal, Matt texted he would have a bite with them, but he would have to make it short. “Dty clz.” His code for having to work all night.
 
    
 
   The door bell rang again and this time it was Matt with a bottle of sparkling water for himself and a bottle of Pinot for Olivia and Tuesday. 
 
   The three friends moved to the dining table and sat back in their chairs and chatted, Matt catching Tuesday up on his adventures since her last visit. Olivia put the wine away for another time. She had just opened a Merlot.
 
   “Well, with Olivia’s help I have settled into my apartment. You’ll be happy to know that it is no longer furnished with orange crates but has actual chairs and tables from a respectable store.”
 
   Tuesday pointed out that, “I’m using my imagination since I’ve never seen the inside of your apartment with or without orange crates.”
 
   Matt nodded. “I tell you what. Once we resolve this case, we’ll have a little celebration at my place. We’ll christen the furniture at the same time.”
 
   Tuesday and Olivia toasted each other. Tuesday said, “We’re going to keep him to that, right girlfriend?” 
 
   “You better believe it,” answered Olivia. 
 
   Matt toasted them back with his sparkling water. “And you know Olivia and I have been getting to know one another.”
 
   “I’ve heard words to that effect.”
 
   He gave a wry grin. “I bet you have, Tuesday.”
 
   Tuesday and Matt laughed but Olivia didn’t join in. What was with the mixed signals? Matt was being pretty flirty for someone in a relationship timeout. Olivia wasn’t sure she minded, but since Brooks’ call she felt distanced from Matt, perhaps from both of them. Brooks reminded her of the heartache that can come from loving someone. Did she want to get her emotions tangled up in a difficult relationship again? She changed the subject.
 
   “Can you tell us any news about Jed Fisher’s death or the environmental investigation? I’ve got everybody and his deadbeat brother asking me for information. Charles Bacon is very patient, but this is such an important project for him and I’d like to be able to give him some reassurance that all will be well before too long.”
 
   Matt nibbled on his last crust of pizza, grimacing. “I’m trying to decide what I can reveal and what’s confidential. I’ll start with the site. Normally, the police department wouldn’t get involved in environmental issues on a construction project. But I sat in on the meeting Scott and Charles held with the environmental consultant a few hours ago. Since Jed had artifacts in his home and his discoveries may have led to his death, I had a reason to be there.”
 
   Olivia threw down her napkin, clearly annoyed. “Oh? Why wasn’t I invited? When Scott told me he had called Sacramento, I specifically told him I wanted to sit in on that meeting.”
 
   Matt fished in his pocket and retrieved a business card. “I don’t know about that, but you didn’t miss much. You can call the consultant if you want.” 
 
   He squinted at the card. “Francesca Lauren. She seems to know her stuff but just wanted a look around before they started examining the site again. I gather she signed off on the report that the team submitted. She wants to handle it personally this time. Make sure there are no screw-ups.”
 
   Olivia gave him an arch look. “A little late for that, don’t you think?” She rethought that remark. “Of course, I’m not blaming you.”
 
    Matt didn’t have any more he could reveal about Jed Fisher, other than he and his team were frantically looking for Victoria and the baby. 
 
   “You didn’t find any links to friends or relatives in the house?”
 
   Matt shook his head. “Her computer was shut down and it’s password protected. Our warrant didn’t cover turning it over to our IT gang. We checked the mail that was on a desk and looked for obvious signs of family around the house, asked neighbors if they knew her whereabouts or if she had family, but we came up with nothing. The thing is, she didn’t look like she’d left town. There were two suitcases in her closet and the usual toiletries in her bathroom. A makeup kit, baby bottles in the sink that needed washing. No spaces in the closet where she might have scooped up an armful of clothes to take with her. The house looked kind of destroyed, but I’m thinking she just wasn’t a very good housekeeper. You know, with the baby throwing things all over. It really looked like she was coming right back. Normally, it’s not time to file a missing person’s report, but under the circumstances this is worrisome.”
 
   Tuesday offered an opinion. “Maybe she just needed to drive out to the ocean or something to get away and process all this. I mean, gee, she just lost her husband. Don’t you think she just wanted a little peace and quiet?”
 
   Matt folded his napkin and set it on the table preparing to leave. “That’s just it, Tuesday. We have no way of knowing.”
 
   He shrugged on his jacket. “Thanks for the pizza. I never turn down Victor’s.” 
 
   He seemed to realize he’d given Olivia and Tuesday a back handed compliment. “Or the company of two wonderful women, of course.”
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   Tuesday cleared the few dishes away while Olivia walked Matt down the stairs and through the showroom to the front door. They replayed the awkward goodbye of the night before. They were quiet for a moment, then Matt pulled her close. He looked into her eyes and brushed her hair back. 
 
   “I don’t know where we are, Olivia. But when this case is over we have to decide. Either on or off. This in between stuff is driving me crazy.” 
 
   She hadn’t mentioned that Brooks was now part of that equation.
 
   Olivia leaned her forehead into his chest for a moment, then looked up at him. “I know. And we will. It’s all just too complicated right now. I thought my life would calm down after the groundbreaking, but now it’s even crazier.”
 
   He grazed her chin with his knuckles, then kissed her slowly and deeply. “Okay,” he said straightening up. “Let’s hope we solve all of our problems quickly.”
 
   “Me, too.”
 
   Matt opened the door and the old fashioned bell over the door tinkled as he stepped over the threshold onto the porch. He looked down.
 
   “What’s this,” he said alarmed. 
 
   Olivia was more startled than he was. He had almost kicked over a lighted candle.
 
    
 
   Olivia plunked the candle on the counter and said, “Speak.”
 
   She had already doused the wick and assured Matt she would be fine. He said he would send a squad car around to keep an eye on her house. For his peace of mind as well as hers. Now it was time for Tuesday to talk.
 
   “I want to know everything you know about black candles, Tues. We have to figure out who’s doing this.”
 
   Tuesday grimaced as she stared at the stubby lump of wax. 
 
   “For starters, it’s homemade or very cheap.” She pointed to the side. “Look, you can see where the candlemaker had to dig it out of the mold. Amateurs.”
 
   Olivia was pacing now. “Yes, but what does it mean? Is this some kind of threat? My guardian angel certainly didn’t leave it. And how could someone slip on to my porch without us hearing them. The kitchen is right above the front door.”
 
   Tuesday smelled the candle. “Yeah, but we were a bit raucous and probably just didn’t hear her.”
 
   “Why do you insist it’s a she?”
 
   Tuesday explained, “You just don’t find men going in for this stuff and it’s pretty fragrant, though personally patchouli is so twentieth century. Maybe even nineteenth for all I know. No one uses it any more. It’s hippy stuff.
 
   Olivia smelled the candle and made a face, then pushed it down the counter away from her.
 
   “First off, Ollie, the candle maker could be someone who is jealous of you, maybe you and Matt. Or, it may be a Wicca in training, someone learning spells out of a book.” Tuesday translated. “You know, Wicca? Female witch.”
 
   Olivia sat down to take all this in. “Why would a witch put a spell on me? I haven’t done anything to anyone. Despite what cable news is saying.”
 
   “If it is a Wicca, the black candle is to banish negativity. If it’s a newbie who wants to scare you, they don’t know their symbols. This is a mis-spell. In their belief system a black candle is actually very positive and healing. But I don’t think this is from the good witch of the north. Look.”
 
   Olivia leaned over and saw something pressed onto the side of the candle. “What is that?” 
 
   Something was carved into the side of the candle.
 
   Tuesday picked it up and examined it closely, covering her nose with her free hand to block out the offensive patchouli. “Bingo. A gravestone with RIP on it. Now we have four. A second candle, the scythe, the vine and this. I think it is definitely a warning. Overkill maybe, in case they don’t think you’re paying attention, but definitely a warning.”
 
   Olivia’s hands were shaking. “Or a promise.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “You said it’s a symbol for death. Maybe whoever killed Jed Fisher is after me. It’s common knowledge I’m associated with the project. Maybe they blame me for desecrating the sacred Indian burial ground and they are going to stop me.”
 
   “We have to figure out a way to neutralize the negative energy.”
 
   Olivia’s said, “I think Matt is already working on that.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “He’s having a police car drive past the house to keep an eye on us.”
 
   Tuesday scoffed. “Don’t put too much faith in those guys. Oh, I know they mean well. But if black energy wants to get to you, a police car won’t do it. First, they could attack while they are driving around the corner . . . “
 
   Olivia stopped her. “Whoa there girlfriend. You’re scaring me more than the candle is. We’re going to check the locks, pour another glass of wine and sit down and watch a comedy. That’s the best negativity neutralizer I know.”
 
   Just then her phone rang. She checked caller ID before answering. She didn’t want another surprise like Brooks. 
 
   It was Charles, sounding mournful. “I don’t know what to do with myself,” he said. “I’m worried sick that this whole project is going to fold and there’s nothing I can do about it. I feel responsible for Jed Fisher’s death. All of a sudden the environmental agency and the police have control over the museum. What am I gonna do?”
 
   Olivia slipped her shoes off and handed the remote to Tuesday. “My dear friend, I have half a bottle of Cannizzo-Page Merlot left from dinner and Tuesday’s calling up a Will Ferrell movie on Netflix.”
 
   “I’ll be right over,” he said. 
 
    
 
   As the credits rolled and Tuesday gathered up the wine glasses, Olivia said, “So what’s up with the environmental people?”
 
   Charles was putting his shoes back on. “Yeah, how come you didn’t show up?”
 
   “Didn’t show up? I didn’t know about it.”
 
   “Come on. Scott said he told you. We waited a bit but Dr. Lauren was on a tight schedule.”
 
   Olivia scowled at him. “Charles, you know me. I don’t miss meetings. Especially one that important. I’m telling you, Scott told me he had contacted the State agency. That’s all. I specifically said to let me know when you were meeting. I wanted to be in on it. Then I hear from Matt Richards that he was invited to the meeting for crying out loud, but not me.”
 
   Charles shrugged. “I don’t know what’s up with that. Scott’s got a lot on his mind. Anyway, not much happened. They’re going to do an assessment and get back to us. At least we have the boss supervising things. She seems pretty sharp.”
 
   Charles got up to leave, said goodbye to Tuesday in the kitchen and Olivia walked him down the stairs. At the bottom he said, “You got a cat?”
 
   “No, do you hear one?”
 
   He nodded in the affirmative.
 
   “Drat. I meant to check with the neighbors today. I think one’s been hanging around the garbage cans. It’s kept Tuesday awake at night.”
 
   She flipped on the lights and they walked through the showroom to the front door. She opened it and the overhead bell tinkled. She hadn’t said anything to Charles about the candle. It might be nothing and she didn’t want to put more worry on his shoulders. Cautiously, she opened the door and peered out onto the porch, but saw nothing. Charles shook her hand as he always did. “Don’t forget, Olivia. I’m your guy.”
 
   She smiled. “And I’m yours, Charles. Drive carefully.”
 
    
 
   When the last dish was washed, she announced to Tuesday that she was going to get to the bottom of this Scott business. She started dialing his number.
 
   Tuesday said, “Don’t you think it’s a bit late, sugar pie? It’s after eleven.”
 
   “I’m going to be awake all night if I don’t give him a piece of my mind. No reason he gets to sleep tight.”
 
   Olivia had Scott on speed dial, but he wasn’t picking up. “Scott, call me. I don’t care what time it is.”
 
   Tuesday gave her an odd look. “Any time?”
 
   “Any time.”
 
   Tuesday said, “And I’m not going to get any sleep unless that cat goes back where it belongs.”
 
   “Oh, sorry, Tues. I said I’d find the owner, but it’s just been so hectic I forgot. Tomorrow, I promise.”
 
   Tuesday held out her wine glass. “Give me the dregs of that bottle and you’re off the hook.” 
 
   


 
   
Chapter 10: You Shoulda Seen The Other Guy
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   Wednesday, 2 am
 
   “Olivia! Open up. OLIVIA!”
 
   Olivia raised her head off the pillow. Someone was calling her, pounding on the front door. She tried to burrow deeper into her down comforter, back into her deep sleep. Then her phone rang. It was Matt. She got up on one elbow, gave him a groggy hello.
 
   “Olivia, are you okay? I’m here. We’re here. Johnson and me.”
 
   Olivia sat up and checked the time. Two a.m. “You’re where? What’s going on?”
 
   “We’re at the front door. Let us in.”
 
   “Matt, what’s happened?”
 
   “I’ll tell you. Let us in.”
 
    
 
   Olivia grabbed her robe and turned on the lights. The banging had woken Tuesday and she staggered out of the guest room, rubbing her eyes and pulling on her Minnie Mouse robe. “What the . . .”
 
   Olivia flew down the stairs, Tuesday behind her. “I don’t know. It’s Matt. Something’s happened. Oh, I hope he doesn’t wake up Mrs. Harmon. I’m coming, I’m coming,” she whispered as she threw open the French doors into the showroom.
 
   The cheery tinkling of the overhead bell sounded incongruous as she opened the door to a clearly upset Matt and his partner, Detective Johnson.
 
   “Olivia,” Matt said, rushing across the threshold. “Are you okay?” He looked to Tuesday. “And you Tuesday? Has anyone been here bothering you?”
 
   The two friends stared at each other, confused and shaking their heads. “Well Charles was here earlier,” Olivia said. “He watched a movie with us. Come in, it’s freezing out there.”
 
   Matt looked frantic. “What time did he leave? Charles, I mean?”
 
   Olivia closed the door behind the foursome. Through the glass panes of the old fashioned front door Olivia saw a light flicker on and her neighbor across the street come to her window, evidently awakened by Matt’s pounding and calling. She had a fleeting worry that the easily irritated neighbor would file a noise complaint, but how could she if the police were causing the ruckus?
 
   She ushered them past armoires and chests of drawers toward an arrangement of chairs and a loveseat where they all sat down. 
 
    “Please, Matt. Tell me what’s going on?” Olivia turned on a table lamp she had for sale, then sat down herself.
 
   “Somebody attacked Gutierrez.”
 
   Olivia clutched her throat. “What do you mean attacked? By whom? How is she?”
 
   Tuesday put her hand on Olivia’s knee to steady her. Olivia said, “Tell us what happened. But first, is she okay?”
 
   Matt nodded, gave her a wry half smile. “Actually, Olivia, I think her attacker got the worst of it.”
 
   “That sounds like Sonia.”
 
   Matt explained that before she went to bed, Sonia had gone outside to bring in her kids’ soccer ball.
 
   Johnson quickly glanced around the showroom at the expensive antiques. Then he gave his full attention to Matt’s account.
 
   “It was late and her boys had forgotten to put their stuff away before they went to sleep. They’d had a ball stolen once before when they’d left it on the front lawn, so Sonia wanted to retrieve it. It was near the hedges where it was really dark. She was bending over to pick it up when she heard someone behind her. She couldn’t see very well because there wasn’t much light, except for the outline of a stick or a bat in the guy’s hand. He came up behind her just as she had the ball in her hand. You know Sylvia.”
 
   Olivia nodded, her pulse racing. 
 
   “Well, she stood up and threw the ball at the guy’s head. She must have really nailed him. She said he almost fell over, but he took off. She ran after him, but she was in floppy slippers. She tripped over her robe and lost him.”
 
   Olivia dropped her head into her hands. “Oh, no. Sonia.” She looked up. “But she’s okay?”
 
   Johnson answered, checking his notes on his electronic notebook. “She’s shaken up, that’s for sure. Her husband came running out and they were afraid for the kids. He made sure they were okay and then called us. We searched the whole neighborhood, knocked on doors but nobody saw anything. We’ll have a better look in the morning to see if there are any traces of the guy.”
 
   Matt added, “With all that’s going on and that creepy candle on your doorstep, I immediately thought of you. I had to make sure you were okay.”
 
   Olivia and Tuesday looked at each other. They agreed that they hadn’t heard anyone skulking around.
 
   Johnson seemed eager to go. He’d been in Olivia’s showroom before, when they were hunting for what the press called the Armoires and Arsenic killer. Olivia and Johnson had gotten off on the wrong foot during the case and had yet to mend fences. “Matt?” he said, nodding toward the door, eager to go. 
 
   Matt stayed where he was. “We sent a squad car out to check on Charles Bacon and Pierce. We need a list of names of anyone working on the project that you think might be in jeopardy. I don’t think this is a coincidence.”
 
   Olivia noticed that her hands were shaking big time now. She put them in the pockets of her robe while she answered him. 
 
   “There’s Russ Bowers, the architect, but he lives in San Francisco. He’s really the only other person deeply involved at this point. As construction gets going other firms and individuals will get involved. But I don’t understand why Sonia is a target. Or any of us, for that matter. This project is good for Darling Valley. If there’s a land use problem because of Native American artifacts, that will be worked out eventually. Of course, short term it will cause budget problems for those involved. But nothing worth killing over. At least that’s the way I see it.”
 
   Johnson was making notes on his tablet, Matt on his notepad. 
 
   Johnson said, “I just got a text. Bacon’s fine. Wanted to know how you were doing apparently. We have a car watching his house tonight just to be on the safe side.”
 
   Matt said, “I tried to get in touch with Scott Pierce but there’s no answer. We have a car watching his house, too.”
 
   Johnson said, “Tell me about the architect.”
 
   Olivia scooped her hair back and held it for a few seconds. She searched in her pockets for a rubber band, finding none she let it go and it tumbled over her face and shoulders. She brushed it back with her fingers, all the while trying to think how she could sum up Russ Bowers.
 
   “Let’s see. Russ is a talented guy, very motivated and aggressive. It’s the kind of personality you want on a big job. He’s one of the name partners in his firm but he oversaw the work of others on our project. I’m not sure exactly how much of the design is his own. That would be insider info, but he definitely approved it, guided the younger designers. That’s how these projects work. No one person is responsible for the whole idea. Could be someone at his firm who harbors resentment that he takes all the glory, but that’s what it’s like on the way up the ladder.”
 
   Johnson asked, “Would this architect have a reason for hurting Sonia? Or Jed Fisher for that matter?”
 
   Olivia turned to Matt. “We’ve talked about this before. The principals on this project all have a lot at stake, with the exception of Sonia. That’s the thing. She’s an employee of the bank and while she has a lot of power, it’s the higher ups that approve loans of the size Charles went after. It’s been her job to oversee things, but even that is winding down for her. Because everyone respects and likes her so much, she was invited to our ceremony out of courtesy. The same is true of our meetings, She doesn’t need to attend but she can if she wants to. We all love her, but none of us would want to get on her bad side. If you know what I mean. She calls it like she sees it. What you want in a banker.”
 
   Johnson tapped in a few words on his device. “So no reason for harming her that you can think of.”
 
   Olivia shook her head. “Absolutely not. Could this have been a random thing? Not connected to the museum?”
 
   Matt shrugged. “It’s possible, but highly suspicious.”
 
   She briefly considered mentioning the lawyer from the tribal group, but he wouldn’t have known about Sonia’s involvement. Then Matt’s phone rang. He answered it, then grew very serious. “What time was this? Is he getting medical attention? We’ll be right over.”
 
   He hung up and turned to Olivia. “Does the name Alistair Marsh mean anything to you?”
 
   “Alistair? Yeah. He’s our art curator’s assistant. I may have mentioned him to you. He’s out here for the groundbreaking because his boss had to attend a conference. He’s nobody, as far as the project is concerned. Why?”
 
   “He was just attacked by a man with a bat. The attacker got away but Marsh is in the urgent care center. Sounds like our guy is having a busy night.”
 
    
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want some coffee?”
 
   “Thanks ma’am, but I’m not going to be much good to you hanging out in your kitchen. I’m fine.”
 
   So Olivia and Tuesday left the officer guarding the house on the front porch while they went back upstairs.
 
   Tuesday refused coffee but went foraging. In the freezer she found her favorite Darling Valley indulgence, Salted Caramel Ice Cream and the jar of fudge sauce in the refrigerator. She spooned a generous portion of sauce into a small cup and nuked it until it was smooth and creamy, then drizzled it over the large mound of ice cream. A smile of anticipation wafted over her face as she contemplated her indulgence.
 
   “Are you sure you don’t want some of this poison girly girl?”
 
   Olivia shook her head. “On top of the wine, I’d be a goner tomorrow. That is, if I get any sleep at all.”
 
   “Well, if you’ll excuse me,” Tuesday said as she dug in.
 
   Olivia decided her quest for more sleep was hopeless now, and fixed Paymoor’s special instant double espresso and rubbed a twist of lemon rind along the rim of her cup. She drank it almost in one gulp, explaining, “I want to be sure I don’t miss Matt’s call about Alistair.”
 
   “Oh,” opined Tuesday, “I think you’ll be awake into next week after that shot of caffeine.” 
 
   “I’m feeling so guilty.”
 
   Tuesday held up her bowl. “You should after refusing this treasure.”
 
   “No, I mean about Alistair. I’ve been so mean to him and here someone is trying to kill him.”
 
   “Look, Olivia, you can’t go back in time and make him a good guy just because he’s the target of a crazy. They are two separate things.”
 
   “I know, but still. How awful to know that someone wants to do you harm. I’m so upset about both of them, Sonia and Alistair.”
 
   The stress of the week was showing in Olivia’s red-rimmed eyes. 
 
   Olivia rinsed out her coffee cup and stuck it in the dishwasher. “I’m thinking we should all get together tomorrow, well, later today, the design team, Alistair of course. I’d like you to come, too. We need to figure out some plan to keep us all safe.”
 
   Tuesday added, “Maybe figure out who’s doing this.”
 
   Having finished off her ice cream, she licked the back of her spoon. “It’s probably not my place to bring this up, but have you noticed that Scott Pierce is noticeably absent tonight? While you’re trying to reach him, someone comes after two of your colleagues with a battle axe.”
 
   Olivia groaned. “I haven’t wanted to think about that, Tuesday. Scott is looking more and more like a bad guy. I mean, he didn’t invite me to the meeting with the environmental people. What’s up with that? Does he have something to hide?”
 
   Tuesday got up from her chair and walked over to the sink with her bowl and spoon. “And on that note, I will say good night.”
 
   Olivia, staring at the sink, remembered something. “Oh, the disposal. Did Vittorio come over today?”
 
   “I don’t know. Not while I was around.” Tuesday jiggled the disposal switch and it roared to life.
 
   Olivia looked up at that the lights. “They haven’t been blinking. He must have dropped by while we were out today. In the morning I’ll ask Mrs. Harmon if he knocked on her door. He didn’t leave an invoice or any packaging so I guess he didn’t need to replace any parts.”
 
   “Nice guy to have handy.”
 
   “Oh, he’s a sweetie. We’ll have to visit his mother’s shoe store before you leave.”
 
   “Did I hear shoes?” Tuesday put her hand to her hear. “Did someone say shoes?”
 
   “Good night girlfriend,” said Olivia. “I love you.”
 
   “Good night, girly girl. I love you the mostest.”
 
   


 
   10:2
 
   Wednesday morning
 
   Charles helped Alistair to a straight back chair.
 
   Russ said, “I’d hate to see what the other guy looked like,” but nobody laughed.
 
   Alistair had his arm in a sling and his head was heavily bandaged. He apologized for his tattered sport coat. “I’m living out of a suitcase while I’m here and I don’t have another jacket with me. The guy knocked me right into a concrete pillar and tore my coat to shreds.”
 
   “Are you sure you don’t have a concussion?” asked Sonia. “Should you be up and about today?”
 
   Alistair waved his good hand. “Ah, it’s only a flesh wound.” 
 
   But again, nobody laughed.
 
   Olivia knew Alistair had at least three suits with him. He was probably playing the sympathy card by wearing that jacket to show how badly he’d been hurt. Mentally, she kicked herself for her nasty thought. 
 
    
 
   Charles brought the meeting to order. “First of all, Scott sends his apologies. He couldn’t make it today. He knows what we’re up to, though. I thought we should get together after last night. Safety is paramount now.”
 
   He pointed to armed security guards standing in each corner of the room, grim-faced with rigid military postures.
 
   “I hired these guys to watch over us until this crazy is caught. You will each have one security guard with you at all times and I’m picking up the tab. So no worries there.”
 
   Sonia looked visibly relieved. “I can’t thank you enough, Charles. I know this will take a big load off my husband’s shoulder. He’s worried this creep is going to come after the kids next.”
 
   Charles reassured her. “I’m taking care of everything. You’ll be as safe as the president. I guarantee it. The boss says his guys have each done two tours in Afghanistan. They can handle anything.”
 
   “No, no, no!”
 
   Everyone turned at Alistair’s outburst.
 
   “I mean, that is too, too generous. And not necessary, I’m sure. Whoever did this has probably crawled back into his hole. I for one am not afraid. And I won’t be staying in Darling Valley much longer anyway. So you don’t have to worry about me.”
 
   Charles brushed his objections away. “Not a problem, Al. Don’t worry about the cost or nothing. And make sure you send me those doctor bills. It’s bad enough you got slugged working on my job. It ain’t gonna cost you a penny.”
 
   Alistair squeaked, “It’s Alistair, not Al. And really, it’s not necessary. I’m a very private person.” 
 
   He pointed to his arm in a sling. “And I’m only a little banged up. I can take care of myself.”
 
   Charles ended the matter when he said, “You’re being too modest. I insist. I wouldn’t sleep at night if I didn’t think youse was all okay. Case closed. Next order of business.”
 
   For once Olivia agreed with Alistair. The cop who had parked himself on Olivia’s front porch last night had been for her own good, but she also thought it was kind of creepy having somebody hovering over her like that. But Charles was adamant, so she didn’t argue. Instead, she brought up the environmental issue. 
 
   “Charles, perhaps you can report to us on the meeting you had with the consultant from the State.” She looked pointedly at the ceiling to show her displeasure. “Since the rest of us weren’t invited. I’ll talk to Scott about that when I see him.”
 
   Charles said, “She was a very nice gal, the environmental supervisor. She’s going to have a look see at the site and come back to us in a few days with what she finds. If it’s just a few arrowheads and such like, no problem. But you all know a finger was found, right?”
 
   He looked around the room and everyone nodded to indicate they’d been so informed.
 
   Charles continued. “If it’s a burial site, we got a mess on our hands. The feds are involved because of our grant money and that could delay things quite a while. She said she would expedite her report being as it was messed up the first time. These things should have been discovered when they did their original assessment.”
 
   That statement set off Russ, who had not attended the meeting with the State’s consultant. 
 
   “And are we going to get an answer to that, why their evaluation wasn’t thorough? Charles could have chosen a different piece of property if we had any forewarning that this was an important archeological site. I mean it’s not like this is the first piece of property smack in the middle of former Native American lands that they’ve had to research.”
 
   Charles answered, “My point exactly. I axed her that. I got the usual blah, blah, blah pinhead answer. We did our best, etc., etc. I mean, she looks like a nice girl and all, but this never should have happened. But like they say, you can’t unplow a field and what we got is what we got.”
 
    Olivia cringed, wondering how a professional environmental consultant would react to being called a girl and a gal. But she had a more urgent question. “How long before she completes her assessment?”
 
   “I axed her that too. She said she wouldn’t know until she had a looksee. She’s doing that now as we speak. She might have something preliminary for us this afternoon. She’s going to contact Scott and if he’s busy she’ll call me.”
 
   Russ said, “And you’ll call us immediately, if not sooner?”
 
   Olivia noted the sarcasm in his voice, but Charles hadn’t taken offence.
 
   “Of course, man. Of course. Now have some refreshments. We got some nice crullers, here. Coffee, etc., etc.” 
 
   He turned and called to his maid. “Marie? Howsabout some hot coffee for the folks.”
 
   He turned to his guests. “Marie, she makes good coffee, yeah?”
 
   Olivia poured herself a cup from the silver pot on the mantle. She turned to go back to her seat, just as Alistair came up behind her. She bumped into him, spilling her coffee. A few drops splashed on his shoes and he swore at her. “These are new shoes, for crying out loud.”
 
   “I’m really sorry, Alistair. I didn’t realize you were behind me.” 
 
   She put her cup down and grabbed a napkin to help clean up the spill. He brushed her away. “You’ve done enough damage. I can do this.”
 
   When she stood up she looked around to see if anyone else had noticed. 
 
    
 
   


 
   Can You Hear Me Now?
 
   “Where were you last night?
 
   “What do you mean? I was here.”
 
   “I tried to call you and you didn’t pick up.”
 
   “My cell died. I had to charge it.”
 
   “Don’t give me that. I called you for four hours straight. You’re avoiding me, aren’t you?”
 
   “I’m not.”
 
   “The next time I can’t reach you on your phone I’m coming after you, you hear that? Well do you? Answer me.”
 
   “Okay, okay.”
 
   “Now listen. You’ve screwed up enough.”
 
   “What are you talking about? Things are under control.”
 
   “The State is sticking its nose in the project now. You call that under control? Listen, we have another job for you. And if you mess up, I’m going to kick you into next week. You got that? Here’s what you need to do.”
 
   “I can’t take you yelling at me. Stop it.”
 
   “Are you raising your voice to me? What have I told you about that? Now pull yourself together. And keep your cell phone on in case I need to talk to you. I’ll check in with you later to see how your plans are coming.”
 
   “What plans?”
 
   “You idiot. What did I just tell you to do?”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “Let me hear you say it louder. Like you mean it and I can depend on you.”
 
   “OKAY!” 
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   Wednesday afternoon
 
   Olivia pulled on her rain boots and grabbed her down hiking jacket. Odd smells came from the kitchen where Tuesday was brewing one of her cleansing teas. She walked into the kitchen wrinkling her nose.
 
   “Glad that’s your medicine, not mine.”
 
   “It would make you feel like a new woman, sunshine.”
 
   Olivia gathered up her keys and iPad. “Promises, promises. I’m afraid I’ll have to make do with the old one.”
 
   Tuesday yawned as she stirred. “That blinking cat kept me up again last night and I’m cross-eyed from lack of sleep. If this doesn’t restore my vital signs I don’t know what will.”
 
   Olivia slapped her forehead. “Oh, no. The cat. I forgot again. I promise I will hunt down the owners if there is any light left after the site visit. You going to be okay on your own until I get back?”
 
   Tuesday strained the contents of a saucepan into a cup, tossing a mound of herbs and twigs into the garbage disposal, which whisked them away as soon as she flicked the switch. “Sure. If I get bored I’ll knock on Elise’s door and see if she would like her Tarot cards read.”
 
   “I thought you didn’t know the Tarot cards.”
 
   “Oh, I know them, just not well enough to charge for a reading.”
 
   “So Elise, er, Mrs. Harmon is your guinea pig?”
 
   “Sort of. It’s helping us bond. She’s very deep you know.”
 
   “Actually, I wouldn’t know. She barely says hello to me.”
 
   “You’re not trying.”
 
   Olivia gave a puzzled shake of her head. “She makes me a little crazy, actually. She was very cold and distant when I bought the house and took over her tenancy. Then after we got all that nasty business about her husband’s murder cleared up, for a while you’d think I walked on water. Now it’s the cold shoulder again. I can’t figure her out and right now I don’t have time for it. The environmental folks have an expert on the indigenous tribes of this area. I hope we get some determination about the property today.”
 
   “What time is Matt picking you up?”
 
   “In about five minutes. Oh, what am I thinking? I picked up the truck keys automatically. I’ll leave them here in case you want to go anyplace. I should be gone about two hours. I’m thinking I’ll leave the security guard with you. Nothing will happen to me while I’m with two detectives.”
 
   Tuesday said, “Fine by me. Any chance I get a hottie today?”
 
   “Tuesday! What would Clipper say?”
 
   “Just kidding. Got to stay in practice.” She stuck out her left hand and wiggled a finger. “He hasn’t put a ring on it yet.”
 
   Olivia laughed at her irrepressible friend, catching a whiff of Tuesday’s concoction heating up on the stove. She wrinkled her nose.
 
   “Ewww. Time for me to go.” She gathered up the pizza boxes from the night before. “I’m going to bring this down to the trash cans. Do you have anything for the recycling?”
 
   “Nah. I’m good.”
 
    
 
   Her cell rang as she was stuffing the boxes into the blue bin. She stopped to answer. “Pierre, how nice to hear from you. Are you back from your conference?”
 
   He told her he was at De Gaulle airport on his way home. “I received that photo of the Sutcliffe painting.”
 
   “Pretty exciting, isn’t it?” She closed the lid and walked down the driveway to wait for Matt at the curb. She had forgotten about the painting in the Fredericks’ house. There had been too many other things to think about.
 
    “I mean to find a posthumous painting by such a famous artist. I’m not the expert you are, Pierre, but I believe this will rock the art world. I wish I had been able to snag that for my client. It’s not what she usually collects, but that piece is an investment, don’t you think?”
 
   “Olivia, it’s an investment of about twenty dollars in canvas and paint.”
 
   She was checking the mailbox, something her former assistant used to do for her. His comment stopped her cold. “Pierre, what are talking about?”
 
   “I’d need to examine it closely to look at the brush strokes. But I know Sutcliffe’s work. We were close friends, as you know. I’m aware of every one of his paintings. I can’t say for sure without looking at it in my studio, but I’m pretty sure that your client’s painting is a fake.”
 
   Olivia paced on the sidewalk, trying to make sense of Pierre’s news. “I don’t understand. The designer who presented it to my client accepted it as genuine. Though I don’t know his bona fides as an art historian, he’s been in the design business for years. He’s pretty savvy, actually. I think it would be hard to pull a fast one on him.”
 
   This was an art dealer’s, or in Olivia’s case, an antique dealer’s worst nightmare. Paying an outrageous sum for a piece and then discovering it’s a counterfeit. She had taken many courses in detecting forgeries to protect herself and her clients from this very thing. She wouldn’t want to be in Hamish’s shoes when Marguerite found out.
 
   She heard static on the line and then Pierre came back on. “I think he was, Olivia. Duped, that is. I haven’t heard of anyone trying to copy Sutcliffe’s work. It is so distinctive and he had his paintings completely cataloged before he died. He told me he didn’t have any pictures hidden away, even unfinished ones. Everything’s in the catalog. He was also stingy. He never gave any of his work as gifts. He put everything up for sale. I’d like to come out there and see it. This is quite serious. You know how much his work commands. If I’m right, this is significant fraud and has to be stopped.”
 
   Olivia checked her watch. Matt was minutes away. “Pierre, I’m completely taken aback. I have to think how to handle this. I’m not sure I was even supposed to see the picture. It had been given to my client on spec.”
 
   Pierre’s call was breaking up. But she heard, “A painting worth a quarter of a million dollars handed over to someone on spec? That’s not the way I work. A painting isn’t a piece of furniture, you know, where you take it home to see if it matches your sofa.”
 
   “You’re right. I hadn’t thought of that.”
 
   Olivia saw Matt’s car turn the corner. “Pierre, I have to go. I’ll get back to you. Have a safe trip home.”
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   Detective Johnson rode in the back to allow Olivia the comfort of the passenger seat. They were meeting with Charles, Scott, and Russ at the site to go over some new discoveries. Matt agreed to give Olivia a ride in case Tuesday wanted to use her truck. She was pretty much a prisoner in the house unless Olivia was driving her somewhere. 
 
   Olivia was quiet as they got underway, contemplating Pierre’s bombshell. Matt explained the reason for the get together at the site.
 
   “What I heard was that Dr. Lauren’s colleague is an expert on the tribes in this area. They seem to have found some new artifacts. They wanted to explain this new development to us in person.”
 
   Matt turned off Darling Boulevard to head out to the foothills toward the site. 
 
   Olivia said, “That doesn’t sound good for us.”
 
   Johnson broke in. “It’s a long shot, but they may have some information about Fisher’s death.”
 
   “How could they help with that?”
 
   Johnson said, “You never know where a tip will come from. It won’t hurt to see what they have to say. Our working theory is that he was killed in the wooded area while he was working and then dumped in the groundbreaking site. The rain left an imprint of what appears to be a struggle and then a body being dragged. Some of the attendees at the ceremony walked around the edge of that forest but only four sets of footprints are deep inside the wood.”
 
   “Are you counting Russ and his girlfriend, er, assistant?” Olivia asked.
 
   Matt looked into the rear view mirror to get confirmation from Johnson. “Yes, they account for two sets. Russ was very cooperative when I asked him about wandering deep into the woods where the meditation center is planned. They were conferencing as he put it.”
 
   Johnson snickered. “That’s a new word for it. In my day they called it old fashioned . . . “
 
   Olivia said, “Point taken, Detective.”
 
   Then she turned to Matt. “And the other two prints? 
 
   “Jed’s foreman gave me a run down on the victim’s duties. He was a logger by trade from up around Fort Bragg. He marked the trees to be cleared and supervised getting the logs and stumps out of there. They had cleared some trees, then had to leave the site alone for a few days during the rain. We’re not sure why Jed went back in the night before the ceremony. He was very conscientious. We assume he was marking more trees, but maybe he was looking for more artifacts. We don’t know, but we saw plenty of boot prints, and we matched them to his. He was still wearing them when he was found.”
 
   Olivia recalled seeing the young man’s corpse at the ceremony and shuddered. “What a horrible way to die,” she said.
 
   “Coroner said he thought he died instantly. We’re confused by the second set of boot prints. They were dress boots, more casual than rugged work boots.”
 
   Olivia remembered how important shoe prints were from the first time a dead body appeared in her life. “And you don’t think they were Russ’s?”
 
   Matt said, “Could be, but he has an alibi for the time we think Fisher was killed.”
 
   Olivia said, “Can you get prints and match them to a shoe brand? Would that help?”
 
   Matt sneezed. In the damp weather they’d been having, she hoped he wasn’t coming down with a cold. She also hoped she wouldn’t catch it. Matt pulled out his handkerchief and answered her question.
 
   “Doubtful. We really just got outlines. The scuffle and mud ruined the second set of prints. But we know for sure someone was there and whatever happened, it wasn’t peaceful. Jed Fisher did not fall into that ceremonial ground by accident.”
 
   Olivia said, “So if he was killed in the woods and dragged to ceremony site, that means he was definitely murdered.”
 
   Matt nodded in agreement.
 
   “You hadn’t told me that. That it’s definitive. Any clue as to what killed him?”
 
   Johnson had this information. He looked at his notes on his electronic notepad. “Well he sustained a puncture wound of some kind to the neck. It left an impression of the weapon, like a bruise, but that was not the lethal blow. He died of, I hope I get this right, commotio cordis.”
 
   Olivia did a double take. “I beg your pardon? Cord what?”
 
   “It’s why there was no blood on the body or at the scene. The killer had some kind of weapon and punched Fisher in the chest. It stopped his heart.“
 
   “Wow, so you’re looking for a big bruiser. A weight lifter or someone like that.”
 
   Matt looked over at her with a wry grin. “You’d think. But it was a freakish blow. The killer wouldn’t have had to hit him very hard. Jed could actually have been attacking the guy himself, and in self-defense the guy pushed him back with a bat or something. We still haven’t traced the weapon.”
 
   Olivia said, “I don’t understand. How could pushing on his chest kill him?”
 
   Matt turned down the road to the site, slowing down for potholes. The suspension on the unmarked police car was not ideal and the ride turned bumpy as he related what the coroner had told him. 
 
   “It caused sudden cardiac arrest. Chances are one in a million, but there is a point during a heartbeat, we’re talking about a millisecond, when the heart is vulnerable to a blow to the chest. The coroner said you see it in young boys playing sports. I’m sure you’ve read about it in the news. 
 
   “Sudden death in a healthy kid. Seems like a mystery. But their chest bone,” he stroked his sternum, “is not fully formed. Not real strong to protect the heart. If they get an elbow to the chest in a contact sport or something like that and the heart rhythm is just so, then boom. That’s all it takes. A second before or a second later, nothing would happen. It’s a perfect storm. You couldn’t plan it. Couldn’t make it happen unless you had the person hooked up to a heart monitor I guess to look for the right moment to hit the guy. If you have a defibrillator handy, you can bring them back, but the mortality rate is like 100% without one.”
 
   Olivia shook her head in disbelief. “So unless you talk to the killer, you won’t know if it was intentional and he got in a lucky shot or they were in a pitched battle. . . “
 
   Matt finished her sentence. “ . . . and it was still a lucky shot. We don’t know why he buried him in the groundbreaking site. Just trying to hide the body, plain and simple, but it was a dumb move. If he’d just left him there it would have looked like a heart attack. Even on autopsy, it looks like a heart attack.”
 
   “So how do you know he had this commotion thing?”
 
   “Because there’s a mark on his chest, right over his heart. Not a big bruise, but enough to show the mark of the weapon. Fisher probably took an aspirin or two the day before which made him bruise just enough for the weapon to leave a mark. The coroner just put two and two together, given how he was found. A heart attack didn’t cause him to jump into that burial site. The wound on his neck was made by something sharp so maybe the guy had a screwdriver. Hard to tell until we catch him and grill him. Could have been the Governor’s shovel that did that. But if Jed had been left there where he fell, the coroner would have figured he grazed his neck, hitting a rock or something on the way down. Killers aren’t always as smart as they think. Sometimes they make it so easy for us.”
 
   Johnson put his hand up for a high five. Matt took one hand off the wheel and returned it.
 
   Olivia said, “Correct me if I’m wrong, but weren’t Sonia and Alistair hit with a bat or a club?”
 
   Matt said, “You got it. Same guy probably.”
 
   “So you think you’ll catch him?” asked Olivia?
 
   “What’s my track record?”
 
   “One hundred percent. Why did I even ask?”
 
   Matt laughed as he pulled into the parking area next to a British racing green 1951 MG TC, one of the few cars in the Bacon collection that Olivia knew well. Brooks had owned one and she had loved zipping around Beverly Hills in the right hand drive sports car. 
 
   Charles Bacon was still behind the wheel when they arrived, contemplating his dream of a museum or his disaster of a museum Olivia couldn’t tell. She unsnapped her seatbelt and looked around for Russ Bower’s car.
 
   Remnants of the ceremony mocked the gruesome discovery on the site. The banner drooped from the chain link fence and a box of pink plastic forks and spoons from The Salted Caramel sat forlornly on the table Carrie had used to set up the refreshments. Olivia took a quick glance around the podium area hoping she might spot Tuesday’s hat. Cody had received permission to return the chairs to Bethany, so the space looked spare and forlorn, like the day after a party.
 
   


 
   11:3
 
   Scott’s foreman came out of the office trailer and greeted them with a brusque, “Can I help you? Hello, Miss Granville, Mr. Bacon.”
 
   Olivia returned the greeting and began to introduce the detectives. “Do you know . . . ?”
 
   “Sure,” said the man, shaking hands with Matt and Johnson. “We’ve talked a few times since, well, you know. Since Jed and all.”
 
   Olivia asked for Scott.
 
   “Oh Scott’s not here. We don’t expect him today.”
 
   Olivia and Matt stared at each other. “I beg your pardon? But he was to meet us here. The environmental consultants are coming to do a walk through of the property.”
 
   “Scott told me. Dr. Lauren and her team are back in the woods. She said she wanted to get a head start. I’ll take you back there. She asked that we wait on the gravel so we don’t contaminate her site any further.”
 
   Olivia pressured him. “But what about Scott? He arranged this meeting.”
 
   “Can’t help you Olivia. He sent me a text and said to cover things today. He wouldn’t be in.”
 
   “Didn’t you ask him why?”
 
   “He’s the boss. I don’t ask him to account for himself. Since things are shut down, there isn’t much for him to do, anyway. Maybe paperwork. Maybe he’s doing it at home.”
 
   Olivia said, “Have you heard from Russ Bowers? He’s supposed to join us.”
 
   “Figures. You all show up at the same meetings. He’s not here yet. As soon as he arrives, I’ll text Dr. Lauren and you all can take it from there.”
 
   Olivia and the two detectives stood around making small talk until Russ and his ever-present blond assistant showed up. Olivia explained Scott’s absence and said they would proceed without him. The foreman texted Dr. Lauren and minutes later a group of two men and two women emerged from the far end of the trees. They came towards them skirting the markers and taped areas. Olivia guessed that the woman waving to them in a turtleneck and down vest was Dr. Francesca Lauren, the supervisor.
 
   After more introductions, Dr. Lauren asked Olivia about Scott’s absence. 
 
   The woman reminded Olivia of a field guide she had met on a cruise to Alaska, well versed in her subject matter, with an obvious passion for the natural world, and not a jot of interest in her appearance. She wore no makeup, had a short bob that did nothing for her bone structure and made no attempt to cover up the premature gray. She was petite and lean, clearly her job kept her in shape, hiking all over the sites she and her team were responsible for assessing. She made it clear she was not happy.
 
   “Do you think we should go ahead without him? We’ve had several conversations and our findings may affect the ability of the project to go forward.”
 
   Olivia shrugged to indicate she didn’t know. This was embarrassing, but she made her response casual. 
 
   “I’m sure something important came up.” she said, furious with the contractor for leaving them all high and dry. Her down jacket and rain boots were no match for the damp, chilly day and she began to shiver. “We are all principals on the project and we’ll report to him later on. Why don’t we begin? Who knows, he may show up after all.”
 
   Clearly, Dr. Lauren didn’t like this explanation. “If you say so. It’s very unusual for us to be wandering around a construction project without the ability to consult with the contractor. We’ve come all the way from Sacramento, you know.” 
 
   Olivia mumbled another apology and Dr. Lauren uttered, “Let’s get started then,” making no effort to hide her annoyance.
 
   She pointed to an area in the distance she wanted them to see. “I’m sure you know the record of indigenous people who’ve lived here.”
 
   Charles caught up with her and said, “I’m a newcomer. Why don’t you fill me in?”
 
   He hung on her every word as the others had said they were familiar with local history. Francesca began describing the area and the history of the various tribes who had lived under the shadow of Mt. Tamalpais.
 
   “For centuries, Miwok tribes have lived all over northern California, including on and around this mountain. Mt. Tamalpais. Mt. Tam to the locals. Tamal means coast or west, and pais for hill. If you study the mountain when you come into Marin from San Francisco, you can see why it also got the name, Sleeping Princess. If you look at her figure outlined against the sky, with her head, of course, at the top of the mountain. . . .”
 
   Dr. Lauren interrupted herself and took Charles’ arm to steer him away from a puddle. “Watch it, Chuck. That’s deeper than it looks.”
 
   Olivia did a double take. Chuck? Then she remembered that the two had met at the meeting Scott neglected to tell her about. Dr. Lauren seemed to be all business, not smiling very much during the introductions. But maybe she and Charles, er Chuck, had warmed to each other when they first met. Or, the environmentalist was simply rude and skipped the formalities with him. She let go of Charles’ arm and picked up her story.
 
   “As I was saying, her head is the peak of the mountain. And if you haven’t already done it, you should hike up to the top. Otherwise, you’re missing one of the great views of the western world. You can practically see Oregon from up there. Anyway, back to the Sleeping Maiden or Princess. Anyhoo, the mountain is in the shape of a woman reclining with her head at the peak, a small rise indicating her bosom and then the long stretch of her torso and legs down to sea level.”
 
   The party looked up to see where the doctor was pointing but the canopy of trees hid all but the surrounding oaks and redwoods from view. Olivia knew the story, but couldn’t put together the stern demeanor of the scientist with her countrified diction. Did she really say anyhoo?
 
   Dr. Lauren became increasingly chatty, turning to include the rest of the group in her story. “There’s a legend to go with the mountain.” She gave a flirty toss of her head. “There always is, isn’t there?” 
 
   Johnson gave her a polite chuckle and she continued with her lecture. 
 
   “Anyhoo, short version, a tribal princess is supposed to be trapped in the mountain. From the top you can see across to the East Bay hills and the highest peak in this region. Mt. Diablo. The story goes that her prince sleeps there while he awaits their reunion.”
 
   Russ said, “Very interesting,” without much enthusiasm. 
 
   Dr. Lauren took it as a cue to continue with her history lesson. “As you know, this area of coastal Northern California has been and still is home to many indigenous people. What we describe as Marin County was originally Miwok country and then further inland . . . .” 
 
   The team knew all of this, of course. Not only was it outlined in the Environmental Impact Report the museum had filed with the State, the EIR, but anyone who had grown up in Northern California had done grade school projects duplicating Miwok dwellings and artwork in papier mache and plastic beads. 
 
   Matt threw Olivia an impatient scowl before interrupting the history lecture. “Very interesting, Dr. Lauren. But what can you tell us about this site?” 
 
    
 
   Apparently the doctor was just as happy talking about recent history as she was ancient. She nodded to her colleagues, who trailed behind the design team. “Shall I?”
 
   She didn’t wait for confirmation. “Now as you know, we signed off on this property believing it to be free of encroachment on known tribal land or areas of archeological significance. Hence, we were quite stunned to learn of the discoveries made by your logger. I’ve been briefed on the tragedy that occurred here as well as the discovery of artifacts. Detective Richards made the deceased’s findings and his detailed journal available to us.”
 
   Olivia turned to stare at Matt. This was the first she had heard of a journal.
 
   “From the detailed notes Mr. Fisher kept, I’d say he was an amateur archeologist or at least a student of indigenous people. The most interesting finding, of course, is what appears to be a petrified bone, most likely a metacarpal, that is, a finger. It’s undergoing testing now, but we expect that carbon dating will show we are dealing with an age described in millennia, rather than the mere hundreds of years you’d expect to find in Miwok country.”
 
   Matt had prepared Olivia for this news, but Charles and Russ dropped their jaws in unison.
 
   Charles kept shaking his head is if he had a bee buzzing around in it. “Franny, you mean it’s thousands of years old?”
 
   This morning was full of surprises. Franny? 
 
   Dr. Lauren didn’t skip a beat at the familiarity. She answered, “Zackly.” 
 
   Then she slipped back into her professional mode. No more chatty asides to Chuck as she explained, “We’re in the process of doing the testing. First you have to find an appropriately equipped lab with an available time slot, then it takes a few days to prep the sample and, well, I don’t need to bore you with the minutia of carbon dating. After all that, the actual test only takes an hour, give or take. We are fortunate to have the University of California at Berkeley just across the bay. They have a lab working on a new method and they have agreed to test our sample as part of their research. We’ll know the results tomorrow.
 
   Olivia whistled. “Tomorrow? I thought it took months to do carbon dating.”
 
   Franny grinned at Charles instead of Olivia. “That was the old days. Can’t stop progress. This new method is accurate within plus or minus a thousand years, not what some tests promise but good enough for our purposes. If this is a newer bone, it won’t help much, but it will give us something. If it’s older, well that would be exciting. We’ve found the remains of settlements that we estimate to be five thousand years old in Northern California. Anything older than that would stand the anthropologists on their heads. I’ve been told off the record that we are talking over ten thousand years with this finger.”
 
   The group fell silent. Francesca paused to let that number sink in.
 
   “Now as you can imagine, if this early date is confirmed, it would cause a great deal of excitement in the scientific community. This finger might have been attached to a human when ice still covered much of North America.”
 
   Russ started swearing, then stopped himself when he caught a disapproving look from Dr. Lauren. He said more calmly, “We might as well close up shop right now. No way we will get permission to continue with this job in the near future with something from the ice age onsite. This is going to get us tangled up in NAGPRA.”
 
   Charles looked confused. 
 
   Russ said, “Native American Graves Protection and Repatriation Act. It’sthe federal statute that protects burial grounds.Short answer, we’re screwed.”
 
   Francesca stepped in. “Slow down, Mr. Bowers. First of all, I’m not talking about the ice age. That’s hundreds of thousands of years ago. But we had a glacial period when ice came down as far as the Canadian border and where there were pockets of severe cold everywhere. It was probably warming up when our guy was roaming around, but this,” she gestured to the woods around her and hills above, “was a very different landscape.”
 
   Olivia tried to imagine a barren, frozen Bay Area, without large tracts of homes, without picturesque towns like Darling. Without traffic jams. 
 
   Dr. Lauren interrupted her reverie. “Sir, you are assuming that because the digit was found on this property that this is it’s home. We have been exploring the surrounding area and discovered an underground spring that is not on any of our maps. So we started following it to its source and it led us up into the high country above the trees.” 
 
   She described an area of pasture and uninhabited rolling hills nestled on the side of Mt. Tam. The Pacific Ocean bordered Marin County on the west. Then a range of coastal mountains quickly rose with rolling hills and forest covering the miles to San Francisco Bay to the east. As the crow flies, the area was a colorful patchwork dotted with steams and a few small lakes, one of which lay on the edge of Darling Valley.
 
   Charles became animated. “You mean the rains washed this stuff down onto our property?” 
 
   Dr. Lauren took in the surprised, happy faces of Charles, Olivia and Russ. 
 
   “That’s exactly what I mean. Now these observations are preliminary. Don’t get your hopes up yet. However, on our first look around yesterday, my team and I,” she pointed to the three members of the environmental team who had remained silent up to now, and whom Olivia had forgotten were even present, “we followed the stream, way up there. We found a deep seam in the earth that had opened up, probably during the recent storms. No one has tried to build on that hillside in recent memory or they would have found what we did, the origin of your artifacts.”
 
   Charles said, “That’s the first piece of good news we’ve had all week.”
 
   Russ asked, “When can we get back to work?”
 
   Francesca answered, “Not so fast. This is all preliminary, but if we continue to unearth implements and bones on the upper site and none down here, your property is fine and my crew and I? We’re done here. That’s best case. Of course, we will have to scour this area for more items that may have washed down, but they will be on the surface and that won’t take us long. If you’d like to see some of the things we’ve found, I can lead you on a path that won’t disturb the site.”
 
   The group followed Francesca into the deep woods at the edge of Charles’ property. They walked past some markers and Matt indicated the boot prints they believed belonged to Jed Fisher, and the smaller prints of his attacker. Olivia turned to study them as she followed the group. She nudged Matt. 
 
   “We need to talk.” 
 
    
 
   At the end of the meeting while Olivia and the two detectives walked to the car, Matt’s cell rang.
 
   When he hung up he said to Johnson, “A floater. The unit is waiting for us at the lake.”
 
   Olivia overheard and said, “A drowning?”
 
   “We have to see. Can you get a ride home? Johnson and I need to get on this right away. Can we talk after I check this out?”
 
    
 
   


 
   11:4 
 
   “Well, hashtag lucky you.” 
 
   Tuesday continued making black bean quesadillas with bleu cheese as Olivia filled her in on the meeting.
 
   “You mean the artifacts came from the hills up above?”
 
   Charles had driven Olivia home in his newly acquired MG TC. She was too distracted by Scott having gone missing to appreciate the admiring looks on Darling Boulevard as they drove by, followed a discreet distance by one of the security guards in a standard issue SUV. 
 
   She grabbed plates for their lunch, grateful Tuesday had decided to surprise her with one of their favorite Tex-Mex entrees. She’d have to wolf down hers, though, as she had to rush over to the Fredericks’ to finish the punch list with Vittorio. 
 
   Olivia got the hot sauce from her cupboard, asking, “Are you feeding our security guy?”
 
   Tuesday slid a quesadilla on each of their plates. “I offered but he insisted on eating a sandwich out of his lunchbox in his car across the street. I guess he’s undercover, but does that sentence him to bologna on white?”
 
   Olivia, sitting at the counter with her phone to her ear, laughed. She’d lost track of the number of messages she had left for Scott. When she got his voice mail for the umpteenth time, she gave up in frustration and tossed her phone back into her bag.
 
   “I don’t understand it,” she said, helping herself to some chips Tuesday had set out next to a bowl of guacamole. “Where could he be? I’ve left a message on his home phone and no answer there either. I don’t know his wife’s cell number or I’d try her. Maybe I’ll drive out to their home after I finish with Vittorio at the pool house.” 
 
   She grinned salaciously at the guacamole. “Tues, you’ve been holding out on me. I didn’t know you could cook.”
 
   Her friend made a show of buffing her nails, then confessed. “Actually, I can’t. I ran over to Paymoor’s while you were gone. It’s their guac and my one simple recipe for quesadillas. Your museum project is sounding like a jigsaw puzzle that’s been knocked off the table.”
 
   “You’ve got that right. And I’m afraid I’ve lost a few pieces.” 
 
   Tuesday returned the skillet to the stove, moving quickly before her lunch got cold. “Let me see if I can follow the treasure map. A guy gets killed and his widow and baby go missing.”
 
   Olivia said, “Check.”
 
   “Two of the members of your committee almost get whacked.”
 
   “Check again.”
 
   Tuesday drizzled salsa and sour cream over the quesadillas. “This isn’t in any particular order, but Native American artifacts, including a finger, and isn’t that just too gross for words, show up on the site right where they aren’t supposed to be.”
 
   “Checkaroo,” Olivia said, salivating over her lunch. She tucked a napkin onto her lap and dug in.
 
   “And while all these fun and games are going on, you, my friend,” Tuesday slid onto the counter stool next to Olivia, “are getting veiled death threats.”
 
   Olivia wiped her mouth, the paper napkin coming away with a smear of salsa and lip gloss. “Double check that. Oh these are so good. Will you move in as my personal chef?” 
 
   Tuesday helped herself to guacamole. “Since this is the only thing I know how to cook, you’d get tired after about a day and half. Back to Jeopardy. And now your contractor is missing.”
 
   “Check that bad boy, too.” Olivia said. “You are a woman of many talents for keeping track of all this. But don’t forget the missing widow and baby.”
 
   Tuesday shook her head sadly. “I can’t even go there.” But she wasn’t finished with her summary of Olivia’s woes. “So, as I was saying, behind door number three, folks, we have a potential art fraud, a squirrely client and a sleazy designer who’s trying to sabotage your work.”
 
   “Check, check and jackpot.”
 
   Tuesday started to clear away the dishes. “So what’s at the top of your to-do list?”
 
   “Obviously it’s the missing persons. Matt was called away to a drowning in the lake and so I couldn’t talk to him about what to do about tracking Scott down.”
 
   “A drowning? In perfect Darling Valley?”
 
   Olivia gathered up her things, ready to leave for Marguerite Fredericks’ house. “Yeah. You know there’s a druggy enclave near the lake.” 
 
   She hung her fingers out in air quotes. “DV’s bad side of the tracks. My guess is someone was partying too hard and fell in and his friends were too stoned to notice. I’ve heard the kids sneak over to the yacht harbor and hang out on the sailboats. The big yachts have security but not the sailfishes and the like. I’ll find out what happened from Matt when he checks in.” 
 
   Olivia was ready to leave but there was actually one more puzzle piece that she hadn’t mentioned to Tuesday, fearing her paranoia was in overdrive. But since she wouldn’t be able to talk to Matt about it for a while, she needed to unburden herself. 
 
   “By the way, Tuesday, you need to add one more item to your list.”
 
   When she told her friend of her suspicions, they both sat down again, a little frightened.
 
   “Olivia, didn’t you tell me that Charles offered to post a second security guard on your tail, one to watch the house when I’m here alone and one to follow you around town?”
 
   “Well, he didn’t exactly say on my tail. But yes.”
 
   “Maybe that’s not a bad idea.”
 
   “Sure girlfriend. If that will make you feel better, I’ll call him.”
 
    
 
   On the way over to the Fredericks’ house, Olivia shoved her newest theory about evildoing on the project out of her mind. She couldn’t do anything about it until she talked to Matt and she needed to stop freaking herself out. Instead, she called Charles about the second security guard. He didn’t pick up, so she left a message for him to call back. Then she tackled the problem of whether to tell Marguerite about her possible fake piece of art. 
 
   On the no side, it could look like she was backstabbing Hamish. If the picture turned out to be authentic, a story about her unfairly trashing Hamish’s find would make the rounds of the design world, Hamish would see to that, and she’d have a hard job recovering her reputation.
 
   However, if someone had pulled a fast one on Hamish, both the designer and her client needed to know. A lot of money was involved.
 
   But it wasn’t her business. Or was it? 
 
   She went back and forth until she pulled into the parking area closest to the Fredericks’ pool house and walked around back. The only items left on the punch list, the items still unfinished, were electrical issues. There was, of course, the matter of the new color Marguerite wanted for the library, but Olivia couldn’t deal with that until she actually met with her. 
 
   As she rounded the path and the pool and rear gardens came into view, Olivia was stunned again by the beauty of the site. The Fredericks had chosen a brilliant landscape architect and the profusion of color, trees and greenery on the grounds rivaled the thirteenth hole at Augusta National Golf Club in spring, the Azalea, which the couple intended. Vittorio and his two assistants were studying plans at a worktable next to the pool when she walked up.
 
   Vittorio greeted her with a big smile and shook her hand. “Good news, Olivia. I’ve cut the list in half. We worked until almost midnight last night to get everything taken care of.”
 
   Olivia glanced at the plans. “You get a gold star, Vittorio. I need good news today. And I’m happy to see you’re working on the wiring for the powder room.”
 
   “Yeah, we just have to attach the switch plates and we’re done there.”
 
   Plumbers had installed the bidet and toilet in the wrong spots, and then drilled a hole in the wall that had punctured a water pipe, all of which had held up completion of the wiring. The usual headaches of a remodeling job.
 
   Olivia asked, “Did Cody drop off the Belgravia table lamps?”
 
   The electrician nodded, Olivia imagining fixing him up with Carrie. Cody hadn’t seemed enthusiastic when she suggested he hook up with her at the wrap party she would hold for the workers when the pool house was finished.
 
   Vittorio assured her that he had installed the lamps, hiding the cords and plugs from view as Olivia always required. Earlier in the week Olivia had a team set up the furniture and rugs, and install the art work. When she finished with Vittorio, she compared her list to each piece in the house. Everything matched, even the knick knacks were in place and vases stood waiting for flower arrangements. She straightened some of the paintings and rearranged some table art to her liking. Two hours later she was finished.
 
   She checked her phone, but Matt had not called. She had a long list of things to do for the pool party, setting up candles that would float on the water like colored lanterns, make sure the lights were strung in the trees and the area for the musicians and caterer was in shape. Angela would come tomorrow, Thursday, to supervise setting up the tent, tables and flowers. Often party planners left these things to the day of the event, but Olivia paid extra to give some leeway in case something went wrong. Such as discovering at the last minute that you had no chairs.
 
   Olivia was on schedule, but still a little unhinged by the one thing she was trying to avoid. The fraudulent painting. Her conscience won over; she’d take a risk and advise her client not to purchase the artwork until Pierre had examined it. But how to tell her? She didn’t feel she was on solid footing with Mrs. Fredericks anymore.
 
   Head on, she decided. The way she most often tackled thorny problems. From where she was standing, she couldn’t tell if Mrs. Fredericks was home. Her car was not in the driveway, but it might be garaged. And she didn’t want to risk more friction by dropping in unannounced again. She pulled out her phone and found her number on speed dial. Marguerite picked up immediately and answered with a curt, “Yes, Olivia?” which normally indicated she was merely busy. But now that Hamish was on the scene, she didn’t know how to interpret the cool greeting.
 
   “Mrs. Fredericks, I’m here at the pool house going over the punch list and wondered if you had a few minutes. We haven’t been able to discuss the color of the plaster in the library. We don’t have much time before Friday.”
 
   They could make changes to the paint and other aspects of the décor after the party, but Olivia knew Marguerite wanted everything in place for her guests. Having the “i’s” dotted and the “t’s” crossed would also demonstrate her ability to bring a job in on time and further encourage the Fredericks to hire her for the major renovation of their mansion.
 
   “I’m rather busy, Olivia. I would have preferred you made an appointment with my assistant.”
 
   Olivia caught herself hunching over her phone as though she didn’t want anyone to hear her get the brushoff. She squared her shoulders in defiance. “I realize that, but it has been hard for you to find the time this week.” 
 
   Olivia started up the long, sloping lawn toward the house. Somewhere in those cavernous rooms her client was trying to stonewall her. But Olivia was not a pushover. She said, “I have made two appointments that haven’t worked for you. And,” Olivia took a deep breath, “I’ve come across some information about the Sutcliffe painting that I think you need to hear before you make your decision to purchase it.”
 
   Her client’s silence was not a good sign. If Marguerite still trusted her and planned to hire her for future projects, she would jump at the chance to get free art appraisal advice. Olivia was more and more convinced the woman was easing her out of her life. She doubted Marguerite would return her calls after the pool party.
 
   After a long, uncomfortable moment, Marguerite said, “I can’t really imagine why that painting concerns you. I’m sure Hamish will advise me of anything relevant to that acquisition.”
 
   Olivia kept moving towards the house, determined to gain entry. “Yes, but I have some information that even Hamish wouldn’t know about. It came to me quite by accident.” 
 
   She added that to reassure her client that she hadn’t been stepping on a competitor’s toes.
 
   “Well, then, you should notify Hamish. He is in charge of that piece.”
 
   Olivia looked over her shoulder and watched Vittorio and his assistant roll up the plans they were studying and put them in their storage sleeve, then pull out another set. She tapped her foot impatiently.
 
    “I understand, Mrs. Fredericks, however, I am right here meeting with Vittorio and my information could affect your decision about whether to make a considerable investment.”
 
   After a short pause, Marguerite said, “Okay. Come around to the front. I’ll tell Virginia to let you in.”
 
    
 
   Olivia stood in the vestibule with her client dressed head to toe in Prada. Mrs. Fredericks was all but tapping her foot in annoyance at the interruption. “Are you wasting my time over hearsay, Olivia? I’m expected soon in San Francisco. You know how the Bridge traffic is this time of day.”
 
   She did not invite Olivia into the living room to sit down, but insisted Olivia give her the news while standing in the open doorway. Olivia assumed it was because she was still wearing her rain boots and aging down jacket. When Olivia had to tramp through rooms that had been demolished or were covered in plaster dust, she always wore casual clothes. That hadn’t stopped Mrs. Fredericks from extending her hospitality before, inviting her into the kitchen for coffee when they needed to talk regardless of her footwear. Hamish’s hold over her client was written all over this scene she thought.
 
   Olivia explained her concerns about the painting. “Mrs. Fredericks, you know Pierre Ballard’s reputation. I sent the photo to him because I knew he and the artist had been long time friends. I thought he would be interested, even excited for you, not because I had any doubts about the painting. You allowed me to photograph it and I forwarded a picture to him. I didn’t reveal Hamish’s name or yours. I was as surprised as you are when he told me he questioned its provenance. He wants to examine it in person and is willing to fly out here this week to examine it. As the prospective buyer, it is your right to have it appraised by an expert.”
 
   Marguerite Fredericks brushed off this option. “As I said, Olivia, Hamish Walsh represents the current owner. You need to discuss this with him. I’m not going to get involved. If Hamish agrees to let Pierre examine the painting, he will have to arrange it. Now if you don’t mind, I have things to do.” 
 
   As her parting shot, Mrs. Fredericks said, “I hope you’re not making an error in judgment, Olivia. If you’re wrong, this will not shine a very good light on your professional reputation.”
 
    
 
   Olivia had almost reached her truck, downcast and questioning her decision to reveal her news about the painting to Mrs. Fredericks when she ran into Vittorio again. He called out, “How’s your disposal and wiring?”
 
   “Great. Did you check on Mrs. Harmon’s?”
 
   “Oh yeah. We had a nice little chat. Everything’s fine there.”
 
   “What do I owe you?”
 
   “Nothing. I was in the neighborhood and I just had to make a few adjustments to get everything running again.”
 
   “You sure?”
 
   “Oh, I’m sure.”
 
   Olivia gave him a thumbs-up, wondering what had put that big smile on his face. She shrugged her shoulders and drove off. If only everybody’s disposition was as sunny as Vittorio’s.
 
    
 
   Before going into the house and facing whatever mischief Tuesday was up to now, she texted Matt. “I no ur bizy, but need to tlk.”
 
   Instantly, he texted back, “Need to tlk 2. RU home?”
 
    
 
   Within twenty minutes they were sitting in Olivia’s living room exchanging disturbing news. Before Matt started, he wanted to make sure that Olivia was happy with the security detail Charles had hired.
 
   “Sure. They seem fine. They rotate in three hour shifts and I’ve asked Charles for a second guy to watch things while Tuesday is here alone.”
 
   “Good idea.”
 
   Olivia put a reminder in her phone to check back with Charles. He hadn’t returned her call yet. She looked up at Matt. “You were saying?”
 
   “So, how much of a coincidence would it be if I told you that the female we fished out of the lake this morning had the same last name as one of your associates?”
 
   Olivia’s hand flew to her face. “Oh, no. Not Scott’s wife? Is that why he has disappeared? Somehow I assumed it would be a guy.”
 
   Matt shook his head. He didn’t deal in coincidences. So what was up? Olivia drew a blank when he pulled out his note pad and read the drowning victim’s name.
 
   “Ruth Marsh?” she said. “But I don’t know a Ruth Marsh.”
 
   “I’m not suggesting you knew her, Olivia. But does her name ring a bell?”
 
   “No, who is she? Does she, or, did she live in Darling Valley? Why would I know her?”
 
   Matt tossed his notepad on the coffee table and sipped the coffee Olivia had made. “We don’t know where she lives or what she was doing here. We don’t have state-of-the-art technology in our little town, as you know. Not every local police department is CSI worthy.”
 
   Olivia did know. Matt had frequently complained to her about the DVPD’s outdated systems. He often had to consult colleagues in larger cities for help in tracking down clues. He continued.
 
   “But we do have access to important databases. We found a Ruth Marsh in Phoenix.”
 
   Olivia was perplexed. “Yeah, but Marsh is a pretty common name. Why is it getting your attention?”
 
   “You don’t recognize it? That guy who was attacked the other night? He’s working on your project. Alistair Marsh.”
 
   A light bulb went off. “Alistair? You know, he and I have had kind of a thing about his name. I’ve never paid attention to his last name. That is an odd coincidence, but still, Marsh is a fairly common name, isn’t it? And Alistair lives in New York.”
 
   Matt was looking around Olivia’s stylish living room as if to bond with the normal world. Olivia noticed he often did this when he was investigating a particularly distasteful case, such as the drowning victim he had just seen. She had told him once that he did it to distance himself from the dark side of his job. He didn’t disagree with her.
 
   Matt said, “He does now. But we found a driver’s license for an Alistair Marsh in Snowflake, Arizona. If you can believe that name.” 
 
   Olivia laughed. “Actually, I can. It’s a little town that was founded a hundred years ago or so by two guys. Mr. Snow and Mr. Flake.”
 
   She threw up her hands. “I swear it’s the truth. Google it.”
 
   But Matt wasn’t interested in how Snowflake got its name. He wanted to talk about its residents. “So, let’s say Alistair and Ruth are somehow related. What’s her body doing in our lake?”
 
   Olivia gave him a wry grin. “I think that’s why you get the big detective bucks and I don’t.”
 
   Then her face turned grim. “I really don’t know what’s going on, but as a matter of fact, Alistair is the reason I wanted to talk to you. When we were at the site this morning you pointed out the various footprints. I had occasion to notice Alistair’s shoes several times. When we were last at Charles’ house I saw them up close. They could definitely be the same size as the prints I saw this morning. Then I remembered running into him earlier this week at The Salted Caramel and a receipt fell out of his wallet from Vittorio’s mother’s shoe store.”
 
   “The pricey one.” Matt pointed to his own Italian leather shoes. He was familiar with the store’s expensive wares.
 
   “Yeah. I never gave it a thought, other than I pegged him as a shopper. He hadn’t been in town more than a day. He came early for the ceremony. Said he wanted to get a feel for the town. So he bought shoes? On a business trip?”
 
   Matt didn’t seem interested in this information. “Nothing wrong with that. If you think his shoes are the ones we found at the crime scene, lots of guys have that shoe size. As I’ve told you, the rain and the traffic on the site really messed up a lot of the foot prints. We don’t have a picture of the whole shoe.”
 
   Olivia nodded impatiently. “Okay, but then there’s this. I accidentally bumped into him at the meeting at Charles’ house and spilled coffee on his shoes. So I tried to help him clean them up. After all, his shoulder was in a sling. But he went ballistics. Wouldn’t let me touch them. He pulled away from me and then I realized that when I hit his shoulder, he didn’t flinch. Then, he didn’t seem to have any trouble bending over and wiping off his shoes using the arm that was in a sling. Didn’t register one iota of pain.”
 
   Matt reacted with a so-so wobble of his head. “Could be he was on pain killers. Wasn’t feeling a thing. Look, Olivia, I know this guy has been trouble for you, but don’t jump to conclusions. Are you saying he faked his injuries? Why would he do that? Maybe to get attention, but on the same night that Sonia was jumped? Doesn’t make sense.”
 
   Olivia considered these points. “Okay, I can see that, but why are you interested in him?”
 
   “Because I don’t believe in coincidences until proved otherwise. No one has reported our victim’s disappearance. If he and Ruth Marsh are related in some way, and let’s say she accompanied him here for a little family reunion, why hasn’t he alerted the police to her absence?”
 
   Olivia held her head as if there was too much conflicting information rattling around inside it. “I’m not sure why I’m finding a defense for him, but maybe he doesn’t know she’s missing yet. Could be they went their separate ways this morning and so he’s not expecting her to get in touch. She went shopping, he went, who knows where.”
 
   Matt paused to consider that. “I can see your point. I was just hoping you’d know something about Alistair’s background, like if he had a sister or a cousin or someone in town. You know. With the name Ruth Marsh. Probably not a wife. Ruth’s a good ten years older.”
 
   “Can’t help you, Matt.”
 
   Matt’s cell phone buzzed. He mouthed Johnson before he answered. “Hi, whatcha got?” 
 
   His face darkened. “That’s interesting. Hold on a second.” He put his hand over the mouthpiece and asked, “Do you know where Alistair Marsh is staying?”
 
   Olivia named a B&B in town. Matt relayed the information, then asked Olivia, “Are you scheduled to meet with him again soon?”
 
   She shook her head no and he told Johnson to find Alistair and question him about Ruth Marsh. “Bring him in if he acts funny. Oh, and call the trauma center in town. I expect that’s where he would have gotten treated for his injuries. See what you can find out about his condition the other night.”
 
   He put his phone away and answered the question on Olivia’s face. “Johnson found an address for Ruth Marsh in Snowflake, Arizona. Same as Alistair’s. That’s not a coincidence.” 
 
   


 
   
Chapter Twelve: Take Out
 
   12:1
 
   The events of the morning had drained Olivia. A stack of work was throwing guilty darts at her, but she ignored it and instead knocked on the doors of several neighbors asking if they had a cat that might be wandering the neighborhood. The plain clothes security guard walked a few feet behind, maintaining his cover by peering at houses as if he were checking for an address.
 
   At one house, a young mother answered. Olivia knew her by sight, though this time she had a cat in her arms. Eureka, she thought. It was the one she had seen snooping around her trash cans. Likely it was also the one serenading Tuesday in the night. A toddler with a binkie in his mouth clung to his mother’s leg. The woman apologized when Olivia explained that the cat had been keeping her houseguest up at night.
 
    “Yes, Bailey got out a few days ago and ate something that didn’t agree with her.
 
   The woman nuzzled the cat and said, “But she’s been inside since yesterday morning. I don’t think she’ll bother you anymore.”
 
   “Oh, but she was out last night. My friend heard her.”
 
   “It wasn’t Bailey. She was asleep on my bed all night. I’m making a point of keeping her inside now.”
 
   Olivia was perplexed. “I guess someone else has a wandering cat. I’ve seen Bailey skulking in my garden, though. I’ll keep knocking and see if I can find her playmate.”
 
   The woman volunteered, “Not on this block. I’ve met most of the neighbors. Bailey is the only cat on the street.”
 
   “Odd,” Olivia said. “Thanks, and I hope Bailey feels better soon.”
 
    
 
   Olivia reported back to Tuesday, who insisted she’d heard a cat. “I don’t think that Mom was telling you the truth. Probably didn’t want to get into trouble for letting her cat run loose.”
 
   “What can I do?” 
 
   Olivia was feeling guilty that Tuesday was having trouble sleeping and that she had spent so little time with her. 
 
   “Want to go shopping for the rest of the afternoon? I’ll finish the party arrangements when we come back.”
 
   Tuesday said, “Sure. This should be fun for Sylvester Stallone outside.”
 
   Olivia giggled. “This guy kind of looks like him, doesn’t he?”
 
   “No complaints here. Hubbahubba.com.”
 
    
 
   Olivia and Tuesday lingered in the shops on Darling Boulevard, tempted by much but buying nothing, until they came to Xavier’s Gems. Tuesday was checking out the estate pieces in the window while Olivia drooled over a cocktail ring featuring a yellow diamond that cost more than her house. Tuesday, however, pointed to some garnet earrings and said they were in her price range and she was going inside to try them on.
 
    “Okay, I’ll follow in a minute. I can’t get my eyes off this ring. Need another few seconds communing with it.”
 
   She indicated to the guard that he should stay close to Tuesday. She felt guilty that her friend was in danger. But nothing was going to happen to either of them in broad daylight in front of a heavily secured jewelry story. She walked inside.
 
    
 
   Xavier knew Olivia couldn’t afford the cocktail ring, but she was a friend and he let her try it on. As she was modeling it in front of a floor length mirror, her phone rang. 
 
   “Matt,” she said hurriedly, giving the ring back to Xavier. She went outside to answer the call. The security guard, momentarily confused, decided to leave Tuesday’s side and came outside and stood by Olivia. When the call was over, Olivia put the back of her hand to her forehead and sagged against the store window. 
 
   Tuesday saw she was visibly rattled, rushed to her side and led her back inside the store. They found two seats at a small round display table and Olivia sank down.
 
   Tuesday leaned into her and took her hand. “What’s up, sugar?”
 
   Olivia was breathing hard. “Matt gave me the preliminary coroner’s report on Ruth Marsh. She has the same puncture wound on her neck as Jed Fisher.”
 
   Tuesday’s mouth dropped.
 
   “Thinks they were killed by the same weapon.” 
 
   Olivia stared at her friend, speechless for a moment. Then she spoke over a lump in her throat. 
 
   “All the grief I gave that kid for being what, a twenty-one year old. Now he has to face this.”
 
   Tuesday asked, “Doesn’t he know yet?”
 
   “He doesn’t even know she’s missing. Detective Johnson checked at the B&B to question him but he had left, saying he would be in San Francisco for the afternoon. They serve dinner at the B&B and he made a reservation. He’ll be back at six.”
 
   Tuesday slumped back in her chair. “I hope he’s having a good time, because buddy boy is in for a shock.”
 
   Olivia stared at the gold bracelets arranged under the glass of the display table in front of her, not really seeing them. After a moment she looked up at Tuesday coldly. “Maybe not so much. Let’s get out of here, Tues.”
 
    
 
   On the way home, Olivia talked out all the possible connections between Ruth Marsh and Jed Fisher. “Alistair is connected to this, Tuesday, I know he is. I just don’t know how, or, more important, why. From what I can figure out he has absolutely nothing to gain whether or not the museum project succeeds.”
 
   Tuesday snapped her fingers. “Wait a minute. How about this? Suppose Alistair is the next victim? His sister is killed with the same weapon as Jed Fisher. Sonia gets attacked with a bat of some kind and so does Alistair. Suppose the killer comes after Alistair again, because he’s determined to get rid of him. Alistair and his sister must have some inside information. I don’t know what, but something.”
 
   Olivia stopped at the light just before the turn on to her street.
 
   “You know, girlfriend. You may be right. I need to call Matt and suggest he put a security watch on Alistair. No, wait. Charles’ security company is watching him. Let’s see if they can find out where he is?”
 
   She called Charles to have him track down Alistair, but he still wasn’t answering. This wasn’t unusual. He spent a lot of time with elite car restorers.
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   Olivia spent the rest of the afternoon unwinding at her desk, checking the order sheets for the Fredericks’ party. A stack came from Angela’s rental company supplying the tent, tables, chairs and place settings. Hugo was providing hors d’ oeuvres, dinner and wine, while The Salted Caramel had hired a cake baker with her own TV show to create an extravaganza celebrating the Fredericks’ long marriage. 
 
   It was dinnertime when she raised her head from her computer. She noticed her fatigue once she quit working and dragged herself upstairs to find Tuesday watching a Fred Astaire movie and making notes about Rita Hayworth’s costumes.
 
   Olivia flopped on the couch next to her. “Could you stand another Victor’s pizza? I’m too pooped to cook dinner.”
 
   “How much time do I have to think about it? I’ll need about two seconds.”
 
   Olivia laughed. “Margherita or pesto with clams?”
 
   “How about a small one of each?”
 
   “You got it, dear heart. And then I’m taking the rest of the night off.”
 
   Olivia called in the order and, as it was late and would be dark by the time Pete arrived with the order, she flipped on the outside light. Last, she texted the security guard out front to let Pete into the house.
 
   “Are there any chips left from lunch? Victor’s is having a busy night and it will be about fifty minutes.” 
 
   Tuesday set them up with the last of the guacamole and chips, and opened sparkling water when they both agreed they weren’t interested in wine. They watched Fred wooing Rita with the old songs in You Were Never Lovelier, humming along, swaying and messing up the words to Dearly Beloved.
 
   Olivia leaned back and in an instant was dozing off when the doorbell rang. She jerked up, grabbed her wallet to give Pete a tip and skipped down the stairs, calling out, “Get some napkins, will you, Tues?”
 
   She opened the back door but didn’t see Pete standing there, then opened the screen door and stepped into yard. The small light bulb threw faint light across the gravel into the shrubbery and flowers. Looking around, the yard seemed to be empty, then she saw Pete off to the side, lying face down, the pizza box tossed askew. 
 
   “Oh, my god, Pete? Did you fall? Are you okay?”
 
   But even as she rushed to Pete’s side, she knew something was wrong.
 
   She yelled, “Tuesday, call . . . ,” then she heard a sound, looked up and saw the bat coming down at her. Before she could scream, she was unconscious.
 
    
 
   Tuesday called down the stairwell, “Hey, Ollie, how long are you going to take? I’m weak with hunger.”
 
   When there was no answer, she ran down the stairs and discovered Pete and Olivia unconscious just a few feet from each other. Shaking with fear, she looked around for the culprit, saw nobody and ran down the driveway screaming for the security guard. The guy looked up when he saw Tuesday with flailing arms racing across the street. He was out in a flash, gun drawn.
 
   “It’s too late, bozo. They’ve already been attacked.”
 
   The guy was on his phone calling for backup. 
 
   “I don’t know how anybody slipped by me. I’ve had my eyes on the house since you two went inside late this afternoon.”
 
   Tuesday, trying to revive Olivia, pointed to the two victims and said, “Duh? Apparently not.”
 
   “I vetted the delivery guy when he got out of his car. Miss Granville told me that he was coming.”
 
   He spoke between calls to the paramedics and Detective Richards.
 
   Tuesday knelt at Olivia’s side murmuring, “Baby girl, please wake up. Please.”
 
   The guard hovered over Pete, who was not moving.
 
   Mrs. Harmon, having heard Tuesday’s screams, was outside, pacing and fretting. Sirens announced the arrival of Matt and the paramedics.
 
   The Fire Department’s rescue van transported Pete to the hospital over the hill in Mill Valley, followed by the paramedics with Olivia, who forewarned the ER that she would most likely need surgery due to loss of blood. Matt, breaking with protocol, allowed Tuesday to ride with him. Johnson stayed to tape off the area and, with the aid of floodlights, lead his team in searching for clues.
 
   Cody and Charles arrived at the hospital soon after to find Matt and Tuesday awaiting news from the surgeon.
 
   Charles said he was going to sue the security firm.
 
   Cody stopped him as he ranted, angry and worried for both Pete and Olivia. 
 
   “Mr. Bacon. I know how the guy got in. There’s a hole in the back fence. It leads to the street behind Olivia’s house. I’ve used it many times when I couldn’t find a parking spot out front. I park in the alley and hop the fence. The guy must have cased her house and found it.”
 
   Matt said, “We’ll check that out,” and immediately called Johnson to tell him to look for clues back there.
 
   He paced and checked his phone obsessively for news from Johnson, from the other officers. “If the guy had showed up ten minutes later, Tuesday,” he said, “I’d have been there. I was on my way over to give you and Olivia some news. You’d both had a rough week and I wanted to see how you were holding up.”
 
   Tuesday leaned forward. “So, tell me now. What have you found out since we last spoke?”
 
   Charles and Cody gathered around to listen in. “Well, first of all, we’re trying to find Alistair Marsh. As far as we know, he doesn’t know about his sister’s drowning. We have some questions to ask about her involvement with the museum.”
 
   He stopped to pull out his phone and show everyone the driver’s license photo sent by the police in Arizona.
 
   Both Charles and Cody recognized him from the groundbreaking ceremony. Tuesday gasped. “That’s the guy from Paymoor’s!”
 
   She grabbed Matt’s phone to get a closer look. “I don’t believe it. I ran into him the other day in the tea section. We got to talking and he asked me to give him a reading. So we went to The Salted Caramel for tea. Wow. Yep. That’s the guy. I told him he had trouble coming down the pike. I don’t think he believed me. What a coincidence.”
 
   Matt said, “You’re sure? Did he say where he was going or what his plans were? When he was leaving town?”
 
   “Leaving town? I thought he was a resident. He didn’t tell me he was visiting. When I told him I saw treachery in his cup, he bolted out of Paymoor’s.”
 
   Matt continued, describing the aftermath of the discovery of Ruth Marsh’s body. “Because her death has been ruled a homicide, the Phoenix police were able to search her apartment. Apparently, she was a high school art teacher and did a lot of painting. She had pictures stacked up in a back bedroom. Odd though. Phoenix PD said they all look alike. I guess she was trying to perfect a technique or something. The place was full of paints, easels, art books. Not much else.”
 
   It took Tuesday all of one nanosecond to put two and two together.
 
   “A painter? Olivia was on to a possible art fraud. I wonder if any of those books were about the painter, oh, what was his name. Did she mention it to you Matt? Maybe you know who I mean.”
 
   “No, I don’t know anything about art fraud.”
 
   “How can we find out? If she has books by this guy maybe she was copying him. Let’s see, Pierre knows who it is.” She looked to Charles.
 
   “What’s Pierre’s last name?”
 
   Charles said, “Ballard. But I don’t know about any art fraud, either. She would have told me if I bought a bum picture.”
 
   Tuesday shook her hands no. “It didn’t have anything to do with your museum. It was about another client. If you call Pierre he can tell you about it. His number would be in her phone. It’s on her coffee table. Can you ask Detective Johnson to look it up?”
 
   Matt had his phone out again, but Charles stopped him.
 
   “What’s up, Charles? Don’t you want to figure this out?”
 
   Charles pulled out his own phone. “Pierre buys art for me. I got him on speed dial.”
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   Within twenty minutes various phone calls went back and forth between New York, the Phoenix PD and the hospital establishing that Ruth Marsh had many books by each of two artists. One of them was Sutcliffe.
 
   Tuesday said, “Matt, I don’t have all this figured out, but Alistair is in on some art scam with his sister. Could he be fronting for Pierre? No, that doesn’t make sense. I don’t think Pierre is connected to this other client of Olivia’s. I think we have to wait until we can talk to Olivia and see if it makes sense. Or talk to Alistair. Has he come back from San Francisco, yet, Matt?”
 
   “We were on our way to the B&B when you called. Apparently he hasn’t shown up yet. If we can’t find him, we’ll put out a BOLO.”
 
   Tuesday tugged at her hair. “I warned Olivia this might happen. Whoever killed Jed and Ruth Marsh are after him, too. If I were you, I’d put a dragnet out for him. That guy’s not safe. I mean, I saw it plain as day in his tea leaves.”
 
   Just then, the surgeon came into the waiting room, still wearing his surgical cap and booties.
 
   Olivia’s posse rushed over with a chorus of “How is she?”
 
   The surgeon held up his hand like a stop sign. “I need to speak to Miss Granville’s family first. Are any of you related?”
 
   Tuesday said, “We’re all family. Tell us how she is.”
 
   Grinning, the surgeon said, “In a word? Lucky. Very lucky. She was struck twice with a sharp, pointed object. One blow grazed her neck, the other left a puncture wound in her side. She bled a lot, nicking an artery, but luckily the paramedics did their job. Also, it missed her organs. We think she sustained a concussion when she fell. She has a contusion and some swelling on her head. It was important to stop the bleeding so we took her into the OR before doing a neurological workup. We’ll do a cat scan when she wakes up. We can assess her cognitively at that point. She needs to rest, but assuming she doesn’t have a serious head wound, she’ll come out of this okay.”
 
   Tuesday said, “And Pete? I don’t know his last name. The pizza guy.”
 
   The surgeon nodded his head. “Another victim was brought in with Miss Granville, but we determined he didn’t need surgery. He has a nasty concussion and will have to stay quiet at home for a week or so. He may already have been released from the ER.”
 
   Sighs of relief lightened the room. Matt said, “When can we see her?”
 
   “She’s in the recovery room. She’s coming around. We want to watch her for a bit. I don’t have to tell you that in addition to her physical wounds, this was pretty traumatic. You can see her in a little while, but keep the conversation light. Save any interrogations for tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   They tiptoed into Olivia’s room an hour later with instructions from the nurse to stay ten minutes only, but Olivia shocked them. She was sitting up checking her neck in the mirror in her bedside table.
 
   When she saw them, she said, “If I have any scars I am going to pummel whoever did this to me!” 
 
   Tuesday kissed her forehead tenderly. “Take a number, baby girl. We’re all ahead of you.”
 
   Matt said, “What are you doing sitting up? How are you feeling?”
 
   Olivia pointed to her IV. “If I feel a twinge of pain, I just push a button and I feel good again. I mean, really good.”
 
   Matt laughed. “You’re stoned. You’re totally out of it.”
 
   Olivia gave them all a silly grin. “Yup,” she said woozily. She closed the mirror and pushed the table away. “Now, who did this to me?”
 
   Cody greeted her next, surprising them both by kissing her hand. “No, no, no. My lady musteth noteth asketh questions. Or thy surgeon will put us on the racketh if we do. You have to rest, O.”
 
   Olivia shooed him away. “Don’t give me that. I don’t care what drugs they give me, I won’t sleep tonight until I know who to go after when I get out of here.”
 
   Matt was on one side of her bed holding her hand. “If you promise not to rat us out, I’ll give you the short version.”
 
   Olivia listened intently to the data Matt and Tuesday had put together, disappointed that there was no news on the identity of her attacker. When they got to explaining Ruth Marsh’s connection to the artist and her identity as the art forger, she said, “You’ve got to find Alistair. He has the key to this puzzle. Unless Scott does. No word from him?”
 
   Matt shook his head.
 
   Tuesday had a thought. “Ollie, babe. Remember that guy I met in Paymoor’s? I did a reading for him.”
 
   “Yeah. You said you saw him on Darling Boulevard in someone’s car.”
 
   “Well it turns out, it was Alistair. I never got his name, but Matt showed us a picture of him. How’s that for a coincidence? He said he was doing some work for a painter. That’s how I met him. He was looking for a tea his painter friend used as a pigment. Garden Vale’s Blue Dahlia. Maybe the painter was his sister and he knew what she was up to.”
 
   Olivia sat bolt upright, too fast it turned out. “Ouch,” she moaned, holding her head and then her side. 
 
   Matt eased her back onto her pillows. “Olivia, I insist. You have to rest. We’ll leave now.”
 
   She grabbed his hand. “No, Matt. Things are starting to fall into place. It’s Hamish.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “Alistair is connected to Hamish somehow. Hamish uses that tea in his pigment for Cerulean Blue Sky, a Venetian plaster finish. He mentioned it in the Architectural Digest article. It’s part of his secret formula to get that distinctive color. I’ve never heard of anyone using that particular tea in paint. Hamish has the painting; Ruth Marsh has Sutcliffe’s books and copies of his work. Pierre thinks Hamish’s painting is a fake. Hamish knows Alistair and no doubt Ruth. They are definitely part of the art scam, but how are they connected to Jed’s murderer and what happened to Ruth?”
 
   Finally, she collapsed on her pillows, holding her head again.
 
   Charles broke in. “Listen, doll, you just had surgery. We’re gonna scram. No argument, you hear?”
 
   This time she didn’t put up a fight, but pushed the button again on her morphine drip.
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   “What are you doing here,” Olivia said feigning anger as Matt led her friends into her room the next morning. “You’re supposed to be catching a killer.”
 
   Matt said, “I think the medicine is working. You’re getting back to your old self.” 
 
   He turned to the entourage behind him, Charles, Tuesday, Cody and now Carrie, too. They fought over which of them would escort Olivia home, and Matt just said, “Oh, come on,” to the whole gang. They found Olivia with a mild concussion, bandaged wounds and a hefty supply of pain pills.
 
   Matt helped her into the wheelchair and led the crew to the elevator. Charles’ 1932 Rolls Royce was waiting out front, as was an unmarked car with two armed security guards the firm was sending free of charge, partial payment for allowing the attacker to slip by them and get to Olivia and Pete.
 
   In the elevator, Matt filled them in on developments.
 
   “Thanks to you and Tuesday putting all the pieces together last night, we got a warrant and searched Alistair’s room at the bed and breakfast. We found a veritable treasure trove of evidence pinning him to the murder.”
 
   Tuesday clapped her hands she was so excited. “More, more. Please sir, more.”
 
   “How about a pair of dress boots covered with mud that are a close match to the prints at the site where we think he killed Jed?”
 
   Olivia turned and smiled up at Matt. “I’ll take that for starters.”
 
   “However, if the boots were our only evidence, we’d have nothing. The prints aren’t well defined, as I told you. He could have gotten mud on his boots anywhere near the woods. He had legitimate access to the site. But every bit helps us build a case.”
 
   They reached the lobby and Matt steered Olivia’s wheelchair to a waiting area. Her friends surrounded her, eager for more news before they assisted the patient into the car and caravanned back to her house.
 
   “We found a box of trinkets that looked like little toys. I wouldn’t have thought anything of them, except there were candles in the box. Black candles.”
 
   Olivia almost leapt out of her chair. “You mean Alistair was responsible for scaring me to death with those death images?”
 
    Matt nodded. “If you hadn’t shown me those items, I wouldn’t have recognized them. We’ve been chewing over what they mean, and we’ll have to ask him when we catch him. But they show he knew where you lived and how to get access to your back yard. I asked Tuesday to gather up the candles and other items he left at your house so we can check them for fingerprints. I’m sure he used gloves, but we might get lucky. That could be enough to nail him for the assault.”
 
   Olivia said, “When you catch him? So he’s still at large?”
 
   “I’m afraid so. We have a BOLO out. That means . . .”
 
   Charles translated. “Be on the lookout. I watch NCIS.” He smiled and shrugged. “What can I say? Fageddaboutit.”
 
   They all laughed as Matt continued. “We have Hamish down at the station but he lawyered up right out of the chute. He knows we don’t have Alistair so he’s not talking. I figure he’ll make a deal eventually, but it depends on what Alistair gives us.”
 
   Olivia was pensive, then said, “So what are your chances you’ll catch him?”
 
   “What’s my record?”
 
   “One-hundred percent.”
 
   “So we’ll catch him.”
 
   “What about Scott. Has he shown up?”
 
   Before he could answer, Sonia, juggling a huge bouquet of flowers, came running out of the lobby. “Olivia, Olivia!”
 
   Olivia held up her hand to stop her from leaning down and giving her a hug. “I’m good, but I’m pretty sore.”
 
   Sonia looked at everybody, disbelieving. “I heard you had surgery.”
 
   Matt nodded. 
 
   “And they’re sending you home today?”
 
   Tuesday chimed in. “You have to practically give birth to a horse before they give you an overnight stay. She’s lucky she got some TLC for one night.”
 
   Sonia asked Matt, “So did you catch this guy? Is he the one who came after me?”
 
   Matt said, “No and yes, we think it’s the same guy. Alistair Marsh.
 
   “That little creep. You’ll have to fill me in. I wasn’t thinking Alistair. But he’s smart. He’s staying hidden because he knows if he shows his face I’ll turn him into pulled pork myself.”
 
   Matt said, “Want a spot on the force? We could use you.”
 
   After more laughter, she said, “What about Scott? Anybody heard from him?”
 
   Matt said, “His wife filed a missing person’s report. We have a dragnet out for him, too. He might be in on the murders with Alistair. He certainly has a motive. On the other hand, we’re afraid he might be the next target. He could have something on Alistair or be standing in his way somehow. It means I’ve got work to do today. We’re also worried about Victoria Fisher.”
 
   Charles said, “If that punk hurts her or that baby.” He emphasized his threat by raising his fist.
 
   Matt assured him, “We’re doing everything we can to find them. We won’t stop until we do.”
 
   Sonia took that as a cue to say her goodbyes. She air kissed Olivia, careful not to touch her neck or head. “I’m glad I caught up with you and could give you the flowers. Take care. I’ll call you. You need anything, you know how to reach me. Anything, got it? Get well.”
 
    
 
   They reached the curb and the Rolls. Tuesday mimed a starlet posing on the running board for a photo op before gleefully climbing in next to the patient.
 
    Matt closed the door and gave the okay to Charles, who drove slowly away. “I’ll call you,” he called out to Olivia. 
 
   She gave him a thumbs-up, visible through the small back window.
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   Over lunch that Charles ordered from Hugo’s, everybody congregated around the coffee table in the living room. Olivia sat in one of the club chairs with a mountain of pillows behind her. She was still under the spell of pain medication and feeling euphoric after her close call. She had insisted they call Pete and invite him to join them. He was taking a sick day for which, Olivia was sure, he was not getting paid. When she let Charles know that, he said, “No problem. I’ll take care of it.” 
 
   Pete’s father delivered him to Olivia’s and the boy was warmly welcomed and given the second club chair. He was also propped up with pillows. Everybody fussed and fawned over him until he threw up his hands. “Chill, guys. I’m okay. But from the grin he couldn’t suppress, Olivia knew he was loving the attention.”
 
   Before long bottles of fizzy water and disposable plates with the remnants of Hugo’s salmon and caviar tacos littered the end tables, coffee table and floor.
 
   Tuesday lifted her glass. “A toast to the guardian angel that looked over our friends Pete and Olivia.”
 
   That started a round of toasts, ending with Carrie announcing that she had to get back to work.
 
   “I’ll help clean up,” she offered, and began gathering all the paper products and bottles in a sack. “I’ll drop them in the recycling on my way out.”
 
   That prompted hugs and goodbyes, and her last longing look at Cody, who did not take the cue and offer to walk her to her car. Instead, he queried Charles about his antique car collection. While they talked, Charles’ phone rang. He went into the kitchen to take the call. When he rejoined the group he had a huge smile on his face. “Everyone, I got good news. Boy to do I got good news.”
 
   The room fell silent; all eyes were on him. 
 
   “That call? It was the girl from the environmental agency.”
 
   Olivia winced, but she wasn’t going to remind Charles in front of his friends that the “girl,” had two Ph.D.’s in environmental science and soil engineering. She just said, “You mean Dr. Lauren.”
 
   “Right. Well she just told me that they finished dating that finger they found? Guess how old it is? Go on, somebody. Guess.”
 
   His face was electric with excitement.
 
   Olivia said, “Five thousand years.”
 
   “How about fifteen?”
 
   He waited for the news to sink in.
 
   Olivia said, “Are you kidding me? It’s fifteen thousand years old? You know what that means?”
 
   “I sure do. The Indians can’t claim it belongs to their tribes because there were no tribes here back then. She said it’s from the Clovis people. Anybody know who they are? Beats me, but it’s not the Miwoks. And what’s more, it definitely came from the pasture way up above our land. We aren’t stepping on anybody’s grandmother.”
 
   Olivia hoped he wouldn’t make that statement to the press. 
 
   Carrie hinted one more time for Cody to help her with the cleanup, but it fell on deaf ears. As Carrie headed downstairs with her bag of trash, Olivia resolved on the spot to introduce her to Vittorio. They were a better match anyway. They would make the perfect couple. Unlike Cody, she was sure the electrician would dote on Carrie, value her for the prize she was.
 
   Tuesday spotted a dirty paper plate that Carrie had missed and ran down the stairs after her. When Carrie came upstairs again, she walked over to Olivia and whispered in her ear
 
   Olivia did a double take. “No!”
 
   “Yes. I heard it. Like I’ve been hearing it every night this week. Your tenant has a cat! I could hear it howling. Her window is open, the one near the trash cans.”
 
   Olivia slumped down. “I’ll call her after everyone leaves. The lease specifically prohibits animals.” 
 
   


 
   
Chapter Thirteen: A Visit To Venus
 
   13:1
 
   After everyone left, Olivia crashed from a combination of exhaustion from the trauma, the effects of anesthesia and surgery, pain pills and too much exertion at her homecoming party. It was after six in the evening when she woke, stiff, sore and feeling a letdown after being the center of attention for twenty-four hours.
 
   Tuesday played nurse, refusing to let Olivia help with a simple meal she put together from leftovers and some eggs and goat cheese that she whipped into an omelet. Olivia supervised from her seat at the counter.
 
   Over dinner they were both eager to get to the main order of business: Where was Alistair?
 
   They pored over every possibility, from his having fled the country to returning to New York and giving Pierre some cockamamie story that would get him back in his good graces.
 
   After dinner, Tuesday opened her playlists on her iPad and clicked on Chopin etudes. They settled back into Olivia’s down cushions in the living room and let the soothing melodies cleanse their spirits of the ordeal of the past twenty-four hours. Then Tuesday voiced what all of Olivia’s friends had been thinking, but no one wanted to acknowledge. 
 
   “You had a very close call, honey bunch.”
 
   Olivia nodded absently, lost in the music. She remained silent for a few bars longer, grateful for the soft light in the room and the company of her dearest friend, to whom she could say anything. She moved the wrong way and the wound in her side pinched, then calmed down when she squirmed two inches to the right. Then she described her night in the hospital.
 
   “I woke up about two-thirty. The light in the room was weird. It was lights out but the machines I was hooked up to were glowing and I could see the nurses’ desk. Everybody looked like they had flashlights under their chin. I was scared at first, not sure where I was. I felt drugged and dopey. Slowly, everything came back to me, or a lot of it. I remember stepping outside looking for Pete, then I saw him lying on the ground, blood everywhere, it was awful. I panicked. Then all of a sudden I was hit from behind. I must have heard something and turned, so instead of a direct hit to my skull, the bat or whatever he had glanced off my ear and my neck, but hard enough so that it knocked me down. The blow stunned me, but I was conscious, terrified. I waited for what he was going to do next. I could hear him raise his arms; he was making a sound, like he was really angry. Then he seemed to stumble, like maybe he was changing his mind. But he hit me again on my side. I thought I’d die from the pain. I got really mad and wanted to get up and hit him, then I blacked out. Isn’t that an odd place to hit someone when they’re down? On the side? It was like a golf shot. Why not my head?”
 
   Tuesday offered, “Something or someone stopped him.”
 
   “Yeah, but what? You guys said there were no signs of anyone else in the yard and he didn’t run down the driveway or the security guy would have seen him, so he must have crawled through that hole in the fence and disappeared. I’m glad he didn’t do me in, but I don’t understand why he left the job half done. Why didn’t he finish me off?”
 
   “Maybe he heard me coming down and calling for you. But you would have heard me, right? The door was still open. Who knows?”
 
   Olivia raised her glass of mineral water. “Here’s to whoever or whatever stopped him.”
 
   Tuesday said, “By the way, I hope you’re feeling safe tonight. You know there are four guys guarding the house. One on each of the north, south, east and west corners of the lot. Matt said it was overkill, but Charles insisted. So if he comes back to finish the job it will be a different story.”
 
   “He. Who he? Alistair? I guess he’s big enough to take me out, but in my mind he’s a pipsqueak. An annoying little pest. But why does it matter to him to have the project go forward? That has to be the reason for all of this.”
 
   “Do you think Scott could be in on it with him? Could they have run off together?”
 
   Olivia turned pensive. “No, I don’t think Alistair is finished. When I heard him raise that bat I heard rage in the way he breathed, the sound he made when he hit me. He’s got a bee up his nose and he’s not going to stop until he takes care of whoever is standing in his way. I know that much about him. He may be a pest, a dangerous one, but he’s also a persistent little pest. And I think I know where he’s going to strike next.”
 
   She told Tuesday her theory, then a plan began to form.
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   Tuesday said, “Absolutely not. If Matt or Charles or your doctors knew you were even contemplating such a thing they’d lock you up. And I’d throw away the key.”
 
   “Tuesday, it’s the only way we’ll catch him.” She added, “In the act,” for emphasis. “Then we’ll have all the evidence we need. But we have to do it now, before he attacks and disappears again. Next time someone else might get killed.”
 
   “No, Olivia. I won’t help you. Call Matt and tell him what you’re thinking. He’s the pro. Let him go after him. He’s got helpers. Big boys with guns. They’ll take him down.”
 
   Olivia was determined. She unfolded her legs and eased herself out of her chair. “No, Tuesday, this one is mine. He scared me half to death with those candles and things. Then he hurt me, put me in the hospital.” 
 
   She pointed to the wound on her side. “If this leaves a scar he’s ruined my bikini look.”
 
   Tuesday didn’t laugh.
 
   “I’m sorry, Tuesday, but this is personal. I want this. I want him. My plan will work. Give me a minute while I change into sweats and get a few things together.”
 
   Tuesday watched Olivia, staying put. She had one more argument. ”You’re forgetting something. What about your bodyguards outside? Do you think they will let you get away with this?”
 
   Olivia dismissed them with a wave of her hand. “I’m not under house arrest. They can’t stop me from going anyplace. Let one of them follow us. I’ll try to ditch them, and if I don’t they’ll be our backup. Only they won’t know it.”
 
    
 
   Ten minutes later they were in the truck, Tuesday driving, Olivia navigating and stowing her gear under her seat. She had told the guard who questioned her that they were going out for some air. 
 
   “You don’t have to follow us, we’re not going far.”
 
   The guy would have made a linebacker look petite, but he had a sweet smile and easy nature. “Oh sure,” he grinned, towering over Tuesday and Olivia. “After last night’s escapade, I can see that happening. Not!”
 
   “Okay,” Olivia said, conspicuously handing the truck keys to Tuesday, “but if we get separated, just come back here. We won’t be more than half an hour. I’ve had a rough day and I’m going to need my beauty sleep.”
 
   They pulled out of the driveway and headed for Darling Boulevard and parts north. Olivia gave a fist pump. “Woot, woot, girlfriend. Darling Valley Crimebusters on the move.”
 
    
 
   It was eight o’clock with a half moon in a deep navy sky blanketing the hills, the glow from the Bay Area’s lights obliterating the stars. Traffic hummed on Darling Boulevard; Tuesday and the guard drove in tandem until the second stop light. Tuesday made it through, he didn’t. 
 
   Olivia pointed to the next corner. “Quick, Tuesday, turn right here and then take a hard right into Paymoor’s parking lot.” 
 
   Olivia’s truck got swallowed up by the usual crush of shoppers jockeying for parking spots so they could run in and grab Paymoor’s famous takeout for a quick dinner.
 
   Olivia shooed Tuesday around them. “Quick. Keep going. There’s an exit at the other end of the lot. Hurry and turn right, then turn your lights off. You’ll be on a dark street. He won’t see us.”
 
   By the time the guard got the green light and followed the truck into Paymoor’s parking area, Tuesday had exited the lot and disappeared into the web of quiet residential streets that, in daylight, made Darling Valley the subject of picture postcards and brochures published by sellers of exclusive real estate. Determining that it was safe to turn the truck’s lights back on, Olivia directed Tuesday along surface streets to a back road and eventually the construction site.
 
   Floodlights around the entrance to the site illuminated the road ahead of them. Olivia instructed Tuesday to slow down and pull into a grove of trees across from the site that hid the truck from the street. They were at least a mile from the nearest house or structure. No one could see them, not even passing cars. 
 
   The chain link fence surrounding the site had two entrances, one at each end of the property. Tuesday pointed to the guard dog that began pacing the fence at the sound of the approaching truck. “Your welcoming committee?”
 
   Olivia was not concerned. “That’s just Venus.”
 
    Ignoring the dog, she focused on the table at the far end of the road. It was set up right outside the entrance Olivia usually used to get to the parking area. Scott’s trailer was nearby, as well as the abandoned groundbreaking site. A lone figure sat at the table under the bright light. He was reading a book and wearing headphones plugged into an MP3 player. Behind him on the other side of the fence was a dumpster with its lid closed and a slightly taller utility shed. Olivia could see the ghostly outlines of the earthmoving equipment and cranes, but the deeper reaches of the site where Jed had no doubt been killed was pitch black. The dog had apparently gotten used to the man at the table, lost interest in Olivia’s truck and was slumped down near the locked gate, engrossed in licking her paws. 
 
   The man seemed unaware that either the dog or the occupants of the truck were watching him. The music that kept his foot tapping blocked out the sound of the truck engine and the dog’s occasional bark.
 
   Olivia grinned at Tuesday. “This is better than I expected.”
 
   Tuesday leaned forward to peer into the gloom to see what excited Olivia. “The man at the table. He’s the bait?”
 
   Olivia pointed to the demonstrator. “It’s Roger Greentree. He’s doing solo guard duty tonight. They need to make sure their set up isn’t sabotaged. As long as he doesn’t remove his headphones, he won’t hear a thing.”
 
   Olivia had been pretty sure that the protesters would have set up shifts to keep the demonstration going. They had made an altar of sorts and held ceremonies during the day. Roger wouldn’t take a chance that someone would tear down the site during the night. Olivia knew demonstrations of this sort went on 24/7. If they became big enough, they turned into tent cities. She needed this situation settled before that happened. 
 
   As she guessed, news that the archeological findings were too old to have come from one of the local tribes either had not reached Roger or had not stopped him. He would milk the media attention for one goal or another.
 
   Tuesday, still skeptical of Olivia’s plan, said, “You’re sure he will show up?”
 
   “This group wants to shut down the project. He can’t have that.” 
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   A few minutes later, after they went over the plan one last time, Tuesday said, “Okay, Wonder Woman. It’s zero dark thirty. How are we going to do this?”
 
   “That’s what I’m trying to figure out.” 
 
   The bumpy ride over potholes had aggravated Olivia’s wounds. Tuesday saw her wince and said, “You need a pain pill.”
 
   “No,” said Olivia. “I have to be alert.”
 
   She scanned the site, then did her thinking out loud. “I have to be practical. I’m not up to jumping him from behind. It will have to be an inside job.”
 
   After fumbling around under her seat, she retrieved the plastic bag she’d packed before they left the house then, retrieved the hammer she kept in the truck.
 
   Tuesday reared away from it. “You gonna bonk him with that?”
 
   “If I have to. This is my insurance policy. I keep it in the truck for safety’s sake in case I run into trouble on a dark night coming home from a remodeling job up in the hills.”
 
   Tuesday nodded. “Smart cookie. But how are you going to get over the fence.”
 
   Olivia smiled slyly. “I have the keys to the kingdom.” 
 
   She pulled out her massive collection and searched until she found what she was looking for. “It pays to have friends in high places. Charles insisted that he and I have access to the site at all times. Scott had to give me a key. It ruffled his feathers, but this is how I get in.”
 
   She gave Tuesday last minute instructions. “You know the signal to make your call.”
 
   “I do. I just hope they can get here in time.”
 
   Olivia slipped out of the truck and eased the door closed. She crept across the road hunched over to protect her painful side. As soon as she was inside the gate, Venus heard her and bounded over, excited by her favorite smell. Olivia looked up but she couldn’t see Greentree at his table from where she was, hoped his music muffled the sound of the dog. She knelt down and quickly slipped the muzzle that had belonged to her favorite Shepherd in LA over Venus’ snout. Though she missed her dog, he had passed away before she relocated to Darling Valley. She had thought she might get another dog once she was settled in DV and had kept the leashes and muzzle. Now she was glad she had.
 
   Venus bumped her nose against her, nuzzling her lap for a treat.
 
   Olivia whispered soothingly in her ear. “Easy girl. I’m the walking wounded. Ouch.” She pushed Venus away from her side. “It won’t be long now.”
 
   Very quietly she walked Venus to the dumpster and shed behind the table where Greentree sat. Thanks to Olivia’s hugging and petting, Venus had calmed down. With her heart pounding and her hands shaking, Olivia loosened the buckle on the muzzle and unlocked the padlock on the gate, being careful not to rattle the metal chain. She began to feel weak, willed herself not to faint or slump to the ground. Tuesday had been right. At the house making the plan, she was energized and raring to go. Now her surgery, her injuries and her fear exhausted her. But she had crossed the Rubicon. She could not go back.
 
    Olivia and Venus sat in the dark watching and waiting. Olivia worried that maybe she had misjudged him and he wouldn’t show up. Time passed slowly, painfully. The crouched position made her cry out once when she lost her balance, but miraculously Greentree, still plugged into his music, had not heard.
 
   After what seemed hours but was probably only twenty minutes, Olivia saw lights approaching from the hills. Was it him? Olivia could not tell. She held her breath.
 
   The car stopped well behind the protester at the table, and the driver doused the lights before Greentree, still immersed in his music and book, could tell he was there. 
 
   Still holding a tight grasp on her collar, Olivia whispered to Venus, “It has to be him. No one else would stop this time of night. Oh, Tuesday, I hope you are doing your thing.” 
 
   The dog gave her a plaintive look, nudging Olivia for the treat she could smell.
 
   Olivia peered around the shed, watching the man creep up behind Greentree. He held something in his hand. She could not identify it, but he began to raise his arm and she knew that was her moment. She briefly let Venus sniff the treat, holding the leash tight as the dog went crazy trying to get at it. Then in a flash, Olivia ripped off the dog’s muzzle and with a mighty throw that tore a bolt of pain through her side, she sent the last of the pizza Pete had delivered the night before sailing over the fence. With dead aim, it hit Alistair in the nose.
 
   At the same instant, Olivia released the dog’s collar. “Go get it, Venus,” In a flash the dog was up on the dumpster, then the shed and had leaped over the fence before Alistair could wipe the pizza and the shock from his face.
 
   Greentree, finally roused by the commotion, slammed his head phones on the table and jumped out of his chair to see Venus pinning Alistair to the ground, chewing on both Victor’s pepperoni and sausage and Alistair’s hands that were trying to protect his face. 
 
   Olivia pushed on the gate. A slight tug on the lock released it. She held the hammer over her head, growling as thickly as did Venus. “Make one move, Alistair and I’ll let this mangy poodle eat you alive.”
 
   Greentree shouted, “What’s going on. Are you crazy Granville? Let him up.”
 
   Olivia pointed to the blunt object near Alistair. “He was going to kill you.”
 
   Within minutes they heard sirens. Matt reached Olivia first, then Tuesday. “There’s your murder weapon,” she said, pointing to the hookaroon, “that spiked thing,” and fell moaning into Tuesday’s arms. 
 
   “My pain pills. Now.”
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   They conducted the post mortem at Olivia’s, this time in her bedroom. Tuesday refused to allow her entry into the kitchen or living room and told Matt, Cody and Charles they could meet with her for ten minutes. “AND THAT’s IT!”
 
   Charles wanted them to wait until morning and allow Olivia time to recover from her second ordeal in twenty-four hours, but she refused. “I have too many questions that need answers.”
 
   Matt stood by the side of her bed holding her hand. “Okay, but ask quickly because Genghis Khan here is going to kick us out in nine minutes and fifty seconds.”
 
   Olivia was drowsy from her pain pills but forced herself to concentrate. “Okay, I want to know why me, but more important, why didn’t he finish me off when he had the chance. Then you might never have caught him.”
 
   Matt had spent a few minutes interrogating Alistair before the paramedics took him to the trauma center to have his some minor dog bites looked at. Johnson would then take over and escort him to a jail cell.
 
   Matt said, “I asked him that question myself. He said someone interrupted him.”
 
   Olivia and Tuesday gave each other puzzled looks. “Who? Nobody else was out there.”
 
   “He claims he heard a baby crying inside your house. He thought it was a friend of yours who would come running out to see who woke up the kid.”
 
   “Baby,” said Olivia. “There’s no baby here.”
 
   Tuesday put her hands to her face. “Oh my lord. Oh my ever-loving lord. The cat.”
 
   Olivia said, “Huh?”
 
   “It wasn’t a cat that was waking me up, it was a baby. Mrs. Harmon has a baby down there. The diapers in the trash, the crying sounds. It all makes sense now.”
 
   Matt dropped Olivia’s hand. They both said, Victoria Fisher.
 
   Matt ran down the stairs to Mrs. Harmon’s kitchen door, Tuesday flying on his heels.
 
   He pounded on the door. “Mrs. Harmon? It’s Matt. Open up please.”
 
   After a pause, Mrs. Harmon called through her door, “This isn’t a good time, dear. Let’s get together tomorrow. I’m getting into bed. I’m in my night clothes with night cream on my face.”
 
   Tuesday wasn’t surprised she called him dear. She knew their friendship predated Olivia’s arrival in Darling Valley. 
 
   “Mrs. Harmon.” Matt was insistent. “I need to speak to Victoria. Please open the door.”
 
   It took a full minute before they heard the lock turn. Mrs. Harmon, in the St. John suit she had worn earlier, hair and makeup perfect, pulled open the door just a crack. 
 
   “How did you find out?”
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   Olivia spent Friday in bed dozing, when she wasn’t phoning instructions to Cody and Carrie at the Fredericks’ pool house. While she recuperated, they stepped in to oversee the final arrangements for the anniversary party.
 
   She didn’t fight Tuesday who insisted on waiting on her hand and foot. A trip to the trauma center after Alistair’s arrest assured her that she was healing ahead of schedule, but she needed to take it easy. 
 
   The ER doctor had said, “Your head hurts? Big surprise, cookie. You go around bonking people over the head with a blunt instrument less than a day after surgery? Yeah, you’re gonna hurt.”
 
   Olivia protested. “I didn’t do any bonking. I got bonked.”
 
   Tuesday elaborated. “She nailed him with Victor’s special.”
 
   The doctor laughed. “Oh, I’d love to have seen that come in here. Diagnosis: Death by pizza. That would be a new one. Wait’ll I tell my grandson. He’s a fiend for pizza.”
 
   She checked the stitches and applied new bandages to Olivia’s wounds. “I gave him pizza pajamas for his birthday last month. My daughter can’t get them off him to wash them.” 
 
   She wrote out a prescription for antibiotics as a precaution. “Six year-olds. If we all stayed that age it would save the world. Here, it’s a Z pack. Two tonight, one every day until you finish all the pills. Five days total.”
 
   Olivia asked about the possibility of attending the Fredericks’ party, explaining the importance.
 
   “Okay. You don’t have to bat your baby blues at me. You can go. But no more than thirty minutes, then I want you home in bed. Seriously, girl. I get that 250 is your resting heart rate and you can do it all, including lassoing the bad guys. But let me spell it out. You’ve just had SURGERY. It’s a big, honking deal.”
 
    
 
    Tuesday came into the bedroom. “Hungry, honey bunch?”
 
   Olivia said yes, “But I don’t want to see a pizza for at least thirty-seven years.”
 
   Tuesday rolled her eyes. “Yeah, thirty-seven and counting.” 
 
   She ordered Hugo’s salmon salad for both of them, delivery in half an hour.
 
    
 
   Olivia’s phone rang as Tuesday was bringing in their lunch. She took the call while making room on her lap for the tray. It was Marguerite Fredericks, her third call that day since she discovered she had been the target of Hamish’s scam, as Olivia had warned.
 
   “I hope I’m not disturbing you, dear.”
 
   “Of course not, Mrs. Fredericks.”
 
   “Oh, for heaven’s sake. It’s Marguerite. Listen, I’ve decided to send my driver to pick you up for the party. The back seat of the Bentley is very comfy. You can leave at the first twinge of pain. Okay?”
 
   “That’s not necessary, Marguerite.” 
 
   It took Olivia a second to get used to calling her client by her first name. She felt somehow that she was breaking a taboo, but nevertheless allowed Marguerite to roll off her tongue. 
 
   “My friends will drive me. You remember that Detective Richards, Charles Bacon, Tuesday and Cody are coming. Vittorio told me you also invited him. That’s very generous of you.”
 
   Marguerite was effusive. “Nonsense. I’m thrilled to have your friends and associates join us. After all, Olivia, look what you’ve done for me. Saved me from a disastrous fraud and all the publicity that would have created. I would have looked like a fool. And then there is the divine pool house. I can’t wait to show it off.”
 
   “I’m so glad you’re happy with it.”
 
   “Oh, indeed. But as long as I have you on the phone,”
 
   Olivia laughed to herself. No way would Marguerite waste her time on a purely social call when she could get a snippet of Olivia’s professional time, free.
 
   “You know those lamps you had Vittorio install?”
 
   Of course Olivia remembered. They cost an arm and a leg and that didn’t include the price of the lightning fast repairs Cody had been able to arrange.
 
   “Richard said you’ll need to replace them. The shades are an inch too short. Throws off the symmetry of the room.”
 
   Olivia sighed. “Whatever you say, Marguerite.”
 
    
 
   After lunch Tuesday tiptoed in to announce she had a visitor if she felt up to it.
 
   “Who is it?”
 
   “Elise.”
 
   “I don’t know an Elise.”
 
   “Holy pendulum, Ollie. Of course you do. Your tenant, Elise Harmon.”
 
   Olivia fell back on her pillows. Elise, Marguerite. This would take some getting used to. 
 
   “Sure, show her in.”
 
   Mrs. Harmon sat on a slipper chair next to Olivia’s bed. Olivia waited for the usual how are you, I was so worried about you, the litany of concern shown by her friends, and which she found so comforting after her frightening ordeal.
 
   But her tenant passed over the pleasantries and stated her business forthwith.
 
   “I want to explain why I offered Victoria some seclusion, you know, in case there are legal consequences. I felt I should keep it a secret from you because you get so flighty about things like this.”
 
   Olivia wondered at her karma at being saddled with interesting, testy women. She ignored the veiled insult, though not understanding how her behavior was flighty. Tuesday complained she was too serious.
 
   “Why would there be legal consequences, Mrs. Harmon?”
 
   She waited, but her tenant did not insist she use her first name. Just as she thought. 
 
   “After all, Mrs. Harmon, Victoria was not guilty of a crime, though it was all over the news that she was wanted for questioning. It would have saved the police some effort if you had told us you had invited her to stay with you. You know how strapped they are for resources.” 
 
   Olivia knew how to give a backhanded compliment, as well.
 
   Mrs. Harmon softened a bit as she explained. “Its just that she seemed so defenseless at the ceremony after her husband was found. I remember the shock I felt when my husband’s body was discovered and the hooha the press made of it, never giving me a moment’s peace. And having to deal with the police to figure out how he died and, oh let’s not go into that. You know all about it.”
 
   Indeed, Olivia did. She and Tuesday had confirmed that her husband had been murdered and even helped nail the culprits.
 
   “Well, she was in a state of shock and had the baby to care for and all. And I had room for her, so I just spirited her away. We’ve been having a fine time except in the night when the baby fusses. I let her walk outside in the garden and that always calms the little one down.”
 
   “Tuesday thought it was a cat. I went searching in the neighborhood for it.”
 
   “Well that was silly of you. Who ever would confuse a baby with a cat?”
 
   Olivia let that one go, too. “Is that why you let Tuesday read your tea leaves?”
 
   “Of course. Why else would I put up with that nonsense.”
 
   Olivia patted Tuesday’s arm consolingly.
 
   Mrs. Harmon continued. “Vittorio has been a dear, shopping for baby food and finding toys and things to amuse her.”
 
   Olivia jerked up, wincing at the pain. “Vittorio? Vittorio’s been helping you? How does Vittorio know Victoria?”
 
   “Why you sent him over here to check on the lighting. As soon as he looked at her, I knew we had a match. Of course, she has to recover from all this, get over Jed. But in time. You should see them together. Mark my word. A match made in heaven if you ask me.”
 
   Well, there goes my own matchmaking career, Olivia thought. Poor Carrie.
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   In the end, Olivia accepted the ride in Marguerite Fredericks’ new Bentley, an anniversary gift from her husband. Tuesday and Matt would ride with her as well. Charles preferred to drive his own 1929 Cord L-29, but even Matt was star struck about riding in the Fredericks’ posh car. Cody preferred Charles’ quarter of million-dollar ride and they planned to meet up at the party. 
 
   Tuesday wore her purple faux monkey fur shrug, flipping it over her shoulder as if it were a white fox stole a la Jean Harlow in the 1930’s. Olivia had grabbed a bottle of peroxide out of her hands earlier in the day. “You’ll regret it tomorrow when you turn back into a pumpkin and the Bentley becomes my battered pick up truck.”
 
   Tuesday said, “Or the Bentley becomes a pumpkin and I turn into a pickup truck?”
 
   “Something like that,” Olivia said returning the peroxide to the bathroom cabinet.
 
    
 
   Cody texted that they would be a little late. They were waiting for Charles’ date to finish getting ready. “Probably Mrs. Harmon,” Olivia explained to Tuesday. She thought she heard Charles say he would give her a ride.
 
   Once they had nestled into the plush back seat of the car, Johnson in the front seat with the chauffeur--Olivia had finagled an invitation for him as the head of security--Matt filled Olivia and Tuesday in on Alistair’s confession. 
 
   He started out with a warning, “You won’t find anything this crazy on a TV reality show.” He started counting off the plots on his fingers. “It all started with Hamish Walsh.”
 
   Tuesday said, “There goes his Nobel Peace Prize.”
 
   Matt explained that Hamish met Ruth Marsh on a dating site. 
 
   “They Skyped for a while then met up in Phoenix only to discover that they had a distinct lack of chemistry. However, what they did have in common was a taste for larceny. Ruth Marsh was a kind of savant. She never went to art school but she just had to look at a painting and she could copy it practically with her eyes closed. She had a photographic memory for brush strokes.”
 
   Olivia said, “So she’s an artist. I’ve never heard of her.”
 
   Matt stretched his long legs in the roomy car. “I wonder if I could get the Police Department to sign off on one of these. It’s way more comfortable than a squad car.”
 
   Johnson joked over his shoulders, “And I get to drive.”
 
   Matt said, “You get us one of these and you can drive it all you want. But no, Olivia, you wouldn’t have heard of Ruth Marsh. She can only copy the work of others. Apparently she has no artistic vision of her own. However, she did get a degree in art history and earned her living teaching art in high school.”
 
   Olivia struggled to find a position that didn’t irritate the stitches in her side. Matt moved over to give her more room, but it still didn’t help. “Don’t worry about me,” she said. “Tell us more about the loving couple.”
 
   “I’m piecing together some of this because, of course, Alistair wasn’t in on their conversations. But it seems Hamish floated the idea of Ruth copying famous art works and he’d sell them to his clients. He had a readymade market. When he became aware that Charles Bacon was right under his nose, a man with very deep pockets, no knowledge of art, and a museum that needed to be filled with art, he came up with his grand scheme.”
 
   “Okay,” Olivia said, “but where does Alistair come in?”
 
   “Pierre Ballard had been named the curator for the museum and they decided to put someone in his shop to finagle the acquisitions for the museum. The acquisitions would be Ruth’s phony paintings. Pierre’s gallery would get a commission, but the big money would go to Hamish and Ruth. They’d already set up a website to pass themselves off as art dealers.” 
 
   Olivia was incredulous. “Alistair? They picked him? How did he get past Rocky? I’m sure Pierre’s assistant would have seen through him.”
 
   Again, Matt had the answer. “He had a rather thin background with only a certificate in art history. I guess he was following in his sister’s shoes. But they groomed him for his interview. Hamish wrote a glowing recommendation and he got hired. Once they had pulled the wool over the eyes of the aging Pierre, and with Rocky, his assistant, far away in New York, they figured they could pass Ruth’s copies off on a country bumpkin like Charles for hundreds of thousands of dollars. Then Ruth figured, why wait for the museum. It was her idea to sell that phony Sutcliffe picture to Marguerite Fredericks. Apparently, Ruth came out here to deliver the painting.”
 
   Tuesday snapped her fingers. “That’s why I bumped into Alistair at Paymoor’s. He was buying the tea for Ruth to put the finishing touches on it.”
 
   Olivia laughed. “I’d like to have seen Hamish’s face when he found out I had sent a photo to Pierre who instantly declared it a fake.”
 
   Matt nodded. “He never dreamed you would see it, and then report it to Pierre.” 
 
   Matt checked with Olivia again to see that she was comfortable. She noticed he was hovering, unusually attentive. She liked it.
 
   When he was sure she was okay, he said, “Like his sister, Alistair’s a natural born schemer. He weaseled his way onto the project and got himself invited to the groundbreaking. He was just checking out the site the night Jed was killed. He found a petrified finger and an arrowhead. From his childhood in Snowflake, Arizona, Native American country if there ever was any, he quickly realized they were on a burial site and what it would mean to the museum. 
 
   “He told me he never intended to kill Jed. He said the guy just appeared out of nowhere, asking him to give up what he had found, the finger and so on. Alistair couldn’t let that happen. He knew he had to keep his finds a secret. So they scuffled. He was as surprised as Jed was when he pushed him with his logging tool, the hookaroon, and the young man went down.”
 
   Olivia and Tuesday blurted out, “The what?” in unison. Tuesday said, “Hookaroon? You’re making that up. What is it, a toy?”
 
   Matt chuckled. “That’s what I thought when it was identified. It’s a tool that loggers use and people who stack wood for their fireplaces or wood stoves. It’s like a bat or a club with a spike at the end for moving logs around. Jed was holding it and Alistair grabbed it out of his hands. He claims he just pushed him with it, but I don’t trust a lot of what he says. It’s the weapon that ties him to Jed’s death.”
 
   Olivia said, “That’s what punctured my neck and my side? Oh, gross. So then what?”
 
   “He couldn’t rouse him and he panicked, so he called his sister and Hamish. They told him to hide the body. He had no idea he was burying him in the groundbreaking site. Little did he know had he placed him right where the TV cameras would have a perfect shot.”
 
   They were turning a corner to head up into the hills and Olivia fell sideways. Matt put a protective arm around her to steady her. Olivia smiled at him and he left it there. She asked, “But why did he come after Sonia and me? We had nothing to do with his plans.”
 
   Matt said, “Our friend Alistair has a short fuse. Both of you embarrassed him in public and it was retribution. He still had the hookaroon and decided to use it.”
 
   Matt finished up his story just as they were pulling into the Fredericks’ driveway. 
 
   “Alistair has a very little patience for anyone insulting him. He went after Sonia because she had embarrassed him at some meeting at Charles’ house, and Olivia, you had been a target from the beginning because of, as he put it, your continual insults.”
 
   “Were all those death threats to warn me to shut up?”
 
   Matt shrugged. “We don’t know yet. We still have a lot of questions to ask him. But it seems Ruth, as the older sister, ragged on him one two many times. In a fit of anger he killed her and threw her in the lake. He’s not a sailor. The knots he used to weigh her down with some concrete blocks didn’t hold and she floated to the surface.”
 
   Tuesday said, “That poor guy just can’t catch a break. And on that cheery note, let’s party.”
 
   As Olivia and Tuesday gathered up their evening bags, Matt told them that Alistair and Hamish were being arraigned on charges of murder, conspiracy to commit murder, art fraud and wire fraud.
 
   They exited the car in the parking lot. Johnson was out first and he helped Olivia. The chauffeur drove around to the garage, the four of them looking back at it wistfully.
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   The threesome made their way back to the pool house. Olivia had to stop and take it all in. It was more beautiful than she had imagined. Lights everywhere gave the enormous garden and lawn a warm glow, from pastel lanterns floating on the pool to strings of tiny bulbs hanging from the shrubbery and trees glittering like diamonds. The show stopper was an arch made of flowers with a neon sign over it that spelled Love, under which Marguerite and Richard had decided at the last minute to renew their vows. Flower arrangements gave the look of a tropical paradise, fragrant and lush. The soft music had guests swaying and laughing as Carrie’s servers moved quietly among them with trays of champagne and Hugo’s masterful hors d’oeuvres. Marguerite had ordered spotlights to shine on the new addition to her mansion, the pool house. 
 
   Tuesday clapped her hands in delight. “It’s like the premiere of Gone With The Wind.”
 
   Olivia found Carrie and Cody and complimented them on their efforts in her absence. Carrie had spent almost the entire day there. “Carrie, you’re proving yourself to be quite the event coordinator.”
 
   Carrie batted her long, luxurious eyelashes. “One does what one can.”
 
   Olivia looked at Cody to see if he registered her humor and charm. He was picking a speck of something out of his glass. Olivia felt like hitting him over the head to wake him up to the treasure in front of him.
 
   Vittorio came up to Olivia escorting Victoria Fisher and Mrs. Harmon. Olivia almost didn’t recognize the electrician, one of the few men in black tie, no doubt his mother’s doing. 
 
   Victoria was dressed very plainly and smiled bleakly as she was introduced to the rest of Olivia’s friends. She helped herself to a cheese puff from the server making the rounds, Vittorio taking advantage to whisper in Olivia’s ear, “Maybe too soon for her to be out, do you think? I just thought it would cheer her up.”
 
   Olivia said, “It’s a very nice gesture, but you know she has a painful road ahead.”
 
   He nodded. “Anything I can do for her. I’m a very patient guy.”
 
   Olivia patted his arm and smiled. If anyone deserved a stroke of good fortune, it was Jed Fisher’s widow. She suspected Victoria would find it in Vittorio.
 
    
 
   Carrie called a server over with a tray of drinks. Tuesday and Matt accepted a glass, but Olivia said no to champagne as she was still relying on her pain pills to help her move around without too much discomfort. But she said yes to imported mineral water, taking a sip as Charles and a young woman she didn’t recognize came up to them. Olivia was stunned when Charles introduced his date. “Olivia, you remember Franny. Dr. Lauren?”
 
   Someone or something had transformed the environmentalist. She had blond highlights where the gray in her hair had been, flattering makeup set off excellent bone structure and her huge expressive eyes. Olivia guessed that Charles’ dresser had had a hand in choosing her lovely, formfitting gown.
 
   As Olivia regained her composure after that surprise, she realized it made perfect sense. Franny’s life was deeply connected to the earth, while Charles was, more than anyone she could recall, a man who was completely down to earth. 
 
   When Charles extended his hand for the handshake they usually exchanged, Olivia held on and pulled him to her. She whispered in his ear, “You old sly fox. Why didn’t you tell me?”
 
   He beamed and whispered back, “She’s a doll, isn’t she? You don’t think it’s too soon, after Ellie and all?”
 
   Olivia grinned and said, “I couldn’t be more pleased. And it’s absolutely time.”
 
    
 
   Olivia spotted Sonia and her husband walking down the path to the party and waved them over. Sonia air kissed Olivia, careful now of her injuries. She introduced her husband, a workers’ compensation lawyer who clearly doted on his wife, immediately excusing himself to find her a drink. Olivia observed that Sonia, as at the bank, ruled the roost in their home. They arrived just in time to hear Francesca in her lecture mode explaining her findings to Matt and the others.
 
   “It is believed that the Clovis people came over a land bridge from Asia and eventually populated North America. They are considered by many archeologists to be the first people in North America. The oldest Clovis settlement was found in Oregon. It is thirteen thousand years old, but in this case we think the remains are older by two thousand years, which is an extraordinary find. It confirms what some people in the field believe, that there were humans here before the Clovis.”
 
   Franny raised her glass to toast the discovery. “Here’s to those old souls.”
 
   The group didn’t have a response other than to smile and return the toast. Franny continued.
 
   “We found a total of four bones and some shards that were probably tools, but there is no evidence of a settlement. I suspect they came from an individual who somehow got separated from his clan and wandered down from the north west. He was carrying those relics. They were his tools and implements. Was he ostracized from his community, an advance scout for people on the move or a lone survivor of a cataclysmic event? We just don’t know. At any rate, he met his end on that hillside. We’ll never know his history, but if you were looking for Native Americans, notably Miwok, we didn’t find them. What we did find was something better, one of the First Americans.”
 
   Olivia heard someone whistle behind her. It was Russ who had just arrived with a new assistant on his arm.
 
   “So you’re telling us there is no way those protestors can hold up construction? Man that calls for a toast.”
 
   He raised his glass, then looked around. “Where’s Scott? Anybody seen him yet?”
 
   Matt had the answer. “He skipped town. He saw his company going down the drain and panicked. His wife found him in a hotel in San Francisco, ashamed to face us. He had nothing to do with the murders, but he did know Jed had found something important. He was trying to hide the discovery by telling Jed they were nothing.”
 
   Olivia asked, “So does this mean he will resume his role of general contractor?”
 
   Matt said, “Beats me. That’s for you all to work out. Right now, we’re having a party.”
 
    
 
   Finally, Marguerite found them and greeted Olivia with open arms. Olivia winced in pain, then introduced Charles and Franny, Matt and Russ. Johnson, Sonia and her husband had wandered over to Jesse’s oyster bar. As a result of the success of the museum finally getting off the ground, Marguerite had invited Charles and the rest of Olivia’s friends. 
 
   She took Charles by the arm. “I just don’t know enough about your museum, my dear. I’m thinking that perhaps I can head a fundraising committee. Have you selected your board yet?”
 
   Charles winked at Olivia, setting off a chain reaction. Perhaps it was the pain pills but a sense of well being flooded her, as she looked around at her friends. She’d had a hard time finding acceptance in Darling Valley, but here she was a guest of the Fredricks with her new family around her. Cody, Carrie, Matt, and above all, Charles Bacon. And yes, she’d even include Russ and Johnson in that number. And Jesse, shucking oysters. Johnson had showed real concern when he greeted her tonight and had been instrumental in tracking down Alistair. Yes, she thought. I’ve left Los Angeles and Brooks Baker behind. I’m finally home. 
 
    
 
   After they renewed their vows, Richard Fredericks gave a speech congratulating his wife for putting up with him for twenty-five years and thanking Olivia for the wonderful job on the pool house. “Skinny dipping anyone?” he joked. “Olivia’s put plenty of towels in the bathroom.”
 
   Everybody laughed and why not? The balmy evening, the wonderful food and champagne, the good fortune of the hosts all led to a feeling of felicitousness shared by all, except all of a sudden, Olivia. She began to feel a growing unease. There had been no mention of the carrot, the remodel of the main house she believed she was promised.
 
   She began grousing to herself about all that she had done for Marguerite, including saving her from the clutches of Hamish Walsh.
 
   The festivities were taking a toll. She began to feel weary and whispered to Matt that she was ready to go home. As if hearing of her departure, Marguerite appeared at her arm.
 
   “Olivia, darling. There’s someone I want you to meet. He’s this brilliant architect from Los Angeles and we have discovered we are absolute soul mates. I must do a project with him. Perhaps you can come on board as his assistant. He’s going to be around here quite a bit in the future. I want to introduce him to you. You’ll keep bumping into each other, anyway, I’m sure.”
 
   She looked around. “Now where is he, oh yes, there he is.” She waved her guest over.
 
   Olivia felt a chill. Surely not. No, losing the big house job was one thing. She’d get over that. But this? She’d leave Darling Valley. She’d take a new identity where he could never find her. Yet there he was.
 
   “Olivia, meet my newest friend and colleague, Brooks Baker.” 
 
    
 
   The end.
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Prologue
 
   The fun’s over? This was supposed to be a lark. Then she saw the small, plastic bag waving in front of her nose. 
 
   Her eyes grew wide with terror. She pleaded, “No.” She knew what was in it. What it could do to her.
 
   “You like diamonds?” The laugh, shrill and cruel, echoed through the cavernous space. When had it changed? Now there was a tray over her head. 
 
   She struggled, but she couldn’t get away.
 
   The gems spilled over her head, rings, bracelets, necklaces. A cascade of glittering ice catching the soft light, flashing rainbows around the room.
 
   “There. All the diamonds you will ever need.” 
 
   They stung like needles as they hit her bare, wet skin. 
 
   “Put them on.” 
 
   She turned away, but she was trapped against the wall.
 
   “I said, put them on.”
 
   How odd that her hands shook, handling these, her favorite things. Clipping diamonds onto her ears, wrists and around her neck; affixing brooches to her dress; jamming rings onto her fingers.
 
   “Say it.”
 
   “No. Please.”
 
   “SAY IT I SAID!”
 
   She stuttered, gagged on the words. “I . . . I’d die for more diamonds.”
 
   That laugh again. 
 
   “That’s what I wanted to hear. You asked for it.”
 
   The hand reached into the bag . . . 
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   Part One: Day One
 
   


 
   
Chapter One: Cocoon Your Life
 
   “How would your life change if you had a billion dollars?” 
 
   Olivia finished her coffee while she waited for Detective Matt Richard’s answer, the noise of the other diners buzzing around them.
 
   Matt laughed and pulled out his wallet. It was his turn to pay for their standing Friday breakfast date. They were an acknowledged couple now, but no PDAs. Public demonstrations of affection. Some foolishness about it diminishing their professional image in the community. This morning they were trying out the new café in town, Good Eats, an upscale take on the bikers’ joint out by the lake that her assistant, Cody, frequented. Both eateries served standard breakfast fare: scrambled eggs, omelets. But at Good Eats they came with a sprinkling of crème fraîche and caviar. 
 
   At the register Matt checked the bill and signed his credit card receipt. He snickered, “They should call this place Good,” and wrote out Eat$ on his copy.
 
   Olivia grinned, not because what he said was particularly funny, but because she was just happy to be with him. She twisted her scarf around her neck and buttoned her white quilted jacket, a bit impractical for someone who poked around building sites for a living. 
 
   “Back to billionaires,” she said. “What would it be like for you to have Charles’s luck?” 
 
   A George Clooney lookalike until he opened his mouth, Charles Bacon, Olivia’s client and now friend, had won almost a billion dollars eighteen months ago in two New Jersey Powerball lotteries. Up until then, he and his late wife had lived happily on his weekly paycheck as a transit dispatcher. The haul allowed him to move to Billionaire Hollow, as the Wall Street journal dubbed Darling Valley, an exclusive Marin County community nestled in the hills between the Pacific Coast and San Francisco Bay. 
 
   Olivia, architect and interior designer, was the chief cook and bottle washer for the museum Charles was building to house his growing collection of classic cars. The enormous project was his way of sublimating the loss of his beloved Ellie years before the riches arrived. He was on a winning streak. The Bacon-Paatz Classic Car and Fine Art Museum of Darling Valley introduced him to his new fiancée, his now beloved Francesca. Olivia had told him his jackpots came in pairs. Two Powerballs. Two great loves.
 
   Matt smiled down at Olivia. “What would I do with Charles’s money? How much time do I have to think about it? Let’s see, I’d have a lot of decisions to make. What size yacht do I want? What desert island to buy for my own private use?”  He paused, sticking the receipt in his wallet. “Excuse me, our private use.”
 
   “No, seriously.” Olivia held the door for him before they strolled out onto Darling Boulevard. “We live among all these fabulously wealthy people. Don’t you ever wonder what it would be like?”
 
   Matt steered her around two thirtyish mothers coming towards them pushing lavish strollers. Olivia pointed to the casually dressed but stylish moms. 
 
   “See? With money, you could have the most costly baby carriage on planet earth and all the cashmere baby blankets you wanted. If they spit up on them you could throw them away and get new ones.”
 
   Matt frowned playfully. “Oh, are babies on our agenda?”
 
   Olivia nudged him in the ribs. “Not unless your mother has been talking to you again.”
 
   It was a running thread in their conversations. Matt’s mother wanted grandchildren. Preferably with a Punjabi daughter-in-law. But if Matt was insistent on having as his plus-one the backsliding WASP Olivia, then so be it. But get married, she kept emailing him, for heaven’s sake, and make me some grandbabies. 
 
   Matt’s parents had emigrated to Lake Forest by way of London where his father completed his degree at the London School of Economics, by way of India where Matt’s grandparents still lived. His last name, Richards, came from his British engineer grandfather who married his father’s beautiful Punjabi mother. His given name, Gurmeet, honored his mother’s father. He picked up the nickname Matt at Harvard.
 
   After eighteen months of an up and down relationship, each of them wanting the other, but neither of them able to define the terms, Matt and Olivia had reached a stress-free point. They simply swept the word marriage under the carpet and tried to just be as happy with each other as life and its slings and arrows would allow.
 
    Tuesday, Olivia’s beloved best friend and favorite tea leaf reader, called it their if-it-ain’t-broke-don’t-fix-it stage. Recently, she warned Olivia, “Enjoy it while it lasts, kiddies, because all kinds of clocks are ticking.”
 
   Olivia had never met Matt’s parents nor visited his Lake Forest childhood home, which sounded like one of Darling Valley’s mansions. The picture he and his sister, Tazmania, had painted of their stern mother dissuaded Olivia from accepting his invitation to go to Illinois with him recently for a family celebration. 
 
   They stopped at the corner for the light. Olivia pressed her point. “No, I’m not talking about kids. It could be anything. These days I have to look at the price tags when I buy something for myself. I’m not complaining, but wouldn’t it be nice not to have to?”
 
   Since leaving LA and a fat paycheck, she had to engage in some serious belt-tightening to make a go of her solo business.
 
   Matt turned serious. “I didn’t realize you envied your neighbors.”
 
   Olivia shook her head. “I don’t. Not really. But how can you not think these thoughts when we live and work in the most luxurious town on earth.”
 
   “San Tropez has Darling Valley beat.”
 
   Defending her relatively new hometown, she came back with, “Yeah, but not by much. Just the location on the Mediterranean, really.”
 
   Matt laughed. “And that’s nothing? Olivia, in my experience people pay a high price for being rich.”
 
   Matt was the chief detective in the Darling Valley Police Department and had worked in Chicago before that. He often told Olivia that his job gave him no illusions about life or what people were capable of. 
 
   “Speaking of San Tropez,” Olivia asked, “is Taz over her jetlag? She stood me up for lunch the other day.” 
 
   “Beats me. She met some guy on the plane coming back from France. You know how that goes. I won’t hear from her until they break up, and then she’ll park on my couch for a weekend telling me what slugs men are.”
 
   Olivia glared at him. “You mean she’s holding out on me? How dare she snag a new man and not tell me?”
 
   “Better you than me,” he said. 
 
   Olivia knew that wasn’t true. Matt doted on his sister. Taz was half the reason he moved to Darling Valley in the first place. The pull of family, at least one who wouldn’t nag him about getting married.
 
   “To go back to a more interesting subject,” he said, “I may have a little more disposable income if a new investment pays off.”
 
   “Oh, what’s that?” 
 
   This was a surprise. Matt rarely discussed his financial affairs with her, other than to assure her the one time they talked marriage, hypothetically, of course, that she could count on him to provide if she wanted to be a stay-at-home mom.
 
   Typical of spring in Darling Valley, a stiff breeze off the Pacific side of Marin County swept down Darling Boulevard, tossing Olivia’s blond curls around. Matt brushed a stray eyelash from her cheek before answering. “Have you heard of Cocoon Your Life?” 
 
   She nodded. “It’s that tech company that promises to put your life on your cell phone.” 
 
   She reached up and adjusted the collar of his leather jacket, the battle scarred one he’d had since college. She wished he would toss it and wear the Rag & Bone number she gave him for his birthday. He only accepted the luxury gift when she told him how deeply Neiman’s had marked it down. 
 
   “One of my clients installed Cocoon Your Life as part of a remodel I did for her.”
 
   “Right,” he said. “It’s part of the new Internet of Things. Putting control of your entire house online. Lots of companies let you regulate heating systems and the like on remote control. But Cocoon has everything covered. It will turn on your coffee maker from your phone, toast your toast and have it hot when you get out of the shower. But the really cool thing? Don’t ask me how, but it can sense a dying battery and recharge it so you never have a dead cell phone again. Your camera batteries are always ready to go, your laptop, flashlights, whatever. But the security system is revolutionary. Bullet proof, in fact. Literally. Most systems can get a first responder out in minutes if they detect a break-in. But with Cocoon? No way a bad man can steal passcodes or physically disable locks. Pretty amazing. A virtual Fort Knox. So I bought a few shares.”
 
   Olivia teased, “I can see that will change your life. I know how hard it is to manage all the appliances you have in your studio apartment. I’m concerned though, is there room for your new Cocoon system as well as your sofa bed?”
 
   Olivia had learned to penetrate the British reserve Matt had inherited from his grandfather. She got away with jibes his coworkers wouldn’t dare try. He winked at her. 
 
   “Okay, enough about my minimalist life style. And I only bought stock, not the system. My investment would have to go through the roof before I could afford the product.”
 
   Olivia’s hair was askew again and he fixed it for her. At Olivia’s loft, where they spent most of their down time, they’d stand hip-to-hip at the sink or the kitchen island detailing their day while she prepared a meal or Matt opened stuck jars or wine bottles. Watching TV on the couch, Olivia always hung her legs over his lap or Matt stretched out with his head in hers. Always a kiss when one of them would leave to empty the garbage or Olivia ran down to the laundry room.
 
   But they had decided that smooching in public was off limits. Instead they constantly groomed each other, casually straightening ties, adjusting scarves or wayward locks of hair. They thought they were putting something over on the clients and coworkers who might run into them on the street. 
 
   “Oh, look.” Olivia said. “We’re at Xavier’s.” 
 
   “Big surprise,” Matt teased. But the truth was they were so lost in each other, chatting and laughing, that they had walked farther up Darling Boulevard than they intended, past Matt’s car.
 
   Xavier’s Gems, Darling Valley’s premier jeweler. Olivia had bought a few inexpensive pieces from him during the almost two years she’d lived in Darling Valley. But she could only gawk with envy at the huge gems he featured in his shop and luxury magazine ads. 
 
   


 
   
Chapter Two: The Remodel
 
   “I know one thing,” Matt said. “If I had a billion dollars I’d probably be giving a lot of it to this guy.”
 
   Olivia batted her eyes in fun. “And what would be wrong with that?”
 
   Matt groaned and opened his jacket, pretending to speak to a wallet in his breast pocket. “Sorry, dude, I tried to find a girl with simple tastes, but they were all taken.”
 
   It was not quite nine and Xavier didn’t open until eleven. Nevertheless, they stopped to peer through the security gate covering the front of the shop. Except for a large jade plant Olivia hadn’t seen before with some gold bangles draped over the branches to lure customers, the display windows were empty, the expensive jewels still in the safe. Two safes, actually, that Olivia and her crew had to work around. Like Charles, Xavier was a friend and client, doing a major remodel for his shop.
 
   Just then, Xavier came to the front door and began unlocking bolts and keypads. When he saw them, his face lit up. He opened the security gate as well, greeting them effusively.
 
   “Olivia, Matt. How good to see you. Can I show you something special today?”
 
   He was always teasing Matt that he had the perfect ring for Olivia. “Whenever you’re ready, bro,” he would say, rolling his Argentinian Rs. 
 
   “Come in,” he said warmly. “Have a coffee with me while I set up the displays. I just got a new espresso machine. Champagne for most people, coffee for the teecarriers. What do you say?”
 
   Olivia cocked an eyebrow. “I think you mean teetotalers."
 
   Xavier had emigrated to San Francisco from Buenos Aires when he was nineteen, on his own and without much of an education. By now, his English was almost perfect, except for the occasional mangled phrase. 
 
   He had started out sweeping floors for a jeweler on Lombard Street in San Francisco that sold cheap estate pieces. The owner treated Xavier like a son and paid for some classes. In time, Xavier became both a citizen and an expert at designing and repairing diamond rings, bracelets and necklaces. The old man died without an heir, and left the store to Xavier. It wasn’t worth much at the time, but he built up the business and fifteen years later opened his flagship store on pricey Darling Boulevard, the Rodeo Drive of the north. 
 
   Matt refused the coffee. “Thanks, Xavier, but we just came from Good Eats.”
 
   Xavier rolled his eyes. “If you go there too much you won’t be able to afford my little trinkets.”
 
   Matt laughed. “Tell me about it.” 
 
   Xavier wore his usual outfit, shirt and slacks from his tailor in Italy, soft leather loafers handmade in England, a cashmere sweater thrown carelessly over his shoulders. His casual look commanded as much respect on his fit, lithe frame as did the Armani suits worn by his famed competitors on Park Avenue and Place Vendome in Paris. 
 
   Something grazed Olivia’s foot. Startled, she jumped back. “Xavier, where did the beast come from?” Out of nowhere, a brown tabby appeared and was doing figure eights between her ankles.
 
   The jeweler picked up the cat and nuzzled it. “She was crying at the back door the other day and I couldn’t resist.” He scratched the kitty’s neck and nuzzled her fur, all the while making baby noises.
 
   Olivia stared at her friend in disbelief. “I didn’t know you were a cat man. If that gets out, you’ll have every single female in the Bay Area lining up at your door.”
 
   Xavier chuckled seductively. “So maybe there’s a method to my madness.”
 
   Suddenly, the animal leaped out of Xavier’s arms. 
 
   “Be warned, my friend,” cautioned Olivia. “Cats are fickle.”
 
   “Story of my life,” he said without a smile. 
 
   Olivia regretted her remark, knowing the unhappy story behind Xavier’s wry comment.
 
   “Please, sit my friends,” begged Xavier, directing them to a round glass display table with upholstered chairs Olivia had chosen several weeks earlier. 
 
   Olivia looked inquiringly at Matt, “Do you have a minute, sweetheart? While we’re here I’d like to see how the second floor is coming along. I haven’t been here in over a week. We’re waiting for the delivery of some flooring materials.”
 
   Matt agreed to a quick coffee and they followed Xavier past the mirrored walls that during the day reflected the exquisite jewelry showcased around the store. They sat while the jeweler excused himself and headed for the small kitchen in the back. 
 
   Olivia had turned a second floor attic and storage space into private rooms where clients who made large purchases and desired privacy could lounge on comfortable chairs, perhaps have some lunch sent over from Hugo’s and make their selections in comfort. There was a newly installed staircase where husbands could enter and exit from the rear parking lot without being seen by wives they wanted to surprise with a nice gift, or choose trinkets for women other than their wives. Xavier was nothing if not discreet.
 
   Matt studied the elephant in the room, a yawning gap in the ceiling above them, the reason for the work stoppage. A major construction flaw had caused Olivia no end of grief. Two of her crew had partnered on the staircase. In the middle of the job they stopped to check their progress with Olivia. She was aghast. 
 
   One guy, consulting the plans, had constructed the wrought iron and etched glass staircase up to the ceiling, believing that the other would create the opening. However, his partner blindly cut an opening six feet away, expecting the staircase to appear. They ended up with stairs going nowhere and a hole that was a high dive to the ground floor. Frantically, they had opened the ceiling above the staircase so that it now reached the second floor. But they could not yet close up the misplaced six-foot gaping hole until a rush order of additional flooring and finishing materials arrived. In a temporary fix, a piece of plywood covered most but not all of the opening. Until the repairs were completed, no one used the second floor because of safety concerns. 
 
   Olivia had tried to convince Xavier to close the shop during the remodel. She didn’t think customers would appreciate the dust and noise of construction. But Xavier refused. He had Olivia camouflage the construction area and used his charm and some soft Latin music to soothe his customers who might be disturbed by hammering and sawing. “My customers see only the diamonds, not the nuts and bolts.” 
 
   Apparently, he’d been right, as his business had not suffered during construction. The ceiling repair was the last major item Olivia had to strike off the punch list before the opening. After that, the final paint touch ups, installation of flooring and placement of the furniture and Persian rugs would have the space ready for the grand opening. 
 
   Xavier returned with a tray of fragrant coffee. “I’m so excited,” he said, distributing cups. “If you can believe it, an oil sheik and his wife are coming and the crown prince of a country I’d never heard of has RSVP’d. I intend to get photo ops with them to put in the window. It could be so big for my business, to have them buy from me.”
 
   Olivia looked a little worried. “That’s fantastic. I just hope the flooring arrives on time.” 
 
   Behind schedule now, her crew needed to move lightning fast to get everything finished for the planned gala. They didn’t need any extra pressure, such as materials getting lost in transit.
 
    
 
   Xavier poured the coffee while they chatted. When he arrived from Buenos Aires he brought with him few possessions, except for a love of the café scene where he could socialize with his friends or conduct business in a friendly atmosphere. 
 
   Olivia knew that Xavier would be happy schmoozing all morning, but both she and Matt had full calendars for the rest of the day. She gave Matt a sign that they wouldn’t stay long, and then stirred a brown sugar cube into her coffee.
 
   From a nearby counter Xavier brought over a velvet-covered tray of diamond, ruby and sapphire pieces. Xavier had a small staff that would soon arrive, but only he had access to the safes and only he handled the inventory, arranging the exquisite rings, necklaces and earrings in the various cases. He picked up a ring with a distinctive blue stone and held it conspicuously under Matt’s nose. “Sapphire is the new go-to engagement ring.” 
 
   “Very nice,” Matt answered, winking at Olivia. “You should show it to a guy who’s getting engaged.” 
 
   Xavier arranged the gems in the display case, getting ready to open the shop as they visited. Olivia pointed to the plant in the window. “Is that new? I don’t usually like jade plants, but that one is gorgeous.” 
 
   Xavier shrugged, “I figured what could more fitting than a jade plant in a jewelry store. Costco on sale.”
 
   “No! And the pot?” 
 
   “Came with it. I like to save a penny when I can.” He laughed at himself. “Crazy, right? I handle priceless jewels all day and pick up bargains at Costco.”
 
   Matt tuned out the gardening chat. He held up his right hand and pointed to his college ring. “As long as we’re here, do you think you can make it bigger? I must have been a skinny kid in school. I’m having trouble getting it off.”
 
   Xavier took a look. “Sure, I can stretch that out. But be careful of those pastries at The Salted Caramel. They’re taking a toll.”
 
   Matt patted his stomach. “Tell me about it.”
 
   He laughed, even though his abs were as flat as when he was on Harvard’s wrestling team. “I’d better watch it.” Though he had bulked up over the years, it was all muscle, not fat. 
 
   Xavier said, “Leave it here and I’ll size it for you.”
 
   Matt nodded and continued to tug on the bulbous ring. 
 
   Olivia said, “Speaking of The Salted Caramel, did you hear Carrie is on a cruise with her grandmother?”
 
   Matt joked, “Well, we know the grandmother will have a good time.”
 
   Carrie was the town’s favorite barista, dispensing coffee, good cheer and gossip at The Salted Caramel, the town’s favorite café and pastry shop.
 
   They sat exchanging such chit-chat as Matt struggled with his ring. Finally, he gave up. 
 
   “I’ll need to work it off with soap,” he said, peering at the gems Xavier had just arranged beneath the glass. Xavier offered to get some gel that he had in the back. 
 
   “That’s okay. Another time. I have to get back to the station, but I always like to see Olivia’s work. Can I have a quick peek upstairs before I take off?”
 
   Xavier said, “Sure, just let me finish with this display case and I can lock up the safe. So how are things coming for Charles and Franny’s engagement party, Olivia? Is Marguerite behaving?”
 
   Olivia gave a longsuffering sigh. “You know how she is, Xavier. She wants things her way or no way.”
 
    “Oh, indeed I do know how she is. I had to completely redo the ring her husband gave her for their twenty-fifth anniversary.”
 
   Marguerite Fredericks was one-half of Darling Valley’s leading power couple. Olivia had done a major renovation of her pool house and master-minded her anniversary celebration. The Fredericks were hosting the party for Charles and Francesca, still the State’s environmentalist on his museum. At least until the wedding. Charles had appointed Marguerite chair of his board.
 
   Olivia scowled. “I’ve named several gray hairs and three new wrinkles after her.”
 
   Xavier dismissed Olivia’s problems with the exacting Marguerite with a wave of his hand. “But Charles and Franny will have a wonderful party.”
 
   “Yes, they will. And I couldn’t be happier for them.” 
 
   They were settling into a longer conversation than Olivia had wanted. She reached into her purse to check the time on her phone. She gave Matt the high sign that she was ready to leave. No matter how hard she tried to make visits with Xavier brief when she was on the clock, he always drew her into staying longer than she planned. 
 
   Now he asked, “When is the completion date for the museum?”
 
   “Less than a year, now,” she said. “We’re hoping to have it finished before the wedding so they can cut the ribbon as Mr. and Mrs. Bacon.”
 
   The museum was Olivia’s biggest project to date. She had labored not only as project manager but also as pseudo therapist for Charles as he wrestled with the headaches of building a museum, raising funds and keeping donors happy, to say nothing of helping him navigate the stormy relationship seas with Francesca after fifteen years of solitary widowerhood. Xavier had designed their rings and Olivia was the event coordinator for the party as her engagement gift to them.
 
   Xavier made a coffee toast to the couple. “Shall we meet at Hugo’s for an after party drink? Then we can hate on Charles for all his good fortune.”
 
   Matt said, “I’ll drink to that.” 
 
   Xavier put his cup down. “You know Franny wants Martin to give them tango lessons, don’t you?”
 
   Matt said, “Tango? Funny, I don’t see Charles sweeping Franny off her feet on the dance floor. Why Martin?”
 
   Olivia tapped his hand. “I haven’t had a chance to tell you. Martin has a part time job at a dance studio in Mill Valley.”
 
   A proud smile spread across Xavier’s face. He had made it possible for his young cousin, Martin, to emigrate to the United States. 
 
   “In Buenos Aires he has won many championships. I went with him to his interview to help him with his English. But they knew. They could see. The ladies would fall on the floor for this handsome guy, even if they couldn’t understand his English.” Then Xavier snapped his fingers. “Like that, he got the job.”
 
   Olivia grinned and poked Matt. “I was going to suggest we sign up for a class.”
 
   Matt scoffed. “So you could fall on the floor tripping over my two left feet? No way would I make a fool of myself with tango lessons.”
 
   Olivia wasn’t going to let him get away with that. She reminded him of the wedding of Taz’s best friend where the guests laughed their way through several hours of Bollywood dancing. She had to drag Matt out the door at the end of the night. “Just one more song,” he kept saying, his happiness infectious.
 
   She pointed her thumb at Matt. “He does a mean hip-hop, Xavier.”
 
   Matt laughed. “When no one’s looking.” He crossed his arms in a two-fingered ghetto salute. “Bro!” he said, his mouth drawn into a mock tough guy grimace.
 
   “No,” Xavier exclaimed. “Our uptight, excuse me,’ he grinned, “upright chief of detectives can get down?”
 
   Matt gave him a fake one-two punch. Olivia loved this side of Matt, when he let down his stern detective persona and let his wit and warmth shine through.
 
   “Xavier, tell Martin to give Matt a call and talk him into it. Oh, his English. You talk him into it. I bet Charles will go if Matt does.”
 
   Matt shook his head. “I’d do anything for Charles. But tango? No way.”
 
   Charles was part of her Darling Valley posse as she called her new friends. It wasn’t large, but it was very tight. Charles was more like family now. Once Franny moved from Sacramento, Olivia would do all she could to smooth her entry to Darling Valley so she wouldn’t experience the first, lonely months that Olivia had. 
 
   Just seeing Charles beam at his beloved made her day. Sometimes she wondered if she and Matt would ever get there.


 
   
Chapter Three: The Big Reveal
 
   Xavier asked innocently, “When are you going to start work on Marguerite’s cottage?”
 
   The cottage was more than twenty thousand square feet on three floors. Olivia groaned. “She hasn’t made up her mind. She insists the job will go forward but hasn’t made a final decision on the designer.”
 
   Olivia and Matt avoided looking at one another. The other designer in contention was Brooks Baker, the world famous celebrity architect whom Olivia was supposed to marry when she lived in LA. There was one small problem. Brooks didn’t quite leave her at the altar; she didn’t get that far. He called her the night before the wedding while she and Tuesday were trying on their dresses for a last minute check. He couldn’t go through with it. He needed space, he’d said, which turned out to be space in the apartment of a twenty-something starlet.
 
   Though he’d made a disastrous effort to reconcile after Olivia relocated to Darling Valley, now he was a rival for what could be Olivia’s biggest residential commission.
 
   Xavier said, “Oops. Yeah, I forgot about that guy.” 
 
   Xavier and Olivia occasionally cried on each other’s shoulders. He knew about Brooks. Olivia knew about the French woman Xavier adored but who insisted on an open relationship, breaking his heart. The reason her comment about fickle cats had struck a nerve. 
 
   Olivia changed the subject. “Did Cody drop off the paint samples?”
 
   Cody was her assistant, friend and surrogate baby brother.
 
   “Yeah, poor guy. Is he still camped on your floor?”
 
   “He is as long as the visiting aunt and uncle are sleeping in his room. I think his parents are paying the aunt and uncle to stay there until Cody gives up and gets his own place. You’d think crashing on an air mattress in my showroom would get old. He’s terrified there’ll be an earthquake and an armoire will fall on him.” 
 
   Then Matt and Xavier got involved in a discussion about soccer teams, with Xavier inviting Matt to join him in a game on the weekend. Then they moved on to the World Cup. The cat reappeared and worked her way onto Xavier’s lap.
 
   Soccer bored Olivia, so she let her mind wander. She examined the new main staircase. Bubble wrap and brown paper protected the railing and marble stairs. She avoided looking at the embarrassing opening in the ceiling, partially covered by a thin piece of plywood. 
 
   Olivia studied a few of Xavier’s gems in the display cases, waiting for a break in the sports talk so she and Matt could run upstairs for a minute and then get on their way. She admired an aquamarine and diamond pendant she hadn’t seen before and then went back to studying the ceiling. 
 
    
 
   Something was wrong. First, the workers should have done a better job of covering the hole. She could see up into the space and so could the customers. They should have pulled the plywood all the way over the opening or at least laid down a tarp to keep the dust out of the lower floor. And why didn’t they put sawhorses around the opening so no one accidentally fell through? No one was allowed up there, but you never knew who might snoop around. Xavier showing it to a friend, for example.
 
   The more she looked at it, the more the flimsy plywood bothered her. It was sagging. There was a weight of some kind on it, like somebody had carelessly left a heavy piece of equipment there, a sander or portable generator. She was afraid it might give way. She pulled out her phone and sent her contractor a text to get someone to shore up that hole ASAP. Olivia hated sloppy work. This was not up to her standards.
 
   She tried to interest herself in the soccer conversation, but she had no idea who the players and teams were and had no allegiance to any country vying for a spot in the World Cup. She went back to examining the ceiling. Then she blinked. Were her eyes deceiving her? No, plaster dust had started to drift down from the underside of the plywood. A light sprinkling, like a shower of powdered sugar on a cake. Olivia couldn’t believe her eyes. The thin board started to move, then started wobbling. It was about to come down.
 
   She jumped up shouting, “Get back. Get out of the way.”
 
   Before Matt and Xavier could make sense of what she was saying, they heard a loud rumble and all of sudden the plywood buckled and the ceiling around it collapsed. A loud thud, a sickening sound actually, stopped the three in their tracks. The shop instantly filled with dust and debris. The cat screeched and sailed into a dark corner. Xavier’s security alarm went off.
 
   The trio began coughing and waving dust away from their faces. The plywood had fallen on a display case and shattered glass covered the floor. Two designer chairs lay on their sides like the aftermath of a drunken party. Xavier had a small cut on his forehead where a piece of glass had hit him.
 
   With watering eyes they checked each other to make sure they were okay. Matt said, “What just happened?”
 
    “Stand back,” Olivia warned, “in case something else falls.”
 
   As the dust began to clear, Olivia walked carefully to the demolished area of the shop, a cloud of sandy grit already stinging her eyes. Her heart thumped loud and anxious in her chest. 
 
   Worried thoughts ricocheted around in her head. She was responsible for the safety on this job. Was her liability insurance up to date? Thank goodness no workers had fallen through the hole. Or customers. Oh, no, what if that had fallen on someone? Or them; they’d just been standing under it. Who had left that space uncovered, the plywood loose and unsecured? Someone’s head would roll for this.
 
   She reached the wreckage. Xavier had not turned on the lights back there and it was hard to see. She scanned the debris field. A tarp had fallen, one she hadn’t seen from down below. It had opened like a parachute, half of it caught on the stair case railing, half of it draped over a large object that probably caused the collapse. She tested it with her foot; it was hard and unyielding. What was under there? From its shape, she knew something was very wrong. 
 
   “Matt? Over here. This is strange.”
 
   Matt and Xavier were already on their way. Matt peeled back the tarp and sucked in a breath.
 
   Olivia leaned in. At first all she could see was the glint of diamonds. On a woman’s wrist, at her throat and fingers. Huge diamonds. Dozens of them. Then she heard Matt say the obvious. “There’s a woman under here.”
 
   Xavier screamed something and ran into his office.
 
   Olivia’s hand flew to her mouth. “It’s Jocelyn Payne,” she gasped. And she knew she was very dead.
 
   


 
   
Chapter Four: Dying For Diamonds
 
   “I can tell you this much. She was standing at the pearly gates before she took a nose dive.” 
 
   Olivia gritted her teeth. Did coroners take a course in tastelessness in medical school, or did it come from speaking freely around the dead? She’d never met this one before. Ritter was it? Bitter would be a better name for the sub from Santa Rosa who was filling in for the vacationing medical examiner in San Rafael. He’d been making sour wisecracks since he arrived. I wonder if she thinks diamonds are a girl’s best friend now? And about Xavier’s shop, He’s got a nice scam going, selling pieces of coal to suckers who think they’re big shots because the wife has a rock on her finger. He’d wiggled his fingers in a woo-woo gesture. Like they’re rare.
 
   His attitude didn’t seem to bother Matt, who was more interested in his findings. “Judging from the rigor,” Ritter said, looking at his notes, “I’d say she’s been dead eight hours give or take. I’ll give you some preliminary results by early evening, tomorrow morning at the latest.”
 
   Matt thanked the man and went back inside to join his partner, Detective Johnson, and the team searching through the rubble for clues. Olivia and Xavier remained at the curb to watch the coroner’s unit drive away with Jocelyn’s body in the strapless, backless, thigh-high cocktail dress that barely covered her essential parts. They took her purse, jewelry she been found wearing and the rest scattered around the second floor to check for fingerprints and hair samples. 
 
   The crowd of gawkers that had rushed across the street when the paramedics arrived, drifted away, back to the grand opening celebration of Posh Pets Boutique. Olivia took Xavier’s arm and led him back to the shop. He locked up the metal gates he had so recently opened, his shop closed for business now for the foreseeable future. He swooned a bit when he saw the devastation full on, the broken glass and shards of plaster everywhere, the hole in the ceiling that looked down like a scolding parent. The accusing crime scene tape.
 
   They headed towards voices coming from the back of the shop where the small kitchen opened onto the rear parking lot that was shared by the other stores on the street.
 
   “Martin!” Xavier called, arms extended.
 
   A policewoman was questioning a younger version of Xavier trying to gain entrance through the back door.
 
   Xavier ran over to her. “Officer, please.” 
 
   The uniformed woman crossed her arms. With her I dare you to try something stare, she made a formidable barrier. “We can’t let the public come in and roam around, sir.”
 
   She didn’t intimidate Xavier. “He’s not the public, he’s my cousin and works here. He needs to know what has happened.”
 
    
 
   Solemn and silent, the cousins kissed each other on both cheeks. Then Martin greeted Olivia in the same manner. After an exchange in Spanish, Martin asked in badly broken English, “Somesing bad, jes, Xavier?”
 
   Olivia stood with the two cousins in a closet-like space, the tiny but efficient kitchen adjacent to the studio/office where Xavier created his unique designs. Martin made an espresso for himself as he listened to the dreadful news, looking rattled when Olivia and Xavier described the body. 
 
   He had Xavier’s premature salt and pepper hair and startling blue eyes, a rare combination. Looking more like brothers than cousins, Olivia had said when Martin first arrived in the U.S. six months earlier. They had the same easy smile. Martin had to work on his English before Xavier would let him mingle with customers, so he performed behind the scenes work after the shop closed at night, the interim janitor. During the day he was Xavier’s willing gofer. He offered to make coffee for all of them, but Olivia refused.
 
   She stared at her feet, unable to think of what to say now that the scene had quieted down a bit. A knock on the open door announced Matt. With no room for a fourth in the tight space, he stood in the doorway and also refused coffee. He was on the job now, no longer socializing.
 
    “So, Xavier, who else has access to your store? Could one of your employees have let her in?”
 
   “Absolutely not. I am the only one who knows the security code to get into the store and safes.”
 
   “He won’t even give it to me,” said Martin.
 
   “Well, that narrows down our list. What do you know about this woman?” 
 
   Matt looked down at his notepad for her name. Olivia noticed how frayed and grimy it was, every page dog-eared with index cards and post-its hanging out like an overfull dresser drawer. His brain, he called it. He found what he was looking for. “Jocelyn Payne? You said she’s a longstanding customer.” 
 
   Xavier’s hands shook as he sipped his espresso. “Yes, she is. Since I opened the shop four years ago. Or I should say her husband is the customer. She rarely bought anything on her own. But he was always coming in with his grocery list. We’d laugh about that. Her grocery list. A brooch for a new coat, earrings for a dress for the opening of the Ballet. She had to have a new piece every time she made an important wardrobe purchase. She kept the name designers in New York and Europe very busy.”
 
   He became thoughtful for a moment. “So yes, he is a good customer. But of course Mrs. Payne came in with him, too, sometimes, to guide his selections. Unless he had a surprise in mind. He was very generous. Only the best for his wife. He’s almost my best customer. Oh dear, I should say he was almost my best customer.”
 
   Matt raised his eyebrows. “Almost?”
 
   Xavier finished his coffee and rinsed the cup and saucer in a metal sink the size of a mixing bowl. “Mr. Payne has amassed great wealth, but as you know, he isn’t the only billionaire in Darling Valley. I am fortunate to have several clients with similar wealth.”
 
   He dried the cup and saucer and put it back on the shelf above the sink as he spoke, in the exact same spot it had occupied before Martin retrieved it. Neat and precise about everything, one of Xavier’s well-known characteristics.
 
   “Many people prefer to go to Los Angeles or New York, to Graff’s or Cartier’s to buy their important pieces. Of course, I don’t have anything like the Graff Pink.”
 
   Olivia and Matt looked puzzled, so he explained that in 2010 Lawrence Graff had purchased the most expensive diamond ring in the world for $46 million. The stone was classified as intense fancy pink, fancy the industry term for a colored diamond. He named the rare, perfect 27-carat beauty the Graff Pink.
 
   Then Xavier got back to his own business. “My customers appreciate my sense of design, my ability to secure the best gems. But Mr. Payne? He certainly was up there with the big spenders. The men who like their wives to parade their success.”
 
   Matt picked up the conversation, “So this is going to be a loss for you. Not to have Mr. Payne as a client.”
 
   Xavier nodded sadly. “It is an unpleasant subject after such a tragedy. But yes, you could look at it that way. Mrs. Payne’s death will not be the best marketing for me. But she was a lovely woman and I am devastated that she is dead, that she died in my shop.”
 
   Matt moved in closer to lean against the small refrigerator. His thick, jet-black hair looked like it was spattered with confetti from the plaster dust. Olivia restrained herself from leaning over and shaking the shards loose, from stroking his back.
 
   Matt studied his notepad. “That brings me to my next question, Xavier. What was she doing upstairs? Was she in the shop yesterday? Was she here last night when you closed up?”
 
   The suggestion shocked Xavier. “Matt, I had no idea she was in the shop. What was she doing here? How did she get in? Why didn’t we hear her moving around when we were having our coffee? Those are my questions as well. I will have to call my security firm to see how the system was breached. That may tell me how she got in, but not why she was here.”
 
   Matt tapped his pen on his notebook, thinking. “The coroner said she was dead long before she fell.”
 
   Xavier staggered a bit at that news. “You mean she was in here overnight? How could that happen? Was it a robbery? Was she trying to steal from me? But why would she do that? Her husband could afford to buy the whole store. I just don’t understand, Matt.”
 
   Xavier took a turn at making more coffee, pouring water into the espresso machine. Olivia patted his arm. “Xavier, sit down. Maybe coffee isn’t a good idea right now. You need something calming. This has been a terrible shock. Martin, do you have herb tea?”
 
   Martin turned up his nose in distaste. “Tea? What is this, herb tea?”
 
   Matt pulled out the chair tucked under the small desk and offered it to the jeweler. Xavier sank into it. 
 
   “We’ll need to notify her husband, Xavier. Do you have Mr. Payne’s address?”  
 
   Olivia broke in. “I have it Matt. I did a small job for Jocelyn last year. I enlarged her closet. They live out on Tucker Road. It’s at the north end of Darling Boulevard as you go up into the hills.”
 
   Matt wrote it down. “Just a closet? Doesn’t sound like much of a project for you. What did you do, put in some new shelves?”
 
   Despite the solemn mood, Olivia chuckled. “Matt, when you have as many clothes as she does.” She winced at her own words. “Excuse me, as she had. You need more than a few shelves. Her closet is as large as your apartment.”
 
   He gave a soft laugh. “Of course it is. Why did I even ask? Can you tell me anything about her and her husband?”
 
   Olivia leaned against the rear door and let out a sigh of fatigue. She could hear faint sounds of cars arriving and leaving in the rear parking lot on the other side of the door. 
 
   “I can’t really say very much,” she explained. “I know she was the second Mrs. Payne. At least. They had no children together, but her husband has a family from the first and maybe even a second wife. I know he has a son. Some sort of super geek. According to Jocelyn, he’ll probably win a Nobel Prize some day for saving the world. He’s discovered something that will stamp out some terrible disease in third world countries. I don’t know much about it, but Jocelyn flashed an article about him in the Wall Street Journal when I was working for her. I think they’re almost the same age, but she seemed very proud of him.”
 
   Martin scowled. In his Argentinian accent he sneered, “Old men marrying girls young enough to be their daughters. What is wrong with them?”
 
   No one said anything. They knew Martin’s taste ran in the opposite direction. His live-in girlfriend was almost twenty years his senior. And very rich. Actually, he was her live-in boyfriend. Xavier teased him, called her his English teacher.
 
   Matt, his to-do list growing as they talked, urged Olivia to get on with it. 
 
   She shrugged. “What more can I say? Jocelyn was a typical trophy wife. Young, beautiful, a terrific hostess. Very style conscious. Maybe not the sharpest eyebrow pencil in the makeup kit, but she made the fashion magazines. Hit all the red carpets in San Francisco for the Symphony and the Ballet. Vogue featured a photo of her at the spring fashion shows in New York. She was gaining stature in the community the way unknowns do. Serving on committees for charities. Raising money for events hosted by friends. Anything that would get her name circulating in the blogs that followed socialites and Hollywood celebrities. From my brief contact with her, the closet project was easy and relatively fast. She was friendly, easy to work with as long as I did everything her way. But that’s the design business.”
 
   Matt was taking notes, the voices of his team murmuring in the background, the click of the forensic camera like punctuation. “Did she work?”
 
   “Not as far as I knew. Not since they married two or three years ago, but I don’t know what she did before.”
 
   Xavier interrupted. “Airline stewardess.”
 
   Olivia said, “I think they prefer to be called flight attendants these days.”
 
    
 
   A few minutes later Matt announced that he had to leave. Olivia headed out with him, and Xavier walked them to the front of the shop. The cat nudged Olivia at the door, then nipped at her foot. Olivia darted back, and the cat took a swipe at her with bared claws, leaving a bloody arc on her ankle.
 
   Xavier gasped and apologized. He pulled out his handkerchief and dabbed the blood away. It wasn’t serious, but Olivia warned, “That alley cat isn’t as cute as she looks. You’d better be careful my friend. She’ll chase away your customers.”
 
   Like any proud parent, Xavier made excuses for his little one. He picked her up and tucked her under his arm, stroking her long fur. “I’m so sorry, Olivia. She’s just getting used to her new home. You didn’t mean it, did you sweet thing? She’s got some Maine Coon in her pedigree I think. Look at that fluffy tail. They are supposed to be very sweet.”
 
   Olivia grinned at Matt. “He’s hooked. Falling for the bad girls, eh, Xavier? Though I admit, she’d win a beauty contest.”
 
   The friends shook hands, the cat still lunging at anyone within striking distance. 
 
    
 
   Darling Boulevard’s shop windows glittered in the bright morning sun. Matt slipped his notepad in his pocket. “There’s nothing more you can do here. Why don’t I drive you home?”
 
   Olivia said. “I hate to leave Xavier. He’s devastated. But he and Martin are very close. Perhaps it’s the time for family. But don’t worry about me. You’ve a million things to do, and I could use some exercise after all this. I’ll walk home. It will help me clear my head. I told Marguerite Fredericks I’d take care of some of the arrangements for the party today. It’s mindless work, like coming up with a color scheme for the flowers. It’s all I’m capable of after this.”
 
   Despite their rule of no PDA’s, Matt quietly stroked Olivia’s elbow before she headed south on Darling Boulevard towards home. It was just a few blocks and then a right turn down a tree-laden, pristine, gorgeously landscaped side street abloom with bougainvillea, azaleas and rhododendron in everybody’s yard but hers. 
 
   


 
   
Chapter Five: Awful Arlo
 
   The screen door slammed behind Olivia and she called out, “Cody? Are you here?”
 
   No response from her temporary roommate, but she did hear her tenant in the basement apartment, Mrs. Harmon, doing her laundry. 
 
   She shouted down the stairwell, “Hi, Mrs. Harmon.”
 
   The response was muffled, so she went down a few steps. “Didn’t hear you?”
 
   Mrs. Harmon peeked around the corner of the laundry cubicle. “Oh, hello there. I said I’m going to run out for an errand, but I’ll be back before this load is done in case you need to use the washer.”
 
   Olivia waved her concern away. “Nope. Laundry’s not on my agenda today, sad to say. Take your time.”
 
   It was their one joke, Olivia’s supposed passion for laundry days. Olivia rarely got a laugh out of her seventy-something elegant but stern tenant.
 
   Mrs. Harmon gave her usual perfunctory snort, then said, “Okay, Olivia, if you’re sure. I’m just running over to Xavier’s. I’ll be right back.” 
 
   Dressed as though she were attending a charity luncheon in a St. John suit, pearls and low heels, her everyday uniform, the widow put her detergent back on the shelf and headed upstairs toward Olivia and the back door.
 
   “Xavier’s?” Olivia said running upstairs ahead of her. “I’m afraid he’s closed. It’s not on the news yet, but there’s been an, um, I guess you could call it an accident over there. He’ll be closed at least for the rest of the day.”
 
   “What kind of accident?” Mrs. Harmon searched in her handbag for her car keys, undeterred by this news.
 
   Olivia opened the back door for her, then stepped out into the yard to hold the screen door. “A woman was killed. Jocelyn Payne. Do you know her?”
 
   “No. How on earth did that happen? He wasn’t getting fresh with her, was he?”
 
   By now, almost two years into their shared use of her house, Olivia was beyond understanding Mrs. Harmon’s flights of logic. “Xavier doesn’t get fresh with anyone, if I understand what you mean by fresh.”
 
   Mrs. Harmon rattled her purse at Olivia impatiently as she walked into the sunshine. “You know what I’m talking about. Putting his hands where they don’t belong.” 
 
   Olivia let the screen door swing shut, her face dropping in disbelief. “You don’t mean that. Xavier is a perfect gentleman. At least he is with me.” 
 
   Mrs. Harmon sniffed her displeasure. “Well just don’t get in a dark corner with him. You know that Latin blood.”
 
   Where was this coming from? Mrs. Harmon wasn’t a gossip. “That’s not fair, Mrs. Harmon. Making generalizations like that. I thought you liked him.”
 
   “I like that he’s nearby and I don’t have to go into San Francisco if I need something repaired. But I watch myself around him. I think you should, too. I have to run so I’ll be back in time for the washing machine.”
 
   “But I told you, Xavier is closed.”
 
   “Nonsense,” she said. “He knows better than to keep me out.” 
 
   Mrs. Harmon headed for the garage, then stopped at the junction of the back yard and driveway. “My dear,” she said, disapproval dripping from each syllable. “While I have your attention, can you imagine how distasteful it is to come out of my front door only to be greeted by those tawdry rose bushes? It’s starting to look like a horror show over there.”
 
   Olivia could not believe she was referring to her current pride and joy, her rose garden. Inspired by the 3,000-bush strong Berkeley Rose Garden across the bay, Olivia had filled the border between the driveway and fence with as many heirloom rose bushes as would thrive in the narrow space.
 
   Her roses were overdue for deadheading, it was true. But the bushes were in full bloom and provided a colorful panorama of yellow, pink and white against the side fence. Now that Mrs. Harmon mentioned it, she did notice two or three drooping buds tipped with brown. But it would take a magnifying glass to find them if you weren’t looking. Hardly a horror show. Yet, she gritted her teeth, put a smile on her face and turned to her tenant.
 
   “You’re right as usual, Mrs. Harmon. I’ve been derelict. I’ll put that on my list. Bye, now.”
 
   Then, without a goodbye, Mrs. Harmon hurried off to the garage where her eighties vintage Mercedes had the only parking space, leaving Olivia disheartened at this turn of events, the fading roses the least of her worries. 
 
   Of course Xavier hadn’t done anything inappropriate. She would never mention it to him and hoped her tenant wasn’t spreading rumors around town. She’d have to speak to her about that. Olivia realized that this could only mean one thing: that Mrs. Harmon was heading down that dreaded road, one she would have to face with her, the one every aging person feared, the big A. Alzheimer’s. 
 
   At the closing for her house, Olivia realized that an unspoken contingency was that, because Mrs. Harmon had no relatives, she would become the woman’s caretaker as she aged. The previous owners had befriended the childless widow, gave her perks Olivia never would have, such as the garage space and a criminally low rent. They made it clear that since their tenant had nowhere else to go, Olivia had to take over the responsibilities they had assumed on Mrs. Harmon’s behalf. 
 
   At the time, Olivia hadn’t viewed Mrs. Harmon as too much of a burden. But now that the reality was upon her, it was a different story. Despite the woman’s sharp tongue, she had become, if not exactly a mother, perhaps a straight-backed aunt. When the weather was good, Olivia would sometimes join in on one of her tenant’s daily yoga sessions in the back yard, gratefully accepting adjustments to her poses. Occasionally Mrs. Harmon would host a master yoga class for her friends, inviting Olivia as well. But eventually she would have to skulk away, sore and embarrassed that she couldn’t keep up with the elderly yoginis who could out-bend her any day. With Mrs. Harmon being so fit, Olivia just wasn’t prepared for the mental decline to happen so quickly. The woman was a tough, stylish seventy-two with a strong sinewy body from daily yoga and, up until now, a mind sharp as a tack. But now, back in her office, with a sinking heart, Olivia made a mental note to search for some information on senile dementia. 
 
    
 
   Her office. The heart of Darling Valley Design and Antiques was tucked into a small alcove at the back of the first floor of her house with bay windows overlooking The Garden Center. She supplied elegant garden fixtures such as copper spigots in shape of flowers and birds, artesian pots, water features and statuary for the vast grounds of her clients’ stately homes. She did remodels and designed replacement mansions for the older teardowns taking place all over Darling Valley. 
 
   French doors on the other side of her desk led to her showroom, the collection of French, English and German antiques. Customers entered through a paned glass door on the front porch. Windows on all sides of the showroom made it light and airy and allowed Olivia to view comings and goings on the street and identify anyone ringing the bell that tinkled like birdsong.
 
   While Olivia’s attempts to raise flowering bushes such as rhododendron had come to grief, the masses of colorful annuals in pots on the porch made passersby gape with envy and occasionally drew them in to browse.
 
   Up the stairs next to her office was the loft where she lived; below was the laundry and storage area; a few steps further down was Mrs. Harmon’s flat, the sum total of Olivia’s universe. 
 
   She sat down at her desk trying to focus on the ten thousand things that vied for her attention every day. The answering service told her she already had a day’s worth of messages that had piled up in the few hours since she’d left for breakfast with Matt.
 
    “Thanks,” she said to Marge, who handled her account. “Just shoot them over by email. You don’t need to read them to me right now.”
 
   She made order out of a scattering of papers on her desk, then opened her email and found the phone messages Marge had just sent. Her system drove Cody crazy when he had to take over the desk. Once again, Olivia was short staffed and just she and Cody were running the ship. 
 
   “There’s this new invention called voicemail?” he’d say. But he knew it was a losing proposition. Olivia liked her clients to speak to an actual warm body when they called. The extra step of checking in with the answering service didn’t bother her, and actually, mostly just vendors used the office number. After a meeting or two, she often gave a client or even just a lead, her private cell number. 
 
   A quick scan of the phone messages told her they all could wait until she caught her breath from the shock of Jocelyn Payne. Except for one. Dan Arlo wanted to talk. Why was he calling? His popular but tasteless blog detailed the comings and goings of the Darling Valley elite. As one of the working wounded, as she referred to herself, she was not in his universe. She neither gave nor was invited to the important parties he reported on, unless they were fund-raisers, and she did not follow his posts. 
 
   She dialed his number on her office phone. “Dan? Olivia Granville.”
 
   “Olivia!” From his effusive, phony tone Olivia knew that he was up to something. 
 
   “Bad news about Jocelyn, hey? I’ve heard of dying for diamonds, but this is ridiculous.” He chuckled, apparently pleased with his joke. 
 
   Olivia was taken aback. “Excuse me? What do you know about Jocelyn Payne? Apart from being exceedingly tasteless, you’re . . .” She wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of recognizing his name. “Just who are you, anyway?” 
 
   He wasn’t put off. “Don’t you read my blog every day, Olivia, or, let’s see, your nearest and dearest call you OMG, right? My blog is where those in the know find out what’s worth knowing.” It was an obviously well-practiced marketing line.
 
   Olivia glared at her phone as if her outrage could travel through the wires. “If you don’t tell me what this is about right now, I’m hanging up.” 
 
   She was, in fact, about to slam down the phone until he said, “How is Matt taking her death? He must be crushed to lose his, what should I call it, his Saturday night special?”
 
   For a moment Olivia couldn’t speak. “What do you mean, his Saturday night special? You’re on dangerous ground here, Mr. . . . what’s your name? Barlow?”
 
   He corrected her. “Arlo. As I think you well know. Do you have a comment about your boyfriend being mixed up in her death? And I don’t mean professionally!”
 
   At that, Olivia hung up the phone.
 
    
 
   This man was actually suggesting that Matt was involved with Jocelyn Payne? Airhead Jocelyn Payne? That’s what she was, really. A sweet-natured girl but a gold digger if she ever saw one. The elite of Darling Valley thought of her that way, too, from what she’d heard. That Jocelyn married Arthur Payne, at least twenty-five years her senior, for his money and position. 
 
   Olivia didn’t want to say this in front of Xavier. He developed close bonds with his clients, part of his Argentine warmth. The poor guy was so distraught that she wouldn’t dream of badmouthing the deceased in front of him in case they had been close. But Matt needed to know about this, to beware of this Dan Arlo character spreading vicious rumors about him and the victim. Before she called him she did an Internet search for Dan Arlo. She wanted to know exactly what kind of slime she was dealing with.
 
   Thousands of hits came up. No surprise for someone who made his living online. She scrolled down until she found what she was looking for: his biography.
 
   Arlo was born in England, moved to New York, bounced around a few gossip magazines and then returned to his homeland when he landed a job at one of the London tabloids, a paper known for supersized scandalmongering. His headshot showed a face as oily and untrustworthy as his credentials. A sneering grin, dark, greasy looking hair and hooded, small pig eyes.
 
   Bad news, Olivia thought. He knows how to dig up dirt. Oh wait. Here’s some good news.
 
   The wife of a peer had sued him for libel. Olivia read the article. Oh, bad news. Arlo had won. His sources held up. So he does his research. He’d left the paper to move to the fertile social soil of California and start his blog.
 
   Well good for him, but where did he come up with that trash about Matt? This story didn’t have legs. Olivia had to make sure it didn’t grow any. She would talk to Matt and have him cut this guy off at the pass before he went public with his speculations. 
 
   Just then her cell rang. Olivia’s spirits rose when she saw the name on her screen. Tuesday. Her couture challenged but best friend in the entire universe, who sadly lived too far away now in Los Angeles.
 
   “Hi, Tues. Just the person I’d love to waste some time with. I hope you’re calling to tell me you have your plane ticket for the engagement party. And boy have I got a story for you.”
 
   “I bet you do, Ollie girl. What’s this I’m reading that you’re under suspicion for murder?” 
 
   


 
   
Chapter Six: Let’s Do Lunch
 
   “Hold on, girlfriend. I didn’t say you killed her. Some jerk online did.”
 
   By the time Olivia had climbed down from the ceiling, the two friends had switched to a Skype call. When their faces popped up on each other’s computer screens, Tuesday was in the process of coloring her hair. She had plastered bright green gunk on her head and was listening to Olivia’s side of the story with one eye on a timer. “You mean you tripped over a dead body while you were on a date? Haven’t you talked to Matt about mixing business with pleasure?” 
 
   Olivia was finally unwinding her scarf and shrugging out of her jacket, noting a smudge on the sleeve. She would never have worn white if she’d known she was going to be sandblasted at Xavier’s. “That Dan Arlo, Tuesday. I could murder him.”
 
   Tuesday shook her finger at the computer screen. “Bad choice of words right now, honey bun.” 
 
   Tuesday claimed when she first met Olivia that she was genetically impaired, unable to call people by their given names. She wiped chemicals off her neck, then cringed at the mess on the towel as though a slug of some sort had appeared. She muttered at Olivia, “Is green really me?”
 
   Olivia ignored her friend’s cosmetology dilemma. “But you know what I mean, Tuesday. The nerve of him posting the ridiculous idea that Matt was having an affair with Jocelyn Payne, and then I killed her in a fit of jealousy. Seriously? Can you see Matt messing around with anyone, particularly the likes of her?” 
 
   Olivia unplugged the power cord on her computer. “Hold on a sec, Tues, I’m going up to the kitchen, but how come you read Awful Arlo? I didn’t think anyone outside of Darling Valley had heard of him.” 
 
   She headed upstairs watching Tuesday’s head bob from the bad connection as she explained. 
 
   “I found him after my last visit to Darling Valley. I wanted to keep up with the rich and famous in your backyard. If I visit you enough, they could become clients.” 
 
   Tuesday read tea leaves for a living, along with giving nutritional advice to the confused and junk food-addicted in Hollywood, in which she occasionally indulged behind her clients’ backs.
 
   Once in the kitchen, Olivia set the computer on the counter next to the sink and leaned into the screen. “What are you doing to your hair now?”
 
   Tuesday changed the color of her hair as often as she changed her dainties, fearless when it came to trying out shades not found in nature. Olivia said she had hair to dye for. Now, like a spring runoff, rivulets of green dripped down Tuesday’s forehead. 
 
   “I’m celebrating the vernal equinox,” she explained in all seriousness. “What else? It’s for my century.” 
 
    “What do you mean, century?” 
 
   “It’s a hundred-mile bike ride.”
 
   Olivia glared into the computer. “I know what a century is, Tues. I just don’t see you doing one.”
 
   Tuesday said, with forced patience, “It’s for charity. I thought I’d told you. Listen, you’re touchy today. Don’t let this upset you. Matt is going to laugh this off and I think you should, too.” 
 
   On the screen, Tuesday’s voice and lips were still out of sync. Usually this made Olivia laugh, but she was not in a laughing mood. She couldn’t stop the loop in her brain, the idea that Matt had fallen for Jocelyn Payne. 
 
   She glared at Tuesday’s image on her computer. “I mean the only things on her body that hadn’t been surgically enhanced were her knees and elbows. For crying out loud, her hair extensions were falling out when they put her in the body bag.”
 
   Tuesday stopped dabbing at her hair and cringed. “Holy homicide, dear girl. I could do without that image.”
 
   Olivia began to make tea, filling a mug from the sink’s hot water dispenser. “Well it’s true. She even had her lower ribs removed to give her a longer waist. She told me when I did her closet. I mean, what kind of a bimbo does that?”
 
   Tuesday shrugged. “That’s no surprise. Have you seen the size of the houses plastic surgeons have here in LA? Ribcage makeovers are big business.”
 
   Olivia made a gagging face. “What I’m saying is that even if Matt were shopping for a new squeeze, which, I want to make clear, he’s not, he wouldn’t pick someone who’s three-fourths plastic and wears an inch of makeup just to get the mail. You know him. He likes arm candy, but it has to be the real deal. Enter, me! He’d never go from me to Jocelyn Payne. I mean, forgive me for speaking ill of the dead, but let’s get real. So to speak.”
 
   She ended her screeching diatribe with, “And as for Arlo suggesting I killed her? I will sue his high speed modem off for libel. Or is it slander?”
 
   Tuesday gave her computer screen a fist bump. “Go get ‘em, cowgirl. But in the meantime, what are you going to do about this? How many people read his blog, anyway? Is he a serious threat?” Tuesday pointed at her timer. “Sorry, Ollie, but I’ve only got a few minutes left before I have to wash this stuff out.”
 
   Olivia said, “Okay. I’ll give you the short version. Arlo managed to get himself invited to the White House for a state dinner. He made sure that tidbit went viral. His blog is all garbage in, garbage out, though. Nothing you wouldn’t see written by any second rate wannabe entertainment reporter. But since he posted a picture of himself walking into the White House with POTUS and FLOTUS in the background, of course he could have been heading for the kitchen to wash dishes for all we know, but now the social climbers are gouging each other’s eyes out trying to get a mention from him. If I get tainted with even a whisper of murder, he’ll be all over it and there goes Darling Valley Design and Antiques.”
 
   Tuesday pointed to her watch. “Got to go. But I hate to think of you dealing with this all by yourself. Especially since Matt is busy trying to find the real killer. You want me to come up there early?”
 
   Tuesday had received an invitation to Charles Bacon’s engagement party and was due to arrive from LA in several days for a quick visit beforehand.
 
   “Aren’t you crazy busy?” 
 
   “Yeah, but I’ve been working hard and my batteries need recharging. Clipper is out of town again, so nothing is keeping me in LA right now.”
 
   “He’s still traveling? I thought he was going to cut down on the foreign travel.”
 
   Clipper was Tuesday’s soul mate, a private eye whose job didn’t keep him in one place very long. There were days when Tuesday could talk about the heartache and days when Olivia knew not to pry.
 
   “He promises me. And means it. Until another corporation throws big bucks at him to nail a white collar crook.”
 
   Olivia heard a crack in her friend’s voice and decided this was not the time to dig deep. She leaned into the screen and blew her a kiss. 
 
   Tuesday said, “Thanks. Oh well, nothing like a murder scene in Darling Valley to cheer up my lonely heart.”
 
   Olivia put her tea down and made a stop sign with her hand. “Whoa, girl friend, we’re not going there. No one has called it a murder yet. Except for Awful Arlo. Xavier doesn’t know how she got into his shop. He thinks she was robbing him and something went wrong. There’s no cause of death yet.”
 
   “Well just don’t solve it before I get there. Let me in on some of the fun.”
 
   Olivia dunked her teabag in her mug. “You’re terrible, Tuesday.” 
 
   “And that’s why you love me so much.”
 
   “You’ve got a point. Let me know your ETA. And get that stuff out of your hair before it all falls out.”
 
   “Funny you should say that. I’ve been thinking of shaving my head.”
 
   Olivia disconnected the call without a comment.
 
    
 
   Olivia called Matt and invited him to a late lunch.
 
   “Sure,” he said, “But I’m on the run. Can you pick up a quick bite from Pricey Paymoor’s?” 
 
   That was what the locals called Graymoors, the gourmet food emporium on Darling Boulevard. “There are so many leads to track down, I won’t sleep until next week,” he said. “I’ll see you in ten. Thanks for grabbing lunch. Meet you at your truck.”
 
   Olivia got to the parking lot first and ran in to the takeout counter and ordered two chicken burritos and flavored ice tea. On her way to the checkout counter, she picked up two Pistachio White Chocolate Chip cookies, her newest obsession. She paid quickly and ran out as Matt was pulling into a spot near her. He jogged over to her, checking to see if anyone was nearby, then gave her a quick kiss before hopping into the cab of her truck.
 
   He’d changed out of his ragged leather jacket into a standard business sport coat that looked more professional. He must have thrown it on in a hurry because his collar was turned under in the back. Olivia reached over and straightened it, stroking his cheek briefly. Matt tilted his head and kissed the back of her hand. 
 
   She asked, “Any news?” as she unwrapped her burrito.
 
   “No,” he said, taking a long slug of the frosty bottle of tea. “But this case has more angles than a dodecahedron.”
 
   Olivia liked to tease him when his Harvard background slipped out. “Is that something you learned during your internship on the Enterprise with Mr. Spock?”
 
   Matt smiled, then gave her a deep look and smoothed one of her blond locks behind her ears. Olivia was wearing her hair down, the way he liked it. She usually did for their breakfast dates, and then pinned it back when she dug into her work. Today, after leaving Xavier’s, she had been too stunned by the morning’s events to focus on her design projects coming due, much less her hair.  
 
   She was in this mess with him, maybe even somehow responsible. In the back of her mind was the possibility that the hole in the ceiling would come back to haunt her. She breathed in a sigh of relief at finally being back in Matt’s delicious company, squeezing his hand, as much for her own comfort as his.
 
   A few grains of sticky rice had missed her napkin and she plucked them from her lap before they stained her pants. If she’d known how the day was going to turn out, she’d have worn jeans instead of good slacks. It was Friday, her laid back day. She’d planned to quit early and had dressed to do some shopping.
 
   “Well, do you at least know the cause of death yet?”
 
   Matt was wolfing down his lunch, needing to get back to work. “Nothing firm. It definitely wasn’t the fall. You heard the medical examiner say she’d been dead about eight hours based on the rigor mortis.”
 
   “I know this sounds terrible, Matt, but I’m relieved to hear that. When we first saw her I was afraid I might be liable somehow because of the hole in the floor. That muck-up is on me.”
 
   Matt dismissed her worry with a vigorous shake of his head. “Nah. Definitely didn’t happen from the fall. Her death. She wasn’t supposed to be there in the first place, and technically she didn’t steal anything. Obviously. She didn’t get that far, but she broke in, so it’s her bad.”
 
   He stopped. “Wait, that didn’t come out right. It’s terrible that she died, but I mean she was liable for her own death. Xavier doesn’t know how she broke in, though, because the security system hadn’t been breached. That’s angle number one.”
 
   Olivia put down her burrito and stared across the parking lot, seeking an answer to the puzzle. “Well if the fall didn’t do it, how did she die?”
 
   Matt spoke with his mouth full. “Angle number two,” he said, chewing. “Haven’t a clue until the coroner does the post mortem. I’ve tried to put a rush on it. They do them in San Rafael and there are a few cases ahead of us.” 
 
   San Rafael was a substantial city of 58,000, about twenty miles away with a coroner among other municipal amenities not available in Darling Valley.
 
   “Could someone have been with her?”
 
   “No evidence of that. Door was locked from the inside. Nothing on the security tape. Maybe Xavier didn’t lock up as tightly as he thought. Then, once she got in, something went sideways.”
 
   Olivia had lost her appetite pondering what she should say to Matt about Awful Arlo’s call. She put that aside for the moment and wrapped the foil around the remainder of her burrito. “Okay, so why was she in there playing dress up, so to speak, trying on all of Xavier’s jewels when she and her husband could buy out his collection?”
 
   Matt finished his burrito and put his fist over his mouth to suppress a burp. “That’s angle number three,” he said reaching for his cookie and checking his watch. “If I could figure that one out, I’d change my name to Sherlock Holmes.”
 
   Olivia said no thanks, when he offered the remaining cookie to her. 
 
   Matt decided against the cookie, too, and stuck it back in the bag. “Angle number . . . I’ve lost count. The forensic team is almost finished. Because there are so many fingerprints in the jewelry store from customers, your guys, service people like UPS, we probably won’t learn much from prints, but there’s still a lot to sort out.”
 
   Olivia knew he had to get back to work, but she needed more answers. “Well how did her husband take it? Hadn’t he noticed her missing? Did you have to give him the news?”
 
   Matt winced. “Over the phone.” 
 
   She knew he hated breaking bad news to families. 
 
   “He was in San Diego at business meetings. He’s been there for a few days. Spoke to her last night about eleven. She told him she was going to watch a rerun of some housewives show and turn out the light. He called her this morning but she didn’t pick up. Assumed she was out for her run or in the shower. Figured he’d catch up with her later after a meeting.”
 
   Olivia had a picture in her mind of the last time she had seen Jocelyn’s husband. Distinguished more than handsome, and somewhat remote the first time they were introduced. His leathery face showed the effects of his passion for competitive sailing, the sun damage the price he was willing to pay for an Auld Mug some day, what insiders call the America’s Cup.
 
   “So how did he take it? I only met him once or twice when I was at their home doing measurements and so forth. He seemed distant, but I figured he was an important man and had a lot on his mind.”
 
   Matt scowled as he related the call. “Well he wasn’t distant when I broke the news. He came undone. Had to hang up and call me back. Even then he could barely hold up his end of the conversation. I made him promise he would call somebody and not be alone. He said he had an assistant who would fly home with him. He has his own plane, of course.”
 
   Olivia said, “They all do,” referring to the bulk of the residents of Darling Valley whose net worth was typically measured in a long row of zeroes. “So he’s not a suspect.” She was thinking out loud.
 
   Matt slicked back his hair and checked his teeth in the visor mirror, preparing to leave. “You know how it goes in my business, sweetheart. Everybody’s a suspect unless they were at their own funeral.”
 
   Olivia saw her opening, but was hesitant about taking it. She looked him in the eye and just plunged in.
 
   “Have you heard of Dan Arlo? A blogger?”
 
   He thought for a few seconds. “No, should I know him?”
 
   “I got a call from him this morning. He left a message while we were at Xavier’s. When I called him back, he had already heard about Jocelyn Payne’s death and wanted to know what I thought about you and her, um, well, being, well, knowing one another.”
 
   Matt twisted sideways with his back against the door to look directly at Olivia. “Wait. He left a message while we were at Xavier’s?”
 
   He stretched to pull out his pen and ever-present notepad from his jacket pocket. “Who is this guy? How would he know about it so quickly? I want to talk to him.”
 
   Olivia spelled Arlo’s name. “That’s not all. Tuesday called me and said she read his latest blog post. He not only suggested that you had,” she hung air quotes, “a relationship with her, but that I killed her in a fit of jealousy?”
 
   Matt smacked the dashboard making Olivia flinch. “How dare he? Send me his website. I’m going to look into this.”
 
   Olivia, nervous about questioning him lest it appear disloyal, nevertheless pressed forward. “Why would he think that? First of all, I think it’s strange that he knows that you and I are a couple. I mean, we’re not popular enough to be in the gossip columns, but what about you and Jocelyn? Do you know her? Where did that come from?”
 
   Matt looked uncomfortable and stammered as he explained. “Well, I knew who she was. We had a call out there a few weeks back. She thought it was a prowler, but it turned out that a tree limb fell and set off the security alarm.”
 
   Matt knew her? He didn’t indicate that at Xavier’s. Olivia tried to recall the scene. Who said what? Xavier identified Jocelyn, and then Olivia confirmed it. No, wait. She recognized Jocelyn first. Xavier may have said something else, but it was total confusion after that. Matt hadn’t said anything about knowing her, she was pretty sure of that. She tried to push away a feeling of unease. 
 
   “So he’s making this up? That you and she are . . . ”
 
   Matt didn’t allow her to finish. “Do you doubt me? Do you think I had something going on with her?”
 
   Olivia grabbed his hands and looked directly into his eyes. “No, of course I don’t. But I just want to know how he came up with this. It’s crazy, and of course I don’t believe it. But why you? Why us?”
 
   Matt stroked her palms with his thumbs. It reassured Olivia, reconnecting them after this awful morning that suddenly was trying to drive them apart.
 
    “Olivia, you know my job. I’ve met half the people in Darling Valley. It’s a small town. When things happen that inconvenience them, they call the police at the drop of a hat. We don’t have a big force. I sometimes have to take a call when the other cops are busy, even if it’s minor stuff and doesn’t require a detective. That doesn’t mean I have,” he dropped her hands to carve his own air quotes, “a relationship with all of them.”
 
   Olivia rested her forehead on his shoulder. She didn’t care who saw them. “Of course not. I know that. It’s just so bizarre.” 
 
   She looked into his eyes again, long lashed, velvety brown and edged in hurt and confusion from the accusations. She continued. “Does he have a vendetta against the police department?”
 
   “Olivia, I don’t even know who this guy is. But you can bet I’m going to find out and make his life as miserable as is legally possible. And accusing you? He’s not going to get away with that.”
 
   Olivia collected herself and gathered up the remains of lunch, stuffing them back into Paymoor’s environmentally friendly green paper bag. The cookies went into her purse. “He didn’t actually accuse me, he suggested it. More like a scenario that he posited.” 
 
   “Well I’m going to posit something up his . . . “
 
   Olivia pulled on his arm. “Slow down Matt. I’m sorry I had to bring it up, but you would have found out anyway. His blog is popular. Something like this will get around. You have to be prepared for that.”
 
   He sighed deeply, brushing crumbs from his lap and straightening his tie. “I know. Of course, I know.”
 
   “And another thing. This comes from Hot Shot Detective Manual 101. You’re not going to help anybody if you make this personal.”
 
   Matt took a few deep breaths. “I know. I just can’t stand the thought of anyone maligning you. We have to cut this one off at the knees. Right now. Give me his number and I’ll call him.”
 
   “I have it at the office. I’ll text it to you.”
 
   Matt nodded an okay. “I’ve got to go.” He was thoughtful for a few seconds, then said, “I’ll call you if I learn anything.”
 
   Olivia remained in the truck for a few minutes. Why hadn’t he laughed it off? Tuesday said he would. Why hadn’t he kissed her good bye? Who would see them in her truck?
 
   


 
   
Chapter Seven: Ready For My Close-up
 
   Olivia took a left out of the parking lot, headed home, then hung a U turn and drove back down Darling Boulevard for two long blocks, returning to Xavier’s Gems. 
 
   Interrogating the jeweler was Matt’s job. She knew that. But she had a relationship with Xavier that ran deeper than squabbling about favorite soccer teams or what new wine had come on the market. Xavier was always pushing a Malbec on Matt from some friend of a friend’s winery somewhere in the heart of Mendoza, the Argentine wine country. But Matt was a Pinot guy. California, France, South Africa. He didn’t care as long as it was a delicate, aromatic red.  
 
   Conversations between Olivia and Xavier, however, burrowed deep into their feelings, yearnings and struggles. Xavier was in his forties, at least ten years older than Olivia. But she knew he saw her as a mother figure, not in age but as a compassionate female friend he’d never really had before. While he grew up in a family with a little money, his mother had “problems.” He never described them fully, except to say that he and his sister and two brothers raised themselves because she couldn’t. Olivia suspected it was due to a dangerous attachment to Argentina’s famed Malbec. 
 
   Olivia referred to Xavier as Darling Valley’s recreation director, always getting people together for impromptu dinners at a banquet table at Hugo’s or Victor’s Pizza, or urging them to hang out at the town’s wide, green soccer field on Sundays for a pick up game and picnic afterwards. Anyone who came into his shop was greeted with a glass of champagne, sometimes rich chocolates and funny stories about the latest goings on by Darling Valley’s local characters. Carla, the uptight owner of The Salted Caramel who made it her business to know everyone else’s business, or highly successful restaurant owner Hugo and his incessant complaining about the cost of everything that was bleeding him dry. 
 
   Xavier only poked fun at his friends, who returned the favor at every opportunity. He never took liberties with his customers. They were sacred to him and he had an unlimited tolerance for their demands, something Olivia tried to emulate. He also required payment before he would deliver an order, so no one owed him money, which he considered the secret to his success. None of his customers were afraid to look him in the eye if they ran into him at the bar at Hugo’s. 
 
   “I’d rather have fewer customers who paid their bills than have to hound the big spenders for payment. They’d hate me for it and I’d lose them anyway.”
 
   Olivia envied this smart business tactic, which she had not yet been able to employ, as her accounts receivables demonstrated. She admired his easy, sweet charm with people, but she also knew the underside of this sociability. Though Xavier knew everyone in town and was liked by all, he’d admitted to her that he’d found it hard to make real friends in Darling Valley where snobbery often ruled. He was successful, but not mega rich. And he was sometimes self-conscious about being merely trade, his business dependent upon the real power brokers in town. Yes, he had achieved financial success, but as he said once, he’d had many beautiful girlfriends, but no true love. He was a deeply sensitive man and wanted a soul mate.
 
   Olivia was not a matchmaker, and they never looked at each other with anything but friendship. But Olivia gave him TLC that he didn’t get elsewhere. Xavier opened himself up to Olivia and that was why she was on her way to see him. Because so did his customers. She was going to ask Xavier questions that would never occur to Matt.
 
    
 
   Word of the discovery of a body in the shop spread quickly. She pulled into the rear parking lot, rather than fight her way through a crowd of gawkers in front trying to see the body, the rubble, or just wanting to be close to an event that shook up the staid, tasteful town. Adding to the rubberneckers was a gang of reporters come to sniff out the story.
 
   She knocked on Xavier’s back door and as usual he greeted her with a kiss on each cheek. She wasn’t interested in coffee, but she accepted a cup because she knew it gave Xavier something to distract him from Jocelyn Payne and the chaos of the forensic team that had been tearing his store apart. The police had left for now, but the ominous crime scene tape was still draped over the counters.
 
    “How are you doing, Xavier? This has to be the worst day of your life.” 
 
   They were sitting in his small kitchen/utility closet, with the cat up on the counter huddled next to the espresso machine giving Olivia the evil eye. 
 
   “Have you named her?”
 
   Xavier pulled the ball of fur into his lap. “Lola. She’s my only comfort today.”
 
   Olivia reached a tentative hand out to pet her, but Lola hissed her away. “Lola. Sounds like she should be doing the tango.” 
 
   Xavier chuckled a bit. “I’ll tell Martin.”
 
   Olivia leaned forward to reattach the bandage on Xavier’s forehead. The paramedics had checked him. He wasn’t hurt and didn’t need stitches, but the wound from the glass shrapnel kept opening up and leaking drops of blood.
 
   “I think you need another bandage.”
 
   “Oh, Olivia. That’s not all I need.” He looked up at the ceiling to control a wave of emotion.
 
   Olivia gave him a second, then gently teased his foot with the tip of her shoe. “Tell me, what’s going on?”
 
   He downed his espresso in one swallow, then toyed with the cup. “Well, it seems Jocelyn somehow broke into the shop around midnight and got into one of my safes. I have a big vault in my office, as you know, and two smaller safes. I’ve done so much business with the Paynes that she knew where they were located. One is upstairs and one is under the sink in the kitchen as you know.”
 
   Olivia did know. She had to work around the built-in safes as she planned the remodel.
 
   “I don’t think she had ever been in my office so I don’t think she knew about the vault. It had not been touched. But how did she open the small safe?” He nodded his head to indicate the sink. “That one.”
 
   Olivia added, “And why? She must have a bigger diamond collection than you do.”
 
   She thought she saw a tear glistening in the corner of Xavier’s eye when he said, “Olivia, it’s not just her death that is so upsetting. But I thought Jocelyn and I were friends. You know how I am with my clients. They are like my family. Why would she do this to me? Steal from me. She is not the good person I thought she was.”
 
   Olivia wasn’t sure how to respond. “How well did you know her?”
 
   He hunched his shoulders. “Oh, you know, she was a bit, what should I say, wild. But I didn’t think she was a thief.”
 
   “What do you mean wild?”
 
   “Olivia, I don’t want to say bad things about her when she isn’t here any more to defend herself. But sometimes I would see her cavorting with men who were not Mr. Payne. It bothered me. He was so good to her and she was deceiving him.”
 
   This revelation sent Olivia‘s voice up an octave. “Xavier! Do you know this for a fact?”
 
   Olivia could tell by the halting way he spoke that it pained him to say this. He took his time, carefully wording his account. 
 
   “One time she came into the store to have a watch repaired. It was very expensive and she had to leave it for a few days. When she came back to pick it up, a man accompanied her. I could see through the window that he was driving a pickup truck. He came into the shop with her. He was a workman of some kind. Like a gardener or a carpenter. He wore that type of clothes.” 
 
   He pronounced it cloths, his accent again. “I thought that was strange. You know, to need a workman to come with her into an expensive jewelry store.”
 
   Olivia said, “Strange, to say the least. Go on.”
 
   “She didn’t introduce us, so I just went into my workroom to get the watch. I must have come back sooner than they expected. They were keesing.”
 
   Olivia almost sprayed her coffee onto the table. “Kissing? A workman? When she had landed one of the biggest fish in the sea? What was wrong with her?”
 
   Xavier shrugged. “Well, that was what I thought.”
 
   “You told Matt all this, right?”
 
   Xavier frowned. “No, I didn’t. I didn’t think it mattered. I didn’t want to say bad things because she was dead and couldn’t defend herself. And I didn’t want Mr. Payne to know. On top of her death to learn this? I wouldn’t do that to him.” 
 
   Olivia was insistent. “Xavier, you must tell Matt. He needs to know this. Would you recognize the man?”
 
   “Oh, jes.” 
 
   He’d worked on his accent over the years, yet there was still a hint of the odd J here and there. Jes. “I’ve seen him going into the hardware store down the street and in the drug store. Plus, I have his picture.”
 
   Olivia slipped her cup onto the counter and leaned forward. “You do? How did that happen?”
 
   He shrugged again. “Simple. I take a picture of every item I sell to a client or that they bring in for repairs. I had a terrible experience once when I still had the San Francisco location. A customer brought a ring in with a loose stone to be tightened. The center diamond was a carat. It was in a nice setting but badly cut with many flaws. Not too valuable. When she came back to pick it up she claimed I had substituted an inferior diamond and that her ring had a stone worth three times as much. We went to court and I lost. Since then I photograph everything.”
 
   Olivia raised her eyebrows, wishing she had thought of that when a client claimed after a job was finished that Olivia had broken an expensive vase. With no way of proving the piece had been intact when she returned the keys, she’d replaced it just to make the incident go away.
 
   Xavier was still talking. “So, I took my movie picture of the watch, front and back and still had my phone in my hand when I returned to the showroom. They didn’t think anything of it because when I noticed I still had the Record button on, I pretended I was checking on a text. They didn’t see me turn the camera off. So I have a few seconds of them kissing and then looking directly at the camera looking surprised to see me.”
 
   “And you still have the video?”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   He pulled out his phone and searched. “Aha. Here it is.”
 
    Olivia leaned over his shoulder to study a video of a watch in Xavier’s hand. He turned it this way and that, then the room flashed by quickly as he turned for the door to the showroom, the door opened and there was a panorama of one side of his store. The video settled on Jocelyn in a deep kiss with a rugged, handsome guy in work overalls. 
 
   Olivia sputtered a laugh. She instantly recognized Jocelyn’s lush blond locks and huge doe eyes. The man was a double for Lorenzo Lamas twenty years earlier. Or maybe Fabio in his heyday, the male model. Jocelyn had her hand on his chest. His shirt was open and her red, claw-like fingernails rested against his gleaming, tanned chest. 
 
   “Oh no, Xavier. This is too much. They look like the cover of a romance novel.”
 
   Xavier looked distressed. “I should have deleted the video. I would never do anything to embarrass my customers. And I know how human nature is. I’m from Argentina. We look at life and love differently in my native country. But what could I do? The watch was on the video as well. And, well, business is business.”
 
   Olivia took the phone from his hand and ran the video again, studying the incriminating scene up close. “The police need to know about this.”
 
   Xavier took the phone back, shut it down and slipped it into his pocket. Olivia doubted he would follow her advice. “You know Olivia, there’s one other thing that bothers me. It is the most insulting thing.” 
 
   “What is that?”
 
   Xavier glowered up at the ceiling. “She drank a bottle of my champagne. The police found the bottle upstairs.” He pointed to the second floor. “That is so petty.”
 
   “That is really shocking. She had a party here? By herself?”
 
   Xavier muttered, “Chica extraña.”
 
   “I beg your pardon? I don’t speak much Spanish.” 
 
   Xavier thought for a moment. “How you say? Bizarro.”
 
   “Bizarro. Yes, bizarre girl. By the way, have the police finished upstairs? I’d like to take a look and see how much damage was done. It’s horrible to think about right now, but at some point we’re going to have to make repairs and continue with the remodel.”
 
   Xavier rinsed out their cups, speaking over his shoulder. “Yes, I think they are finished. They didn’t tell me not to go upstairs, only to stay away from the area where she fell.”
 
   Olivia frowned. “I can’t believe they’re done with the upstairs so quickly. Whatever. Do you want to come with me?”
 
   “No, I can barely stand to stay in the shop, but the police and my insurance company want me to do an inventory of all my pieces to see if anything else is missing. The police took everything they found on her to examine for clues. It looks like she was just trying things on. I’m going to close up as soon as I finish. I don’t know when I’ll be able to see all this again without going out of my mind. Olivia, what am I going to do about the grand opening? Who is wanting to go to a party at a crime site?”
 
   She hugged him and he held onto her for a moment before releasing her. 
 
   Olivia smiled kindly at him, her brain worrying Mrs. Harmon’s accusation like it was a loose thread. Yet, there was nothing in their embrace that the entire town could not have seen. What was Mrs. Harmon thinking? She had all but accused him of assaulting her. 
 
   “Xavier, let’s not get ahead of ourselves. One thing at a time. Let me have a look upstairs. I won’t be long.”
 
   Olivia climbed up to the unfinished second floor. It looked like every small-scale construction site, tarps on the floor, ladders, saw horses, plaster, lath and lumber everywhere. There were no toolboxes. Workers supplied their own and took them home each night to prevent thefts. It was a typical remodel scene except for the opening through which Jocelyn fell. And the crime tape draped over everything.
 
   Olivia had learned to take construction mishaps in stride. Every worksite had a disaster or two before it was finished. After the workers made the repairs to the hole, the spiral staircase would be a showpiece of beautiful wrought iron and etched glass with Carrara marble steps. 
 
   Xavier was turning the space into, among other things, a ring boutique, where couples could sit in booths for privacy as they examined stones and settings, or Xavier’s custom drawings. The staircase was placed towards the rear of the store so that customers would have to walk by the counters downstairs that displayed elegant earrings and necklaces the bride might wish to add to her trousseau. 
 
   Olivia did a brief inspection of her carpenters’ work. She made a few quick notes on her phone for the guys to replace a cracked tile and check that the wainscoting was level. These were just items that had caught her eye. The official walk through would come later. She just needed to see the scene. This site had been desecrated, defiled. As she looked over the disarray she tried to imagine what she could do to remove the bad energy. She’d ask Xavier if he wanted to do some sort of ritual. Perhaps burn sage or have a meditation group come and cleanse the shop with positive imagery. 
 
   Nothing else seemed out of the ordinary for a work in progress. She slung her purse over her shoulder, headed for the stairs, then stopped. A glint of something caught her eye over in the corner, something winking at her. She saw a pair of coveralls tossed casually aside, but as she walked closer, peeking out from behind them was the shine of crystal. The corner was dark, but she saw the Wedgewood flutes clearly. She stopped herself from reaching for them. The forensics team had not noticed them in their sweep earlier. She needed to call Matt immediately. They might contain fingerprints. Jocelyn had not been alone last night. 
 
   


 
   
Chapter Eight: Film At Eleven
 
   Olivia’s phone vibrated as she came back down to tell Xavier of her find. Not now, she muttered when she saw Marguerite Fredericks’s name light up the screen. No doubt she had a new impossible demand for Charles Bacon’s party. The woman couldn’t help herself. She was born with a need to throw a monkey wrench into things.
 
   Nevertheless, a client is a client. She answered brightly, “Hi, Marguerite. What can I do for you?” 
 
   “Olivia, we must talk about this dreadful situation.” Uh oh. There was the voice, the curt, don’t waste my valuable time voice. 
 
   “What do you mean,” Olivia said, sitting down on the stairs. Marguerite could be longwinded.
 
   Probably Franny wanted to invite some more environmentalist types to the engagement party, shortening the number of powerful people on Marguerite’s list. With great effort, Olivia had finally convinced Marguerite to let Franny ask anyone she wanted. “She is the honoree, Marguerite.” 
 
   But very quickly Olivia realized this was not about the guest list. “The tragedy of it Olivia. The tragedy. Well, we can’t go forward with the party now. What will people say?”
 
   Olivia was clueless. “What will who say? About what?”
 
   “Why you, of course. And poor Jocelyn. It’s all over the Internet that you’re involved. Have you been questioned yet? Do you have a good lawyer?”
 
   The knots in Olivia’s stomach kept tightening as Marguerite spoke. “Please, Marguerite, you have to start from the beginning. Why would I need a lawyer?”
 
   “Olivia. Get it together. Because you’ve been charged with Jocelyn’s murder, of course.”
 
   “I’ve been what?” Olivia stood up. “Actually charged? Where did you hear that?”
 
   “Why Dan Arlo broke the story, of course. How could you not know this?” 
 
   Olivia had to sit down again as Marguerite continued. “As usual, he’s on top of everything. Before you know it, the cable channels will be all over it. You’ve got to get yourself a good criminal attorney. We can help you with that.”
 
   Tell me this isn’t happening, Olivia prayed. “Dan Arlo? Marguerite, surely you don’t believe what he writes. I may have been in Xavier’s shop when Jocelyn’s body was discovered, but you can’t think I had anything to do with her death. And for the record, it hasn’t actually been declared a homicide. The police don’t know what killed her.”
 
   The coroner would make that determination, probably by the end of the day. Whether it was accidental or homicide. Then a thought zipped across her brain. Could Jocelyn have killed herself? Did she somehow sneak in to breathe her last among her favorite baubles? 
 
   But then she thought, Really, Olivia? Like, motive? She has an adoring, rich husband. And what about the two champagne glasses? But maybe they were red herrings. Xavier could have left them there days ago while sharing a glass with a friend he was showing around. Or? Or had Jocelyn been expecting someone who never showed up? Maybe she became distraught and did herself in. Perhaps she keeled over from pills and that bottle of champagne and fell on the plywood. Eventually, it just gave way. The toxicology report would confirm that.
 
    But if it were suicide, two essential questions remained: How did Jocelyn get in to the shop; and how did she open the safe? That airhead breaking into anything? Forgive me, Jocelyn, but let’s face it, you could barely figure out how to open a peanut butter jar, much less breach a high tech security system.
 
   Since her ruminations were leading nowhere, she forced her attention back to Marguerite, now giving Olivia the sweetly condescending tone she fed to all of her underlings. 
 
   “Oh, Olivia. I understand. You’re in a state of shock about this, but really, dear, as your friend I can tell you that denial will never get you anywhere. You must be forthcoming and rely on solid legal representation to get you through this. Perhaps you had a moment of temporary insanity, was that it? Oh, it’s none of my business. But naturally with you involved in this dreadful thing, we can’t have it tainting dear Charles and Franny’s celebration.”
 
   With one ear concentrating on Marguerite’s complaint, Olivia cocked the other to pick up a conversation downstairs. Xavier had gone to the back door. He seemed to be telling someone to come back later. The woman didn’t like that. Wait, was that . . .?
 
   Then Marguerite said, “ . . . cancel the party.” 
 
   Cancel? 
 
   “No, no, no.” Olivia had to stop this avalanche of bad news. “Marguerite, you want to cancel the party because of this? Seriously? Have you discussed this with Charles? He and Franny have family coming in from the east coast. They won’t agree to move the date. Half the guest list has already made plane reservations. You know how expensive it is to change flights after they’ve been ticketed.”
 
    Olivia checked herself. Of course Marguerite didn’t know about plane tickets. She and her husband owned their own Gulfstream.
 
   Marguerite said in her do I have to spell everything out for you tone, “Yes, of course I’ve talked to Charles and Franny. And they agree completely. Listen, dear. I have to go. I hear Brooks at the door. We’ll talk,” and then she was gone.
 
    
 
   As soon as Olivia got her jaw and limbs working again, temporarily paralyzed by the news that Brooks was in town, she called Charles, shoving Brooks Baker and his shenanigans to steal her client to some dumpster in the back of her mind. The car collector came on the line and she blasted in his ear, “Charles, how could you do this to me?”
 
   “Do what?”
 
   “Do what? Oh, come on, Charles. You know what I mean.”
 
   She heard kitchen noises in the background. Dishes clattering and running water. Franny must be there, the only reason for Charles to get near food preparation. That was Marie’s domain, his treasured cook and housekeeper. 
 
   On sleepovers, his do-it-yourselfer fiancée shooed Marie out of the kitchen. Charles never left Franny’s side if he could help it. Ergo, if he was in the kitchen, Franny was probably fixing mac and cheese for their lunch. Out of a box. My specialty she had once boasted in all seriousness. My secret? I add some extra Parmesan cheese. She meant the powdery stuff that came out of a round, green box, the kind Olivia would not allow in her grocery cart.
 
   “Are you seriously going to cancel your party because of me?”
 
   Never had she taken such a sharp tone with Charles.
 
   “Jeez, Olivia. Marguerite said it was the thing to do. With the fundraising drive for the museum and all, she said I couldn’t afford to associate with you. After you doin’ Jocelyn Payne and all.”
 
   There was Charles, showing his New Jersey roots. “Doing her? You think I killed her?”
 
   He sounded wounded. She could tell this wasn’t easy for him. Accusing his best friend in Darling Valley. 
 
   “Olivia,” he said in a softer tone. “C’mon. You can talk to me. I don’t care what kind of mess you’re in. I’m your guy. I’ll stand by you no matter what. Even if you go to prison for this.”
 
   Olivia lowered her voice. She didn’t want Xavier to overhear. “Charles, what are you talking about? Why would you think I killed her? Surely you don’t believe that awful Arlo?”
 
   Charles hesitated before saying, “But Olivia. Seriously? I saw the texts.”
 
   Olivia’s heart stopped. “What texts?”
 
   “The ones on your phone threatening to kill that woman. They’re on CNN.”
 
    
 
   


 Chapter Nine: The Interrogation
 
   Olivia ran down the stairs into Xavier’s office and clicked on the TV. The jeweler stood at the open vault with his back to her while Wolf Blitzer analyzed the president’s recent budget speech. Olivia stared at the crawl at the bottom of the picture screaming in capital letters and primary colors, “Darling Valley antiques dealer suspected of killing rival in jealous rage. See transcript of texts on CNN.com. Victim was the wife of well known venture capitalist, Arthur Payne.”
 
   Olivia clicked off the TV and left the office, closing the door behind her. Xavier was engrossed in his inventory and hadn’t seen the story. 
 
   She returned to her perch on the stairs and called Matt.
 
   Her voice trembled and she was starting to hyperventilate. “Matt, what’s going on? I feel as though I’m in a madhouse.” 
 
   “Olivia, I was going to ask you the same thing. How could you have sent those texts? Why didn’t you talk to me first?”
 
   She dropped her head into her hand. “What texts? Charles told me there was something on CNN about me and texts. But I never texted Jocelyn about anything except closet dimensions. What’s this all about?”
 
   She listened to Matt’s voice, pained and full of shock. She knew him so well. He didn’t want to be saying these things to her any more than she wanted to hear them. 
 
   “Olivia, they’re on her phone. We found them when we were checking to see who she’d been in touch with before she died. Two texts from you threatening to kill her and her reply warning you she’d report you if you didn’t stop harassing her. We’re looking to see if there are any more. But I don’t know how CNN got them.” 
 
   Olivia’s head was spinning. “Matt, how could that be? I never sent them. I don’t know what this is all about, but please tell me you don’t think I killed her.”
 
   Matt spoke slowly. “Olivia, we need to talk.”
 
   “You bet we do. I’m at Xavier’s. I’ll be home in ten. In the meantime, did you see the two champagne glasses upstairs in the corner?”
 
   “I’ll check with the team, but I don’t recall anyone mentioning champagne.”
 
   “Xavier told me that Jocelyn drank his champagne while she was upstairs. Forensics took the bottle. Haven’t you looked for fingerprints? I went upstairs just to check on things. It’s still my work site. I found two champagne flutes hidden under a pair of coveralls. I haven’t touched them. You have to send somebody over here to pick them up. I bet they will have the killer’s fingerprints on them.”
 
    Olivia’s speech was rushed, frantic. Matt’s was measured, picking his words carefully. “Olivia, we are in the beginning of our investigation. We don’t have all the facts yet. We need to talk to Xavier again. He’s coming in later. But I don’t know what good the glasses will do us.”
 
   “How can you say that?”
 
   “You’ve walked through an active crime scene and compromised it. Someone could have put them there after we left. My team is very thorough. If they had been there this morning, they would have found them.”
 
   Olivia’s breath was coming in angry gasps. “Are you saying I’m lying? That I put them there?”
 
   “No, of course not. But you left the shop. Someone could have come in or Xavier might have put them there quite innocently. Or . . . ” 
 
   He paused. She knew what he was about to say, that maybe Xavier hadn’t put them there innocently, but he couldn’t bring himself to damn his friend. Mrs. Harmon’s accusation about the jeweler flashed on the screen of her mind. What exactly was he capable of? But she quickly turned that picture off.
 
   Matt was saying, “I don’t know. They would have been significant if forensics had found them.”
 
   Despite herself, Olivia’s voice rose loud enough to bring Xavier poking his head out of his office, a querulous look on his face. She waved him away to say everything’s all right. Though nothing was all right. When he went back into his office she whispered, “You’re not blaming Xavier, are you?”
 
   She could tell Matt was trying to be reasonable. “Olivia, you’re being overly sensitive. We need to talk. Just come into the station and talk to us. I’ll send someone out to pick up the glasses. Show Xavier where they are, but tell him not to touch them, or anything else up there.”
 
   Aghast, she said, “You want me to come down to the station? Like a common criminal?”
 
   Matt’s voice cracked. “My darling, please don’t make this any more difficult than it already is. You’re involved now. We have to get your statement. Just come in and let’s get it cleared up. If you like, I’ll have Johnson come and pick you up.”
 
   Olivia had a flashback to the last time Johnson had taken her into the station a few months after she’d arrived in Darling Valley, handcuffed with her whole, gossipy neighborhood watching. “Absolutely not. I’ll come in myself.”
 
   “Good. I’m glad. And remember, Olivia. It’s always best to tell the truth. No matter where it leads.”
 
   “GURMEET RICHARDS! Are you suggesting I would lie? This is too much. It’s just too much. I’ve done nothing wrong.” 
 
   Olivia started to cry. 
 
   “First I had to see the horrible mess that was left of Jocelyn Payne, then my dear friend Xavier is implicated. You know this will affect his business. You know how people are. Would you buy diamonds from someone who has dead bodies falling out of his ceiling?” 
 
   She was sobbing openly now.
 
   “No, but I don’t buy diamonds very often. Olivia. We just want to know what you know.”
 
   She was hiccupping sobs. “I can tell you that over the phone and save you the trouble of messing up your interview room. I know nothing. I know less than you do. You at least know the forensics. And that isn’t very much. Or is it? Is there something you’ve been keeping from me?”
 
   “We haven’t had a chance to talk. Please just come in.”
 
   “I will. But now I have a few questions of my own.” 
 
    
 
   On her way out the door Olivia poked her head into Xavier’s office. “Did I hear you talking to Mrs. Harmon?”
 
   His manner disturbed Olivia. Surprise at first, then he was ill at ease. “Mrs. Who? Oh, is that your tenant? No. Why would she be here? That was someone wanting to sell me janitorial services.”
 
   Olivia would have bet money that he was lying to her. But she played dumb. “Hm. Sounded just like her. She told me she was coming over to see you. Oh, well. I’ve got to run.” But she stopped herself when she saw the look on his face. “Xavier, you look upset. What’s wrong?”
 
   He scratched his head, clearly puzzled. “I finished my inventory. I’m missing an earring. A little drop with opals and diamonds. Not terribly valuable, but one of a kind from a designer in Las Vegas. The police have the mate. I wonder if the missing one is caught in her clothes. It must be.” 
 
   “You need to report this to Matt.”
 
   “I’ll call him.”
 
   “Okay, I’ve really got to go.” 
 
   She air kissed him and ran out the door. When she looked in her rear view mirror before turning onto the street, she spotted a familiar car coming out of the parking lot behind her, confirming that Xavier was lying to her. It was Mrs. Harmon. 
 
    
 
    “Tuesday, where are you? Answer your phone. I’m going to jail and I need you. No kidding. And Brooks is back without giving me any warning. I don’t know which is worse.”
 
   Olivia threw her phone into the passenger seat as she headed down Darling Boulevard to the police station at the south end of town. If the first problem didn’t get Tuesday’s attention, the second surely would. Because of his chronic misbehavior where Olivia was concerned, personally and professionally—other women and trying to steal her clients—they’d agreed that Brooks would always warn her when he planned a foray into the lucrative pond of building opportunities in Darling Valley. Tuesday claimed it was so she’d steer clear of his usual haunts when he was in town, The Salted Caramel, Hugo’s. Otherwise, she was likely to wrap a baseball bat around his neck. 
 
   Tuesday would love to do it herself if he ever came within swinging distance of her. Actually, since both Tuesday and Brooks lived in LA, there was more chance he’d get beaned on his home turf, but so far, luck had not favored Tuesday. 
 
   So why no ETA this time? Was he getting careless or just taking Olivia’s feelings for granted again? But this was not the time to second-guess Brooks Baker’s twisted mind. She had more important problems waiting for her at the police station.
 
   Such as, was she losing her mind? She never sent those texts. What was Matt talking about? How did CNN get this information? Those texts, if they existed, came from someone else. And when I find the creep, she promised herself, he is going to wish he’d stuck his hand into a wasp’s nest rather than mess with me. She started ratcheting up the charges in the lawsuit she would file as she approached the Darling Valley Police Department. Libel, trespassing, harassment, theft, and, and . . . and that’s all she came up with before parking her truck. 
 
    
 
   Given how small it was, DVPD was abuzz with phones ringing, doors slamming, official sounding voices shouting at underlings, and people running down corridors. Much like a construction site, Olivia thought. Because of her connection with Matt and a few unpleasant interludes of a law enforcement nature of her own, she recognized some of the faces of the officers, clerks and various specialists that kept Darling Valley safe and secure. Not as safe and secure as Jocelyn Payne would have liked no doubt. But still, the crime rate in town was manageable. She smiled at Officer Ridley manning her post at the front desk. 
 
   “Nice to see you, Linda.” But the woman wouldn’t look her in the eye.
 
   Ridley just said, “Olivia,” as enthusiastically as if she’d just opened a can of soup. “Detective Richards is expecting you.”
 
   Olivia returned an equally sour thank you, ten attempted to get the attention of two police officers she had danced with at the department’s Christmas party last year. She’d been Matt’s guest, their first social event with his co-workers as an official couple, both of them too embarrassed to talk to each other all evening. 
 
   On the way home she’d laughed and said, “They must have thought we were strangers.”
 
   Matt had added, “Or having a fight.”
 
    
 
   As if on cue, the two officers found something urgent to take care of down the hall without acknowledging her. So the word was out, she thought. They have nailed boss’s girlfriend as the perp. And they don’t know how to handle it.
 
   The blinds inside in Matt’s office were up and she could see him on the phone taking notes. He waved, unsmiling, and she waved back, then sat down on one of the battered wooden chairs in the dingy lobby. She once joked to Matt that the department should hire her to upgrade their digs. He’d said, “What’s wrong with the place?” 
 
   An interrogation by the police was not like a visit to the dentist. No aging magazines to distract from the horrors of an impending police grilling. No reading material of any kind, unless you counted the brochures on home safety and traffic laws on the file cabinet behind Officer Ridley. What was taking Matt so long? She searched Ridley’s uniform to see if it had the usual array of coffee stains.
 
   Multi-tasker to the bone, Olivia pulled out her phone to check up on the rest of her life while she waited. No email or text alerts came up, so she opened the search bar and typed in Arthur Payne, for no particular reason except that it was the name occupying most of her brain cells at the moment.
 
   As she expected, link after link featured Jocelyn’s husband as a businessman, socialite, philanthropist and inventor. Wait. What was this? Was he also a medical doctor? Oh, no, that particular link referenced his son, though the full name of Payne the younger intrigued her, particularly his first name. Absalom. She scrolled backwards to see if she had confused the father and son previously. Yes, she had missed the father’s actual first name. David. The senior Payne must not care about tempting fate. Or hadn’t read the bible.
 
   But his first wife probably had. She found a clip of David Arthur Payne’s leaving the divorce court snapping, “Finally, I’m free of Thou Art My Payne,” before getting into a waiting limo. 
 
   Then Matt ended his call. Officer Ridley looked cow-eyed at her as Olivia passed her desk and headed for his office. Matt usually shut the blinds in his office for privacy when she’d stop by for a quick lunch. This time, he walked to the door giving her only a nod and pointed down the hall toward the two interrogation rooms. 
 
   His eyes focused over her head probing the lobby looking for someone. “Let me find Johnson and we’ll get started. I have a room reserved for us. I’ll just be a minute,” he said and went back to his desk.
 
   This was too much for Olivia. She charged up behind him. “What do you mean a room? I thought we were just going to have a conversation. What’s going on, Matt?”
 
   His expression was as revealing as a pool of muddy water. “Sorry, Olivia. This is official police business. We need to ask you some questions for the record.”
 
   Olivia gasped. “Do I need a lawyer?”
 
   Matt was searching through things on his desk, still avoiding her eyes. “That’s certainly your right. Ah, here’s my pen.” He looked up with a brittle smile and pointed to the lobby. “Shall we?”
 
   Confused by all this, she stammered, “I parked in a fifteen minute spot out front. I thought this would be quick and dirty.”
 
   Matt stuck out his hand. “Why don’t you give me your keys and I’ll have Officer Ridley move it across the street to a two hour parking space. She’ll put one of our DVPD placards on it and you won’t have to feed the meter. Does she have your permission to do that for you?”
 
   “Permission? What is this, LAPD all of a sudden? Do we have to fill out a property form in triplicate or something?”
 
   Matt didn’t answer, so she handed over her keys. “Are we going to be able to talk to one another now, or do we have to maintain radio silence until you catch who really did this?”
 
   Matt said nothing for a moment. “I think it’s best we don’t look into the future but just get this meeting over with. How’s that?”
 
   He didn’t give her a chance to answer, but hustled her out the door and down the corridor.
 
   Had it been only a few hours since they’d laughed about soccer and tango in Xavier’s? Then Jocelyn Payne fell from the sky, putting that happy time in a past era.
 
    
 
   When they finally settled in the small, smelly interrogation room, Olivia’s pulse was racing and she couldn’t look at Matt, at the indifference on his face. She shrugged off her jacket, the stain on the sleeve from Xavier’s still taunting her. While they waited for Johnson to arrive, Matt gave her a few guidelines. 
 
   “We have a list of questions we’d like to ask. Depending on your answers, we may have to put up a firewall because of our relationship.” He waved his pen at her. “Yours and mine.” As if she didn’t know which relationship he meant. 
 
   “We have to decide if it would be a conflict of interest for me to have further contact with you.”
 
   Oh, was this just about protecting himself from a conflict of interest charge? She felt better. That made perfect sense. Yeah he was being cold about it, but at work Matt was all about rules. This was just for the record. It didn’t mean he was accusing her of anything. She was getting herself all upset over nothing. Why did she always jump to catastrophic conclusions? 
 
   A smile of relief lit up her face. This was her Matt. Seriously? How could she have doubted him? 
 
   “Of course,” she said agreeably. “But since I’ve done nothing wrong, I don’t see how there’d be a conflict of interest.” 
 
   Matt paused. His demeanor gave nothing away, the rigid shoulders, stiff back, his perfectly knotted tie. 
 
   “Olivia, that’s for the department to decide. If it comes to that, Johnson would take over for me. This is an unusual situation. You understand. We want to do this by the book. We’ve talked about it, the department and me.”
 
   Olivia couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “You mean you seriously think I did it.”
 
   Johnson walked in at that moment with a paper cup of water for her and pack of gum for himself. 
 
   “We don’t think anything,” Johnson said, taking a seat. He answered her question in his typically gruff way, unwrapping a stick of gum and popping it into his mouth. “We just need some answers. We were pretty surprised to see how deeply you’re linked to this case.”
 
   Olivia’s head was spinning. “Linked to this case? Bob. Matt. I happened to be in Xavier’s shop when Jocelyn Payne, yikes, how do you say it? When she fell.” She pointed to Matt. “We both were. How does that make me a murder suspect?”
 
   Johnson broke in. “Miss Granville.” He popped his gum.
 
   Exasperated, Olivia closed her eyes as she answered. “Oh for Pete’s sake, Bob. Now you won’t even call me by my first name?”
 
   Several months earlier they had driven to the Fredericks’s anniversary party together, with Charles, Tuesday and Matt, so she knew he had a lighter side. She didn’t know how to bring it out in this setting, but calling him by his first name hadn’t softened him up.
 
   He answered, getting out his trusty electronic tablet, “We have protocols, Miss Granville. I’m sure you can understand that.”
 
   He was no longer looking at her; Matt was flipping through notes in his frayed pad. 
 
   “I understand nothing, Bob,” she snapped, not even trying to manage her irritation. “Will you please explain this to me? I’m being set up for something and I’d like to know why.”
 
   Olivia and the detective had never established a warm relationship. Actually, not any kind of relationship, other than brittle hellos on the rare occasions they ran into each other. This was not the first time Johnson had suspected Olivia of involvement in a murder and their friendship had remained frosty. Because each of them was connected to Matt, though, they at least kept their interactions cordial, as at the Fredericks’ bash. That pretense was falling away.
 
   Matt finally looked at her, countering her growing outrage with a calming voice. “Let us do the questioning. Is that okay with you? You’ll have your chance to tell your story. And Olivia, you have to know that this is as painful for me as it is for you.”
 
   She snapped, “Is that on or off the record.” She looked around. “Do you have the cameras on?”
 
   Matt gave her a mournful nod. “Yes.”
 
   Olivia’s heart sank. In that moment she knew their relationship was over.
 
   


 
   
Chapter Ten: Just The Facts, Ma’am
 
    “Miss Granville, may I see your phone? I can get a warrant if you like.”
 
   Olivia pulled it out of her purse and slid it across the table, sneering, “Knock yourself out, Bob.”
 
   Johnson pushed some buttons, did a cursory search of her contacts, keyed in some notes on his device and carefully placed it in front of her. 
 
   Olivia pled her case to Matt. “What this is all about? I have a right to face my accuser.”
 
   Matt held up his hand and stopped her. “You’re not being accused of anything. Let’s move on and see if we can get to the bottom of this.”
 
   Then Matt shifted into his professional bad cop mode. Gone by the wayside was the warmth and sadness about facing Olivia in an interrogation room. She’d often imagined him hard at work, going after a suspect. But her fantasies about his crime-fighting persona were tame compared to the real thing. She actually shivered when he read a list of questions from his handwritten notes. They came at her in a rapid-fire sequence that didn’t give her time to think, much less give an answer. A real murderer had no hope against him. She knew that now, knew why he confidently boasted that he closed every case with the killer behind bars. 
 
   He named a date, two weeks prior. “You sent a text to Jocelyn Payne telling her to stay away from, and here I quote, ‘My man.’ Then ten days ago you sent a second text to her. ‘If you don’t stay where you belong and keep your hands off him, I will kill you.”
 
   Olivia burst out laughing. “Matt, have you ever heard me say anything like that to anyone? I’m the slinking away from a fight kind of gal. You know that. I don’t take the offensive unless it’s for a client.” 
 
   She stopped herself from saying, I’m a lover not a fighter, but didn’t want a suggestion of their intimacy on the record. Instead, she added, “This interrogation is a conflict of interest.”
 
   Matt kept his gaze steady. “We found these messages on Jocelyn’s phone. We traced the sender. They came from your phone. Johnson checked. He can show you.”
 
   Johnson tapped her phone, mouthed take a look. 
 
   Why hadn’t she checked her phone and read the texts for herself before she came in here? Because she hadn’t believed the texts were real. How could they be? Now she realized she should have. She’d let herself be blindsided. 
 
   Matt continued. “If you have a simple answer, we can wrap this up. Your part of the investigation will be closed.”
 
   Johnson picked up the phone and went searching for the texts. Olivia threw up her hands. “I don’t care what you show me. I. Didn’t. Send. Those. Texts.”
 
   She looked up at the ceiling. She could no longer face Matt.
 
   Johnson took over. “Okay. Let’s leave the texts alone for now. You do work on Xavier’s place. So you have a key, right?”
 
   “No, Bob, I don’t. You must not know Xavier very well if you think he would give anyone a key to his shop. Nor do I know how to get into his safes, nor do any of my workers. Xavier is always in the shop when we arrive to let us in. So, if you think I could have gotten into the store and killed Jocelyn Payne, the answer is no.”
 
   Olivia couldn’t tell if Johnson was happy or disappointed with that news. He just said, “Can you tell us where you were last night? Say from ten p.m. to this morning?”
 
   Olivia took a deep breath then spoke carefully. “I was home. Finalizing the arrangements for Charles Bacon’s engagement party.”
 
   “Was anybody with you? Did you talk to anyone?”
 
   “I had a long call with Rebecca DuMaine about the music.”
 
   Johnson was trying to keep up with her on the electronic notepad. Spell that name please.”
 
   Olivia did, then explained, “She’s the singer with the Dave Miller Trio that will perform at the party. We were choosing some songs.”
 
   “You have a phone number? Address?”
 
   She snapped, “Down on the Peninsula someplace. It’s on their website. Look it up.”
 
   Johnson didn’t bat an eye. “And what time was that? That you were talking to this,” he checked his note, “Rebecca.” 
 
   She couldn’t look at Matt, but felt his eyes drilling deep into her, searching for a weakness, the interrogation technique he’d once described to her. Now she wished she didn’t know quite so much about his work habits.
 
   “Eight o’clock I think.” Should she ask for a lawyer, she wondered? That would stop this questioning on a dime. She couldn’t decide but warned herself to choose her words carefully. 
 
   “Yes, eight. I remember because she was trying to get her kids into bed and she told them they could stay up another fifteen minutes until we finished up. I heard her tell them, ‘When the clock says eight-fifteen I will be off the phone and I want you two in bed.’ We said goodbye at eight-thirty. We laughed that they had gotten away with an extra fifteen minutes of playtime.”
 
   Apparently Johnson didn’t think the story was all that cute. He just said, “So what did you do afterwards?”
 
   “I stayed at my desk. Matt was at a meeting so I had a bite to eat in my office while I worked. Went to bed at ten-thirty and fell asleep watching reruns of Saturday Night Live. Matt picked me up for breakfast this morning.”
 
   Johnson said, “Cell phone? You could have made the call from like, anywhere?”
 
   “No. My office phone. A landline. You can check that.”
 
   Johnson made a note. “So nobody saw you? You didn’t put out the garbage and wave to a neighbor? Anything like that?”
 
   Olivia challenged him. “No. No one can say I stayed home and did NOT figure out where Jocelyn Payne was, kidnap her, slip past Xavier’s very high tech, state of the art security system, get her drunk on champagne, drag her or force her upstairs, hack the safe, kill her, drape her in diamonds and then leave without being noticed. No, I have no alibi that will prove I didn’t do any of that.”
 
   Johnson’s face betrayed nothing. “How do you know she was drunk on champagne?”
 
   The interview was not helping them to bond.
 
   Matt interrupted. “Olivia, did you leave your phone anyplace where someone might have picked it up and used it in the past few weeks?”
 
   She raised her eyebrows, an are you kidding expression. “Of course not. Cody doesn’t even use it. My life is wedded to that phone. I never let it out of my sight. I even put it in the bathroom when I shower so I don’t miss a call from a client while I’m getting dressed.”
 
   She was going to say to Matt, you know that, but decided it was TMI for Johnson.
 
    Instead she asked, “Did you retrieve the champagne glasses from the second floor? Were there fingerprints?”
 
   Johnson was still doing the talking. “We just got the glasses. The lab is doing an analysis but no obvious prints. But you’re going too far afield. Let’s just stick to my questions.”
 
   “Someone’s prints have to be on them,” she insisted. “Whoever put them there is your killer. The glasses didn’t teleport themselves upstairs from Xavier’s kitchen. I know that worksite. My guys don’t hang around sipping champagne on their afternoon breaks.”
 
   Johnson didn’t react to her sarcasm. “Let us worry about the glasses.”
 
   “What about the champagne bottle? Should be prints there.”
 
   Matt looked up. “We didn’t retrieve a champagne bottle. How do you know she drank champagne? The glasses could just belong to Xavier.”
 
   “And he hides them under coveralls? Xavier found the bottle. He said your people took it.”
 
   Matt made a note. Then to Johnson, “Check that out with forensics.”
 
   Olivia asked, “Have you talked to Xavier about the missing earring?”
 
   “Yes, we know about that.”
 
   “Have you found it?”
 
   Johnson started in again. “Let us do the questioning if you don’t mind. So what’s your relationship with the deceased?”
 
   “Purely professional. I remodeled her closet eight or ten months ago. Maybe sooner. I’d have to check my invoices to pin down the dates. I was at her house a few times, met her husband once or twice. Nothing unusual. Since then I’ve run into her around town on occasion. That’s it.”
 
   Johnson looked at Matt. “Miss Granville, why would you suspect Mrs. Payne and Detective Richards were, um, friends?”
 
   Olivia kept her eyes down. “I didn’t. I didn’t know they knew one another. I still don’t. I don’t think they do, or did.”
 
   Johnson pressed on, allowing no emotion to slip through his steely gaze. “So why would you accuse her of, shall we say, socializing with him?”
 
   Now she glared hard at Johnson. “I take that to mean you believe I sent those texts. Well I didn’t. You know people can hack into all kinds of systems these days. Kids do it. Kindergarteners can do it. I don’t know.”
 
   Johnson wagged his head, considering this. “So you’re suggesting a first grader got into your phone and just happened to pick out the number of the deceased from your contact list and fabricate a text about her and your boyfriend? Is that what you think happened?”
 
   She shot him a chilly smile. “I believe you’re the detective here. You get paid big bucks for figuring out things like that.”
 
   Matt said, “Olivia, hackers can get into your phone and read your texts. They can’t get in and send messages from your phone without actually having it in their hands.”
 
   She slumped over in frustration. “Can’t you check my phone and see if someone has been messing with it?”
 
   “Olivia,” he said apologetically, “we aren’t the FBI. We don’t have those kinds of resources, if that were even possible and I don’t know if it is. DVPD’s technology is a step above Morse code and carrier pigeons.” 
 
   “Then I’ll pay for it,” she said, pleading now. “Who do I call?”
 
   Matt shrugged. 
 
   There was silence for a moment, then Matt said, “Could those texts have been a joke? Like you and the deceased had an ongoing joke about one of the workers or something. You know, referring to him as your man? One of those things that looks worse on paper than it really is.”
 
   Olivia knew he was breaking the rules here, leading her to confess something that wasn’t true. He was offering her a way out, probably code for I don’t want us to be here, either.” 
 
   But Olivia would not lie. Not even for Matt. “I’m not going to say I did something that I didn’t do.”
 
   There was the finality, the stubbornness that Matt well knew. He slid down in his chair. Olivia had no clue as to what was rolling around inside his brooding head. 
 
   Johnson’s turn again. “So Miss Granville. You ever been in trouble with the law before?”
 
   She’d had it. “Is this where I say if you aren’t going to charge me with something then I’m leaving? Because that’s exactly what I’m saying.” 
 
   She grabbed her things, preparing to leave.
 
   Matt said, “We have everything we need. You’re free to go.”
 
   Johnson added, “But don’t leave town.”
 
   Olivia rolled her eyes, rising from her seat dramatically. “Oh please. Detective, you’ve been watching too much Law and Order.”
 
   As she opened the door to leave, she caught a glimpse of Matt. He looked as sad as she felt.
 
   


 
   
Chapter Eleven: Special Delivery
 
   Late in the afternoon the showroom bell tinkled quaintly, announcing that Olivia had a visitor downstairs. She welcomed the interruption of the dark gloom that had followed her home after her visit to the police station. She was in the kitchen trying to cheer herself up with a cup of rooibos tea and the stale White Chocolate Chip and Pistachio cookie left over from lunch with Matt. 
 
   In her current mood, she could have polished off a quart of ice cream, but when she scanned the freezer and found the container empty except for a spoonful, she guessed it had been Cody’s afternoon snack. He was off assisting a client with a wine cellar installation, no sound came from Mrs. Harmon’s apartment and the house was as still as a stone. She had gotten comfy in capri tights and a tee shirt.
 
   To be sure it was not a drop-in customer that she didn’t have the energy for right then, she waited for a second ring to signal someone actually needed to see her. The ring became insistent. She said a few choice words as she raced barefoot down the stairs and into the showroom shouting, “Coming. Coming for crying out loud.”
 
   A smiling delivery guy with a peaches and cream complexion she wished she could give to Carrie, held Xavier’s lush jade plant. Olivia stared at him, perplexed. “This is for me?” 
 
   Why hadn’t Xavier given her the plant when she was in his shop earlier? More to the point, why was he giving it to her in the first place?
 
   “Mrs. Harmon?” the kid said.
 
   Olivia saw past him to the vintage and battered VW bug at the curb. Did anyone even drive those anymore? It was almost old enough to be in Charles Bacon’s antique car collection.
 
   “No, she’s my tenant. Around the side and halfway up the driveway. You’ll see her front door on the right, but I’m not sure if she’s home.”
 
   Polite to a fault, the boy all but tipped his hat and turned to follow her directions. Maybe it wasn’t Xavier’s plant, though she recognized the pot. She called after him. “What florist are you from?”
 
   “Oh, no florist ma’am. I’m Xavier’s neighbor. He hires me for odd jobs like deliveries and pickups.”
 
   So it was Xavier’s plant. “I see. Well, lucky Mrs. Harmon.”
 
   Back upstairs on her couch with only her cold tea and cookie crumbs to comfort her, she texted Tuesday for her ETA. Tuesday instantly messaged back that she couldn’t get a convenient flight and was driving. She would arrive by early evening. Olivia called Victor’s to order take out delivered for their dinner. She spent the rest of the late afternoon wondering how many more puzzles this day could present. Stress often made her sleepy. She drifted off before coming up with a number.
 
    
 
   Tuesday rolled into the driveway after dark, sitting on her horn. Half awake, she had dozed off again after Pete from Victor’s Pizza arrived with the dinner order, she jumped up at the sound of the horn and flew down the stairs. The screen door slammed behind her as she ran into the yard, completely forgetting that it was one of Mrs. Harmon’s gripes. “It rattles my pictures, that door.” 
 
   It was one of Mrs. Harmon’s exaggerations, but Olivia still tried to be considerate, a losing proposition when her dearest friend had just driven up, an hour later than promised. Olivia raced to meet the car. Under bright moonlight and faint starlight they hugged and hugged. When they pulled away from each other Olivia got a good look at Tuesday’s shock of brilliant green hair. 
 
   She said, “Hmmm. Afraid we wouldn’t be able to see you in the dark?”
 
   Tuesday made a face that Olivia ignored, then they hugged again. “Come on,” Olivia said, “let’s get your stuff upstairs and we can talk.”
 
    
 
   It took three trips to get all of Tuesday’s belongings up the steep stairs and into the guest bedroom. Because she drove and had the luxury of a large trunk and back seat, Tuesday had packed as usual, as though she were staying through to the next millennium.
 
   They settled in the kitchen while Olivia warmed up the eggplant Parmesan they both loved. She put the small combo pizza in the refrigerator in case they got the midnight munchies. She hustled to get the meal on the table.”
 
   “Tues, I can’t thank you enough for coming on such short notice. I can’t face this alone and Matt is all but lost to me. Maybe for good.”
 
   “You don’t mean that.” Tuesday knew her way around Olivia’s kitchen by now and grabbed plates and silverware, stopping once to do a quick yoga pose, the Sun Salutation, to stretch out the kinks from the long drive. “Matt’s just playing detective,” she said on the way up from the floor. “He doesn’t think you did it.”
 
   Olivia got the food on the table in a hurry and the two friends helped themselves. Olivia couldn’t concentrate on eating, though. She kept putting her fork down to talk out her dreadful day and her fears about Matt. “I can’t decide if I’m more angry that he thinks I murdered that woman, or more sad.”
 
   A mouth full of pasta and mozzarella cheese prevented Tuesday from answering. A loud slam of the door downstairs startled them.
 
   “OMG? You home?” Without waiting for an answer, Olivia’s roommate was bounding up the stairs.
 
   Tuesday put her fork down to clap her hands. “My boy, Cody. The trip is now worthwhile.”
 
   Olivia shouted, “C’mon up. Tuesday’s here and I’ve got Victor’s.” Then to Tuesday, “What am I? Chopped liver?”
 
   Before Cody reached the kitchen, Tuesday whispered, “He’s still here? Hasn’t the boy heard of apartments that you can live in all by yourself?”
 
   Olivia shushed her before Cody strode in with a twelve-pack of bottled water. He dropped it at his feet and gave Tuesday a bear hug, pulling her out of her chair. 
 
   “My favorite clothes horse,” he said, staring at her hair. “Left over from St. Patrick’s Day? How many suitcases this time? Twenty? Thirty.”
 
   Tuesday put her hands on her hips feigning annoyance. “A girl’s gotta have her threads.”
 
   Cody grinned, “Yeah, but enough to dress the whole west coast?”
 
   Tuesday shook her finger at him. “Be prepared for emergencies, dear boy. One day you’ll thank me.” 
 
   She brushed away imaginary lint from his shoulder and turned his ball cap around to the front, riffling his blond curls. “So what is this, tee shirt and jeans set number two or three? You must have lots of room in your closet. Oh yeah, you don’t have a closet. You have a blow up mattress on your employer’s floor.”
 
   Cody allowed a grin to spread across his face. “That I do, Miss Tuesday. And all my clothes fit in my lunch box.”
 
   Tuesday sat down again and picked up fork. “Speaking of lunch or food or something like that, have you snapped up Carrie yet?” 
 
   The Salted Caramel’s employee of the century who lost her heart to Cody ages ago in a classic case of he’s just not that into you.
 
   Cody loaded the bottles of water into refrigerator and took one for himself. “Why do you people want to push me onto Carrie? We’re friends, but there’s no relationship thing going on. She treats me like I’m her big brother.”
 
   Tuesday curled her lip. “Have you had your eyes checked lately?”
 
   “Yes, I have. And trust me. We don’t have it going on for each other.”
 
   Olivia reached for another plate from her cupboard. “Don’t make me separate you two. By the way, Tues, sorry to tell you that Carrie is on a cruise with her grandmother. I don’t know if she’ll be back before you leave.”
 
   Tuesday threw up her hands in mock disgust. “Why did I even bother driving up?”
 
   “That’s what we all want to know,” Cody said, ducking when Tuesday swatted him with her napkin.
 
   Laughing, Olivia changed the subject. “Eggplant parm from Victor’s, Cody?”
 
   “Is the sky blue?” he said, unscrewing the cap on a bottle of mineral water.
 
    
 
   Since he’d been camping on Olivia’s floor downstairs in the showroom, Cody had kept Olivia’s refrigerator stocked. He replenished not only bottled water, but Olivia’s favorite cheeses, salmon steaks and take out salads from Paymoor’s. He’d also regularly tuck ribeyes and half gallons of rich ice cream in her freezer. While he ate some of the goodies himself, today notably the ice cream, Olivia had more food now than the three of them could eat in a week. She wouldn’t take payment for her floor space, so Cody had promised to keep her well fed. There was nothing she could do. She couldn’t take the food back, yet his generosity hadn’t worked off her guilt about not paying him enough. She promised him she’d remedy that if Marguerite Fredericks gave the big renovation job to her instead of Brooks Baker.
 
   Cody unfolded his napkin, looked at their two plates and said, “Slow down you two, wait for me,” then dug into the eggplant.
 
   Tuesday said, “If you’d come in from the playground when you’re called, there’d be seconds left.”
 
   Cody winked at her. “Yes, Mommy.”
 
   Olivia raised her hands, laughing. “Stop. Enough, you two. Haven’t I told you that you don’t share DNA? You don’t have to act like adolescent siblings.” 
 
   This was the best she’d felt all day.
 
   Tuesday said, “Then what would we do with ourselves?”
 
    Olivia turned serious. “Give me some TLC.” And out of the blue, tears came. Rivers of them suddenly coursed down her cheeks.
 
   Cody put his fork down. “Whoa. OMG? What? What’s happened? Did I say something?”
 
   Olivia hadn’t talked to Cody since she’d called goodbye into the showroom when she left for breakfast with Matt that morning. He was just waking up then. When he heard about the catastrophe at Xavier’s he’d texted, “What the fudge?” And she’d texted back. “Later.”
 
   Then he’d met friends for a beer after work. She filled him in and his reaction was the same as Tuesday’s. “No blinking way he thinks you did it.”
 
   Olivia kept dabbing at her eyes. The stress of the day had caught up with her and was coming out in watery sobs. “You should have seen her, Cody. I mean she dropped at my feet. It was awful. And then to have my name on the news and the Internet and that awful Arlo.”
 
   Before she could finish her sentence, Tuesday got up and hugged her.
 
   Cody said, “That Arlo? He’s a humungo piece of sleeze.”
 
   Olivia perked up. “What do you mean? I mean, yes he is, but why do you say that?”
 
   “The guys? They run the other way when they see him coming.” 
 
   He meant his friends, the other young men from working class families in nearby towns who had graduated high school with Cody but hadn’t found direction either, and were in jobs connected to the wealth in the town. Gardeners, handymen such as Cody, clerks in the luxury stores on Darling Boulevard. 
 
   “He gives you the creeps. Always asking if you want to go for a beer so he can drill you about the people you work for. Get some dirt for his blog. Who’s getting a divorce? Who’s sleeping around? Who’s in trouble with the Feds or the IRS? I swear, after I see him, I need to rub hand sanitizer over myself. You can’t let that creep get to you.”
 
   Olivia rubbed her eyes and blew her nose, not feeling a whole lot better. “But that creep has connections and a wide readership ready to believe anything he publishes.”
 
   Cody helped himself to more eggplant, his disgust with Arlo seeming to fuel his appetite.
 
   Olivia pushed her plate away and folded her arms on the table to move in closer to her assistant. “Cody, you must know something about the tech stuff. Can someone put messages on another person’s phone? You know, hack into them some way? I have to figure where those texts came from.”
 
   He wiped his mouth and drained his bottle of water. “Don’t ask me. I just use my phone to make beer dates.”
 
    
 
   Later, Olivia announced she was turning in early. “I’m a bushed baby.”
 
   Cody said, “Do you mind if I catch the news before I go downstairs?” 
 
   He usually watched his favorite programs on his computer after he set up his air mattress in the showroom each night, but, as an avid Giants, Sharks, Warrior and 49er fan, he liked live sports news. Olivia said he’d root for a tiddlywinks team if they set up a franchise in the Bay Area.
 
   “Have at it,” she said, waving over her shoulder. “See you in the morning.”
 
   Tuesday stayed in the living room with Cody while she waited for Olivia to brush her teeth and turn the bathroom over to her. Cody always took last place in the bathroom lottery. Olivia had seen his face bloom with embarrassment when he came out one evening, towel in hand, thinking she had gone to bed. She was hopping up and down desperate to get in. Despite his frequent teasing of Olivia, he would die rather than inconvenience her.
 
   A few minutes later, Tuesday screamed, “Holy liar, pants on fire. I don’t believe this.”
 
   Olivia came running into the living room with a mouthful of toothpaste. “Wha’?”
 
   Cody pointed to the TV. A scrawl reported that Jocelyn Payne’s husband had accused Olivia of murdering his wife and claimed to have pictures that proved it.
 
   Olivia sat down on the couch, toothbrush still in her mouth. A clip came on of the bereaved husband demanding action. He was older and more haggard than Olivia remembered, with none of the cool arrogance he had shown when she worked on his house.
 
   “I want justice for my wife! If the Darling Valley Police won’t arrest that woman because the Chief Detective is involved with her, I will have the FBI investigate. I won’t stop until that woman is brought to justice.”
 
   Tuesday said, “Is it just me, or did he have flames coming out of his ears?”
 
   The next clip showed Detective Johnson in front of the glass lobby of the police department. 
 
   “I want to assure the people of Darling Valley that the homicide division of your police department is doing everything in our power to find out how Mrs. Payne met her death. It is premature to accuse or implicate anyone at this time because we do not yet have all the facts. As soon as we have more information, we will let you know. And last, I can assure you that there is absolutely no conflict of interest in this case or favoritism on the part of our personnel. Thank you.”
 
   He refused reporters’ questions and went back inside. Matt was nowhere to be seen.
 
   Olivia took the toothbrush out of her mouth. “FBI?” she said, stunned. White foam drooled down the side of her chin.
 
   Next, a blond anchor in a sleeveless dress designed to show off her biceps ordered, “Don’t touch that dial. We have an exclusive for you. The photos from Ms. Granville’s phone.”
 
   Tuesday said, “Is there some law that says TV stations have to hire blond anchors?”
 
   The blond just continued anchoring. “You may recall that Mr. Payne’s son is the well-respected Dr. Arthur Payne, a scientist known for his work on antidotes for venomous bites that afflict people in third world countries. Dr. Payne has published papers on his work and has received grants to subsidize his important research.” 
 
   Both Tuesday and Cody came over and sat on either side of Olivia. She looked from one to the other, wordless for a moment until she said, “Let me rinse my mout’ out,” and rushed into the bathroom. 
 
   She came back wiping her face with a towel and pointed to the commercial flickering where minutes earlier CNN had flashed the image of the doctor. 
 
   “I don’t get it. The man is a big brain himself and he has a son whose IQ is off the charts. Yet he marries a woman who could only understand words of one syllable.”
 
   Tuesday sneered, “I saw pictures of the late Mrs. Payne. Trust me, sugar plum, he didn’t marry her for her ability to diagram a sentence.”
 
    The commercial ended and the anchor began to narrate the photos. There were three, each a bit blurred, but they clearly showed a man and woman embracing. Olivia did not have to look twice to recognize Matt with his arms around a woman who resembled Jocelyn Payne enough to back up her husband’s claim that Olivia killed his wife in a jealous rage.
 
   The news segued into the next program. The host of Meet The Perps asked accusingly, “Exactly who is Olivia M. Granville, OMG to her friends? What is her relationship to Detective Richards? What was his relationship to the deceased?” 
 
   The woman turned to a camera that pulled in for a close-up. She said slowly, dramatically, her eyes narrowing, “I dedicate my life to staying on this story until I find the answers you deserve.” 
 
   


 
   
Chapter Twelve: Gather ‘Round, Pardner
 
   “Is she talking about me?”
 
   After the TV host’s damning staccato attack, Olivia stared at the flat screen in shock. Then her cell phone rang in the kitchen. Recognizing Matt’s ringtone, she dashed to answer it. She slid onto a stool at the island, rocking a bit because the legs were uneven. 
 
   “Oh, Matt. I’m so glad it’s you,” she said, full of relief and seeming to forget they were hardly speaking.
 
   “Did you watch the news?” he asked, sounding as stunned as she was.
 
   “Yes. Tuesday, Cody and I watched it together. I’m in shock.”
 
   “I don’t blame you,” he said. “But Olivia, I was not involved with Jocelyn Payne. I swear to you. I don’t know how Mr. Payne got those photos. They are doctored. You have to believe me.”
 
   His words struck a nerve and Olivia maintained an icy silence for a few moments, as his betrayal of her rose to the surface. 
 
    “The way you believed me this afternoon?”
 
   “Olivia, I never said I didn’t believe you. I was just doing my job. You have to understand the position I was in. I had to treat you the way I would any other person of interest that I interview. This is serious business.”
 
   Olivia scoffed. “You’re telling me it’s serious business? Payne is threatening to go to the FBI.”
 
   Matt tried to placate her. “He doesn’t know what he’s talking about.”
 
   Olivia kept her voice low. Tuesday and Cody weren’t eavesdroppers, but only half a wall separated the living room from the kitchen. The open plan of the loft allowed voices to carry. 
 
   “Matt, he has enough money to buy the FBI. He has the best lawyers in the country telling him what to say. You know that. It wasn’t an idle threat. I’ve learned that much since I’ve lived in Darling Valley. When the moneyed men speak, you better listen. You have to make me understand those pictures.”
 
   “Olivia, I can’t explain them.” Matt sounded tired. On instinct, her heart went out to him. Her Matt. But she had to pull herself back. They were in very murky waters as far as their relationship was concerned. 
 
   He added, “The department is working 24/7 on this, especially now that I’ve been implicated. When you were down at the station I understood what you were going through. Of course I did, and I do even more tonight. We had no warning that this was coming out. I’ve been taken off the case and will probably lose my job over it if we don’t find out who is behind those pictures.”
 
   Olivia couldn’t completely remove the hardness from her voice. “And texts, I might add.”
 
   “Yes, of course.”
 
   “Now do you believe me, Matt?”
 
   “Olivia, I know you didn’t kill Jocelyn Payne. If they’d found you with a smoking gun in your hand standing over her body confessing to the murder, I still wouldn’t believe it. I can say that now that I’m off the case. I had to remain neutral this afternoon.”
 
   “Well,” she said frostily, “you did a very good job on that score.” She was surprised at the depth of the wound he had inflicted. She couldn’t let it go. 
 
   Matt was pleading with her. “Olivia, this has been a terrible day for you, for us. Why don’t you get some sleep and we’ll talk in the morning. Oh, just a minute. I’ve got a call coming in. It’s my lawyer.”
 
   “Your lawyer? That was fast.”
 
   He said, “You have representation, don’t you? You should.”
 
   Olivia could hear his phone buzz again. “Matt, before you go, do you know what killed Jocelyn? You said it wasn’t the fall.”
 
   “Wait, let me tell Hugh I’ll call him back.”
 
   In half a minute, Matt was back on the line. “What were we talking about? Oh yeah, cause of death. The husband has pull. They did an autopsy on an emergency basis this evening. Nothing conclusive yet. Might have been a heart attack.”
 
   Olivia almost dropped her phone. “How could she have had a heart attack? She was barely out of her teens.”
 
   “As I said, it’s preliminary. But the coroner said she reeked of alcohol so Xavier’s claim that she drank his champagne seems to hold up.”
 
   Confusion riddled her voice. “But Matt, if she had a heart attack, how could I have killed her? Or anyone else for that matter? What is Payne talking about? Does he know about the cause of death? I couldn’t have given her a coronary. Why is he saying I killed her?” 
 
   Matt said, “This is what I know. Fright could have stopped her heart. A number of substances could do it. We need to wait for the full report. Also, if she was brought into Xavier’s against her will and died while restrained in some way, doesn’t matter what she died of, the person who put her upstairs is responsible.”
 
   “And the police and Mr. Payne believe I am that person.”
 
   Matt’s voice became soft and vulnerable. “Listen, it’s late. We don’t have all the information. What’s important is that we support each other, be there for each other. I’m here for you. I always have been and I always will be.”
 
   Olivia couldn’t explain why, but she needed to steel herself against the well of strong feeling his words elicited, the love and care behind them that could break her down. She had to be strong, not walk into another trap, so she remained noncommittal. “Okay. Let’s talk in the morning” 
 
   She hung up and returned to the living room.
 
    
 
   Cody had switched the TV to an old time movie channel, a grainy black and white western. It was twilight somewhere in the rugged, old west with some cowboys sliding off their horses and mumbling to each other, hitching up their chaps and smacking their ten-gallon hats against their legs to rid them of trail dust. The head of the gang strode toward a campfire and said, “Gather ‘round, boys. We need to get up a posse and go after the Denver gang. We’ll head into the Badlands before dawn and catch them by surprise.”
 
    Cody turned off the volume while Olivia filled them in on Matt’s news, then he offered an opinion. “Matt’s not going to be much help to you.”
 
   Tuesday spoke out of the corner of her mouth. “Gather round, boys. We need to get up a posse and go after the Payne gang.”
 
   Olivia grabbed a throw cushion from her couch and hugged it to her chest, sinking into the down pillows behind her. She closed her eyes. “I wish. How can I make this go away?” 
 
   The news report had energized Tuesday and she leaned forward on the club chair, eager and excited. “We can figure this out, kidlets. Only a handful of people live in this town. How hard can it be to figure out which one of your neighbors is the perp?”
 
   Olivia and Cody caught each other’s eyes. “There she goes again,” Olivia said, grateful for an excuse to laugh. “About how big LA is and how Darling Valley has the population of the space station.”
 
   “Okay,” Tuesday smirked. “Prove me wrong. How thick is your phone book?”
 
   Cody said, “Phone book? What’s that? We only have the pony express in these parts.” 
 
   Tuesday slapped his arm then feigned admiration of his strong biceps before she got serious. “Unless this was the work of an outside agitator, let’s catalog the usual suspects. Number one possible bad boy, of course, is the husband. It’s always the spouse that the police go after first because usually one party gets sick and tired of the butt-scratching, soup-slurping habits of the other and says enough. Temporary insanity makes them forget the divorce court option, so they slip arsenic into their formerly beloved’s smoothie.”
 
   Olivia said, “Not in this case. He was at a conference in Southern California for several days before it happened. He only came home after Matt broke the news to him. Next suspect?”
 
    “And besides,” Cody added, “no way was Mr. Payne tired of his wife.
 
   Tuesday had her iPad out and was making notes. “How so?”
 
   “It just so happens that one of my buddies works at the golf club where Payne is a member. He’s in charge of the locker room. My buddy, not the rich dude.”
 
   Tuesday said, “Duh!”
 
   “So anyways, and I heard this a few weeks ago. My friend? He hears Payne and another guy talking. Also a club member. Payne is bragging about what a great wife he has, how beautiful Jocelyn is, bu-blah, bu-blah, bu-blah.” 
 
   Cody unlaced his running shoes while he described the scene, preparing to go down to his snug little air mattress tucked out of the way in Olivia’s forest of armoires and French secrétaires. 
 
   “His friend, if that’s what you could call him, is all of a sudden curious and asks some questions. ‘Did she ever live in Seattle?’ The husband says, yeah, she was born there. Why? And the guy says, ‘and you’re married to her? Really married? Not just shacking up?’ He kept asking him and saying, you’re married, really married? Like he didn’t believe him.”
 
   Olivia looked at Tuesday, puzzled. “What happened then?” 
 
   Cody continued without skipping a beat. “The husband says ‘yeah we’re really married. What’s it to you?’ Then the guy drops the bombshell.”
 
    Olivia and Tuesday were on the edge of their seats. “What? What? This better be good.”
 
   “The guy says, ‘I used to be married to her.’ Can you believe it?”
 
   As if on cue, Olivia and Tuesday shook their heads like bobble dolls. “So?” one of them said.
 
   “Wait until you hear this. Payne didn’t know that for a year he’d been teeing up with her ex.”
 
   Olivia’s jaw dropped. “And you know that how?”
 
   “Payne went ballistics according to my friend. Called the guy a liar and what have you.”
 
   Tuesday threw up her hands, perplexed. “Cody, I could kiss you if it wouldn’t be incestuous. You know how I love juicy gossip. But if you don’t mind my asking, what does that have to do with the said wife’s demise?”
 
   Cody continued. “Get this.”
 
   Olivia listened with eyes wide as saucers.
 
   “She’d had a short marriage to the first guy, so she didn’t get a boatload of money in the divorce. But the ex-husband felt sorry for her so he bought her a house, free and clear and gave her one of those black credit cards with like a gajillion dollar credit limit? She was supposed to use it for emergencies just until she got on her feet. She’d get cash out. Not much. A few thou here, a few thou there. But I guess it added up. Plus, the girl liked to shop. Still, he never said anything. He was glad to be rid of her. That’s what he told Payne. I don’t know what his problem with her was, but he was definitely tired of her.”
 
   Cody gave his two friends a big smile, as if he had discovered gold.
 
   Tuesday shrugged, disappointed. “That’s all you’ve got?”  
 
   Cody said in an injured tone, “So what more do you want? That’s a motive if I ever heard one.”
 
   Olivia shook her head. “Whose motive? Tuesday’s right. Husband number one could have just canceled the credit card if she was spending too much money. As far as husband number two is concerned, maybe he wouldn’t like it that she hadn’t told him about the previous marriage, but what does her financial arrangement have to do with Payne?”
 
   Cody slapped his head as if he were talking to Neanderthals. “Because the cash cow was supposed to go back to the barn if she remarried. She never told husband number one about husband number two. She sold the house, I guess the guy hadn’t put his name on it, and kept the money. And she was using the card all the time Payne was buying out Xavier’s for her. Stringing the guy along that she was single and needed financial support.”
 
   Olivia blurted out, “WHAT?”
 
   “That’s right. My friend heard the whole conversation while those two guys were getting dressed.”
 
   Tuesday said, “Oh, classic divorce move. Hiding a marriage to keep collecting alimony? It’s a contact sport in LA. Post-marital extortion they call it. I have a client whose husband’s ex-wife was collecting alimony from four different guys. Each of her settlement agreements stipulated that support ended upon remarriage. She conveniently forgot to mention her subsequent nuptials to her exes until my client happened upon a divorce notice in a small town newspaper. A public records thing. The wife thought, wait a minute. My husband is paying her alimony. How could she be getting divorced? The schemer got busted eventually. But Mr. Payne must have been furious. Jocelyn’s married to him and still living off another guy’s money.”
 
   Cody laughed. “Apparently, when Payne heard the whole story he thought it was hilarious. Called the guy out every which way from Sunday for being such a sucker.”
 
   The light finally went on for Olivia. “Cody, can you get this guy’s name from your friend? Cause I agree, there’s your motive. Basic crime-solving 101. What guy likes to look like a fool? There’s your murderer. He takes out Jocelyn as revenge for her soaking him like that, and breaks Payne’s heart big time. A twofer. Who’s laughing now?”
 
    
 
   Olivia decided to check her email one more time before she turned off her light. Her phone opened to the search page she had started in Matt’s office. She was staring at a list of accomplishments attributed to the younger Payne. 
 
   He’d graduated summa cum laude from his university and received a Ph.D. at the almost unheard of age of twenty-one. He went on to medical school and another Ph.D. before joining the faculty of a prestigious university. He left academia to start his own lab. 
 
   Then she came to his research on a drug, whose name was an alphabet soup that meant nothing to her. But to the thousands of people in rural areas around the world afflicted with snakebites each year, it promised to be nothing short of lifesaving.
 
   The page began a boring explanation of how the treatment worked on the body as Olivia drifted off with the phone in her hand.
 
   


 
   Part Two: Day Two
 
   


 
   
Chapter Thirteen: Damage Control
 
   Olivia woke to a deafening thunk-thunk-thunk. “Oh no, Tuesday,” she shouted, racing out of her room, “did you fall?”
 
   She arrived in the kitchen in a panic, expecting to see Tuesday flattened on the floor. She followed the thunking to the staircase and stopped in her tracks. 
 
   “Tuesday! What are you doing?”
 
   Her friend was huffing and puffing in bicycle shorts and a yellow jersey, a la Tour de France winners. Her cleated bike shoes were making the racket. “What does it look like? I’m like, duh, training for my century.”
 
   In her haste, Olivia had not grabbed her robe and she hugged herself against the morning chill seeping through her PJ’s. “On the stairs? At this hour? It’s not even seven a.m.”
 
   Gasping for breath, Tuesday wheezed, “I don’t have a bike here. I can’t get behind in my weekly mileage or I’ll lose all my training. I figure fifty laps should do it.”
 
   Now Cody appeared around the corner from the showroom and looked groggily up the stairs. “What’s up? Did somebody fall?”
 
   Olivia rubbed one cold foot against the other to warm it. “What century? What are you talking about?”
 
   “I told you. I’m training for a bike race to raise money for charity. A century. It’s a hundred miles.”
 
   Olivia reacted impatiently. “I know what a bike century is. I didn’t know you were doing one.”
 
   Tuesday had reached the top step, turned and hurried down to the bottom again. “But I told you. That’s why I colored my hair green. To motivate people to give me money for the cause. Subliminal advertising. Green? Greenbacks? Get it?”
 
   Cody rubbed the sleep from his eyes. “I’ll give you all my salary if you’ll just go back to bed. What time is it?”
 
   Tuesday huffed sarcastically on the uphill climb, “Thank you for your support, Cody.” 
 
   At the kitchen level once again, she checked her stopwatch, turned and thumped back down. 
 
   “Your. Salary. Wouldn’t. Buy. Me. Bum. Butter,” she said, breathless now, thunking a word on each step.
 
   “Beg pardon?” said Olivia.
 
   Tuesday slapped her rear end. “You know, to keep me from getting a rash in my delicate parts. Comes from sitting on that hard seat after a jillion miles or so.”
 
   Cody’s face registered disgust. “Did I need to know that?”
 
   Tuesday was slowing down, but still klomping loudly. Cody waved his arms trying to get her to stop. “Shhhhh. You’ll wake Queenie.” His nickname for Mrs. Harmon.
 
   Olivia shook her finger at him. “Cody, a little respect for my tenant. Your co-tenant. And she won’t hear. Her place has bomb-shelter soundproofing. However, you’ll wake up the rest of the neighborhood, Tues. Can’t you do this later? Like in the daytime?” 
 
   Cody scratched his head and ruffled his sun-streaked hair trying to come to life. “Aren’t you getting dizzy?”
 
   Tuesday sat down on a step. “Okay, you win. But if I don’t finish the race and have to pay back all of the donations I’ve raised, I’m coming after you.”
 
   Olivia said, “I give up. Do your thing. I’m awake now anyway. Cody, come on. Help me with breakfast.”
 
   But Cody had to take care of another chore first.
 
    
 
   By the time Tuesday finished her workout and the coffee was ready, Cody had tracked down the man’s name. Jocelyn’s first husband. Tobey Carverman. Cody poured himself a glass of orange juice, reporting to his partners in crimefighting that Carverman was a wunderkind in the technology world, where wunderkinds were a dime a dozen. He had invented a device that in itself was not that unusual. An emergency warning system for the elderly. But it had struck a chord with graying boomers as they pitched headlong into their last decades, fearful of pitching headlong onto a floor and breaking a hip. The boomers also falsely thought they could give it to their mothers and fathers to take all the worry out of caring for an aging parent. No warning system was that good.
 
   Cody finished off the juice, then continued the wunderkind’s story. The beeper Carverman designed was worn as jewelry. It was skillfully marketed on social media until it all but beat out yellow wristbands before Lance Armstrong fell from grace. Everyone had to have one. At age twenty-eight, Carverman had entered the rarefied club of twenty-something billionaires. 
 
    Olivia listened to Cody read the rest of the man’s Wikipedia bio. “I don’t get it,” she said. “This guy could have supported both of the Paynes and their extravagant lifestyle without it making a dent in his fortune. Why would he kill her?”
 
   Spooning sugar into his coffee mug, Cody said in all seriousness, “Obviously, you don’t know anything about the male ego.” 
 
   Olivia just stared at him. “Oh, really? Do you think I’ve been living in a convent?”
 
   Cody downed the coffee in two gulps, then wiped his mouth on the sleeve of his faded flannel shirt. Tuesday scowled, handing him a napkin. He gave her a look, as if he didn’t understand why he needed one.
 
    Nevertheless he swiped it across his mouth, saying, “I mean this isn’t about the money. It’s pride. It’s not even about her. Carverman may have as much money as Payne, maybe even more. But the old guy made him look bad, laughing at him. You don’t need a college degree to get that one.”
 
   Olivia knew his remark came from a sensitive spot. Cody had college plans, but hadn’t been able to figure out how to put them into action. Olivia often told him that with his attention to detail, one of the reasons she valued him, he would make a great contractor with a business degree under his belt.
 
   Tuesday had been quiet, mulling over Carverman’s history and absently unpacking her collection of herbal remedies from a makeup kit and arranging them on the counter by the blender. Then she came to life. “Okay, Cody, you busy today?”
 
   He crossed his eyes and waggled his head in Olivia’s direction. “Uh, yeah! Don’t you know who I work for? When am I not busy?”
 
   She turned to Olivia. “How about you, Ollie Mollie.”
 
   Olivia was at the stove stirring scrambled eggs into crisply fried cubes of pancetta before serving them on a platter with melon slices. “I have to do damage control with Charles and Marguerite Fredericks to convince them I’m not Homicide Hattie. Who knows what they think after last night’s art show.” She stirred faster, trying to get the image of the photos on cable news out of her head.
 
   Tuesday set a plate of toast she’d just made in the center of the table before sitting down. “Then I’ll have to take care of this myself.”
 
   Cody shoveled a forkful of eggs into his mouth. “Take care of what?” 
 
   She announced importantly, “I’m going to check out Mr. Carverman,” then she carefully picked out the pancetta bits from her eggs and spooned them onto Cody’s plate. 
 
   To Olivia she said, “I’m going vegan.” Then to Cody, “To see where he’s been the last few days.” 
 
   Olivia pointed to the addition to Cody’s breakfast. “I don’t know how to break this to you, but I don’t think eggs are on a vegan diet, much less the pepperoni pizza from last night.”
 
   Tuesday waived her fork until she had finished chewing. “It’s called non-purist vegan. I count animal protein points. It’s the best of both worlds and ironizes your liver and colon.”
 
   Cody said, “Arghhh. I’m eating, dude!”
 
   Tuesday ignored him. “Where do you think I’d find him?”
 
   Cody shrugged. “Ask your tea leaves,” and grinned when she slapped him on his shoulder.
 
    “That’s okay, boys and girls,” Tuesday answered, sneaking a cube of pancetta hidden in her eggs. “I have my car with me. I’ll tootle around town and find him.”  
 
   Cody thought of something. “Speaking of tootling, Tues, I have a bike at my folks’ house. I can bring it over if you want.”
 
   Tuesday fist pumped and gave him a high-five. “Whew,” he said. “We won’t have to get up with the birds tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   After breakfast Tuesday insisted on cleaning up. Olivia was tempted to turn on the TV to see the latest news but decided she couldn’t take another shock if someone had dropped another bombshell overnight. She went downstairs to her office in her pajamas and robe and checked her email. 
 
   A new missive from Awful Arlo greeted her. Attached was a copy of his latest blog post. She hit reply immediately, insisting he stop spamming her. Though she tried to resist reading it, after having a laugh on aslongasIcanstillbuyshoes.blogspot.com, her favorite shoe site, and checking out a sale by one of her favorite shoe designers--a look but don’t touch game she played to help her stick to her budget--she snuck back to Awful Arlo’s post.
 
   “To my Darling Valley dears,” it started.
 
   What trendy designer caught her main squeeze in the arms of a recently deceased socialite? Oh My Goodness. Who could that be? Let’s ask OMG. Just turn to your favorite cable outlet and see the face of jealousy gone wild. Could this woman have murdered a young, beautiful socialite in our own Darling Valley because her boyfriend preferred a younger woman? We don’t know what the grieving husband thinks about his wife’s seeming dalliance with a certain Detective McDreamy, but surely he wouldn’t call it a capital crime.
 
   Olivia closed her computer, too drained to even respond to Arlo. First of all, how did he know Tuesday referred to Matt as Detective McDreamy? And the story about Matt and Jocelyn? That was McNonsense. Had to be. She had asked him to believe her about the mysterious texts on her phone, so she decided that what was good for the goose was good for the gander. Or, vice versa. She would just try to put the matter out of her head and tend to business. Her real business. She checked the time. Both Charles and Marguerite would be up by now. She spoke into her phone, Call Charles Bacon.
 
   In a moment he came on the line. “How ya doin’ doll?”
 
   “Pretty darn good. I’ve just done a smack down on my phone,” she said, staring at it in triumph. She’d only recently figured out how to make the voice activation feature obey her commands. “But truly? I’ve been better Charles, if you want to know the truth.”
 
   “I can imagine.”
 
   He was calling her doll again and sounding cheery. Had he forgotten he thought she was a murderer?
 
   “Did you read Awful Arlo this morning?”
 
   “Oh, yeah.” 
 
   She doubted Charles had ever read the society columns in his past life as a transit worker in New Jersey, pre-lottery winnings. How life in Darling Valley had changed him.
 
   Olivia couldn’t hear any noises in the background. He must be alone. “I don’t know what to say except that I did not do this. I couldn’t have. And Matt is not guilty of playing around with that woman.”
 
   “Olivia, if you give me your word that this is a frame-up, that’s good enough for me. I was just following orders from Marguerite yesterday.”
 
   Olivia breathed a sigh of relief. “You have my word, Charles. Now if you don’t want me to work on your party because you think it will look bad, I understand. We can get Angela to fill in. You know she’d do a gorgeous job for you. But if you allow the plans to go forward, I will do everything possible to give you and Franny a party you will remember for the rest of your lives.”
 
   Charles’s grin came through the fiber optic line. “Franny said she wouldn’t marry me if I ditched you.”
 
   “Bless Francesca, but there’s still Marguerite. I have to respect her wishes. She’s throwing the party. If she doesn’t want to be associated with me, I’ll understand. I’m going to call her now.”
 
   “I’ll talk to Marguerite, Olivia.”
 
   “No, Charles. I need to handle this. I have to know she trusts me and is not just letting you twist her arm. I’ll let you know what she says.”
 
   “Okay, whatever you say, Olivia. But remember, if things go south for you, Marie here is a great little cook. I’ll have her bake a cake and stick a file in it.”
 
   Olivia laughed out loud and hung up, then wondered if he was serious.
 
    
 
   In a few minutes, Cody came bounding down the stairs, yelling, “OTA!” with Tuesday on his heels.
 
   Olivia closed her robe more tightly. Tuesday’s hair was wet and Cody, as usual, had dressed before he came up for breakfast, two signals that the bathroom was free. 
 
   “What are you talking about,” Olivia asked. “What’s OTA?”
 
   Cody came around her desk and held up his phone for her. “Over The Air technology. See here? My buddy sent me a link. You know me, I have a strong back and a weak mind, so I can’t tell you how they do it. But he said it’s the way cell phone companies get into your phone and perform service and stuff. Or something. I don’t know, but this dude told me he’s pretty sure somebody can get into your phone and send messages. Probably have to do some kind of hack, but a computer geek could figure it out.”
 
   Olivia read the link on his phone. It was mostly incomprehensible to her. Though she was completely wired with multiple computers, tablets, smart phones, Bluetooth and had built her own website, she didn’t understand deep technology like coding. 
 
   She looked up, not really understanding what she was reading but with appreciation all over her face. “I have to tell Matt about this. He’ll know what to do with the information. Go public with it. Let Detective Johnson handle it. Whatever. Thanks so much, Cody. You’re a doll.”
 
   Cody kicked his foot like a hayseed. “Aw shucks, ma’am.”
 
   Then she shooed Cody and Tuesday away. “Now scat. Let me get to work. I need to call Matt and Marguerite Fredericks. Then we have to figure out what’s up with those pictures.”
 
   Tuesday grabbed Cody by the ear and led him away. 
 
   Cody said, “Race you upstairs, Tuesday? First one to the top gets the left over pizza.”
 
   Tuesday got a head start and Olivia called up behind them. ”How old are you two? Twelve?”
 
    
 
   Olivia didn’t realize how stressful the past twenty-four hours had been until she felt tension flow out of her like a river. Oh, the relief of being able to prove how someone could hack her phone. The end to this nightmare was in sight. Somehow, Matt would figure out a way to track the cyber prints of the person responsible for this monstrous act. 
 
   She spoke into her phone again. Call Matt. It nailed his number correctly on the first try. Olivia took it as an omen that her troubles were over, a sign that she did indeed have control over her life. The phone rang several times, then went into voice mail.
 
   “Hi, sweetheart,” she said, her voice bright with excitement. “I have important news. I know how my phone got hacked. Call me. I love you. Call me right away. Don’t forget.” She was about to hang up, then said, “Love you,” again and disconnected the call.
 
   She was almost giddy with relief, concocting a makeup scenario where they would treat themselves to an outrageous dinner at Hugo’s and laugh about all of this. 
 
   Dear, dear Matt. This was a test of their relationship, that’s all. The universe somehow meddling in their lives to get them to prove their loyalty to each other. Well, she determined. They would pass this test. She heard a ping. It was an email from Matt. He must have sent it while she was leaving him the message. Happily, she opened it.
 
   There was no greeting, just a short paragraph.
 
   “On the advice of legal counsel I wish us to refrain from any contact with you until further notice. That includes face-to-face meetings, phone conversations, e-mails and texts. Thank you for your cooperation in this matter. If you need to contact me, please do so through my attorney, Hugh McQuillan, Esq.”
 
   A phone number and email for McQuillan followed, which Olivia could not decipher through her outrage.
 
   


 
   
Chapter Fourteen: Thanks But No Thanks
 
   Olivia had a few minutes to spare to give the rose garden next to the driveway a quick watering before she headed over to Darling Boulevard on an important errand. She didn’t have time for the deadheading right now that Mrs. Harmon had pointedly reminded her they needed. Maybe she could spend a few minutes with them before dinner, but this morning she just wanted to make sure her beauties didn’t get too parched.
 
   She had dressed to thumb her nose at the world today in new pink suede ballet flats she’d gotten on sale, a pink silk and cashmere blend twin set and her favorite tweed slacks. A good look in case she found herself in a photo op, she’d thought grimly, expecting the bloodsucking paparazzi to show up any minute. So stepping carefully to protect her threads, she picked up the hose. As she turned on the spigot, she heard Mrs. Harmon’s front door open behind her. 
 
   She turned to say good morning, noting that even at this early hour, just past eight-thirty, Mrs. Harmon was dressed for the day in an elegant coal gray cashmere pants suit that set off her trim figure, stunning silver hair and crystal earrings. The perfect outfit for a quick run to the recycling cans at the end of the driveway, which was where she seemed to be headed. She held Xavier’s plant at arms length accompanied by a look of distaste that made Olivia think she had not slept well.
 
   “Mrs. Harmon, I see you got your present. Do you want a little water for the jade tree?”
 
    “I certainly do not,” the woman said angrily, thrusting the plant at Olivia for emphasis. “I want this thing out of my house. Let the recyclers have it.”
 
   Olivia turned off the water and walked over to her tenant. “You mean you’re tossing it out? But why?” 
 
   Of course Olivia could put two and two together. Mrs. Harmon’s grudge against Xavier. This was her way of punishing him. 
 
   Indignant, Mrs. Harmon snapped, “It’s not your affair, Olivia. I can’t stand the sight of it.”
 
   Olivia wanted to say, it’s not the plant’s fault, but instead made an offer. “Would you mind if I took it? I’ll give it to the convalescent hospital. I’m going that way tomorrow. I’m sure they’d like to have it.”
 
   Mrs. Harmon set it on the ground. “Take it. Just don’t let me see it again.” 
 
   With that, she turned abruptly and went back into her apartment.
 
   Olivia picked up the plant, jogged to the back door and brought it into her office. The plant was quite large, part of its appeal Olivia thought, but there really was no place to put it in the small space, already crammed with bolts of fabric and bric-a-brac for the shop. Inspiration hit and she grabbed a restaurant flyer from her recycling pile and went into the showroom, dropping the flyer on a pietra dura table near the front windows and setting the plant on it. She’d find a better spot for it when she got back, but right now, Darling Boulevard was calling.
 
    
 
   It was close to nine and the town’s residents had started to spill onto the main thoroughfare, clogging Darling Boulevard with commuters heading for Highway 101 and their offices in San Francisco, moms ferrying kids to school in their SUVs, and shoppers looking to while away idle hours. Olivia navigated her truck slowly through the traffic until she came to the bank. She pulled into the only available parking space that would allow her fifteen minutes to complete her errand. 
 
   Inside the money store, as Tuesday called banks, she waited on line to make a deposit. She looked for her friend, Sonia Gutierrez, formerly head of the loan department and recently promoted to bank manager. Sonia was the real reason for her trip. Olivia needed a laugh this morning and some level-headed advice. In both departments, Sonia was her girl. 
 
   Usually Sonia was visible through the perpetually open door of her office or behind the teller cages checking on things. Paranoia began to creep into her veins as she started to imagine Sonia, after hearing the scandal about Olivia, hiding out in one of the conference rooms to avoid her. 
 
   No, she told herself, Sonia wouldn’t do that, but after the e-mail from Matt and her brief, angry call to his lawyer, she wasn’t sure. The line moved quickly and she deposited her few checks, payment for items she had shipped to out of state customers, people too wary of modern technology to use credit cards or PayPal. She accepted the receipt the teller slipped under the slot below the window and turned to go, walking into one of her neighbors. Literally. The two women bumped into each other while searching in their purses, heads down. 
 
   Alicia something. Olivia pressured her memory but couldn’t come up with the last name. What she did remember was that Alicia-without-a-last-name was particularly disapproving of Olivia. Her list of grievances included her opinion that Olivia’s aging truck was a blight on the neighborhood. “Can’t you at least keep it out of sight? You have a garage, after all.” 
 
   The memory of that exchange exploded in a flash of anger, which she quickly squelched. Not a good time for a nasty run in with a neighbor. Awful Arlo might be watching. Olivia mumbled hello. No matter how many designer purses and diamonds the woman sported, to Olivia they never made up for the hideous makeup and unruly hair that no cut or styling ever seemed to tame. But her neighbor always acted as though she had just stepped out from the pages of Vogue. Her haughty air was front and center as soon as she recognized Olivia. 
 
    “Surprised to see you out, Miss Granville. You must have a thick skin. With the publicity and all. I guess you’re not worried about being stoned by neighbors less tolerant of having a murderer in our midst than I am.”
 
   Olivia gave Alicia a plastic smile. “Tolerant are you? Don’t worry. I’m sure it will pass.”
 
   She hurried past the woman, deciding that from now on she was going to become a hermit to avoid any further public embarrassment. Fortunately, Paymoor’s delivered, so she wouldn’t starve. Halfway to the door she heard, “Olivia, hold on.” 
 
   The sound was music to her ears and she turned to the smiling face of Sonia, who waved her into her office.
 
    
 
   “Sit, my friend, sit,” ordered the banker. She closed her door and adjusted her ill-fitting suit, one of many Olivia had observed over the course of their friendship. “What rotten star were you born under to get this boatload of grief dumped on you?”
 
   Olivia relaxed while Sonia sipped on a cup of chicken broth. She guessed her friend was on one of her endless diets to lose her baby weight. Her boys were now ten and twelve. 
 
   “So you don’t believe the headlines, Sonia, or the local bloggers?”
 
   Sonia screwed up her face. “Are you kidding me? First of all, I don’t put any stock in what that scummy Dan Arlo has to say. Do you know he has had the nerve to come in here and ask me how much money some of our customers have in their accounts?”
 
   A nice, warm flush of satisfaction put a nasty grin on Olivia’s face. “You mean he is such a dim bulb that he thinks billionaires keep their money in a bank?”
 
   Sonia shook her head. “Some people’s children. I wouldn’t believe him if he said rain was wet.”
 
   The banker’s words and wicked smile were a balm to Olivia’s injured spirit, the medicine she’d come looking for. 
 
   “I know,” she agreed. “But Arlo’s the least of my worries. It’s the texts and pictures that are killing me. Where did they come from? I didn’t send the texts. And those pictures? Matt insists they were Photoshopped beyond recognition but can’t figure out how they popped up on the news. I’m wondering if there is a technology that will let someone get into your phone and send texts. You must be a whiz at all that. All the technology in a bank?”
 
   Sonia laughed. “Are you kidding me? Not everyone in my generation is a geek. Give me a page of numbers and a pencil and I’m in seventh heaven. But technology? The Internet? It’s a word some crooks invented to make our eyes glaze over while they pick our pockets.”
 
   Olivia howled. “You’re a gift from the gods, Sonia.”
 
   Sonia batted her eyes with false modesty. “I try.”
 
   “But seriously,” continued Olivia, “I have to find out who’s targeting me and why. This is trashing my relationship, my business is about to go down the tubes, and I’m tangled up with the police.” Her phone rang, but she let it go into voicemail.
 
   Sonia folded her hands on her desk and leaned forward, speaking in earnest now. 
 
   “Olivia. This is just between the two of us and if you ever mention my name in connection with it, I’ll deny it and put hair remover in your shampoo. But we have a customer,” she put her hand to the side of her mouth and whispered conspiratorially, “who shall remain nameless,” then resumed her normal voice, “and whom I overheard speaking to a repair guy we had in here one day. He described in very explicit terms an intimate encounter he’d had with the deceased.”
 
   Sonia kept her voice low but warmed to her story, brushing her bushy, dark hair out of her face. “The guys apparently were friends. I made sure they didn’t know I was eavesdropping. Of course, I never thought at the time that it could be important. I will never, ever tell you who the guy is. Customer confidentiality and all that. But if you were to go online and randomly search for someone’s name like, I don’t know, say Roger Phillips, for example?” 
 
   She rolled her eyes to look at the ceiling and said in faked innocence, “To pick a totally random name. Who knows? If you were to Google such a name, you might find something interesting.”
 
   It took Olivia a few beats, then she caught on. “Roger Phillips, huh?”
 
   Sonia said, “That’s Phillips with two L’s.”
 
    
 
   Olivia had her phone out before she’d left Sonia’s office and by the time she reached her truck, she’d found a website for R. Phillips & Co., Carpentry, located on one of the back streets behind Darling Boulevard. The low rent end, if such a thing existed in her town.
 
   “No,” she thought. “It’s too much of a cliché. The lady of the house entertaining the carpenter?” Though Olivia had to admit, from the photo he had posted wearing his R. Phillips & Co. tee shirt, snug jeans and carpenters’ belt slung low around his narrow hips, he was one nice piece of eye candy.
 
   Backing out of her parking space, she told her phone to call Tuesday. It went into voicemail, so she left a message. “Where are you girlfriend? We have some hammering and nailing to do.”


 
   
Chapter Fifteen: Lemons and Lemonade
 
    “Marguerite, let me in or I’ll tell everybody in northern California that you beat your help.”
 
   Olivia shouted her threat into the foyer as soon as the maid answered the door. She’d shown up unannounced after hearing the voicemail Marguerite Fredericks left while she was talking to Sonia.
 
   The maid tried unsuccessfully to shut the door on her, but Olivia wedged herself over the threshold and called out, “I know you’re here Marguerite. It’s your yoga day.”
 
    Marguerite came waltzing out of one of her many rooms into the ruckus between Olivia and the maid who was trying to shove her back outside. Marguerite literally waltzed down the hallway, apparently caught in the midst of alterations to a turquoise chiffon ball gown that set off her eyes and lush, dark hair. A seamstress with a measuring tape and mouthful of pins came running after her. Olivia assumed the frock was for the engagement party. Without even a hello, Marguerite dismissed the threat with a wave of her manicured and be-ringed hand. 
 
   “I slap my maids? Oh, for heaven’s sakes, Olivia. Everyone in town knows I’m mean as a junkyard dog. Is that all you’ve got?”
 
   Marguerite signaled the maid to stand down, a woman Olivia hadn’t seen before. The only member of Marguerite’s household staff who seemed to have lasted more than a month was her gardener, who completely ignored his employer’s threats. 
 
   “I know, I know. I’m fired again,” he’d said once when Olivia was in earshot working on the pool house. “What, you’re going to prune a thousand rosebushes yourself? Leave me alone so I can get back to work.”
 
    
 
   The maid stood guard, as if to defend her employer from the crazy woman glaring red-faced at her. “Seriously, Marguerite. You don’t think I killed that woman, do you?”
 
   Marguerite didn’t seem the least perturbed by Olivia’s visit. “Oh, all right. Come in as long as you’re here.”
 
   Marguerite nodded to the maid. “It’s okay, Anya,” and the woman closed the door. Marguerite crossed the hall and Olivia double-stepped to catch up with her. She stopped at a heavy oak door. “Wait in there. I’ll just be a minute.”
 
   Olivia entered a library typical of English manor houses with walls lined floor to ceiling with books.
 
   Marguerite returned quickly in a sleek aviator jumpsuit and over the thigh boots, an ensemble Olivia had seen in the window of Neiman’s the last time she was in San Francisco. Olivia stood without thinking, as though Marguerite were royalty. Her hostess took the wing chair with an expanse of first editions behind her that would make the curator of the New York Public Library envious. Olivia wondered if the woman ever made a move that did not scream power.
 
   “Coffee, Olivia?” Without waiting for an answer, Marguerite called out, “Anya? Coffee please? For two? And make it hot this time if it’s not too much trouble.”
 
   Olivia’s winced at the sarcasm, especially to a new employee. These days berating the staff could get you on the front pages of the tabloids, if not in court tangled up in a harassment lawsuit. Marguerite saw her look of surprise and all of a sudden they were talking about her hired help.
 
    “Olivia, Anya’s a keeper. She’s from Germany or Bavaria or someplace and cracks the whip. Told me I made too many crumbs yesterday morning when she cleared away the breakfast dishes. I doubled over laughing. But you know, this morning I was very careful when I nibbled on my toast.”
 
   Olivia nodded. “That’s why you like Yves. The gardener. He doesn’t take you seriously.”
 
   Marguerite drew her brows together. “Oh he takes me seriously, all right. But he’s French. He doesn’t kowtow. And they both know how I like things done. Fortunately for me, they are worse perfectionists than even I am. That’s called job security. Plus, they make me laugh at myself. And we can all use a dose of that, can’t we?” 
 
   Which was not the way Olivia felt at the moment. Able to laugh at herself. “Today I feel like I’ll never laugh again. But answer me; are you seriously going to take me off the party crew? Charles said it was up to you. Do you really believe I killed that woman?”
 
   Olivia observed how far their relationship had come if she could speak so openly to her client. Olivia had saved Marguerite’s bacon a while back by preventing her from making a bad investment, but before that she had walked on eggs around Marguerite Fredericks. Like most people did. The woman had a reputation for being formidable and those outside her hallowed circle turned themselves inside out to avoid her wrath. She and her husband had each acquired wealth through their own businesses and together they were a juggernaut in the financial community. 
 
   Marguerite looked askance and said, “Do I think you killed her? Of course I don’t. Not after seeing those photographs. Before, well I have to say, Art Payne was putting up a pretty good argument.”
 
   “Marguerite! What happened to innocent until proven guilty?”
 
   “Olivia, you have to be very careful of that man.” Marguerite shot an impatient glance at the library door. “Where’s the coffee? Is that woman growing the beans? What was I saying? Oh, yes. Art. Yes, be careful. Be VERY careful. His words have a very long reach. Like into the courts. But then when I saw the pictures I knew you couldn’t have done it.”
 
   Olivia wasn’t expecting that reaction. “Why? What did I miss in the photos?”
 
   “Olivia, you’re like me. If you saw a picture of Matt with another woman she wouldn’t be in danger of losing her life, he would.”
 
   Olivia had to laugh. Then she asked, “Well what do you make of the pictures?”
 
   Marguerite had an easy answer. “Dummied up. Olivia, I run a fashion company. I know what you can do with Photoshop and a few layers. Not that I think Matt is above cheating. If the stars are aligned correctly, any man will. But I do believe a married man discriminates.”
 
   “We’re not married,” Olivia reminded Marguerite.
 
   “You are for purposes of my example. Matt isn’t going to stray with a tramp like Jocelyn Payne.”
 
    “You, too? I keep hearing stories about Jocelyn and her men.”
 
   Finally, Anya came in with the coffee and two petit fours, no seconds Olivia noted, no doubt accounting for Marguerite’s slim figure. She set the silver tray down on the English butler’s tray table and left. (Olivia guessed the table was George III, c. 1700’s. She could get $3,000 for it easily.)
 
   Marguerite poured coffee for Olivia, but did not offer cream and sugar. Olivia accepted it black and, as her hostess did, ignored the pastry, not wanting to expose her sweet tooth to her highly disciplined client. 
 
   “And they are all true, Olivia. Jocelyn thought she kept her straying a secret, but people tell me things. Or they tell my gardener and he tells me. And Jocelyn made the mistake of dipping her toe into her own pool. One of her handymen liked to talk and bragged about it all over town. At least to the other workmen. Yves heard it from the horse’s mouth so to speak.”
 
   “You mean Roger Phillips?”
 
   Now it was Marguerite’s turn to gasp. “Him, too? Half the ladies on my boards would like Roger to straighten their shelves, if you know what I mean. But he’s supposed to be loyal to his wife. No kidding? Jocelyn got through to him?” 
 
   Olivia put her half-empty coffee cup back on the tray. “I don’t have proof, but I heard a rumor.”
 
   Without asking Olivia if she was finished with her coffee, Marguerite, finished with hers, called for Anya to remove the tray. Olivia was familiar with the woman’s need for order. When she completed something she moved along to the next thing. 
 
   Anya arrived instantly, as though hovering outside the door listening for Marguerite’s next order. She collected the tray silently, Marguerite saying, “Thank you, Anya. And we don’t want to be disturbed.” 
 
   As soon as the maid left the room, Marguerite said, “Well Jocelyn may have hooked a fish she couldn’t land with that one.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   Marguerite reached into the pocket of her jumpsuit and retrieved a bejeweled lipstick case. 
 
   “Roger’s wife is a tough bird,” she said, retouching her lips perfectly without a mirror. “She keeps our handsome carpenter joined at the hip. I don’t think he’s faithful to her out of love, so much as out of fear. I’m not saying he doesn’t worship the ground she walks on. Who am I to say? But from what I’ve heard, I don’t think she’s above pulling a Lorena Bobbit on him. She created quite a scene at the home of one of my friends where he was repairing some storm damage. The wife suspected he was nailing the maid, so to speak.
 
   “Turned out the maid preferred other maids to carpenters, so Mrs. Phillips was exposed as paranoid. But that didn’t stop her.”
 
   Olivia thought of something. Wives were wary of Jocelyn’s effect on their husbands. Jocelyn had seductive looks and used tricks with her eyes that made women butt into conversations she might be having with their husbands at a party. She’d witnessed it herself at the charity auction where she’d first met Jocelyn. At the end of the evening she gave the socialite her card, which led to the closet project. 
 
   Olivia drew in a loud breath. “Do you think she could have killed Jocelyn out of jealousy?”
 
   Marguerite waved her hands to slow Olivia down. “I’m not saying that. I don’t know her and I wouldn’t accuse anyone of murder without proof. But Roger is a hot property. Some of the silly women I know who can’t deal with menopause convince themselves that a fling with someone like Roger is the secret to eternal youth. A rich older woman can be quite enticing to a workman. I hear the girls talking, that’s all. I prefer facelifts. No lying and if I ever caught Richard playing in someone else’s yard, he’d never have anything to hold over me. Write that down. It’s the secret to a long marriage.”
 
   Olivia chuckled. “Facelifts.” But she mulled over what Marguerite had just revealed, not sure how it fit into Jocelyn Payne’s death. She responded to the last statement. “A long marriage? Right now I can’t see myself getting there. Matt refuses any contact with me. Conflict of interest.”
 
   “Good,” said Marguerite firmly. “I’m glad to hear it. I think you two should be separated until this is solved. Then you won’t trip over one another’s feet. Which is why I don’t think you should attach yourself to Charles’s party right now. That’s why I’m officially firing you. People remember things like this, that Charles Bacon had a friend plan his party who was accused of murder.”
 
   “I’ve only been accused in the press by Jocelyn’s husband. Oh, and in Awful Arlo’s posts.”
 
   Marguerite cautioned her. “Olivia, people hang onto the bad stuff. When Matt and his boys figure this out and find the real culprit, people won’t remember that you were exonerated unless you remind them you were a suspect. And a lot of people are of the where there’s smoke, there’s fire school of thought. So unless you have a big finish where you catch the bad guys, are mortally wounded in the last act and die in Matt’s arms saying, it’s all right, darling, as long as justice is done . . .”
 
   Olivia had to laugh at Marguerite’s impression of an ingénue throwing the back of her hand to her forehead in a death scene.
 
   “ . . . stay out of the limelight. You’re going to have to let the sands of time wash some of this stink away. Sorry for being so blunt. You’ve worked hard on the museum. Be patient. There will be lots of parties to plan for Charles over the years where the press won’t be hiding in the potted palms hoping to catch you doing something incriminating.”  
 
   Marguerite stood, ending the meeting. Olivia got up and followed her to the door. Before they reached the foyer, Marguerite lifted Olivia’s chin. “Come on now, princess. Remember what brother Mick always says.” 
 
   ‘I know. Something about not always getting what you want.”
 
   “Believe it or not, Olivia, it’s the story of my life. It’s how you deal with what you can have that matters, not moping over the disappointments.” 
 
   She flung her arms out to suggest all her possessions. “All this? It came from making lemonade out of lemons.”
 
   They reached the huge front door and Marguerite opened it, ending the pleasantries. “Olivia, it’s been real, but I have to change for my yoga session before I leave for a board meeting in the city.”
 
   “Of course. And I have a murderer to catch.”
 
   “That’s my girl.”
 
   “But don’t you want to peek out the window and make sure no one is spying so they can accuse you of consorting with criminals?”
 
   “Ha. I’d love a good libel suit. But they know better than to tangle with me.”
 
   “That awful Arlo.”
 
   “Olivia. My first rule of business. Don’t hate your enemies, use them. Now go, and let’s get on with the dance of life.”
 
    
 
   On her drive home, Olivia flipped on the radio. She searched the dial for some good music while taking in Marguerite’s admission that her success had not come easily. She must remember that, she told herself, when she found a station giving a bulletin on the autopsy results for Jocelyn Payne. As Matt had said, the report showed that she died of heart failure, many hours before the fall. 
 
   Someone else had been in Xavier’s that night with Jocelyn. Olivia was sure of it. Could her champagne have been laced with a poison that caused heart failure? But common poisons often left telltale signs on the body. Odors, blistering of the skin, discoloration and so forth, even before toxicology reports confirmed the presence of a lethal substance. But the coroner had said heart failure, not possible poison.
 
   


 
   
Chapter Sixteen: A Girl’s Best Friend
 
   Once home, Olivia ran up the stairs and called out to Tuesday, eager to tell her about the carpenter, Roger Phillips. No answer. She searched the loft, but Tuesday was not home. She tried her cell one more time, but it threw her into voicemail again. 
 
   At breakfast Tuesday had said she had to take care of some business. Olivia had a few urgent tasks of her own, so she settled down to wait for her friend in front of her laptop with a glass of iced coffee. She needed to take care of some client work, but couldn’t focus on decorating details. She was determined to find out who, exactly, had a motive to kill Jocelyn Payne.
 
   She opened up a new document in Word and started a list:
 
   SUSPECTS:
 
   She eliminated the husband. He was out of town with many witnesses confirming his alibi.
 
   Boyfriends? The list was growing. 
 
   This shouldn’t have surprised Olivia. She recalled her own reaction when she visited the late Mrs. Payne to present a bid for the closet project. After Olivia announced herself, the maid ushered her into an overstuffed living room and went searching for the lady of the house. Too much furniture in the room, Olivia had thought, all of it antique and oversized jammed into every corner of a very big room with no thought to style or design. Jocelyn was saying, we have a lot of money and this is what we can buy with it.
 
   But the real shocker came when Jocelyn came through French doors straight from the pool. She wore a skimpy bikini, no sandals or cover-up. Her thick blond hair danced around her shoulders, and her smoky-eye makeup was worthy of a Kardashian on the red carpet. She had a body by Chrysler. Jane Chrysler, a personal trainer who only took private clients. 
 
   Chrysler arrived for her appointments with an assortment of kettle bells, medicine balls, and stretch bands. For ninety minutes she delivered her brand of legalized torture composed of Pilates, yoga, weight training and a routine she developed during her days as a drill sergeant in the Army. 
 
   Olivia kept fit with thrice-weekly runs and regular evening sessions on the mini Pilates reformer in her bedroom. But when she used a coupon for a free session with Jane Chrysler, she cried uncle half way through the workout. Jocelyn informed her in due course that she started her day with Jane Chrysler, followed by one hundred laps in her pool. Olivia was more than impressed; she was in awe of Jocelyn’s commitment to fitness.
 
   In Olivia’s estimation, having been exposed to the finest sculpted shapes, male and female, that Los Angeles and Hollywood had to offer, Jocelyn possessed the most exquisite body she had ever seen. No wonder she had the reputation for swatting men away like flies. Except for her mega-wealthy husband, that is. How curious, she thought, Jocelyn’s husband bundled up in waterproof suits on his racing yacht, while his wife was wearing as little as possible at the pool.
 
   What surprised Olivia was Jocelyn’s flirty behavior with her as well. She acted like a woman with a barrel full of insecurities who believed her only bankable assets were her looks and sex appeal. Didn’t she know that batting her eyelashes only worked on men? Perhaps she was so used to stirring the pot with her curves and perfect bone structure that she couldn’t turn it off, keeping her eternally entangled with men.
 
   But even if all of Olivia’s amateur psychoanalysis was correct, how did that figure into Jocelyn’s death? 
 
   There were too many kinks in this case. A big one suddenly jumped out at her. If Jocelyn indeed had company on the night she died, and one of the parties had figured out how to get into the safe and drape the deceased with more than a million dollars in jewels, why did the killer leave them there? Why not take the diamonds? 
 
   Xavier’s safes were state of the art. Cracking them must have taken a lot of work. Why, if the motive wasn’t robbery? The obvious answer was that the diamonds were a message. But what was being communicated? 
 
   A buzzer went off in the mystery-solving center of her brain. She remembered Xavier’s reaction to seeing the dead body covered in his jewels. He had run to the back of the shop screaming something. What was it? She thought hard and it came to her. The De Beers. Olivia hadn’t paid attention at the time because of all the confusion. Now she wondered what that meant. All she knew about De Beers was that they sold diamonds. A diamond is forever, according to their old ads showing gorgeous men giving gorgeous women the company’s trademark glittering gems. 
 
   Her mind was wandering now. How was Xavier connected to De Beers? Wouldn’t they be a competitor? The only jewelry names she knew anything about were the ones celebrities wore on the red carpet. Winston, Cartier and Tiffany, for instance. Fred Leighton, jeweler to the stars. She decided to drill a little deeper.
 
   The name De Beers activated millions of hits when she typed it into her browser. She learned that De Beers was the name of two Afrikaner brothers who had owned a farm in South Africa in the mid-1800’s. Up until that time rubies and sapphires were the glamour gems of choice for nabobs all over the world, more rare and valuable than today’s favored ice. The prestige of the diamond engagement ring was still half a century or more away. India and Brazil produced almost all the world’s diamonds back then. India, in true locavore fashion, kept their diamonds for themselves for the most part and the pleasure of their maharajas. Some of India’s famous stones were ancient, said the report. The Koh-I-Noor, now residing in England’s Royal Crown, was speculated by some overeager storytellers to be 5,000 years old, though the earliest text mentioning the stunner only went back 800 years. 
 
   She came across the name of the richest man believed ever to have lived. Mansa Musa, emperor of prosperous East African Mali, was worth a reputed 400 billion dollars at the time of his death in 1300 or so. Olivia ran out of zeros trying to calculate what that would be worth today. She couldn’t tell if he counted any of his wealth in diamonds, but knew modern Mali, now one of the poorest of countries, could certainly use a billion or two of his treasury. The history of this King of Kings, as he was called, put the puffed up bills of Billionaire Hollow, aka Darling Valley, to shame. Olivia knew several double-digit bills lived in Darling Valley, Arthur Payne, for one, but did not believe she could claim any triple digit billionaires as neighbors.
 
    
 
   She got her head back to diamonds, and the day that changed history. A huge diamond was found on the De Beers brothers’ property that would end India’s monopoly on precious stones. It wasn’t the first diamond ever found in Africa, nor the largest, those would appear soon enough, but the discovery set off a fevered diamond rush that continues today and put South Africa’s Kimberly mines on the map. 
 
   Like James Marshal and John Sutter who discovered gold in California roughly about the same time, it was the prospectors who came later that sniffed out quick riches and reaped the huge fortunes. In the case of the De Beers, the scoundrel Cecil Rhodes and his best buds swooped in to rape and pillage, perhaps not literally but effectively, the two most valuable resources of the country. Abundant cheap labor and endless veins of high quality diamonds. 
 
   The De Beer brothers sold their claim for a mess of porridge, which in today’s currency wouldn’t even allow them to buy one of the diamond trinkets still mined on their former land and found on the ring finger of women worldwide.
 
   Rhodes and his brethren did the brothers the courtesy of keeping the De Beers name, but sewed up the mining rights in a thrice. Marketing geniuses, they created the De Beers cartel, which controls the world’s diamond industry to this day. Even Tiffany acquires their famous solitaires from De Beers.
 
   The farmers’ land yielded so many diamond carats, carat being the weight of precious stones, that the new owners realized they had to turn some clever tricks if they wanted to make any money. 
 
   Relatively few diamonds are of a size, purity and color to earn the label, rare. Fewer still are called fancy, the highly prized colored diamonds, such as yellow and pink. The total weight of all precious stones comprises an infinitesimal portion of the earth’s surface. In that sense diamonds are rare. But of all the precious stones, rubies, emeralds, sapphires and the like, diamonds are the most common. Not as widespread as sand on the shore, but today diamonds are found all over the world and under the seas. 
 
   De Beers realized that if all the diamonds they mined were dumped on the market at once, they would not be worthless, exactly. But they might command a few dollars a carat, give or take a hundred, rather than the many thousands De Beers intended to charge their customers. What were they to do with their enormous cache? Simple. Mother Nature may have created diamonds out of carbon, heat, time and millions of pounds of pressure per square inch. But De Beers made them rare. 
 
   Unlike rubies, emeralds and sapphires, diamonds aren’t rare because so few of them exist; they are rare because De Beers never allows very many of them to reach the marketplace. They began stockpiling their enormous cache of diamonds and dribble them to wholesalers in Antwerp and other diamond buying centers in such small quantities that even today dealers clamor for them, paying whatever De Beers asks, love struck boys paying even more down the line to win the hearts of their beloveds. 
 
   Not only did the De Beers cartel start out by carefully controlling supply, which in turn created a feverish demand, but they devised a marketing campaign that equated diamonds with love. 
 
   A suitor might get the girl’s attention with his excellent gene pool, looks, wallet and wit, but he was sent packing if he couldn’t seal the deal with a nice, sparkly rock for her ring finger. After all, why was it called a ring finger? To hold a nice sparkly rock by De Beers. After all, as De Beers famously said, a diamond is forever.
 
   Olivia thought of her grandmother’s engagement ring, now resting in her safe deposit box in Sonia’s bank. Her grandfather had De Beers to thank for the extra two years it took him to save up the money for the ring before he could ask for his beloved’s hand.
 
    
 
    Some of this history Olivia knew, some she didn’t. All of it resonated with the memory of Coroner Ritter’s scorn for diamonds. She realized now, the cranky man knew his lapidary history. Olivia’s research explained why Xavier did so well with his gems. But it didn’t explain why he had cried, The De Beers after the discovery of Jocelyn Payne’s jewel-strewn body. He had made it sound as though De Beers were a thing, not a company.
 
    Olivia was about to close her laptop when she noticed another entry. World’s Biggest Diamonds. Out of curiosity, after all, she liked diamonds as well as any red-blooded female, she clicked on the link. On the new page she discovered that The De Beers was actually a very large, yellow diamond discovered in the late 1800’s in one of the De Beers Kimberly mines. 
 
   Eventually a powerful Indian prince, the Maharaja of Patiala, a state in what is now the Punjab purchased it. He commissioned Cartier to design a gi-normous necklace for him to wear on ceremonial occasions, with the exquisite stone as the centerpiece. Olivia studied a 1928 portrait of the prince adorned with his treasure, possibly the most valuable piece of jewelry ever created. More than 2,700 lesser diamonds and rubies surrounded the De Beers showpiece.
 
    “Hmm,” Olivia mused. The most valuable necklace ever created comes from Punjab, Matt’s ancestral home. Was big jewelry important to him? That could be fun. She’d have to ask him about that. If she ever spoke to him again.
 
   He had never mentioned the Maharaja of Patiala. Apparently the monarch was quite powerful in India and Europe in the early twentieth century. The necklace created by Cartier disappeared after India’s convulsions following its independence in 1947. Bizarrely, it was found in a second hand jewelry store in London decades later, missing the massive De Beers stone and many of its siblings. Cartier had tried to recreate the necklace with synthetic diamonds but with limited success. Yet, Olivia learned that, befitting a rock star, the downgraded necklace occasionally went on world tours to museums and galleries.
 
   Conflicting stories claimed the centerpiece 200-plus carat stone had reappeared and was bought at auction by an anonymous buyer in the nineties. Other reports suggested the De Beers stone had never been found. 
 
   As Olivia continued reading, she learned about the jewels of India, the largest, most sumptuous collections containing gems mined in India and Columbia before the discovery of South Africa’s riches. The jewels of Nizam Hyderabad in particular captured her attention. Once owned by the richest and possibly most eccentric man of his time, the Osman Ali Khan, he kept a diamond the size of an ostrich egg on his desk as a paperweight and hummed I’m forever blowing bubbles as he cavorted around his palaces with his hundred or so wives and mistresses. His treasures were looted during the 1947 wars and much of his collection was sold on the streets for pennies, many important stones disappearing forever.
 
    
 
   All this was interesting, but it didn’t help Olivia understand what, if anything, the De Beers diamond had to do with Xavier and Jocelyn. Rather than wrack her brain trying to figure that one out, she called the one man who would know. 
 
   Xavier exploded when she detailed the reason for the call. “What do you mean, I shouted De Beers? I never said any such thing.”
 
   Olivia dropped her head in her hand. “Xavier, please don’t do this to me. Either I heard you or I am seriously losing brain cells at an alarming rate.”
 
   “My dear friend,” the jeweler said, barely concealing his irritation. “That was a very traumatic experience for all of us. I may have wandered around the shop in a fog just trying to get away from the body. But speak about De Beers? Why would I? I’m small potatoes. Trust me, Olivia. De Beers may take Lawrence Graff’s calls, but not mine. You’re mistaken.”
 
   Olivia was at a loss, so she gave in. “You must be right. I’m sorry I bothered you, Xavier. Take care.” 
 
   “You, too, senora.”
 
   Olivia said a few bad words after she hung up and flung the phone across her desk.
 
   “Xavier,” she cried to the ceiling. “Why are you doing this to me? I heard you say the De Beers.”
 
   Couldn’t just one part of this mess turn out to have an easy answer?”
 
   She was greeted with dead silence. Apparently not. 
 
   


 
   
Chapter Seventeen: One Good Turn
 
   After an hour at the computer pondering the history of the world’s vast wealth, Olivia needed to stretch her back. Like her roses, she had been neglecting her beloved antiques in the showroom.
 
   Since Tuesday was still not returning her calls, she retrieved a feather duster out of the bottom drawer of a partners’ desk she’d recently acquired and began flicking it over the various upholstered chairs, lamps, tables, armoires and library steps displayed around the showroom. She was lost in thought about why Awful Arlo was targeting her when once again she heard the tinkle of her front door bell. She tucked the duster out of sight and greeted her customers, a couple she pegged as tourists. 
 
   The woman was dressed in a suburban soccer mom uniform, unflattering jeans, running shoes and a sweatshirt hoodie emblazoned with a high school insignia. Olivia never hovered over customers so she just smiled and said, “Let me know if you have any questions.”  
 
   The woman smiled back, the sun coming through the window lighting up her home dyed, maroon hair. “You’ve got the cutest things here.”
 
   Olivia doubted she could afford her prices, but she loved talking about her antiques whether or not someone was buying. “Thank you. Can I show you something in particular? I just received some new pieces from France. I’m trying to decide where to place them.”
 
   Something caught the woman’s eye. “Oh, honey,” she said to her husband who wandered behind her, “don’t you love that settee? Wouldn’t that look great in the den?”
 
   Boys, Olivia guessed, two of them still sharing bunk beds. 
 
   The husband shook his head. “Maybe for about an hour until the twins come in from baseball practice and plop down without changing their clothes. You know how they do.”
 
   Olivia smiled. She had guessed right, that the woman was sacrificing some nice furnishings in the service of giving her boys all she could. She made another guess that the grandparents had the kids while the parents enjoyed a quick getaway. Perhaps with all the focus on raising twins, things had gone a little stale between them. A few days alone could put some spice back in their marriage. Especially if they were staying at one of the local B&B’s that featured mini-hot tubs in the room and turn-down service that included candles and fragrant body oil on the night table instead of the usual stale chocolates on the pillow.
 
   It was a life Olivia could not imagine living, at least now right now. But she felt a twinge of longing for the life she imagined the woman led, the companionship with her husband, the involvement with her boys, the satisfaction of family no matter how modest the home or how infrequent the romantic gesture.
 
   “Miss?”
 
   “Yes,” Olivia said coming out of her reverie.
 
   “I just love these candlesticks. Look, honey. Wouldn’t they be great on the mantel? If we paint this year I’d take a color from the lady’s dress. How much are they?”
 
   Olivia realized she was about to break the woman’s heart. She picked up one of the ornate nineteenth century candelabras and explained the provenance of the flowery, dancing pastel pair. 
 
   “They come from Germany. Lovely example of Meissen porcelain. They are in the galant style, the gentleman accompanying the lady. They are so lifelike you almost expect them to start dancing the minuet. The swag on the pedestal is hand painted. The candelabra would have adorned the sideboard in a nobleman’s dining room I imagine. They each hold five candles, which of course was the way they lighted their castles in those days.”
 
   Olivia placed the piece back on the table. She let the woman check the price, suck in a breath and drop the tag as though it had teeth. She smiled at Olivia “We’re just looking today.”
 
   Honey came over, and she whispered in his ear. 
 
   He blurted out, “You got to be kidding me. Six thousand bucks for candlesticks? I could wire the whole house for what these cost.”
 
   “But look how old they are, honey.” The woman smiled apologetically at Olivia.
 
   Honey rolled his eyes and sneered, “I’ve got some old candlesticks in the garage. Chianti wine bottles in baskets. They were my folks from when they were in college. You want a color? Pick out one from the melted wax.”
 
   Olivia smoothed things over. “I don’t blame you. There’s a lot of sticker shock in here. But that’s what the Darling Valley residents want.” She shrugged her shoulders as if to say, it’s out of my control.
 
   Because Olivia didn’t challenge him, the man could relax. “What can ya do?” he said agreeably.
 
   The woman warmed to Olivia after that. “We can’t stay long, but do you mind if we look around?” 
 
   “Of course not. Make yourself at home. Browse all you want. I’m just puttering here.” 
 
   She retrieved her duster and made herself scarce to give the couple some privacy, allow them to fantasize about furnishing the house of their dreams, if their dreams ever came true.
 
   In a few minutes they called goodbye and Olivia walked over to thank them for coming in. 
 
   On the way out the door, the woman said, “Honey, look at this. Wouldn’t it look beautiful in the dining room on the hutch?” She had stopped at the round Italian table, but was pointing to Xavier’s plant.
 
   “What is it?” he asked.
 
   “It’s called a jade plant. Marlene has one, and I just die for it every time I see it.”
 
   Olivia picked up Xavier’s rejected plant and handed it to the woman. “Here, it’s yours. I was going to donate it to the local convalescent hospital, but I think you’ll give it a good home.”
 
   “You’re kidding?” the woman said, overcome at the gift.
 
   “No, really. You’d be doing me a favor. It’s a long story, but the owner was throwing it out. I said I’d dispose of it for her. Really. I’d like you to have it as a memento of your visit to Darling Valley. It will last forever you know.”
 
   The woman beamed. “Oh, but this must have cost a fortune. This pot alone. I just love it.” Honey looked suspicious, as if there might be a hook.
 
   Olivia smiled graciously. “Then you must have it. It would make me happy to know it will be appreciated. Where are you from?”
 
   After the nastiness she had been uncovering in Darling Valley the last twenty-four hours, Olivia was pleased to see the delight on the woman’s face. 
 
   “San Bruno?” she said, stating it as a question. “On the Peninsula? We just came up here for the night while the grandparents take the boys.”
 
   Olivia smiled to herself again. Some people just seem to telegraph their lives.
 
   The woman stuck out her hand. “I’m Bonnie and this is Ron. He does electrical work, his own business. I’m just a stay at home mom, though.”
 
   Olivia returned the handshakes, giving them her name, always glad when people came into the shop and brought sunshine with them, even if they didn’t pull out a credit card. 
 
   “Nothing ‘just’ about that. Most important job on the planet, Bonnie, being a mom.”
 
   Bonnie seemed to blush. “I think so, but you know, women have such great jobs these days.”
 
   “Yeah, and a lot of the ones I know would trade them to stay home with their kids.” She thought of Sonia, the banker.
 
   Bonnie tucked the plant in the crook of her arm and smiled up at her crew cut, apple-cheeked husband, probably her sweetheart since high school. “That was Ron’s priority when the boys came along. That I should be with them growing up. But I think when they go off to college it’s going to be my time. I was a dental hygienist before we got married. I miss the contact with the public.”
 
   Olivia could imagine Bonnie’s sunny disposition easing the fears of patients with dental anxiety. “And I’m sure they miss you, Bonnie.”  
 
   Olivia could tell Ron was getting antsy to leave. She shook his hand and held the door for them as they left. “The next time you’re in Darling Valley, please come in and tell me how the jade plant is doing.”
 
   “Oh, I’ll take good care of it, Olivia, you can bet on that.”
 
   After they left, she put the Closed sign on the front door to discourage any more drop-ins for now. She resumed her dusting, knowing she would never see Bonnie and Ron again, but so glad they came in to take her mind off murder and mayhem for a few minutes.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
Chapter Eighteen: Tour de Darling Valley
 
   After finishing her housekeeping chores, Olivia stuck her duster back into its drawer and returned to her computer. After a while, she heard a car in the driveway but couldn’t tell whose it was. Charles? Usually he called first. 
 
   She stretched out the knots in her back before heading into the backyard. She found Tuesday, in cycling shorts and jersey, unloading a bike from a van with the help of a thirty-something man Olivia didn’t know. Except for Olivia’s friends, Tuesday didn’t know anyone in Darling Valley. Judging from the guy’s arm around her shoulder and the tight squeeze he gave her as Olivia greeted them, they seemed to have bonded rather quickly. 
 
   Tuesday leaned her bike against the side of the house, her helmet and biking gloves under her arm. “Ollie,” she said with a glowing smile, “may I present Tobey Carverman.
 
   Olivia smiled back. From the exaggerated smile Tuesday flashed at her, she knew she was supposed to make some connection with the name. 
 
   Pulling out all the dramatic stops, Tuesday held her heart and gushed, “He totally saved my life.” Tuesday held up her knee to show Olivia a bandage that did not quite cover a large scrape.
 
   Suddenly a light bulb went off. Tobey Carverman. Jocelyn’s first husband. They’d been talking about him that morning. But what he doing here and how did Tuesday know him? 
 
    Tuesday chattered on. “I’d be dead by now if it weren’t for Tobey.” 
 
   She leaned her head on Tobey’s shoulder to emphasize her gratitude, her green hair clashing with his orange cycling jersey.
 
   To find out what this was all about, Olivia invited them upstairs.
 
   Laughing like old friends, Tuesday and Tobey headed for the living room couch. Olivia made a beeline for the kitchen to pour three glasses of ice tea and pass them around on a tray with apologies. 
 
   “We’re at that awkward time. Between breakfast and lunch. If I’d known you were coming I’d have picked up something yummy from The Salted Caramel.”
 
   Tobey brushed away her concerns. “A cold drink hits the spot.”
 
    Oddly, Olivia felt a bit uneasy in her own living room. While she was used to her mega wealthy clients visiting her showroom downstairs, where the focus was on selling and buying her very expensive antiques, she never entertained them upstairs. Suddenly her loft seemed a bit rough around the edges. While the loft was stylish, more shabby chic than Architectural Digest, though, she didn’t use her inventory to decorate her own home. She couldn’t afford her treasures. Plus, she needed them on display downstairs to recoup her investment in them. Her conversation with Matt came back to her, about people paying a high price for their wealth. She wondered if Tobey Carverman fell into that category. She was annoyed with herself for caring what he thought of her home.
 
   She settled in her favorite club chair and observed Tuesday and her guest on the couch. They made a chummy pair, she thought, with his arm draped casually over her shoulder.
 
   “So,” she said. “Cody brought over his bike?”
 
   When Tuesday nodded she asked, “How do you two know each other?”
 
   Tobey volunteered the answer. “She just saved my life.”
 
   “Oh, Tobey,” Tuesday said, a flirty lilt in her voice. “I wouldn’t go that far.”
 
   “No, no,” Carverman said. “A real hero, this one.”
 
   Olivia pointed to Tuesday’s knee. “But I thought it was the other way around? Her wound and all. What did our girl do?”
 
   There was something of Brooks Baker in Tobey’s confident air, as though he owned the room, not Olivia. Though he didn’t have Brooks’s arrogance. She tried to put Brooks out of her mind as she listened to his story.
 
   “I was biking down the back road that connects to Mt. Tam.” Mt. Tamalpais. The highest mountain in Marin County.
 
   Tuesday gave the color commentary. “He does a century at the drop of a hat, if you can believe that. Talk about Superman.”
 
   He tugged on Tuesday’s hair. “Listen, kiddo, you’ll get there. Your training’s coming along.”
 
   Olivia smiled, but inwardly she thought he was patronizing Tuesday. She felt a growing dislike of Toby Carverman. She tried to imagine him as Jocelyn Payne’s murderer.
 
   “Anyway,” he said, grinning as though he believed Olivia was charmed with his performance, “I hear Tuesday coming around the curve behind me and she skids to avoid my bike. A total wipeout. I helped her up, of course. When I saw her knee I felt sick. Fortunately, I had a bandage in my pack and we got her fixed up.”
 
   Tuesday pointed to her knee again for emphasis while Tobey continued. “But when I hopped back on my bike, I had a flat tire. She insisted on changing it for me to say thanks. And it was a good thing, too, because it was a huge puncture and I was fresh out of patches that size.”
 
   In a sigh worthy of a soap opera death scene, Tuesday said, “But I had one in my kit,” then pasted the back of her hand to her forehead, “and though near death from loss of blood, I fixed his tire.”
 
   Tobey howled. “But no kidding, she was limping around after that. We were near my house and I insisted on getting my van and driving her home. So here we are, bursting in on you unannounced. But I won’t hold you up, Olivia. I’m sure you’re busy.”
 
   Tuesday gave Olivia the evil eye and she got the message. “Oh, you’re not bothering me. I was just taking a break from my desk, as a matter of fact. Please. Relax, another ice tea? You cyclists need to stay hydrated.”
 
   Tuesday mouthed thank you as Tobey said, “If you’re sure.” 
 
   He crossed his foot over his knee and leaned back to burrow into the down sofa. “You know, your name rings a bell, Olivia. Have we met? I haven’t lived in Darling Valley long, but it’s a small town and I wonder if our paths have crossed.”
 
   “Oh, I don’t think we’ve met, Tobey, but unfortunately you might have heard my name in the past few days. I’ve been in the local news.”
 
   Tuesday jumped in. “There was a terrible murder at Xavier’s Gems. He’s a client of Olivia’s and some jerk is trying to pin the caper on her.”
 
   Tobey snapped his fingers. “That’s it.”
 
   Tuesday asked innocently, “Are you familiar with the case?”
 
   Tobey became thoughtful. “Actually, I am.”
 
   Olivia and Tuesday sat forward expecting him to reveal something that would tie him to Jocelyn’s death. 
 
   “Art Payne and I hit a few golf balls now and then. Plus, I’ve invested in one of his companies. Nothing big, but enough for us to become somewhere between mere acquaintances and actual friends.”
 
   Tuesday disguised her disappointment and gushed, “Olivia, can you believe that coincidence? What are the chances of me running into a friend of the deceased’s husband when I don’t even live here?”
 
   The subterfuge was making Olivia uneasy. She couldn’t figure out why Tuesday brought him home. Maybe she needed a ride, but why were they so chummy? Did she think he would confess to the murder in her living room?
 
   She stopped ruminating. “It’s actually very upsetting for me as you can imagine. I mean, I had nothing to do with that incident and somehow I’ve been drawn into it.”
 
   Tobey took a swig of his tea and considered his shoe for a moment. “It’s bizarre, isn’t it? That she died in a jewelry store. I’d think the police would be looking at the owner of the shop. How did she get in there?”
 
   Tuesday slapped his knee for emphasis. “They would be looking at a lot of people if that creep, Awful Arlo, didn’t write terrible stories about Olivia and post phony pictures and texts.”
 
   Tobey cocked an ear. “Awful Arlo? I don’t believe I know that name.”
 
   “Dan Arlo,” Olivia corrected. “Awful is my name for him.”
 
   Tobey nodded, understanding.
 
   “So,” Tuesday asked innocently, “are you close to Mr. Payne?”
 
   Tobey considered her question. “I wouldn’t say close. We know each other. We return one another’s calls and show up at some of the same parties. But we don’t do dinner or anything like that.”
 
   He set his glass on the coffee table, then he and Tuesday spoke at the same time. She asked,“So did you know his wife,” just as he was saying, “I’ve got to go. Really nice meeting you Olivia. Tuesday, keep me posted on that knee. I gave you my card, right? Call if you need anything.”
 
   He stood up, ignoring Tuesday’s question and shook Olivia’s hand. He gave Tuesday a hug and was down the stairs and out the back door before Tuesday could say, “Call me.”
 
    
 
   Olivia picked up his glass and headed for the kitchen. “Are you going to tell me what that was all about or do I have to beat it out of you with a tire pump?”
 
   Tuesday followed behind her. “You said you wanted to talk to him.”
 
   “I’m not sure that’s exactly what I said, but how did you find him?”
 
   “Wikipedia.”
 
   “What? What do you mean, Wikipedia?”
 
   “Cody found the page for us this morning, remember? Didn’t you see the part where he was a sportsman?”
 
   Olivia stuck their glasses in the dishwasher and put the remainder of the ice tea back in the refrigerator. “I don’t remember. His hobbies didn’t interest me.” She pointed to Tuesday’s shoes.
 
   Tuesday removed her cleated bike shoes so they didn’t mark up her floor. “Can’t help it if you do shoddy work, Ollie Mollie. You didn’t read to the bottom of the page. It said he was a cyclist and belonged to an elite riding club in Darling Valley. The kind where you have to complete at least five centuries before you can join. You know, hundred mile rides. I looked up the club online and they were having a training ride in the back hills today. Like any good cycling club, they had posted the time and route for their members. The rest was history as they say.”
 
     “How did you arrange to barge in on the ride?” Olivia slid onto one of the stools at the island. She had forgotten about it being rickety and made a mental note to fix it.
 
   Tuesday made a show of buffing her nails on her lapel. “Wikipedia had his picture and I waited on the route behind some bushes. When I saw him coming around a bend, luckily he was ahead of the pack, I pulled out and almost ran into him.”
 
   “I bet you didn’t count on bloodying yourself.”
 
   “Oh, I did. I didn’t expect him to bring the bandage to the table, though.”
 
   “Or figure on him getting a flat tire. I guess that happens a lot on those mountain roads.”
 
   Tuesday reached into her fanny pack and pulled out Olivia’s ice pick. “Especially if you come prepared.”
 
     “You punctured his tire? I bet he has a ten thousand dollar bike. And you punctured his tire? Suppose you ruined it?”
 
   “How else were we going to get to know him? And it was only a little poke. I didn’t know if it would work, but the only thing that slows down a crazy cyclist is a flat tire, so I came prepared. The good luck was that I had the size patch he needed. I had to lay it on thick for a few minutes about my wounded knee, but he came through in the end and offered me a ride home. Then you blow it. All my work for naught.”
 
   Olivia looked offended. “I blew it? What was there to blow? He didn’t tell us anything.”
 
    Tuesday pulled off her jersey and adjusted the strap of her sports bra that was digging into her shoulder. “Well you could have chatted him up more so he’d stick around for lunch. We were developing a bond. We could have warmed him up, and then I’d have gotten him to spill the beans. Or enough of them to incriminate himself in Jocelyn’s murder.”
 
   “Or not. We have no proof that he did it. But I don’t understand why he played dumb about knowing her. And he certainly didn’t show any animosity toward Art Payne or remorse about his ex-wife. Whoever told Cody he was furious with Payne can’t be trusted.”
 
   Tuesday rinsed off the ice pick and put it back in the drawer. Then she retrieved a business card from her pack and waved it under Olivia’s nose. “Well, we always have this. His private phone number. We can call him back for further questioning if we need to.”
 
   “I suspect he’ll take the fifth.”


 
   
Chapter Nineteen: A Rumble In The Jungle
 
   While Tuesday showered off the residue from her cycling caper, Olivia resumed work at her desk downstairs. Her day had gotten off to a sour start with the message from Matt cutting off contact. An hour passed and her stomach rumblings reminded her that she had raced through a meeting with Sonia, a confrontation with Marguerite and an interrogation with Tobey Carverman. She almost forgot about the interlude with the couple who took Xavier’s plant off her hands. Now it was noon. She paused in front of an invoice she was preparing and heard Tuesday’s voice. Lunch time, she announced to herself. She transferred her business calls to her cell and headed upstairs.
 
   Tuesday was on the phone when she entered the kitchen.
 
   “Holley, I’m not saying you should not take the part, but I’m seeing a big fat hourglass in that cup. You know what that means. Ominous with a capital OM-IN-US. Let me just say this. Remember what happened when that guy convinced you to take the role of Ophelia in the Hamlet movie? How long did it take you to get over those terrible reviews? From now on it’s straight up zombie movies. That’s your meal ticket. I’m just saying. Leave Shakespeare to the Brits. But, you know. It’s your life, your career. You have my blessings to do what you want. Okay, sweet pea. Gotta go. I’ll let you know when I’m coming back to LA.”
 
   Tuesday shook her head at the phone then sighed the sigh of the put upon. “Why do people pay me the big bucks if they aren’t going to follow my advice?”
 
   Olivia frowned. “Tea leaf readings by phone? How does that work?” She was peering into her refrigerator.
 
   “Wait a sec.” Tuesday made a note on her computer’s calendar, then looked up. “If I don’t remind myself, I’ll forget to bill Holley. What were you saying? Oh yeah. Readings by phone are definitely substandard, to tell you the truth. I don’t pick up the same vibes. But my girl Holley needs her weekly readings, so if one of us is out of town, we do a Skype call. She holds her laptop over the tea so I can see the patterns. The shadows throw me off so I only charge half my fee in case my interpretations are wrong.”
 
   Holley Wood was the self-taught actress famous for her roles in zombie movies. She relied on Tuesday for nutritional, romantic and career advice. 
 
   Olivia considered her limited lunch options. “Is that ethical? Or is that even a question? Who would Holley report you to? The World Federation of Tea Leaf Readers and Bad Fashion Consultants?”
 
   Tuesday had changed into a dress that ballooned from her shoulders to her knees in wide stripes of fourteen different clashing colors. Any gentle movement caused the slippery synthetic fabric to slide over a hoop petticoat that made the dress resemble an open parachute. Olivia thought a belt at the waist to catch the voluminous folds would help, but Tuesday didn’t agree. 
 
   A few weeks ago their almost daily phone conversations centered on Tuesday’s lust for the dress after she spotted it in a second hand shop window. Olivia argued that she was sublimating her frustration with Clipper for extending his business trip another week. Nevertheless, Tuesday’d been terrified that someone would snap it up before it went on sale. Now, seeing it in person, Olivia wished someone had. 
 
   She drew back as though frightened. “And who’s that by, Omar the tentmaker?” She blinked her eyes pretending to shut out the glare when she looked at it. 
 
   Tuesday ignored her. She was used to Olivia taking pot shots at her wardrobe. She gave as good as she got, though, the two friends’ version of the Dozens.
 
   Tuesday powered down her laptop. “Maybe that’s what you need, Ollie. A reading to help you figure out what’s going on with this diamond escapade.”
 
   Olivia shook her head and took some leftover chicken out of the refrigerator. “No, I need a cup of tea and a chicken, apple and chutney sandwich. I’m not up for a reading. I can’t take any more bad news. Want one?”
 
   “Nah, too much sugar in the chutney. I’m going to have a kale, cabbage and wheatgrass smoothie. Sort of a mini cleanse.”
 
   Olivia made a big show of gagging. “Would you like me to save my garden refuse for you?” 
 
   Tuesday waved her away then got up to put her computer back in her room. Her garment floated free as she sashayed down the hall. Olivia changed her mind about the dress, deciding that it actually matched her friend’s blithe spirit.
 
    
 
   Olivia set the chicken and Major Gray’s chutney on the counter, trying to avoid a muddy looking potion Tuesday was steeping to strengthen her aura or maybe it was to remove dental plaque. She got her friend’s home remedies confused. Tuesday sliced apples, lured, as Olivia knew she would be once she compared Olivia’s savory combination with her organic smoothie. 
 
   Loud voices coming from the yard interrupted their sandwich making. Olivia ran to the window and saw Xavier and Mrs. Harmon going at it. Much shouting and arm waving, leaving Olivia and Tuesday wide-eyed with disbelief. 
 
   “Holy smokes. A rumble in the jungle. Should we referee?” Tuesday asked. 
 
   Olivia shook her head vigorously. “No way. Mrs. Harmon has a serious bone to pick with Xavier. We should stay out of it.”
 
   “Really? From the way you’ve talked about him, I didn’t think Xavier was high maintenance.”
 
   Olivia walked away from the window. “He isn’t. I’m worried Mrs. Harmon is losing it. Her complaint against him makes no sense.”
 
   Tuesday had established a friendship with Mrs. Harmon on her first trip to Darling Valley. She called her Elise, something Olivia was never invited to do. With worry creasing her brow, Tuesday said, “Please don’t tell me you mean losing it as in senile.”
 
   “I’m afraid so. She thinks Xavier groped her when she was in his shop.”
 
   “Oh, no. Oh, poor Xavier. Poor Elise. Has this news gotten around town? Does Xavier know about this?”
 
    “If anyone has noticed a decline, they haven’t said anything to me.”
 
   The screen door downstairs squeaked open, followed by the inside door. Olivia expected to hear Mrs. Harmon descending on down to her basement apartment. Instead, her footsteps pounded up the stairs to the loft. 
 
   “Olivia!”
 
   “Uh oh, Tuesday, that’s not her happy voice.”
 
   She answered, “Up here, Mrs. Harmon. Tuesday and I are fixing lunch.”
 
   First her perfectly coiffed hair, then her flashing eyes, and finally all of Mrs. Harmon, red-faced and in yoga clothes, appeared at the top of the stairwell. Ignoring Tuesday, she marched past the breakfast nook and confronted Olivia at the refrigerator holding a jar of sweet mustard.
 
   “That man tried to break into my apartment.”
 
   “What man?” Olivia said innocently, not wanting her tenant to know she and Tuesday had spied on her. 
 
   “That awful jeweler. Xavier. I was doing my core routine and heard someone at my front door. He didn’t hear me come around the driveway and I surprised him trying to jimmy the lock. What are you going to do about it? He’s your friend.”
 
   Olivia set the mustard on the counter. “Mrs. Harmon, are you sure about this? That’s a pretty serious charge. Perhaps he was just knocking to get your attention. Why would he want to break into your apartment?”
 
   “Who knows what goes on in that man’s mind? He gave me some rigmarole about wanting to know if I liked the plant and could he see where I had put it. He wanted to be sure it was getting the right light. Likely story. He had a credit card out and was trying to break in.”
 
   Olivia and Tuesday exchanged worried glances as Mrs. Harmon powered on with her tale.
 
    “I told him I threw the plant out. I wasn’t interested in any gifts from him. He got furious. I thought he was going to strike me. I came to your door to get away from him, but he followed me yelling at the top of his lungs. How could I have done that to his prize jade plant, he wanted to know. Why didn’t I just return it to him? I said why should I go to all that trouble and finally he just left. Can you imagine? What are you going to do about it?”
 
   Olivia poured a glass of water from the dispenser in the refrigerator door. “Here, Mrs. Harmon. Sit down and have a cold drink. I can see you are very upset. Let’s talk about this.”
 
   Tuesday held out a chair for her at the breakfast table. “Elise, that sounds awful. But I have to say you rock that color. Turquoise with your silver hair? Oh my god I’d kill for it. I’m totally getting me some yoga pants.”
 
   Mrs. Harmon looked at Tuesday as if trying to recall who she was. She turned to Olivia. “Can you believe that man threatening me? I want something done.”
 
   Olivia took a chair opposite her. “Mrs. Harmon, perhaps this is a misunderstanding. Why don’t I call Xavier and talk to him and see what he says? Perhaps we can sort this out. Didn’t you meet with him yesterday? How did that go?”
 
   Mrs. Harmon sniffed. “That’s none of your business.”
 
   “But you told me you were going to his shop.”
 
   Her tenant changed the subject. “I wouldn’t believe anything that man says. That’s why I wouldn’t have that plant in my home. I don’t want anything connected to him around me. I want him brought to justice.”
 
   “Well, I don’t know what we can do about it now. I’m sure you don’t want to get the police involved. It would be your word against his.”
 
   “No, I don’t want those ineffectual ninnies poking into my private affairs.”
 
   Mrs. Harmon seemed deaf to the insult she had just paid Matt, a close friend of hers, and Olivia’s supposed sweetheart. 
 
   “I want a better lock on my door, and I want you to order Xavier to stay away from me and my apartment.”
 
   Olivia looked concerned. “But don’t you remember, Mrs. Harmon? You have the security system in your apartment. You don’t need a better lock. You just have to remember to set the code when you go out or even when you’re home, if that would make you feel more secure. Do you remember your code? We could put it on a piece of paper to pin on your clothes so you’ll always have it with you.” 
 
   Olivia had perused a site that recommended putting notes and reminders in obvious places so the elderly didn’t get too confused. 
 
    Disgustedly, Mrs. Harmon pushed her water glass away. “Pin my code to my underwear? Do I look like a two year-old?”  She stood up and declared, “I can see you’re not going to help me. I’ll have to take matters into my own hands,” and headed for the stairs. 
 
   Olivia called out, “What do you mean? Please, Mrs. Harmon, let’s talk this out. I’ll call Xavier right now and get to the bottom of this.”
 
   But Mrs. Harmon disappeared down the stairwell, her footsteps echoing on the wooden steps. Instead of continuing on down to her apartment, she went out the back door and slammed it shut, perhaps to finish her yoga routine and calm down.
 
    
 
   Olivia searched for her phone. “Do you believe this, Tues? Can you see Xavier breaking and entering?”
 
   Tuesday looked as flummoxed as Olivia felt.
 
   Olivia said, “Call Xavier,” and her phone genie obeyed. His line rang until he answered.
 
   “Xavier, what happened over here? Mrs. Harmon wants to send you up the river.”
 
   Olivia heard a commotion out front as she waited for Xavier’s response.
 
   “What river? She wants to drown me?”
 
   “Oh, sorry. Cultural static. It’s just an expression. She’s pretty upset with you.”
 
   Olivia signaled that it was going to be a lengthy call, so Tuesday stepped in to put the finishing touches on the sandwiches and arrange them on plates. Olivia smiled her thanks as Xavier’s agitation increased. 
 
   “Tuesday was here when Mrs. Harmon spoke to us, Xavier. Do you mind if she listens in?”
 
   The noise from the street got louder and she walked to the window over the porch to check it out. She groaned when she saw paparazzi outside her house. She covered the phone with her hand and got Tuesday’s attention, mouthing, “The vultures are gathering.” 
 
   Xavier said, “It’s okay,” and she hit the speaker. “Okay, we’re both here.”
 
   He barked into the phone, his indignation showing a new side of the usually mild mannered jeweler. “You should have heard the things she said to me. I just wanted to check up on the plant and she told me that she threw it out. How could she have done that? She doesn’t know what she’s done. How rude of her.”
 
   “Well, that’s not exactly what happened. She was going to toss it, but I rescued it. Don’t worry. I made sure it found a good home.”
 
   “What do you mean, a good home?”
 
   Olivia had to focus to hear him. The front door bell was ringing and reporters were calling out, “Olivia, why did you kill Jocelyn Payne?” 
 
   She spoke louder into her phone, motioning to Tuesday to move towards the back of the loft, away from the din on the street.
 
   “Well, I couldn’t keep it, Xavier. She made it clear she didn’t want it around here. I was going to give it to the convalescent hospital, but these nice people came into the shop and admired it, so I gave it to them.”
 
   Xavier exploded. “What do you mean you gave it away? Who has it? Who are they? Where are they?”
 
   “Xavier, what’s the big deal? You got it at Costco. Get another one and let it go. Or, I’ll get another one for you. I’m afraid Mrs. Harmon is having some problems and jumped to conclusions. She thought you were trying to break into her apartment. You’re lucky she didn’t call the police. That would have given us all a headache and made her disintegration public.”
 
   “Disintegration? What’s the meaning of that?”
 
   Olivia was on thin ice. She needed to placate Xavier but didn’t want to reveal any of Mrs. Harmon’s secrets. “Let’s just say, I think she’s having an attack of old age.”
 
   But Xavier had lost interest in Mrs. Harmon. “Olivia, who has the plant?”
 
   “A couple from Brisbane or Daly City, I don’t remember. Someplace down on the Peninsula. Maybe they said South San Francisco. You should be happy. Really nice people. She’s a stay at home mom and he has an electrical business or something. Bonnie and Ron something. I’m sure they’ll take good care of it.”
 
   “I have to go, Olivia. I can’t take any more stress. I try to do something nice for someone and they insult me like this. That horrid woman. Another chica extraña.”
 
   “Oh, she’s not that bad . . . ”
 
   But Xavier hung up before she could finish her defense of Mrs. Harmon.
 
   “Oh, Tuesday,” she said sadly. “Poor Xavier. I think the stress of Jocelyn Payne’s death is getting to him. He’s losing it over a fifteen dollar jade plant from Costco. But how can I blame him? Look at what it’s doing to me. And you know how he is about friendship and loyalty to his clients. A South American thing. It’s tearing him up.”
 
   Tuesday shrugged knowingly. “Couldn’t be a better time for a reading. I’m just saying.” She filled the electric kettle and held up two boxes of tea. “English Breakfast or chamomile?”
 
   Olivia drew the blinds on the front of the house when she saw a photographer with a telephoto lens trying to capture a picture of her. “Wait a minute.”
 
   She ran downstairs and raced through the showroom, knowing this was a bad move. But she’d been hounded by paparazzi before. This time she wasn’t going to take it. She opened the door and stepped out onto the porch, hearing the low clicks and buzz of the cameras.
 
   “I will sue you for trespassing if you step on my property.” She held up her phone. “Shall I make the call to my lawyer?”
 
    
 
   Tuesday asked, “What was that all about,” when she returned upstairs.
 
   “Legally, I can’t stop them from taking my picture. The if you can see it you can photograph it rule. But I can throw them in the clink if they so much as put a toe on my property. Thank goodness they didn’t happen on the rumble in the jungle.”
 
   The catcalls and pleas for a statement continued, but since the paparazzi had backed out onto the sidewalk near the mailbox now, the decibel level was low enough to allow Tuesday to plead her case for a reading.
 
   


 
   
Chapter Twenty: A Snake In The Grass, er, Teacup
 
    “When have I steered you wrong, snookum?” 
 
   The sandwich was having its desired effect on Olivia. The flavor-burst of sweet, tangy chutney and crisp apple had washed away some of the tension of the morning. But she worried that a reading by Tuesday could undo all the good work of the delicious carbs.
 
   Olivia mopped up the crumbs on her plate with the tips of her fingers. “It’s not that you steer me wrong. I just don’t always know how to figure out what to do with the information you give me.”
 
   But then Olivia did an abrupt about face. As long as she was going to have a cup of tea with her lunch, why not let Tuesday do her thing? She planned to check out a few of Jocelyn Payne’s boy toys after lunch, but waiting another half hour wouldn’t hurt.
 
   Tuesday’s face lit up with a Cheshire cat smile. “Now we’re getting somewhere.” While she waited for Olivia to finish her cup of chamomile, she retrieved her special silk scarf to wrap around the cup, part of the pre-reading ritual that she swore gave her insight to the deep meaning of the tea leaves.
 
   The herbal aroma perfumed the kitchen. She inhaled the fragrance, but when she pondered the arrangement of leaves, she let out a gasp. 
 
   Olivia pitched forward. “What’s wrong? What do you see? Tuesday, don’t do this to me.” She recognized nothing in the bits and pieces scattered on the bottom of the cup. “I can’t take any more bad news. What is it?”
 
   Tuesday scratched her head and ran her fingers through her tangle of bright green curls. “Hmm. I don’t know how to tell you this but, well, let me show it to you. What do you see?”
 
   Tuesday tilted the cup and Olivia leaned over and wrinkled her nose. “Yikes. You mean that slivery looking thing? Please tell me that it’s one of those reverse symbols that looks like bad luck but is really good luck. Like that black candle that time?”
 
   Tuesday’s shoulders sagged. “I wish I could, doll. But a snake is a straight up bad omen. Someone is out to get you.”
 
   Olivia rolled her eyes and sat back. “Like, no sheep-dip, Sherlock. How hard is that to figure out? Have you seen the list of folks screaming for my hide?”
 
   Tuesday bit her lip, her face grim. “Girlfriend, I see what I see. Are you expecting a visit from one of those religious freaks that handle snakes? What about an Indian? I mean an India Indian. Don’t they mess with snakes a lot?”
 
   Olivia threw up her hands. “Uh, duh. Do I know an Indian? How about Matt Richards? As in Gurmeet Richards. Well, Indian American, but still. But he’s not a snake charmer, and neither is anyone in his family. Let me see that cup again. I think it’s a rope actually. Or a belt. Maybe it means I need to get that gold studded belt I saw in the Neiman Marcus catalog.”
 
   Tuesday snatched the cup back. “It’s one of those slithery suckers all right, and it means someone is going to do you harm. Someone with a lot of hatred.”
 
   “Tuesday! Who would hate me? And what would that have to do with Jocelyn’s death. I hardly knew her.”
 
    Tuesday let out a slow breath. “The tea leaves don’t lie, baby doll. I didn’t say it had to do with Jocelyn Payne, I’m just saying it’s there. What about the boy wonder? Doesn’t he work with reptiles?” 
 
   “You mean Jocelyn’s stepson? Treatment for bites as I recall. Not the same thing. I’m sure he’s on his father’s side in all this and has taken me off his Christmas card list. But how could he hurt me?”
 
   Tuesday took another look inside the cup and winced this time. 
 
   Irritated now, Olivia threw her napkin on the table. “Now what?” She regretted letting Tuesday talk her into this. Fortune telling was Tuesday’s thing, not hers. 
 
   Tuesday stuffed her silk scarf back into her bag and closed up shop. “Well that’s all.” 
 
   She gathered up the lunch plates and headed for the sink. “Now where did you say you saw a gold belt? Sounds like something that would go with my harem pants.”
 
   Olivia rushed after her, snatching back her unfinished sandwich. “Oh, no you don’t, Tuesday. You’re not going to leave me hanging like this. What did you see this time? Tell me.” 
 
   Tuesday deposited her dish in the sink, turned to her and admitted, “A scissors riding shotgun with the slinky thing that shall not be named.”
 
   “So?”
 
   “It means lovers will be separated.”
 
   Olivia returned to the table, disgusted. “That’s yesterday’s news, or haven’t you noticed the absence of male energy around here? But how did the tea leaves know about it?”
 
   She tried to finish her sandwich but lost her appetite and threw the rest back on the plate. “It’s Matt.”
 
   “What do you mean?” Tuesday was cleaning up the sink.
 
   “In the tea leaves. The hating thing. It’s talking about Matt. He hates me. He won’t speak to me. It’s like we’ve become enemies.”
 
   “OMG, have you heard the expression, jumping to conclusions? I think the principle applies here.”
 
   Olivia looked wistfully out the window to the back garden. “I don’t know, Tuesday, maybe I made a mistake coming to Darling Valley. I just can’t seem to catch a break here.”
 
   Tuesday held up her hand and started counting. “Yeah, let’s inventory your rotten luck. First, you landed a huge gig called The Bacon-Paatz Museum. Second, you are finally your own boss instead of designing killer houses and remods in LA and having that bloodsucking firm you used to work for take all the credit. Third, you had the good fortune to meet your soul mate, and let’s not forget fourth, the most important reason for being here. You are within walking distance of the best ice cream and chocolate sauce on the planet.”
 
   Olivia smiled. “And don’t forget the opportunity to hone my self-pity skills.” 
 
   Tuesday said, “There’s that,” as she hunted down a package of cookies in the back of the cupboard. “But I think you can scratch the soul mate item. The ending to that story has yet to be written.”
 
    “Oh, did you see that in my cup, too?”
 
    
 
   Olivia’s phone pinged, interrupting their verbal joust with a news flash. She studied her phone and cried, “Tuesday! Listen to this! Jocelyn’s husband has had a heart attack.” 
 
   Olivia read the headline out loud. “Arthur Payne collapses. Possible heart attack. Rushed to hospital.”
 
   She quickly turned on the TV. A young man, identified by a reporter as Dr. Arthur Payne, Jr., the patient’s son, approached a crowd of reporters outside an unnamed hospital. He was backed up by unsmiling bodyguard types and several doctors in scrubs. He set his briefcase down and Olivia observed, “He must have come from work. And look at those linebackers behind him. Could he be afraid that whoever killed his stepmother is coming after him? I bet that’s it.” 
 
   He introduced himself as JR Payne. He’d been quoted as saying in one of the articles Olivia had read that he took a nickname because he didn’t want to be confused with his famous dad. JR, sometimes just Jay, was preferable, to the hated Junior. JR confirmed that his father was a patient in the institution behind him. 
 
   “I blame Olivia Granville for the death of my stepmother,” he said in a breaking voice. “The grief she caused my father literally broke his heart.”
 
   When asked how his father was doing, he looked straight into the camera. “I just hope there aren’t two murder victims my sister and I have to mourn.”
 
   A reporter asked, “Can you elaborate? Has Jocelyn Payne’s death been officially declared a homicide? Did Olivia Granville try to kill your father, too?”
 
   The camera zoomed in on the tears collecting at the corner of the young man’s eyes, the blond, fair-skinned son a spitting image of the regal-looking father in the photographs on the screen. 
 
   He cleared his throat. “It doesn’t take much of a brain to connect the dots, and then to see that the Darling Valley Police Department is involved in a cover up. That’s all I have to say.”
 
   Having made his point, he moved back, refusing more questions. Next, a physician with a highlighted side ponytail that added some style to her shapeless blue scrubs stepped up to the microphones. Her security badge identified her as the director of Emergency Services. 
 
   “I was on call when Mr. Payne was brought in to our ER. He received excellent care at the scene by the paramedics that no doubt saved his life. Our team took over and he is undergoing tests to evaluate his condition. It is quite grave at this time and we are doing all we can.”
 
   A veteran journalist that Olivia recognized from the local TV station asked the physician if she agreed that the death of Payne’s wife caused his collapse. “I have no further comment at this time,” she said, turning and entering the glass doors behind her to end the press conference.
 
   Tuesday said, “If I didn’t know better, I’d say there’s someone hating all over you. But that’s just me.”
 
    
 
   The scene instantly switched to the studio and a camera caught an anchor sitting at a news desk in a sleekly tailored suit and lavender power tie that complimented his bleached blond hair. He wore a bored gaze until he realized he was on camera, then snapped to attention to give a chipper account of Mr. Payne’s life.
 
   “The patient is a venture capitalist who has funded a number of very successful airlines in developing countries, allowing for the growth of third world tourist economies. He has most recently branched out into the technology sector, reportedly as the mastermind behind Cocoon Your Life, a platform that analysts say will outperform all other players in the tech sector in the next six quarters. Insiders consider his technology expertise on a par with his skills as a brilliant businessman.”
 
   The anchor talked over several photos of Jocelyn and Art Payne in happier days.
 
   “On another note, tragedy seems to be stalking the Payne family. It was reported recently that the young Arthur Payne, whom you just saw speaking to our reporter, has been battling cancer. Quite successfully we are happy to report. We are trying to get information on the sister Dr. Payne referred to, the youngest in the family.”
 
   Olivia said, “Wow, that’s young for cancer,” then stopped listening. “Talk about six degrees of separation. Matt just told me he bought some of that stock. The Cocoon thing.”
 
   “No kidding.” Tuesday had folded herself onto the couch, having to make several adjustments to her dress to accommodate the hooped petticoat. “Move over Darling Valley’s billionaires and make room for Detective Moneybags.”
 
   “He wishes, Tuesday. I think he only bought two or three shares. I wonder if Payne’s illness will hurt the stock? You know how finicky the market is.”
 
   “Ya think?” Tuesday said in an eye-rolling attempt at humor. “You may remember that onetime I put a hundred dollars into this investment that was supposed to be a sure thing. A client recommended it. I started planning my retirement, then it turned out to be Bernie Madoff. After that I decided that the pillowcase under my bed is going to hold my wealth the next time I have a hundred dollars to play with.”
 
   Olivia whispered to the ceiling, “I don’t want to say I told you so, but if you remember, I did tell you so. Just smelled a bit ripe to me. Course if I’d had some cash at the time and was promised a fifteen percent return in six months, I’d probably have jumped at it, too.”
 
   The anchor was still talking. As if he had overheard her question, he reported, “Stock in Cocoon remains steady, up two points since the news. All of Payne’s platforms have been solid in the past and our John Gold tells us it’s no surprise the man’s companies are not affected by his health crisis. Here’s John.”
 
   The camera switched to another sartorially enhanced young man. “Thanks, Gabe. Yes, Payne is known for building bulletproof companies. Strong management that will survive anything, including his death. So this development, while terrible for Payne personally, of course, will not affect his financial empire. Back to you, Gabe.”
 
   Olivia lost interest in this newscasting Ping-Pong game and turned the TV off. She peeked through the blinds and pointed to the street. “One of the paparazzi must have said, ‘Oh look, there’s a squirrel,’ and they all took off.”
 
   “The hospital,” Tuesday surmised. “They must have scanners in their cars.”
 
   Olivia nodded. “At least they’re gone. For now. Where were we?” 
 
    “I don’t recall,” answered Tuesday, “but we have to figure out who offed that guy’s wife, because after the bashing the son just gave you, this town is going to string you up like Christmas tree lights.”
 
   “If I’m not mistaken, that’s been done already. You good for an hour or so? I need to finish up some things on my desk and then you and I have some sleuthing to do.”
 
   “Sure thing. I need to pester some clients to contribute to my century. Did I tell you what it’s for? We’re going to set up a therapy center for women with facelifts gone wrong.”
 
   “You’re serious?”
 
   “Of course I’m serious. What, you don’t think I can finish a century?”
 
   


 
   
Chapter Twenty-One: Messages From The Underground
 
   The next hour passed without Olivia noticing the time. She’d forced herself to work on her to-do list and had ordered bathroom fixtures for one client, chosen paint colors for another and scrolled through one of her favorite antique sites to look for bargains she could resell. She came across a tall, blue and white tiled stove from a manor house in Scania, circa 1750, that set her daydreaming about redoing her loft in Swedish provincial.
 
   Reimagining her space was one way she de-stressed, which was exactly what she needed right then. However, the front door bell jerked her out of her work trance, postponing her decision about whether to go with old world northern European elegance or start from scratch with a chrome and glass industrial vibe for the remodel that would remain a fantasy until she seriously upgraded her bank account. She made a mental note to research Scania. How had that eighteenth century center of Scandinavian power and elegance escaped her notice? It sounded like Darling Valley in a previous life. The visit from Tobey Carverman set her thinking she needed to make a few cosmetic changes to her digs.
 
   The bell rang a second time, signaling a serious visitor, so she forced herself to pull away from her decorating daydream and head through the French doors into the showroom. Though she never turned away business, she wasn’t in the mood to chat up someone else right now, Bonnie and Ron’s nice visit notwithstanding.
 
   In the distance she could see a man behind the paned glass. He was peering into the shop with his hand shading his eyes to get a better look. Closer up she recognized Detective Johnson, his aging suit jacket open to reveal his holster, his hand resting on his gun. This didn’t look good. Her heart pounded a few beats as she welcomed him inside.
 
   “Miss Granville, I need a word.”
 
   Johnson looked pensive, hooking his thumbs into his gun belt, drawing it down further over the bulge at his waistline. The spare tire Matt said he was always threatening to exercise and diet off. It had been more than a year since Olivia had first heard that promise and the roundness that he tried to hide behind his worn sport coat had ballooned from a family-size watermelon to a prize-worthy pumpkin.
 
    “Of course, Bob, but you know you can call me Olivia.”
 
   “Thank you, Miss Granville. I won’t take up much of your time.” 
 
   From the grim set of his mouth, Olivia knew this wasn’t a social call. “Would you like to sit down?” Given the tone of their last interaction, she was surprised to see him at all, especially without handcuffs in her size.
 
   “Oh, no. Don’t go to any trouble.” He glanced uncomfortably at the ceiling before clearing his throat. 
 
   She folded her arms and leaned against a heavy colonial era desk. “What can I do for you, Bob?”
 
   Johnson pulled out his electronic tablet and scrolled through it until he found what Olivia guessed were a list of questions. 
 
   He started with, “Mr. Payne claims you had access to his home and that you broke in and drugged his wife.”
 
   “What?” Olivia said, taken aback. “That’s ridiculous. I did work on their house, but I never entered it unless Jocelyn or the housekeeper was there to let me in. I wouldn’t know how to get into the premises with all the bells and whistles they have guarding it.”
 
    “That’s what Richards remembered,” Johnson said, widening his eyes as though he were coming up for air. He entered a few notes into his tablet. She had to admire the dexterity with which he typed on the tiny thing which, according to Matt, was a bargain basement model provided by the department.
 
   Then Olivia tilted her head as though she hadn’t heard correctly. “Matt talks about me?”
 
   “Well, he’s officially off the case, but since he knows the principals, you and Xavier, for instance . . .”
 
   Olivia interrupted. “And don’t forget the deceased,” she said acidly.
 
   “You mean those photographs?” Johnson dismissed them with a wave. “They were obviously doctored. Who ever put those images together didn’t know much about Photoshop.”
 
   Olivia brightened a bit. “That’s not the first time I’ve heard that theory, actually.”
 
   Johnson chewed on that for a second, then said, “What we can’t figure out is who doctored them and then circulated them to the media.”
 
   “Magic?” Olivia said helpfully.
 
   Johnson said disparagingly, “Of course not,” before he realized she’d said it in jest. 
 
   Olivia gave him a cold stare. “I can’t help noticing, Detective, that you’ve changed your tone since the last time we met. I had the distinct impression that you wanted to string me up for the murder of Jocelyn Payne. Preferably before sundown.”
 
   Johnson didn’t blink. “Richards has us convinced you couldn’t have done a thing like that, the texts I mean. But until we can explain their showing up on your phone we got a problem with you. Officially, that is. But that’s not why I’m here.”
 
   “And why is that,” Olivia said, surprised that Matt was coming to her defense. “Why are you here?”
 
   “Apart from asking you about going into the Payne’s house, we’re chasing down Xavier. You wouldn’t know where he is, would you? We just need to check some things out with him. Richards, er, Matt reminded us that you were doing a job for him. He thought you might know where he is. Said you were so helpful and all that you wouldn’t mind coming to our assistance. You know, by helping us track down Xavier. Matt said. He thinks you’d be an excellent source for us. He’d ask you himself but you know, legal matters and such like. You know, over which he has no control.”
 
   Olivia reared back a little at the glut of Matt-references Johnson was throwing down. In the past, Johnson all but avoided her if they happened to meet on the street or at functions she attended with Matt, such as the department’s holiday party or the funeral service for an employee killed in a traffic accident while coming to work a few months back. Olivia had once given the woman some tips on decorating the enormous RV she and her husband used for their vacations. Matt assured her it was appropriate she attend the service. 
 
   But when she greeted Johnson at the gathering afterwards with a paper cup of coffee in one hand and a donut balanced on a paper plate in the other, Johnson had registered boredom. They exchanged pleasantries, Olivia asking about his kids, Johnson just saying, “They’re all good,” then steering his wife by the elbow and wandering off without inquiring about Olivia’s wellbeing.
 
   But now it dawned on her. Johnson and Matt had cooked up this visit together, a way of getting a message to her without Matt’s lawyer knowing about it. The police would know better than Olivia how to track down someone they wanted to question. So this had to be a ruse to show that Matt was thinking about her, probably having as much trouble with the enforced separation as she was. On the surface it seemed impossibly romantic with Johnson an unlikely go between, a scene out of Shakespeare. Except that she was still suspected of murder. Officially. Nothing romantic there. And she was still furious with Matt for the legal tactics he was using.
 
   “No, I don’t know where Xavier is,” she said briskly. “Have you tried the shop or his apartment?”
 
   Johnson stuck his device in his coat pocket, which seemed to have acquired a permanent sag from its weight. “Well, that’s what’s strange. He put a sign on his store that he would be out of town indefinitely and he’s not picking up his phone. Do you have his private number or twitter account or something so we can get a message to him?”
 
   Olivia shook her head, perplexed. “No. The numbers I have for him are on his website. Including his personal cell. He likes to be available 24/7 in case someone wants to buy an expensive piece of jewelry in the middle of the night. You know how billionaires are.”
 
   Her sarcasm sailed over Johnson’s head. 
 
   He asked, “Do you know if he had travel plans?”
 
   Olivia owed the police department her complete cooperation. But she also owed her friend some camouflage. She didn’t want to reveal the altercation with Mrs. Harmon, so she just said, “I spoke to him earlier and he didn’t say anything about going out of town. And I can’t imagine why he would. On top of the break-in and Mrs. Payne’s death, he’s got the remodeling on the second floor to oversee. I mean, I’m in charge of the project, but he’s a pretty hands-on guy. He wouldn’t disappear while that’s underway.”
 
   Johnson perked up. “Disappear? What makes you think he disappeared?”
 
    “I didn’t mean he actually disappeared. It’s just an expression, Bob. Last time we talked he was anxious to have your people clear the site so I could get my crew back on the job and finish up. He’s planning a gala celebration for the opening of the second floor. Royalty is coming. He wouldn’t be going out of town with all that going on.”
 
   Johnson stroked his chin, considering his next question. “What about family? Girlfriend? Boyfriend? Anyone he might be hanging out with?”
 
   Olivia shifted her weight, saw through the window the mailman out at the curb stuffing bills and junk mail into her box. “If there was someone it would be a girlfriend, but he had a breakup a few months ago and told me he was off dating. He has no family in the States, but there are some people in Buenos Aires he’s close to. Oh, his cousin, Martin. He’s here now. He might know.”
 
   Johnson nodded his head. “Yeah, we should talk to him.” 
 
   He pulled out his tablet again and scrolled through some notes, then shoved it back in his pocket. “I don’t have his contact information. Do you?”
 
   Olivia frowned. “For Martin? No. I never had much to do with him other than we were cordial. Language problem there.”
 
   She remembered seeing Martin being manhandled when he tried to get into Xavier’s. “One of the officers at the scene talked to him, so your department should have his contact info.”
 
   Johnson rubbed his hands together like an MC closing up a show. “Okay, then. That’ll do it. A little worrisome that he’s dropped out of sight, seeing as how his place was the scene of an incident. Well, if you hear from him, tell him we need to ask a few questions. Nothing he should worry about.”
 
   Since Johnson was being so chummy, Olivia decided to try to get some information.
 
   “Do you have any more news about how Jocelyn died or what she was doing in the shop or how she got past the security system or . . . “
 
   Johnson held up his hand to stop the flood of questions. “Whoa, Miss Granville. All I can say is that this is an ongoing investigation. When we have anything of interest to report to the public, we will let you know.”
 
   Olivia gave him a humorless smile. “Glad I’m part of the inner circle.”
 
   Johnson opened his hands. “What can I say? I’m sure Detective Richards would tell you the same thing.”
 
   “If his lawyer would let him.”
 
   “The breaks,” he said, apropos of nothing.
 
   Before he left, Johnson pointed his finger at Olivia. “Don’t forget. If you talk to him, we want a word. Xavier, I mean.”
 
   Olivia swept her hand around. “Have a look, Detective. I’m not hiding Darling Valley’s number one jeweler.” 
 
    
 
   She was upstairs in a flash, grabbing her phone and running down the hall to barge into the guestroom where Tuesday was on the floor deep in concentration, giving herself a mani-pedi to match her verdant hair.
 
   Mid-big toe, Tuesday looked up, startled. “What’s up?” she said, as she carefully finished the nail and returned the wand to the bottle without spilling any Pearlized Forest Green on Olivia’s rug. 
 
   Xavier’s voicemail kicked in and Olivia held up her finger to interrupt Tuesday and leave a message for the jeweler.
 
   “Xavier? It’s Olivia. Listen, have you pulled a disappearing act? We need to talk. Call me. And, oh yeah. Detective Johnson of the DVPD also wants a word. So you know what to do. Call me.”
 
   She sat down on the bed, thoughtful for a moment, tossing her phone from hand to hand. “Tuesday, please tell me Xavier didn’t have anything to do with this.”
 
   That stopped Tuesday in her tracks. “You mean you think old Xave killed one of his best customers? How does that make sense?”
 
   “I don’t know what to think, but it is very strange that the police are looking for him and he’s nowhere to be found. I feel like a traitor for even going there, but what do you think?”
 
   Tuesday bit her lip. “I hate to say this, but it would explain how she got into the shop. He let her in.”
 
   “Oh my god.” Olivia covered her face with her hands. When she reappeared she said, “I didn’t think of that. I bet that’s why Johnson is looking for him. He’s thinking the same thing.”
 
   “Do you know if Xavie boy has an alibi?”
 
   “Not a clue. Let me think, though. Matt and I had coffee with him in his shop before, how do I say it?”
 
   Tuesday helped her out. “BJ? Before Jocelyn?”
 
   “Exactly. But we didn’t talk about what we’d been up to recently. It was all about sports. You know how much I love that topic. And Charles and Franny’s party.”
 
   Olivia slammed her hand on the pillow. “I’m not going there. I’m not going to accuse Xavier of this awful thing until I’ve ruled out every other possible perp.”
 
   Tuesday rubbed her hands together with a big gleeful grin. “Are you thinking what I’m thinking girlfriend?”
 
   “I am, girlfriend. It’s time for us to do some crime busting.”
 
   


 
   
Chapter Twenty-Two: The Likely Suspects
 
   Tuesday followed Olivia into the kitchen on her heels like a penguin, spreading her toes to protect her pedicure. The two friends sat at the island where Olivia laid out a plan. 
 
   “I started to make a list of likely suspects but only got as far as sweet Jocelyn’s boyfriends, of which she apparently had many.” 
 
   Tuesday leaned in. “Do tell.”
 
   Olivia bit into one of the cookies Tuesday had left out. “First of all, there’s this hot carpenter, Roger Phillips. Sonia overheard him bragging to a friend about hooking up with her,” she said, her words fighting with a mouthful of chocolate chip shortbread. “And then Xavier showed me a picture of someone else she was actually kissing.”
 
   Olivia described Xavier’s video. 
 
   “I almost laughed when I saw it because he looked like a model for one those romance novels. You know, they show a gorgeous bare-chested muscle-rippling guy and a beautiful damsel with long flowing hair wrapping themselves around each other.”
 
   A knowing smile played on Tuesday’s face as she helped herself to another cookie. “Yeah, I know what you mean. Of course, I only read intellectual books, but I’ve heard of, what do you call them? Romance novels?”
 
   Olivia winked. “Yeah, we all have. Well, that’s what they looked like. The money shot for a bodice ripper. Plus, the guy was very tanned and he had dark hair, very good looking.”
 
   Tuesday crossed her eyes. “Am I drooling yet?”
 
   “Uh oh. Clipper better get his biceps back here. But seriously, does it sound like anyone we know?”
 
   Tuesday pondered that a second or two, then said, “Nooooo, but maybe somebody we’d like to know?”
 
   Olivia urged her on like she was a charades partner. “C’mon. Think. Dark? Good looking?”
 
   “Okay,” Tuesday said, playing along. “I’m with you. Getting a little out of breath trying to catch up though. Where are you going with this?”
 
   “Matt, of course.”
 
   Tuesday almost choked on her cookie. “You mean Matt was kissing her in Xavier’s store?”
 
   Exasperated, Olivia explained, “No, not kissing her. But the guy in the picture.”
 
   “Matt was kissing the guy? Boy, I did not see that coming.”
 
   Now Olivia flashed a cross-eyed look. “Oh, come on Tuesday. Keep up. If you messed around with that picture it would be a cinch to make him look like Matt.”
 
   Tuesday leaned forward. “Okay. I’m paying real close attention, girl, but your signal isn’t coming through.”
 
    Olivia explained in frustration, “Both Marguerite Fredericks and Detective Johnson have said they think the photographs were manipulated by an amateur. I bet the killer had taken his own pictures with Jocelyn. You know. Selfies. So he doctors one up to make it look like Matt and bingo. Puts a story online, anonymous of course, that Matt and Jocelyn had a thing going on and that I killed her in a jealous rage. There. That’s it.”
 
   “You’re right. That is it. Or could be. Mos def, girl. ‘Cept for one little thing.”
 
   “What’s that?”
 
   “Same guy had to send the texts, right? He takes the photos and sends them to the press, then sends the texts. But how did he access your phone? How would he get your cellphone number? It’s private, right? Plus, let us not forget that Jocelyn replied to your texts so somehow she saw them.”
 
   Olivia dismissed her concerns with a toss of her head. “Details. He’s tech savvy and knows how to do it with that thing that Cody talked about. OCD or whatever. If he could get them on my phone, he could get them on hers.”
 
   “But why would he pick Matt? And you?” Tuesday paused. “Unless, and I’m only just throwing this out as a suppose. Suppose he’s the jealous type and really did see something between Matt and Jocelyn . . . ”
 
   Olivia exploded. “Tuesday! Whose side are you on?”
 
   “Give me a break here. I listened to your cockamamie theory, now listen to mine.” Tuesday pushed the package of cookies out of the way and started explaining. “He sees Matt giving her a traffic ticket or something.”
 
   “Matt doesn’t do traffic.”
 
   “Puleeeze, Olivia? Work with me. Forget traffic. Matt has a perfectly legitimate reason of the law enforcement variety for being behind a tall hedge at night with the deceased. Just sayin. The guy goes into a jealous rage. Confronts Jocelyn, she dumps him because he’s being a jerk and he kills her. Crime of passion. Frames you because he’s got this picture and it just makes sense.”
 
   “Okay, but why at Xavier’s?”
 
   Tuesday snapped her fingers. “I got it. She tells him he’s not good enough. He can’t buy her the baubles. Compared to Mr. Big Bucks Husband he makes what, a dollar ninety-eight a week? So he kills her in the jewelry store as a kind of ironic gesture. You know, you want diamonds baby? You’re dying for diamonds? So he does her in the Xavier’s and covers her with diamonds. How’s that for poetic justice? I like it. I agree. I think he’s your guy. Or one of them is, one of the boyfriends.”
 
   Olivia shook her head. “Except we’re back to how did he get into the store and then into the safe to get the jewelry?”
 
   Tuesday threw up her hands. “Oh, Ollie girl, do I have to do all the heavy lifting? Xavier’s in on it with him, lets him into the shop and opens the safe. I know what you’re gonna say. Xavier doesn’t have a motive for killing off one of his best clients and risking a PR disaster by having a dead woman show up in his shop and there’s no cause of death, but picky, picky, picky. Got anything better?”
 
   Olivia said, “I think it’s brilliant and I hope you remember all that because as soon as we are done with this disaster, we are going to write it up and pitch it to Law and Order. But first, I have to go to the hardware store.”
 
   Tuesday did a double take. “And we got from murder to your honey-do list how exactly?”
 
   “Look at this.” Olivia rocked her stool. “This has been driving me crazy and I’m already half way there. Let’s run over to the hardware store and get some felt levelers. Then we’re going to track down one of Jocelyn’s amours.”
 
   “Any chance we can stop in at The Salted Caramel for a quickie after?”
 
   Olivia gave her a fist bump. “You’ll have to try their new flavor. Pistachio. It has real nuts toasted with brown sugar. It will put you out for the afternoon.”
 
   Tuesday checked her toenails to make sure the polish had dried, then headed to the bedroom for her purse and shoes, calling over her shoulder, “But what a way to go. I’ll meet you at hashtag lets hustle.”
 
   Olivia called after her, “Take off your hoop petticoat. It won’t fit in the truck.”
 
   Tuesday protested the devastation it would wreak on her look, but in the end, she left it behind.
 
    
 
   At Darling Hardware, more of a home accessories boutique than a one-stop shop for construction workers, Olivia asked a clerk she knew for Greg. Adele tended to be overly chatty and Olivia preferred dealing directly with the owner. 
 
   While giving Tuesday’s dress of many colors the once over, the clerk said, “Greg’s in the back, Olivia, waitin’ on a customer. Sure I can’t help you, darlin’?”
 
   “No, Adele, but thanks. We’ll go back and wait for Greg.”
 
   Adele announced over the intercom, “Customer for you, Greg. It’s Olivia and her friend. You know the one. I’m sendin’ em back, darlin’.”
 
   Tuesday buffed her nails on her collar. “They remember me from my last visit.”
 
   Olivia said, “Now there’s the difference between us. You take a statement like that and think Greg and Adele are praising you. I would think they’re mocking me.”
 
   Tuesday flipped the skirt of the striped dress back and forth. “What’s to mock,” she asked in all seriousness. “Meditate, honey. It keeps positive vibes coming your way.”
 
   “Yeah, Matt’s been telling me that. I have to ask him how it’s working out for him. If he’s ever off the hook for this Jocelyn business and allowed to talk to me again.”
 
   Olivia and Tuesday strolled past inventory typical of all Darling Valley shops, expensive everything. Greg had expensive bathroom accessories, expensive outdoor grills and expensive collections of copper cookware sold under the names of celebrity chefs. 
 
   Tuesday picked up a manicure set embellished with gold flakes. “Just what I need. A nailbrush that costs more than my rent,” she said, and tossed it back onto the display case.
 
   They arrived at the back counter where Greg kept the nuts and bolts, hammers and nails and heavy-duty power tools. Greg was ringing up a purchase for a man who, from the back, looked like he was intimate with Greg’s serious hardware. The owner waved to Olivia and brightened considerably when he recognized Tuesday from her last visit before taking back the credit card receipt the man had just signed. The guy put a small item in the pocket of his work pants, thanked Greg and turned for the door, almost walking into Olivia.
 
   “Sorry, ma’am,” he said. “I didn’t hear you come up behind me.”
 
   Then he walked on toward the front door and Darling Boulevard, leaving Olivia dumbfounded.
 
   Before she could get her equilibrium back, she grabbed Tuesday’s arm and whispered, “Hurry, Tues. Before he gets away. It’s Fabio. The guy in the picture with Jocelyn.” 


 
   
Chapter Twenty-Three: Follow That Car
 
   Olivia rammed her truck into reverse and was backing out of the parking space while Tuesday was still closing her door and fastening her seat belt. “Whoa, cowgirl,” she said, alarmed. “Are you going to head him off at the pass?”
 
   “Something like that.” 
 
   Olivia whipped the truck around and followed the white pickup in front of her. She spotted the driver drumming on the steering wheel while bobbing his head, obviously listening to music. He casually checked out the sights on the Boulevard as he maneuvered slowly north, apparently in no particular hurry. They were coming to a stoplight and Olivia changed lanes, easing her 4x4 to the left so she could pull up next to his driver side.
 
   “Tuesday don’t let him see you staring, but get the company name on the side of the truck and a phone number or website address if there is one. And sit in front of the window so he can’t see me in case he’d recognize me from Greg’s.”
 
   Tuesday protested. “This is dangerous and foolhardy, girlfriend. If he is really a killer, he’ll figure out you’re on to him and you could be next. And then he’ll probably come after me as your accomplice.”
 
   “Not if he doesn’t see me.” Olivia glared at her to drive home her point. “Girlfriend!”
 
   Tuesday whispered, “Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” then twisted around to position herself in the passenger window. She pretended to look for a street sign as Olivia slowed down at the light. 
 
   “Got it?”
 
   “Got it,” whispered Tuesday, her voice breathy and tense.
 
   “Don’t move, yet. This must be the longest light in the western world.” Olivia leaned back to be sure she was out of Michelangelo’s line of sight.
 
   “You won’t believe his name, Ollie girl. Michelangelo Landscaping. And he does indeed look like a Greek god.”
 
   Olivia said hurriedly, “Michelangelo was a sculptor, not a Greek god.”
 
   “I know that. But he sculpted them and man, I have a feeling this guy is really chiseled.”
 
   “Tuesday! Stop ogling a murderer.”
 
   “Innocent until proven guilty.”
 
   “How can you think about other men when you know Clipper adores you?”
 
   “Maybe he should stick around to remind me.”
 
   “That’s all show, Tues. You’d never cheat on him any more than I would on Matt.”
 
   “I know,” she said, nodding towards the gardener’s truck. “Can’t blame me for looking, though.”
 
   The driver apparently heard them and turned his head to check out Olivia’s truck. The light changed and Olivia took off before he could see her, then hooked a left down a side street as Michelangelo proceeded north on Darling Boulevard. She pulled over to the curb and dug into her purse for her phone. Hurriedly, she searched Michelangelo Landscaping and found ML Darling Valley, Antonio Michelangelo, Prop. Jocelyn’s love interest smiled out of a lush, colorful garden. Underneath he promised, These beautiful flowers can be yours. Call me.
 
   She shoved her purse and phone onto Tuesday’s lap. “Not a very artful website but he gets his point across. But most important? I know where he lives.”
 
   Tuesday corrected her. “You mean where he works.”
 
   “Did you notice the trailer in the back of the garden in that photo? I could see a cereal box in the window. That’s where he lives.” 
 
   She gave Michelangelo’s address to the voice assistant on her phone.”
 
   “Fasten your seatbelt, Tues.” And she peeled off.
 
    
 
   With Tuesday continually urging her to turn back, Olivia followed the GPS directions out to the harbor. Many large, pristine yachts and sailboats lay at anchor near the entrance to the Darling Valley Yacht Club on the north end of Darling Lake. Few of the vessels were ocean going, but there was enough wind coming off the Pacific for a brisk afternoon’s sail, yet the lake was calm enough for powerboats to tow water skiers. 
 
   However, at the south end of the lake a ragtag trailer camp met a meth park in a rural wonderland of tents and sheds. Sleeping bags airing in the sun shared clothesline space with tattletale gray undershirts, bras and panties that had seen better days and frayed jeans. Outside several of the trailers, most of them hooked on to pickup trucks, sat improvised kitchens made up of hibachis or barbecues with sacks of briquettes leaning up against the tires and Styrofoam coolers for refrigeration. 
 
   What the encampment didn’t have was Michelangelo’s truck in the parking area.
 
   Tuesday said the obvious. “He’s on a job.”
 
   Olivia nodded grimly. “You’re right. Let’s go see if they let him take calls at work.”
 
   “Whatever you say, girlfriend. Do you happen to know his employer?”
 
   “I know one of them. Even though the lady of the house is permanently indisposed, the grass still needs cutting.”
 
    
 
   Twenty minutes later she was driving up into the hills dotted with the lush mansions for which Darling Valley had become famous. Past Tudors, Mediterranean villas, and modern glass and steel castles that took advantage of the views of the bay and San Francisco beyond. She slowed down at a gated palace that had taken its inspiration from ancient Rome, all pastel plaster, fluted columns and arched windows. 
 
   Olivia parked across the street and set the brake before reaching for her purse. “Home sweet home,” she said and hopped out.
 
   Tuesday had trouble closing her mouth. “How many people live here?”
 
   “Only one now, but two and a live-in staff of six when Jocelyn was alive. Your basic starter bungalow. You know, where the owner starts small with maybe a ten thousand square foot fixer upper, builds some equity and sells at a profit so they can find something really roomy.”
 
   Tuesday was still gaping at the mansion. “You mean next time they’ll go for Versailles.”
 
   “Oh, trust me. Versailles would be moving down in the world compared to these digs.”
 
   Olivia heard a text come in on her phone. She read it with fire in her eyes. “He didn’t!”
 
   She leaned against the truck fender to collect herself. Dumbstruck, she held the phone up to show Tuesday the news flash from the local paper. 
 
   It showed a still photo of Brooks Baker with his hand on the shoulder of Arthur Payne’s son in front of the hospital with the accompanying brief text. 
 
   Former boyfriend of suspected murderer in the Jocelyn Payne case says about Granville, “She’s capable of it.” 
 
    “That creep!” Tuesday flailed her arms and kept calling Brooks names. “How could he do that to you? What is he talking about, you’re capable of murder?” 
 
   Olivia stared at Tuesday, stunned. “Am I on some crazy train, Tuesday? Everything in my life is topsy-turvy. I’m accused of murder, Matt won’t speak to me, my neighbors sneer when they see me and Brooks does this?” 
 
   Her phone rang again and she glared at it as though she were about to attack it. Then Cody’s name popped up and her shoulders relaxed. He’d gotten the text, too, he said. He described what he and his friends were going to do to Brooks. 
 
   “No, no, no, Cody,” she said, worried. “You have to step back. All I need is to have my assistant hauled up on assault charges. When this all calms down I’ll buy you a plane ticket to LA and you can meet him in a dark alley for all I care, but right now we need to stay cool.”
 
   The talk with Cody calmed her down, which in turn made her feel that she was in the driver’s seat again. She told him they would all meet for Victor’s pizza back at the house later and strategize, but right now she had work to do and said goodbye.
 
    Somehow, she stuffed down her anger at Brooks and got back to work. 
 
   “Come on, Tuesday, we’ve got to track down the real killer and not let that jerk distract us. Follow me.”
 
   


Chapter Twenty-Four: Breaking And Entering
 
   They walked like cartoons of Sherlock Holmes and Watson, minus the magnifying glass. Olivia first, hunched over behind the hedge, leading Tuesday, both of them stalking a side gate that Olivia used when she worked on Jocelyn’s closet project. Jocelyn’s husband didn’t like ugly service vehicles in the driveway. So Jocelyn gave her the entry code one day so she could shield her truck behind some bushes near the gate when she had to unload materials. Olivia had to promise Jocelyn she would never let Art Payne know she had access to the property. She’d kept this secret from Detective Johnson, as well.
 
   Olivia crossed her fingers and punched in the code. As expected, the lock clicked open. Jocelyn was supposed to change the code weekly, but Olivia had learned that housekeeping details were not her client’s strong point. Olivia’s phone rang again. When she saw Brooks’s name on the screen, she showed it to Tuesday. “He’s got some nerve, calling me,” she said, striding forward and ignoring the call. 
 
   Tuesday stopped her. “Whoa, baby girl. I don’t think Brooks is the only nervy critter on the ranch. Where are we going? I didn’t sign up for breaking and entering. When you find the gardener are you going to make a citizen’s arrest and hope that the photograph of him snogging the mistress of the house holds up as concrete evidence he committed murder and mayhem on her person?”
 
   Olivia brushed her off. “I don’t know what we’re doing here. But this is the best lead we’ve had since Awful Arlo all but accused me of murder. I just want to have a peek around and see what we can see. There’s got to be a connection here to those photos of Jocelyn with Matt. Now be quiet and follow me.”
 
   They were in a side garden laid out in geometric plots of flowers and herbs. A border of high bushes and flowering trees conveniently camouflaged them from the brilliant green lawn sloping up to the house. 
 
   “All quiet on the western front,” whispered Tuesday.
 
   Olivia nodded. “I’m assuming the kiddies are staying here for their stepmother’s funeral.”
 
   “Kiddies?”
 
   “Didn’t you hear JR mention his younger sister on the news?”
 
   They were far enough from the house that they didn’t need to whisper, yet Tuesday said in a low voice, “Perhaps they are all at the hospital keeping vigil by their father’s side. No cars around.”
 
   “That doesn’t mean anything,” explained Olivia. “You’d never see their cars out front, even if they were all home. They are always either in use or garaged and out of sight.”
 
   “Oh, right. Remind me to send a memo to my chauffeur,” Tuesday answered in a nasally lady of the manor accent.
 
   Tuesday lived on the upper floor of a two-story apartment complex in Los Angeles. She parked her well-aged Honda Civic on the street and prayed for a parking space closer than three blocks from her front door each time she came home with six bags of groceries and consignment finds. 
 
   “It’s for security, Tuesday. Keeps crooks off kilter so they can’t tell whether anyone is home. Plus, it looks tacky to have service vehicles in front of your mansion.”
 
   Olivia waved her forward. They crept along a high brick wall draped with colorful bougainvillea that Olivia had always envied when she came to the work site. It was her favorite garden look, but each time she tried planting the vines the chill winds coming off the Pacific made a beeline for her back yard and, one by one, the Beautiful B’s, as she called them, shriveled up.
 
   They’d crept along until they were almost at the back of the house. They could see the enormous, manicured garden and pool area that disappeared into a grove of trees in the distance. Olivia pointed to the lush blanketing of bougainvillea blossoms hanging over the wall next to them. She mouthed, “Careful. Thorns.”
 
   It was too late. The voluminous folds of Tuesday’s dress of many colors had caught on the vine, impaled on the thorns.
 
   Tuesday swore and Olivia shushed her, feeling very exposed now. Olivia tried to unhook the fabric without sticking herself and bleeding on the dress. They couldn’t move until she freed Tuesday. So far, her efforts were only tearing the dress. As she pulled and tugged, the thin fabric floated around them, snagging itself on more thorns. 
 
   Then voices started to float around them, as well, a man and a woman. Olivia put her finger to her lips. “Someone’s back there. Duck.” 
 
   She continued tugging on the dress, then hissed, “Tuesday, I can’t get this free. You’re going to have to take off the dress. It’s caught on too many thorns.”
 
    “Are you kidding me?”
 
   Olivia clamped her hand over her friend’s mouth. “Do you want them to hear us?” Then she whispered urgently. “TAKE YOUR DRESS OFF! QUIETLY!”
 
   They froze when they heard a man say, “Watch what you’re saying. Whose side are you on?” 
 
   Tuesday insisted in a low voice, “I’m NOT taking my fudging dress off.”
 
   Olivia cocked her head to see if she could identify the voice while she struggled to get Tuesday out of her tent. 
 
   A youthful female insisted, “If she’s guilty why isn’t she under arrest? That’s what I’d like to know.”
 
   Olivia and Tuesday stared at each other over the billowing stripes. Olivia pantomimed, “They’re talking about me!”
 
   The man said, “Oh don’t be such an idiot.”
 
   Olivia recognized the voice from cable news. The son, JR Payne. 
 
   When he said, “She didn’t do it, Melissa. Daddy did!” Olivia and Tuesday fist pumped. 
 
   Then they heard Melissa sob, “Don’t say that. Daddy couldn’t have.”
 
   “Melissa, you don’t know him as well as I do.”
 
   Olivia yanked Tuesday’s dress over her head. Tuesday, all but naked except for her unmentionables, quickly crossed her arms over her front and crouched behind Olivia in an attempt to cover herself. “I can’t believe you did that! Give me my dress back.”
 
   Olivia whispered, “Oh for god’s sake, Tues, nobody can see you,” her ear cocked trying to hear what the siblings were saying. Now that she had access to the fabric, she began unhooking it from the thorns. It wasn’t giving up without a fight.
 
   JR was saying, “You’re still a baby. Our father hasn’t shown you his true colors yet. He wants you to see him as some Master of the Universe. How do you think he became who he is? Where do you think the money came from? Thinking kind thoughts? Try crossing him and you’ll find out what he’s really like.”
 
   Melissa whimpered, “But how do you know he did it? Do you have proof?”
 
   JR snarled, “Who else would have done it? You know what she was like. She was only after his money. Our money. Who’d blame him? I can’t think of anyone else with such a powerful a motive.”
 
   “What motive, JR? He adored her.” The sister was pleading for her father’s innocence in a little girl’s voice.
 
   Olivia was wishing for x-ray vision to peer through the corner of the house. She imagined them on the deck overlooking the pool that Jocelyn had loved.
 
   JR scoffed at his sister’s naïveté. “He didn’t adore the fact that she was playing around with any male within kissing distance. Like that detective.”
 
   Olivia and Tuesday stared at each other with saucer eyes. Olivia said, “Detective? No.” 
 
   The son added a postscript to his indictment of his father. “I believe he’s capable of anything.”
 
   Olivia let the fabric fall from her hands as she listened. The sun was moving across the sky throwing shadows in the back garden but illuminating the spot where she stood. Deathly still, she waited for the voices to continue.
 
   The girl spoke next. “So why are you saying the Olivia person did it?”
 
    “Those photos and texts, remember. When they showed up I realized she’s a perfect target.”
 
   “But you don’t really think she did it?”
 
   “Oh, I guess there’s an outside chance. But I think they were just being catty with each other. But better her in prison than our father, right?”
 
   Olivia sputtered to Tuesday, “He’s the one who’s framing me.” 
 
   Suddenly a male voice boomed from behind them. “Hey there, it’s me. Anybody home? Are you in the garden?” 
 
   Olivia and Tuesday peeked from behind a tree to see a familiar jaunty figure strolling down the walk. JR came from around the back of the house to greet him, a pretty dark girl next to him that Olivia assumed was his sister. She had not expected to see the figure loping behind her. Awful Arlo. 
 
   Tuesday lost control first. Outraged, she pointed at the new visitor, exposing her Betty Boop thong with matching push up bra. “What are you doing here?”
 
   The foursome turned as one to stare open-mouthed at half-naked Tuesday and Olivia gaping in shock over an armful of cheap, multi-colored nylon. 
 
   The girl spoke first. “Who are you?” she demanded. “What are you doing on our property?”
 
   Olivia ignored her, seething at the visitor. “Brooks Baker. Why are you mixed up in this?”
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
Chapter Twenty-Five: A Room Full of Roses
 
   “Murder isn’t enough? Olivia Granville has to torment the grieving family with breaking and entering?”
 
   Olivia read Awful Arlo’s latest blog post to Cody. It showing a series of Instagrams of half-naked Tuesday trying to hide behind Olivia, screaming in pain as she backed into the wall of thorns, the striped tent billowing around them. 
 
   “What was Arlo doing there? Has he moved in with the family?” Cody had just arrived home early for the promised pizza and strategy session.
 
   “That’s what I’d like to know,” said Olivia.
 
   She set her computer aside. The three conspirators sat around the kitchen table trying to absorb what had happened at the Payne estate. Tuesday looked at the photos again and sulked. “I hope my friends don’t read this? My hair looks weird in that light.”
 
   Cody said, “Maybe it’s not the light?” then turned his attention back to Olivia. “So fill me in. What happened after the cops showed up?” 
 
   Olivia described the blistering smack down Detective Johnson delivered when he answered the 911 call from JR Payne. 
 
   “If it isn’t Miss Granville and her sidekick,” he’d sneered, his earlier camaraderie when he was asking about Xavier nowhere to be seen. 
 
   Fortunately, one of DVPD’s female officers had also answered the call and helped Tuesday get back into her torn and bloodied dress without mishap. She escorted Tuesday away from the bougainvillea, with the suspect yelling fruitlessly, “Take your hands off me.”
 
   The officer just said, “Watch your head,” as she steered Tuesday into the squad car.
 
   Johnson frog-walked Olivia behind them, but, Brooks, to his credit, intervened before Olivia joined Tuesday in the police car. He pulled JR aside and Olivia heard him advise, “Don’t press charges yet. Maybe she has a good reason for being here. Let the police figure it out.”
 
   Olivia lost it at that point. She yelled across the grass, “Yes, I have good reason to be here. His father killed Jocelyn. We heard him confess it. Arrest them, not us.”
 
   “Likely story,” JR said. “The woman is deranged. She’ll say anything. A woman scorned and all that. Now she’s stalking us.”
 
   Johnson whispered in Olivia’s ear, “Come quietly, Miss Granville. This isn’t looking good for you.”
 
   Awful Arlo had listened in to each conversation, then waved goodbye to JR and Melissa. “See you, guys,” and ran off, presumably to put his scoop online. To Olivia, he looked even sleazier in person than he did in his blog photo.
 
    
 
   Olivia told Cody that despite JR Payne not pressing charges, Johnson still wanted to question them about their trespassing adventure. “So he brought us in, anyway.”
 
   She finished her story to Cody’s back as he went hunting in the cupboard for the dried hot pepper flakes he liked to douse on his pizza.
 
   “Johnson harassed us a bit, but he couldn’t hold us. I think JR figured the police would lose interest in investigating my claims about his father if they simply let me go. After all, it sounds pretty outrageous, doesn’t it? Who’d believe Jocelyn’s husband killed her after the way he doted on her and then collapsed when Matt told him she was dead.”
 
   Cody found the pepper flakes and grabbed a beer from the refrigerator. “Anyone,” he said offering it to his friends.
 
   “Not a beer drinker,” Tuesday answered, still simmering about being caught almost naked on camera by Awful Arlo. 
 
   “Water for me,” said Olivia. 
 
    Cody tucked his beer under his arm and retrieved two bottles of spring water. “Something to consider though. The jealous husband bit. What did Matt say when you showed up in handcuffs?”
 
   “Thank goodness he wasn’t there.”
 
   After grilling Olivia and Tuesday, Johnson drove the guilty parties back to the scene of the crime so Olivia could retrieve her truck, a sullen, awkward ride. On the way home, Tuesday tried to reach Clipper for some TLC after her huge embarrassment, but she got his voicemail, adding insult to injury.
 
    
 
   By now, Tuesday had changed into a pair of tie-dyed painters coveralls rolled up at the ankles and wrists and unbuttoned to her navel, a ballpark mustard yellow cami underneath for modesty’s sake and a long Indian sequined scarf cinching in the coarse denim at her waist. 
 
   “Nothing to come back and bite me,” she explained as she modeled her outfit for Olivia and Cody. Chandelier earrings with cartoon kittens grazed her shoulders.
 
   Cody said, “Looks like a cat fight when you move your head around.”
 
   She waved him off, checked herself in a small mirror, then gave her reflection a satisfied smile before sticking the compact back in her bag. 
 
   Olivia had moved to the sink with a bouquet of roses from Brooks. She’d found them propped against the front door on the porch when she and Tuesday returned home. 
 
   She explained to Cody, “They’re from a new florist in Darling Valley who doesn’t know to leave my deliveries by the back door. I was so mad at Detective Johnson and JR Payne, I didn’t see them at first. If Tuesday hadn’t spotted them, they would have wilted in the afternoon sun.” 
 
    “That Brooks moves fast,” Tuesday said disgustedly to the flowers. Then she continued describing her embarrassing scene to Cody.
 
   “Luckily I always wear my best scanties when I’m going out. Imagine if I’d been caught in cotton from a bargain basement.”
 
   The last was a friendly dig at Cody who had no qualms about admitting that he purchased his unmentionables at the local CVS drugstore in bargain packs of three.
 
   “Yeah,” he retorted. “Betty Boop is some fashion statement.”
 
   “Be nice,” Olivia said, holding up the huge, expensive bouquet, “and tell me if I should keep these.” She meant the roses from Brooks.
 
   She did not reveal the contents of his note. “Talk to me. Please.”
 
   Tuesday said, “Yellow and pink roses? No way you’re gonna toss them. Pretend they’re from someone else. Not the fault of the flowers that the givee is such a jerk.”
 
   Olivia said, “Brooks is the giv-ER,” then went hunting for a vase in her linen closet down the hall. When the flowers were arranged and sitting on the kitchen table, the three friends waited for Pete to arrive with their order from Victor’s.
 
   Despite the drama at the Payne’s house, Olivia needed Cody to fill her in on the work he had done for clients that day. He assured her he had delivered some furniture, mailed an antique jewelry box to a woman in Palm Springs and photographed the faulty hardware on drapery rods in a client’s bedroom. 
 
   Cody concluded his report with some advice. “If I had to live with it, I wouldn’t notice that one end of the rod hung lower by an eighth of an inch. But since it’s for a paying customer, I think you’ll have to replace it.”
 
   Olivia gave him a thumbs up absently and made some notes on her iPad. 
 
   Tuesday filled in a slight lag in the conversation by adding a few more details of her humiliation at the hands of Olivia when she was snagged by the Beautiful B’s. “Seriously, Cody. Would you keep her as your BFF if she asked you to strip down to your tightey whiteys in public?”
 
   He flexed his biceps. “And pass up a chance to show off this god-like body to my fans?”
 
   There was nothing left to talk about except the urgent topic of conversation on everyone’s mind. What did the revelations at the Payne’s house mean? 
 
    
 
   Olivia tried to be practical.
 
   “Maybe this isn’t a smoking gun. There could be a simple explanation for what JR said. He could have meant that somehow his father drove Jocelyn to break into Xavier’s and get drunk on his champagne and try on diamonds. He didn’t say that his father actually pulled the trigger. So to speak. I know she wasn’t shot but, you know.”
 
    “So what did the guy say?” Cody asked as he peeled the label from his beer. “Word for word.”
 
   Olivia recited confidently, “Daddy did it. That’s not the same thing as daddy is the killer.” 
 
   Tuesday waved her hands. “OMG! No. What he said, was, ‘Our father killed her.’ Word for word.”
 
   Cody stretched his hands between them before they got into a brawl over semantics. “Hey, play nice, now. How could the father have done it? He was in San Diego.”
 
   Olivia waved this away. “He has his own jet. He could have flown up here, done the deed and been back in his hotel room before breakfast. The grieving husband routine could just be an act. Or, he could have hired someone.”
 
   Cody said, “True. But there’s a more important problem. How does JR know who killed his stepmother?”
 
   “Yeah,” Tuesday said. “Did the old man confess it? Did the son witness it? And does this eliminate the other suspects?”
 
   Olivia retrieved her computer and opened to the list she had started earlier. She began a new page and typed Crime-solving 101. She created three columns, one each for Suspects, Motive, Opportunity.
 
   “Obviously there are more things to consider,” Olivia said, “but let’s start with Column A and Column B. Who are our prime suspects? I nominate Michelangelo and Roger.”
 
   Tuesday said, “Are you discounting what we heard the son say about his father?”
 
   “No, but what I’ve learned from Matt is that everybody is a suspect until they can prove they were out of the country or attending their own funeral.”
 
   She typed in the two names and added their motives. Jealousy for Michelangelo and fear of jealous wife for Roger. She hesitated at Opportunity. “We have to know more, but from what I’ve heard and seen on Xavier’s video, she made herself available to men. Next?”
 
   Cody said hesitantly, “Xavier?”
 
   Olivia cringed. “I guess we should follow our rule and include everybody. It would explain how she got into the shop, but seriously? He’d kill the golden goose? Okay,” she said and added his name. “Can anyone think of a motive?”
 
   A resounding silence before Tuesday tentatively offered, “Jocelyn had something on him?”
 
   Cody said, “What? He was stealing from himself?”
 
   Olivia compromised. “Okay, we’ll leave his name and see if we come up with a motive later. But don’t either of you ever tell him that I put his name on this list or I’ll murder you myself.”
 
   “Agreed,” said Cody, who knew Xavier mostly as a soccer adversary in the occasional Sunday pickup game.
 
   Olivia next typed, Roger’s wife. “Anybody know her first name?” she asked. When there was no answer she wrote, jealousy in the motive column.
 
   “I guess that’s a no brainer,” Tuesday surmised.
 
   Olivia continued, “The husband.” She typed in Art Payne but stopped at a motive.
 
   “Revenge for her cheating?” suggested Tuesday.
 
   Olivia shook her head. “I never get that one. A spouse is fed up with the ball and chain and offs them? They don’t understand English for divorce?”
 
   “In LA,” Tuesday said, “you see these murders and elaborate cover-ups to avoid big alimony settlements.”
 
   Cody dropped his voice an octave. “Who knows what evil lurks . . . “
 
   “He listens to old time programs on satellite radio when he drives my truck,” Olivia explained.
 
    Cody ignored her. “But what I don’t get, this guy has so much money that even if she took half, he’s still one of the richest guys around.”
 
   Olivia educated him. “Unless they had an iron-clad prenup that protected her, she couldn’t take him to the cleaners in California.” 
 
   Cody gave her a quizzical look. 
 
   “The short marriage rule. Look it up. They were married, what, three years? Under ten years, she’s only entitled to support for half the time they were together, about eighteen months in their case. It’s why her first husband didn’t have to pay a bucket load in alimony. So even if they divorced, she wouldn’t have been able to take him to the cleaners. Of course, we don’t know about a prenup, but I doubt Art Payne’s lawyers would have allowed him to remarry without one they drafted in his favor.”
 
   Tuesday said, “Okay, then. Back to the list. Anybody else?”
 
   Olivia broke the dead silence. “We’re forgetting the first husband. Tobey Carverman.”
 
   Tuesday beamed. “I snagged him. Did you hear, Cody?”
 
   Olivia said as she typed in his name, “Later for the war stories, Tuesday. What’s the motive?” 
 
   Olivia and Tuesday said in unison, “Revenge.”
 
   Cody asked, “Against who? The wife who conned him or the husband who embarrassed him?”
 
   Tuesday said, “Both.”
 
   Olivia saved the document. “Okay. We’ve got,” she counted off the names on her fingers, “five and a half suspects. I can’t believe Xavier did this. He’s been too torn up about Jocelyn and the whole thing, so I’m only giving him half a point.”
 
   “By the way,” asked Tuesday, “have you heard from the juicy jeweler?” Tuesday had a thing for men with accents. “Didn’t Johnson say he was missing?”
 
   “Not missing exactly. Just that he was looking for him. Maybe I’ll give him another call and see how he’s doing.”
 
   Olivia interrupted their brainstorming session to try Xavier again. He came on the line quickly. “Xavier, I’m so happy to catch up with you. Where have you been? Do you know the police have been looking for you?”
 
   Olivia listened to his explanation and said, “What do you mean you haven’t been anywhere. I’ve called you, the police have called you, Martin hasn’t seen you. Have you been in hiding? After all that’s happened I wouldn’t blame you, but your friends have been concerned.”
 
   Tuesday and Cody gave one another crooked looks, not understanding what was up with Xavier now.
 
   Olivia bobbed her head as she listened to him. “Well, of course I believe you. Sure. I’m just glad you’re okay. Yes, we will talk about resuming construction as soon as the police release the site. Take care, my friend. Bye.”
 
   Picking up on Cody’s old time references, she slid her phone onto the table and said, “What a revolting development this is. He insists he’s been in the shop the whole time and nobody’s called him.”
 
   “Uh oh,” Tuesday said, pointing to his name on the suspect list. “No way we give him a pass if he’s up to some funny business. He gets a whole point. Not even if he kisses my hand every time he sees me. Though on second thought . . . ”
 
   Olivia interrupted her. “Seriously folks, I don’t get this. What does Xavier have to hide?”
 
   The ringing of the back door bell interrupted their ruminations. “That’s Pete with our dinner,” Olivia said. “Let me get my credit card.”
 
   But Cody jumped up and intercepted her, pulling out his own wallet. “This is on me.” 
 
   “Are you sure?” 
 
   Cody was halfway to the stairs so Olivia got up and grabbed some plates and silverware and Tuesday retrieved the napkins in what was becoming their dinnertime routine.
 
    
 
   After a minute, Olivia stopped what she was doing. “Listen. Cody’s talking to someone. He must have invited Pete to come up.”
 
   “Oh, good,” exclaimed Tuesday gleefully. The delivery guy was one more Darling Valleyite Tuesday had added to her circle. 
 
   But it was not Pete the pizza delivery guy who walked into the kitchen behind Cody.
 
   Tuesday took one look at the visitor, grabbed Cody’s arm and said, “Buddy, methinks we have to go on a mission to find another vase.”
 
   Cody said, “She keeps vases in the hall closet.” He raised his hand for a high five. “Hey, broski, wassup?” In his eagerness to chat with his friend, he did not see the shock on Olivia’s face. 
 
   Tuesday pulled on him and headed for the stairs. “I said come ON. I think there’s one that is the perfect size. In. The. Garage.” 
 
   Cody pointed to her and said in all seriousness, “Do I have to go out in public with you looking like that?”
 
   She all but pushed him down the stairs, leaving Olivia accepting a second bouquet of roses, these from Matt.


 
   
Chapter Twenty-Six: I Just Came To Say I’m Sorry
 
   Olivia stood stiffly holding the flowers at arms length. For a moment neither she nor Matt said anything, then Olivia broke the awkward silence and pointed to a chair at the table. “Sit. I’ll find a vase for these.”
 
   Matt moved toward her. “Olivia, please . . . ”
 
   She stopped him from coming closer. “Matt. Give me a minute. This has been a shocker of a day. You’re the last person I was expecting. Let me put these in water.”
 
   “Take your time,” he said. He pulled out a chair and sank his long frame onto the hard seat. He watched Olivia put the flowers in the sink, and then head down the hall for another container. When she returned, Matt pointed to the yellow and pink bouquet already arranged on the table.
 
   “Is today your day for flowers?”
 
   Olivia said, “They’re from Brooks Baker,” but as soon as the words were out of her mouth, she regretted bringing up his name.
 
   Narrowing his eyes, Matt studied the roses. “Oh, has he come calling? He doesn’t waste any time making his move, does he?”
 
   Olivia’s back stiffened. “It’s not like that. Why would you think that? You know how I feel about him. I don’t know why he sent the flowers.” 
 
   Deciding not to further inflame the situation, she did not say what she was thinking. It’s none of your business anymore who sends me flowers.
 
   Matt sneered. “Because that’s what cads do to make up for their bad behavior.”
 
   Olivia arranged the flowers in the slim Wedgewood cut glass vase that had belonged to her grandmother. She pointed it at him. “Oh, is that what these are all about?”
 
   Matt held up his hands in a truce. “Okay. I deserved that. But I read about him trash talking about you on the news. How dare he? Where did that come from?”
 
   “I don’t know and I don’t want to know. My instinct was to toss his flowers, but Tuesday talked me out of wasting perfectly good roses. It’s not their fault a jerk picked them out. They were on the porch when we got home. I suppose Johnson told you about our adventure this afternoon.”
 
   Matt nodded.
 
   “Then why are you here with roses? Aren’t you afraid to be seen with me these days?”
 
   Olivia noted the dark circles under his eyes, which she expected would sag over the years like his grandfather’s. On his dresser he had a photo of a very English-looking gentleman with a stern countenance and bags under his eyes. He had his arm around the waist of his beautiful Indian wife. Matt had told her his grandparents were very close, yet his grandfather did not crack a smile in the picture. While Matt had his father’s good looks, Matt’s eyes always showed tension and fatigue like his English ancestor’s. 
 
   “Olivia, this sounds like such a cliché, but it’s true. I don’t know what kind of static was going through my head that made me listen to my lawyer, but I was wrong. I was a jerk, actually. And I did argue against it when he said we should not have any contact. But he finally convinced me by saying it was a temporary measure that would save my career and also be good for you.” 
 
   Olivia recalled Marguerite Fredericks telling her the same thing, but she was not ready to let him off the hook.
 
   She set Matt’s roses on the table near Brooks’s bouquet, which Olivia was happy to note were right under his nose, twisting the knife a bit.
 
   “So why have you changed your mind about me,” she asked. “Have you figured out how and why Jocelyn died and know I had nothing to do with it?” She remained standing by the island, a safe distance from him.
 
   “I’ve always known you had nothing to do with her death. How could I think otherwise? If it hadn’t been for my job I would have been right by your side. I just knew the conflict of interest thing would be terrible for you. I’m not sure my lawyer didn’t give me good advice. But I hate myself for dropping that bomb on you without warning, without calling you and working out a plan. I should have made sure you understood what was behind the radio silence. I didn’t handle this well. I didn’t think it through to see the damage it would do to us.”
 
   Olivia’s expression was non-committal. “Yes, it would have been nice if I’d had a heads up.”
 
   Matt looked at her intently. She was still standing at the island while he sat abject in the chair. She felt herself moved by the sad lines of regret around his mouth. 
 
   “I don’t know what to say, Olivia. How to say how sorry I am.”
 
   What to say, what to do to bridge this gap between them? Olivia didn’t know. “I wouldn’t have done that to you, you know. Let an outside party cut us off like that.”
 
   Matt studied his hands, picked at a fingernail as if the right answer might be hidden there.
 
   The doorbell rang again. “That must be Pete,” she said. “We’ve ordered dinner from Victor’s. Will you stay?” she asked, instantly regretting the invitation. How awkward it would be for Tuesday who was angry with him for neglecting Olivia. 
 
   But she couldn’t snatch the words back, and added, “I’m sure Tuesday and Cody are freezing in the garage by now. They’ve given us enough privacy. I’ll text Cody that the coast is clear.”
 
   Matt said, “Does that mean we’re okay?”
 
   “I don’t know what it means,” she said, sending the text before looking up. “What is your status? Are you still off the case? Is the department insisting you stay away from me?”
 
   “No, it’s not, though I’m still off the case. That was my lawyer’s idea, to put distance between us. I only hired him because the texts and pictures implicated me. But even if the department said to stay away, I wouldn’t care. You are the only one who can make me stay away. You’re more important to me than the job. It’s all up to you. I know I’ve hurt you and I’m asking you to forgive me.”
 
   Before she could answer, the doorbell buzzed. She texted Cody again to come up with Pete. 
 
    
 
   To break the awkward silence while they waited, Olivia asked, “By the way, what’s up with Taz? I’ve wanted to contact her to have a girls’ lunch while Tuesday’s here, but I don’t know if she’d want to hear from me right now.”
 
   Matt let out a long breath. “My sister. Who knows? She always has a lot of irons in the fire. It’s hard to pin her down. But now that she has this new guy on her radar, good luck trying to get her attention. I think they have a getaway planned to some resort in South America. Buzios it’s called. They live on different coasts or something and are going to meet in a neutral corner.”
 
   “Lucky Taz,” Olivia said mournfully.
 
    
 
   With shards of pizza crust on the platter, Pete was unaware of the tension among his friends. He was telling a silly joke before he went back to work about two rabbits that walked into a bar. Olivia sat quietly and recalled her recent and distant past with the people at the table.
 
   In the early days when Olivia was feeling lost in her new town so far from her tight circle in LA, Pete, the cheerful freckle-faced adolescent delivered an easy good nature with her orders from Victor’s. Since then, he had become one of the family. He applied for the weekend home delivery slot as soon as he got his driver’s license. Tonight, with high school graduation behind him, he’d announced that he wanted to go to culinary school and open his own restaurant some day. 
 
   Amid their applause his phone buzzed. He checked the text and said, “Another delivery on deck. Got to hustle.”
 
   He pulled down his Victor’s ball cap. Matt said, “If Victor gives you any grief because you stayed for a slice of pizza with us, tell him I’ll get the health inspectors over there in the morning.”
 
   Pete grinned. “Oh, I’ll tell him, Detective. Thanks. And thanks for the pizza, Olivia. And don’t forget to tell me when you’re moving out Cody, because I’m moving in. I have more fun here than at my parents’ house.”
 
   Olivia walked him downstairs and ended up paying the bill herself, penance she decided for locking Cody out in the chilly night while she settled things with Matt. She cocked her ear to see if Mrs. Harmon was in, a habit now. She wasn’t nosy; she just wanted to be sure her aging tenant was okay. She heard sounds out by the recycling cans. Mrs. Harmon didn’t like clutter and was disposing of her trash. 
 
   Back upstairs Olivia wasn’t fussy about tidying up. She was more interested in sitting down and picking Matt’s brain, something she couldn’t do in front of Pete. Did he have any news for them? Any ideas about what had happened to Jocelyn?
 
   Matt chewed on his lip, ruminating. “You all know more than I do. They have really kept the firewall up at work. I only know what I hear on the news.”
 
   Cody said, “So you don’t read that dumb ass, excuse me Olivia, that jerk’s blog?”
 
    “Nah. Not so far. I’m usually not interested in that kind of thing, but now that you tell me he was at the Payne house, I’m going to have to check him out. As a private citizen of course. After all, he found out about Jocelyn almost as soon as we did. Like before I’d had a chance to call it in. If he didn’t get it from a police scanner, how did that happen? What was he doing at the house today? Why is he hanging around the edges of this case, that’s what I want to know?”
 
   Tuesday asked the hot button question. “What do you make of Brooks Baker cozying up to JR Payne?”
 
   Matt finished his drink, a diet soda. “I don’t know. Smells fishy to me, but I can’t access any of the case files at work, so I don’t have any inside information. Olivia, you know him better than I do, what’s your take on Baker? Why would he kneecap you like that?”
 
   Olivia remained quiet, thinking how to answer. “Don’t ask me. I’ve seen him do a lot of sleazy things, but they always involved other women or embarrassing me just to get himself in front of the nearest camera. As far as business is concerned, I’d trust him with my life. Like, if there was a job here in Darling Valley that I had my eye on first, and he knew about it, he’d steer clear.”
 
   When she heard herself say the words she once believed, Olivia immediately knew she was fooling herself. 
 
   And then Matt chimed in. “But I thought you said he was trying to muscle in on the Fredericks’s big remodel?”
 
   And it was true. Lately, she lived in fear that Marguerite Fredericks would award the remodeling job to Brooks. After all, Brooks Baker was almost a household name. A playboy as well as a gifted and influential architect, he appeared on both the red carpet and international design conference podiums. Yet, knowing Olivia was in the running for the job, why didn’t he step away? She had gotten there first and he knew it. Plus, she was trying to make her name as the head of a boutique firm. He had Hall of Fame status in the design world. Why not give a friend a break? Marguerite had been her client. She should have been hands off, except to the greedy. 
 
   Olivia shrugged, “No honor among thieves, I guess,” grinning away the pain in her gut that her history with Brooks kept alive.
 
    
 
   Once again, the back doorbell rang. 
 
   Cody jumped up. “I’ll get it.” He shivered slightly. “That’s my buddy. We’re going to hang out with the guys for a while. Are we good here, OMG, or do you want me to help clean up?”
 
   “Of course not,” Olivia said, mothering him. The evening had mellowed her. She had more thinking to do about Matt, but she was beginning to see that he was caught in this mess as much as she was. “Go. Have fun, Cody.”
 
   “Thanks, I’ll just grab a sweatshirt and see you all later.” He waved goodbye over his shoulder and disappeared down the stairs.
 
   Olivia filled Matt in on her suspicions about Jocelyn’s boyfriends and their possible motives for killing her. He frowned as she gave her side of the story about how she and Tuesday found themselves in the Payne’s garden and overheard JR’s admission that his father had murdered Jocelyn. 
 
   Matt threw a scowl at Olivia, then at Tuesday. “No, no, no. Olivia, you and Tuesday shouldn’t be tracking down these clowns. If you suspect anyone of being mixed up in Jocelyn Payne’s murder, steer clear. What’s to stop them from coming after you two if they think you are on to something? Call Johnson if you have a lead.”
 
   Olivia began stacking the dishes. “But what was I supposed to do? Everybody in town is thinking I’m a murderer. I need to find the real culprit fast. I won’t exactly say Johnson is dragging his feet, but why wouldn’t he at least check out my claim about JR? He completely ignored me. And after what Brooks said on TV, I’m waiting for Johnson to come calling any minute and haul me off to jail.”
 
   Matt said wryly, “He tried that this afternoon, but it didn’t work.”
 
   They could hear Cody chatting with the visitor at the bottom of the stairs. Olivia strained her ears, thinking she recognized the voice. She knew several of Cody’s friends by now. Since he’d been bunking on her floor, she would occasionally walk in on the guys sharing a sandwich and a beer in the kitchen. They always invited her to join them, and often she did. Listening to their jokes and adventures had become her favorite way of unwinding at the end of the day. Though she saw Cody almost every working day, having him as a temporary roommate was more fun that she expected. 
 
   “I think I know who that is,” she said. “Cody’s friend. He’s hilarious. I keep telling him he should do standup. Cody,” she called out, “why don’t you bring Jason upstairs to meet Tuesday? Matt, you met him at the movies last week. Cody and Jason sat in front of us.”
 
   Olivia got up to grab a beer for Jason. She set it on the table, then turned to the sound of footsteps on the landing. Her face darkened and her voice became a low growl. 
 
   “What are you doing here?” 
 
   Tuesday added, “You’ve got some nerve showing up here, Brooks. That’s all I have to say.”
 
   


Chapter Twenty-Seven: You Should Have Seen The Other Guy
 
   “Sweetheart, I’m so glad to see you. I’ve needed to talk to you all day. Did you get my flowers?” 
 
   Ignoring Tuesday, Brooks walked straight toward Olivia with his arms wide open, missing Matt sitting at the table off to the side by the window. 
 
   Olivia backed up against the island, but Brooks kept coming, cooing, “Olivia, Olivia.”
 
   She glanced over his shoulder at Matt, who quickly sprang to his feet, his chair scraping along the floor as it fell backwards. “What are you doing here, Baker?” 
 
   Brooks spun around startled, not recognizing Matt. But he saw the pizza scraps from dinner with the empty glasses and put two and two together. He squared his shoulders and stuck out his hand with no attempt at a smile. “I don’t believe we’ve met. Brooks Baker.”
 
   Matt just stood there, hands on his hips, eying Brooks coldly. “Oh, I know who you are. You’re the guy who slandered Olivia today on TV.”
 
   Brooks turned to Olivia. “Well, that’s why I’m here. To explain about that.” He turned to Cody, behind him. “I was telling Cody here that it was a huge misunderstanding.” 
 
   Cody was on the top step, not quite inside the kitchen yet. He leaned against the wall, alert, eyes on Olivia. From his black look, Brooks hadn’t won him over. 
 
   Matt moved in on Brooks, now an arm’s length away, listening to his excuse.
 
   Brooks gave Matt an oily smile as he explained himself. “Of course, I know how she is, quick to jump to conclusions, so I thought I’d better get over here and calm her down.” 
 
    Matt’s sport coat hung open, his weapon in plain sight. “What do you mean, you know how she is? Just exactly how is she?” His eyes were narrow slits; his voice carried a threat. He moved closer. 
 
   Cody stepped up so that he was just at the top of the stairs, squaring his shoulders, bracing himself, near enough to the two men to hear their breathing.
 
   Brooks shrugged and answered Matt with false cheer, “Oh, you know, predictably female about these things.” He seemed to forget that Olivia was standing right there. “I mean, we love her to death, but . . . ”
 
    Without warning, Matt leaned into Brooks’s face and said, “You arrogant . . . ” He swung his arms wide in a gesture of exasperation. 
 
   Before he could finish his sentence the back of his hand connected hard with Cody standing to the side. Cody didn't see it coming. Open-mouthed surprise lit up his face as his arms, frantically windmilling, tried to find something to grab onto. With nothing but air at his fingertips, he fell backwards, somersaulting down the stairs. 
 
    “Matt!” Olivia screamed, running after Cody, “stop!”
 
   Tuesday, Brooks and Matt stared, not believing what they were seeing as Cody rocketed down feet first, his chin on the stairs sounding like knuckles on a washboard before he came to rest. Tuesday was the first of the trio to move. She ran to the freezer and grabbed one of Cody’s ribeyes and dashed after Olivia, the men now shocked out of their paralysis and rushing to help.
 
   Someone called, “Is he all right,” but with everyone crowding around Cody in the narrow stairwell, it was hard to tell who spoke.
 
   Even Mrs. Harmon in her soundproofed apartment heard the ruckus and came running. “What is going on up there?” she called from the bottom of the stairs.
 
   She caught a glimpse of Cody and snapped, “Get up off there, Cody. Are you drunk?”
 
   Olivia tried to help Cody roll over, but he was a dead weight. Brooks reached for him, but she pushed him away.
 
   “What are you mad at me for,” he said. “Your boyfriend here slugged him.”
 
   Frantic, Matt said, “I didn’t,” pushing Brooks against the wall so he could get to Cody. “It was an accident.”
 
   He tried to lift Cody to his feet, repeating “Sorry, man. I’m so sorry. Are you okay?” Cody sagged in his arms like a sack of potatoes.
 
   Cody raised his head like a cobra and looked around. Blood dripped down his chin and already his eye was twice its size. His puffy mouth looked like he’d had lip enhancement surgery. Finally, Olivia helped him straighten out until he was sitting upright with his back against the wall. He tested his teeth to see if any were loose, but none came away in his hand. Tuesday pushed forward and handed Cody the steak. “Put this on your eye.”
 
   Matt saw a perfect imprint of his school insignia at the top of the young man’s cheek. “Oh, no,” he said. “I caught him with my ring.”
 
   He had intended to leave his school ring with Xavier for resizing, but all that was forgotten when Jocelyn came sailing out of the second floor.
 
   Cody had not spoken yet, but did as he was told, pressing the steak to his eye. 
 
   “Yow,” he screamed, throwing it down. “It’s freezing, Tues.”
 
   Tuesday retrieved it, all the while shooing the men upstairs. “Get away, you two. You’ve done enough damage. Give him some air. Go. You’re in the way.”  
 
   Olivia ran back up to get a towel for the steak, hurried back down making an ice pack of the beef. “It’ll thaw soon enough.”
 
     Cody protested the attention. “I’m okay, man,” he said to no one in particular. Holding on to the wall, he clawed his way to his feet. Still very wobbly, he turned around, facing upstairs now. Olivia and Tuesday each took an arm and got him into the kitchen and down onto a chair. 
 
   Mrs. Harmon marched up behind them and unceremoniously nudged Olivia out of the way. She took Cody’s face in her hands and inspected his head and facial wounds. “And what were you up to that made you tumble down those stairs? Don’t you watch your feet? Lord knows, they’re big enough.”
 
   Tuesday handed her the steak again, but Mrs. Harmon pushed it away. “Oh, for heaven’s sake, Tuesday, this isn’t the movies. Put some ice in a plastic bag and put this back in the freezer.”
 
   Tuesday was back in a flash. Mrs. Harmon held the new and improved ice pack to Cody’s face, Olivia’s kitchen towel buffering the cold. 
 
   Olivia insisted. “You don’t have to trouble yourself. I’ll take over.” 
 
   Mrs. Harmon snapped, “Don’t be ridiculous, young woman. Clearly you don’t know what you’re doing. My late husband won an Olympic gold medal in boxing when he was a student. I know how to put him back together.”
 
   Cody winced and pushed her age-spotted hand away. “You’re hurting me, Mrs. Harmon.” 
 
   His eyes pleaded with Olivia. She tried to rescue him from her tenant who was suddenly Florence Nightingale on steroids. “Really, Mrs. Harmon. We can manage now.”
 
   Mrs. Harmon ignored her, still intent on chastising the patient. “If you’d watch where you’re going Cody, you wouldn’t go falling all over hell and gone.”
 
   Olivia said, “I’m sure he’ll be more careful in the future, won’t you Cody?”
 
   She glared at Cody, signaling for him to go along with her and act contrite. She didn’t want to get into a long explanation to Mrs. Harmon about the two men fighting over her.
 
   “Sorry, Mrs. Harmon,” he said. “It won’t happen again.”
 
   Mrs. Harmon appraised Brooks, hovering over the patient. Once she recognized him, she snapped, “What are you doing here? I thought she dumped you long ago.”
 
   Olivia quickly broke up that scene. “Why don’t you go back to your apartment, Mrs. Harmon? I’m going to have Cody lie down for a few minutes. So we should all just give him some peace and quiet.” 
 
   Mrs. Harmon glared at her. “You’ll do no such thing. Don’t you know how to take care of a possible concussion? This boy will end up in the ICU if I leave him in your hands. Stand up, Cody. We’re going to go for a little walk.”
 
   She hissed at Olivia. “You can’t let him sleep until you know he doesn’t have a concussion. I’ll walk him around a bit and then we need to take him to the ER to get him checked out.”
 
   Cody threw down the ice pack. “I’m not going to the hospital. I’m fine.”
 
   “Don’t argue with me, young man.” Mrs. Harmon’s voice, so loud coming from the petite woman, took Olivia by surprise. 
 
   Cody whispered to Olivia, “My mother doesn’t even give me orders like that.”
 
   Olivia took Mrs. Harmon’s arm and walked her to the stairs. Very determined, she said, “Don’t worry yourself. He looks fine. You know how resilient young folks are. Like rubber balls. He’s already bouncing back.”
 
   Olivia’s tenant looked over her shoulder. “Well I can tell when I’m not wanted, but if he goes into convulsions, don’t come crying to me.”
 
   Olivia took a breath and tried to muster all of her patience. “We’ll take good care of him. If there’s a problem, you’ll be the first person I call.”
 
   


Chapter Twenty-Eight: A Family Affair
 
   Olivia tried to help Cody out of his chair, whispering over his shoulder to Brooks. “I can’t believe you have the nerve to show up at my house after what you’ve done to me and my reputation. And now this.” She pointed to Cody.
 
   “Olivia, I didn’t hit the kid. I came because I can’t have you think I’d sabotage you. Just let me explain about that quote on cable news.” He turned and glared at Matt. “Then I’ll leave you to your maniacal boyfriend.”
 
   “Not now. I have to get Cody to the ER.”
 
   Cody whined, “Olivia! No. Not the ER.”
 
   “Don’t argue,” she ordered. “Mrs. Harmon was right. We need to have you checked out. I’ll call 911.”
 
   “Now you sound like Mrs. Harmon,” he moaned. “But I don’t have a concussion. I didn’t hit my head.” But when Cody slumped back down and put his head on the table, she said, “That’s it,” and called the paramedics.
 
    
 
   In the few minutes it took for the ambulance to show up, Brooks gave his side of the story. Olivia stood behind Cody and gently massaged his shoulders. Tuesday held his hand. Matt leaned forlornly against the refrigerator. Brooks cleared his throat and pleaded his case to an unforgiving audience.
 
    “Some guy named Dan Arlo came up to me at the hospital. He recognized me from . . . oh, I don’t know where. My picture is all over the net. You know that. He had found out I knew you and wanted a quote for his blog. And here is what I said. ‘Olivia Granville is one of the most talented and honorable women I know. She is ahead of her time in design and a tireless advocate on behalf of her clients. She is capable of achieving anything she sets her mind to. But she is not capable of murder.’ I swear, that is what I said to him.” 
 
   He looked around for a friendly smile, but found none. “Some reporter heard it, chopped it up and turned it into that hateful quote. ‘She is . . . capable of murder,’ conveniently leaving out the not.”
 
   Olivia demanded, “What were you doing with Payne in the first place? Explain that.”
 
   Brooks was losing his bravado. His shoulders slumped and he pulled out a chair to sit down. “That one is easy. JR was awarded a huge research grant that includes funds for a new lab. He’s asked me to design it. I came up here for a business meeting to go over some things. Spur of the moment.”
 
   Olivia’s face remained hard. “And to try to take my client away from me. Marguerite Fredericks.”
 
   “That was just sociable.” 
 
   Olivia snarled, “Likely story. But back to JR. His stepmother just died, his father is at death’s door and he’s taking time out to design a lab? That’s pretty cold-blooded.”
 
   Brooks circled his finger at his temple. “You know how scientists are. They compartmentalize their feelings. Crazy.”
 
   Olivia said, “Like architects.”
 
   Brooks closed his eyes, squinting as if in pain. “I think I’ll quit while I’m ahead and not defend myself on that one. JR’s a strange guy. A huge brain but short on social skills. But he develops new treatments for rare diseases. He got the grant for his work on snakebites of all things. There is talk he’ll get a Nobel Prize for it. Supposedly it will save half the world’s population. Or something like that. It’s a real coup for my firm to get the commission for his lab.”
 
   Leave it to Brooks, Olivia thought, to make this all about him. And then the paramedics arrived.
 
    
 
   After checking out Cody, the paramedics said he needed stitches and a neurologic workup to be sure there was no concussion. The ER doc they had on the phone said that because his vital signs were stable, he didn’t need to come in by ambulance if someone would drive him to the nearest Urgicenter, rather than stress him with the longer haul into a San Rafael hospital. 
 
   Brooks, overhearing, said, “Do you need a ride? Can I help?”
 
   Olivia snapped, “Absolutely not. Just go. Please.” And he slipped down the stairs without another word.
 
   Tuesday sidled up to Olivia and whispered, “Snakebites, huh? The signs keep popping up. Very interesting.”
 
   Olivia ignored her, turning back to her patient. “C’mon, Cody, and if you don’t stop protesting, I’ll blacken the other eye.”
 
   Tuesday wrapped more ice in a plastic bag, this time for Matt’s hand, which had caromed off the wall after it hit Cody. 
 
   “Is it broken?” she asked. 
 
   Matt brushed her away. “It’s fine. Can I drive you?”
 
   Olivia stuffed her phone and a wad of paper towels in her bag and dismissed Matt. “Time for this circus to fold up its tent and go home. I’ve got this.”
 
    
 
   Cody needed a paper towel refill by the time she backed out of her driveway. She stopped the truck and dashed into the garage, ripping another roll of towels out of its six-pack on the storage shelf. Cody held the entire roll up to his eye. They pulled up in front of the Urgicenter with Cody looking like the loser in a street fight.
 
   Olivia knew Cody didn’t have any insurance; benefits were on the table for his next review. So she handed over her credit card to the receptionist while an attendant whisked him into a wheelchair and down the hall to an examining room. Two stitches under his cheek and a black eye later, Cody came out grinning and weaving drunkenly from pain pills. 
 
   “You shoulda seen the other guy,” he said to Olivia. She took his prescriptions and after care instructions from the nurse, listened carefully to the signs of head trauma that would mandate another call to 911 and steered him back to the truck. 
 
   “Buckled up?” she asked before turning on the ignition. Cody just grinned and rested his head against the window. In a moment he was out cold. She tucked his hoodie around his neck as a pillow, fastened his seatbelt and prepared to take off.
 
   She had to wait to back out, though, until another truck came around from behind and pulled into the space next to her. Something familiar caught her eye and she stared at the logo on the side panel. Michelangelo Landscaping. She looked into the truck to catch a glimpse of the driver. There he was, the Fabio lookalike helping a girl undo her seat belt. As soon as it released, she slumped over onto the dashboard. Like Olivia’s own passenger, the girl was unconscious, though probably not from medically prescribed drugs.
 
   The gardener was trying to keep her upright and get her out of the truck, a losing proposition. He snapped her back into the seat belt, ran around to her door and wrangled with her until her head fell on his shoulder and he half-carried her into the Urgicenter.
 
   Olivia could not take her eyes off the scene. The girl was none other than Melissa Payne, Jocelyn’s stepdaughter.
 
   Michelangelo kicked on the glass door until an orderly came running to open it and help him in with the girl.
 
   What was that all about, Olivia whispered in the dark. There was only one way to find out. She hurriedly checked the sleeping Cody to make sure he was secure in his seat and said, “Back in a sec, Cody. Don’t go anywhere.”  Cody was in happy oblivion. 
 
   She rushed back into the lobby of the Urgicenter as attendants settled the girl into a wheelchair and pressed Michelangelo for information. A nurse asked Olivia if she could help her. Michelangelo was near tears, crying “My girlfriend. She took something.”
 
   The girl was unconscious and wouldn’t recognize her, and she doubted Michelangelo would remember her from the brief hardware store encounter. But just in case, Olivia turned and hurried out of the lobby.
 
   Cody was still snoring softly against the window. Olivia headed home wondering what to think about this strange turn of events. His girlfriend? The daughter was barely out of high school. She tried to make sense of the photo of Jocelyn with Michelangelo, and then with Melissa collapsed in his arms. Was it a family affair?
 
   


Chapter Twenty-Nine: The Rocky Course of True Love
 
   “Can you hear me, Cody? Are you still alive?”
 
   He hadn’t moved for three stoplights. At the next one, Olivia leaned into his chest and listened for a heartbeat. She felt his breath on her nose and sat up, relieved.
 
   Matt’s car was still at the curb when she pulled into the driveway. She eased the truck past Mrs. Harmon’s front door to the very back of the house. The outdoor light was on and she texted Tuesday to come down and help her. Before she had her phone back in her purse Matt was down the stairs and rushing towards the truck, Tuesday racing up behind him.
 
   Olivia unhooked Cody’s seatbelt. His head flopped around and he wore a drug-fueled grin. 
 
   “Help me get him upstairs,” she said when Matt opened the passenger door. “He’ll sleep in my bed tonight. I’ll take his sleeping bag.”
 
   Tuesday offered to rough it in the showroom, but Olivia said no way, as they wrestled Cody out of the truck and inside. He did his best to wake up but it took the three of them to get him up the stairs, down the hall, out of his work boots and into Olivia’s bed. She covered him, bloody tee shirt and all, with her comforter, and left the door open a crack in case he needed help during the night.
 
    
 
   The rescue unit congregated in the kitchen where Olivia collapsed into a chair. “You have the graveyard shift, Tuesday. That’s your payback for getting to sleep in a bed.”
 
   Tuesday gave her a thumbs up and put the kettle on. She set out two mugs and tea bags. Matt pulled out a chair for himself, but refused more tea. Tuesday had been feeding it to him while they watched one of the Rocky movies to take their minds off Cody. Matt found the scenes in the ring too close for comfort.
 
   Tuesday sat across from Olivia. “I’m happy to bond with the sleeping bag if you want, Ollie, but I’ll leave my door open so I can hear him in case you don’t change your mind. Wouldn’t you be more comfortable on the couch?”
 
   Olivia shook her head. “Nah, I’d have to pull out sheets and blankets.” She put her feet up on one of the vacant chairs. “You won’t believe who I saw in the Urgicenter.” 
 
   When there was no response from Tuesday, she answered her own question. “Michelangelo.”
 
   Tuesday looked up from her steaming mug. “Jocelyn’s Greek god?”
 
   Olivia put her feet back on the floor and leaned into the table, speaking in earnest now. “None other. And you won’t guess who he was carrying in. Melissa Payne.”
 
   It took a few seconds before the name registered. Tuesday said, “You mean the sister?” just as Matt guessed the daughter.
 
   “None other.” She filled them in on the details.
 
   The part about the girlfriend rendered Tuesday and Matt speechless for a moment.
 
   Then disgust registered on Tuesday’s face, while Matt pulled out his ever-present notebook and jotted down a few things.
 
   Olivia pointed to the pad. “What’s up? I thought you were off the case.”
 
   “I am. But I’m sure Johnson would like to know this tidbit. A drug overdose?”
 
   Tuesday was still trying to figure out the triangle. “So, I’m guessing he’s crushed at the loss of his paramour and consoling himself with the stepdaughter? Or was he two-timing both of them?”
 
   Olivia dunked her teabag in her mug, watching the amber brew spread out like a cloud in the hot water. “This raises a new possibility, doesn’t it?”
 
   Matt waited for her theory.
 
   “Was Melissa jealous of her stepmother? Could she have killed Jocelyn in a jealous rage?” Olivia sipped her tea, then yawned.
 
   Matt said, “I think this is enough for tonight, Olivia. You’re beat. We’ve had a helluva day. We should all sleep on it. I’m going now.”
 
   Tuesday pulled a jar of a green, gelatinous substance from the refrigerator. “A nightcap anyone? It’s good for rebalancing the chakras, what we all need tonight. A spoonful will make you feel like a new person.”
 
   She knew better than to offer it to Olivia but she held it under Matt’s nose. He made a face and said, “No thanks. I don’t eat pond scum at night. Gives me heartburn.”
 
   “None so blind,” Tuesday said, scooping out her own dose and gagging until it went down with a large glass of water. Then she air kissed everyone goodnight and tiptoed down the hall, poking her head into Cody’s door for a quick check before she disappeared into her room. 
 
   Wearily, Matt rose from his chair, the stress of the evening’s ordeal written all over his face. “Walk with me to my car?” 
 
   Olivia nodded and followed him downstairs. They tiptoed into the back yard and around to the driveway, past Mrs. Harmon’s windows and front door, coming to rest at Matt’s car, parked at the curb. The moon, the street lights, the mailbox in front of them got their attention. They looked anywhere but at each other, neither one saying anything at first.
 
   Finally, Matt broke the ice. “Olivia, I don’t know what to say about tonight. When I saw that arrogant jerk insulting you I just lost it and started flailing my arms around like an idiot. I’m so sorry.”
 
   She looked up at him. “Cody’s the one who needs the apology, but you didn’t do it on purpose. Although for a moment I thought you were really going to sock Brooks in the nose.”
 
   Matt studied his hand as if to conjure up the altercation. “Ah, Cody. How am I ever going to face him?”
 
   “Well, he’s on those happy pills for now, so you have time until he comes down from his high to think of something. It’s a good thing you didn’t slug Brooks, though. He would have brought a police brutality suit against you.”
 
   “Yeah, he probably would. I don’t know what happened.” He shook his head in disbelief. “I don’t usually lose my cool. I’m mortified. I’ll talk to Cody tomorrow.”
 
   “Maybe you’re being too hard on yourself.” Her eyes roamed over the rose bushes that offended Mrs. Harmon, and the fight scene came back to her in living color. “Cody was standing at the very edge of the landing away from the handrail. A feather would have toppled him over. There was nothing for him to grab on to.”
 
   “But if I wasn’t trying to get in Baker’s face it wouldn’t have happened.”
 
   “You know why they call them accidents, Matt?”
 
   She grazed his arm gently with her knuckles. “Because they are accidents. You were gesturing, not swinging at Brooks. He pushed us all to the edge.”
 
   Matt sniggered, “Cody, literally.”
 
   She heard the distress in his voice, the way he was swallowing his words to choke down emotion. He had such high standards. She could only imagine how disappointed in himself he was. In addition, he had gouged the back of his hand with his ring when it ricocheted off the wall before it hit Cody, leaving it bloody. 
 
   Olivia pointed to it. “I think you’d better get yourself to the Urgicenter. That hand looks nasty. You might have broken something.”
 
   Matt shook it as if to release the pain. They both stared at the swollen knuckles for a second, and Matt, unable to say anything else, kissed the top of her head, got in his car and drove off.
 
   She walked back up the driveway to her back door thinking about the two men who’d had such a hold on her. Different in so many ways, identical in one. They both had two sides. Brooks’s infuriating arrogance was often tempered with a tenderness that had once melted her heart. Until it wasn’t enough. Matt was as calm and reasoned as Brooks was mercurial, until he showed a propensity for anger tonight that stunned her. Not because his outburst had been unreasonable-the blow to Cody had been an accident-but that it had appeared at all. She had thought Matt was incapable of raising his voice. What else was hidden under that composed exterior? 
 
   She thumped her hand against the screen door in frustration, then blurted out, “Why can’t a man be one thing only so I’ll always know what to expect?”
 
   She might as well have asked, why isn’t there a pot of gold at the end of a rainbow?
 
   


 
   Part Three: Day Three
 
   


 
   
Chapter Thirty: Couples Counseling
 
    “It’s too early,” Olivia groaned when her alarm went off at six a.m. Fatigue had sealed her eyes shut. Blindly, she rolled over to turn her phone off and ran smack into a wall. 
 
   “Ouch.”
 
   She rubbed her head. Oh, not a wall. She had crashed into an armoire, because she’d spent the night in Cody’s stale sleeping bag set amongst her antique treasures.
 
   She rolled onto her back and willed herself up from the mire of sleep into consciousness. As the fog cleared, the memories came flooding in, Matt and Brooks dropping in unannounced, the fight, Cody’s horrible fall, the trip to the Urgicenter, and, oh, no. Michelangelo and Melissa Payne. 
 
   She rolled over and stuck her head under the sleeping bag again, but the odor was a bit rank. Cody! A pang of worry knifed through her chest. How is he? She forced herself to sit up, stretch her back and find her socks and robe. She tiptoed through the French doors that led into her office and took the stairs two at a time as softly as she could in case the other occupants of the house, Mrs. Harmon downstairs and Tuesday and Cody upstairs, were still asleep.
 
   The smell of coffee stopped her in her tracks as she entered the kitchen. “Cody! What are you doing up? You’re not making coffee, are you?”
 
   He put a finger to his lips. “Tuesday’s still sleeping. I kept her awake last night and she needs another thirty winks or so. Maybe thirty-five.”
 
   Olivia had to look away from Cody’s face, the swollen lips, half-closed eyes, the deep purple smear down one cheek.
 
   She rushed over to him. “Sit. Let me do this. You shouldn’t be up. What do you mean you kept her up all night? What happened? Why didn’t you wake me up?”
 
   “To play WFF?”
 
   “What are you talking about?”
 
   His smile was just this side of normal with a residue of druggy goofiness. “I came out of my narcotic-induced coma about two a.m. and I was starving. So I came into the kitchen to see if there were any leftovers and Tuesday heard me. She’d been awake for a while so we finished off the pizza and discussed the meaning of life. As it applies to relationships. She sucks at them as bad as I do. Although this Clipper guy sounds like a keeper. Has she told you about him?”
 
   “Clipper? You were talking about Clipper in your condition?”
 
   He admonished Olivia, “Stop worrying. I’m good,” then turned his attention back to making coffee and the rundown on his night with Tuesday. 
 
   “After we ran out of food, we went back to our respective beds and played Words With Friends on our phones. I think she fell asleep first. It was four the last time I looked. I was beating her pretty good. I got a seven-letter word on a triple word score plus the bonus for using all the letters at once. It wiped out her lead.”
 
    Olivia took the coffee pot out of his hand and led him to the table, insisting he sit down. He seemed to have trouble enunciating because of the swelling in his face. “But how are you feeling? Do you hate Matt? You must hate Matt.”
 
   He touched his cheek tenderly. “A little sore. Do you think the shiner will help me win over the chicks? You know, make them want to come over and fluff my pillows? Maybe Carrie would. I’ve been thinking about her. What were you saying about me being blind about her?”
 
   Carrie? Where had his brain gone while he was high on Percodan? “Yeah, she probably would. Now what about Matt?”
 
    “Matt? I couldn’t hate Matt. He’s my man. He didn’t mean to hit me.”
 
   While the coffee dripped, Olivia pulled two coffee mugs down from the cupboard and sat across from her beleaguered roommate/assistant/treasured friend. “Well, as you can imagine, he feels terrible. Needless to say, you get the day off with pay.”
 
   Cody gave a fist pump. “Cool, dude. Knock me down the stairs anytime.”
 
   “Don’t call me dude,” Olivia said, grinning back at him, almost weak with relief that he seemed like the old Cody. 
 
   Tuesday walked into the kitchen just then, rubbing sleep from her eyes. “It’s the middle of the night. Why is everybody up?”
 
   “It’s six already.” Olivia’s phone interrupted her. “Time for working girls to get busy.” 
 
   She checked the screen. “And Charles is awake. If anyone is pouring coffee, I’ll have some. I’ll take this in the living room.”
 
   She plopped into her club chair and tucked her feet under her. “Hi, Charles. What are you doing up this early?” 
 
   “Olivia, I gotta see ya.”
 
   She sat up, the anguish in his voice putting her on the edge of her seat. “Charles, you sound wretched. What’s wrong?” 
 
   Charles never cried wolf. If he was upset, there was a good reason.
 
   “Franny left.”
 
   Her shoulders relaxed. False alarm. “Back to Sacramento so soon? I thought she was staying for the weekend. If you’re batching it, maybe we can have lunch.”
 
   “Olivia,” Charles sounded near tears. “She LEFT me. For good. It’s over. She gave me the ring back.”
 
   Olivia flopped back in the chair. “Don’t tell me that. I can’t take one more bit of bad news. Please tell me it’s April Fool’s Day and this is a joke.”
 
   “I wish, Olivia. What am I gonna do? First I lose Ellie and now Franny? I can’t take this.”
 
   Olivia was at a loss for words. “You have to tell me what happened.”
 
   “Olivia, I don’t have much time. I’m checking out a new car for the collection, a 1949 Delahaye 175 Saoutchik Coupe de Ville. It’s a beaut. Supposed to be the most beautiful car ever designed. You know it?”
 
   “No,” she said. “Can’t say I do.” 
 
   Boys and their toys, she thought. Whatever had happened, it hadn’t taken his mind off his antique cars. “Go on.”
 
   “We were supposed to go to Granite Bay together for a test ride, Franny and me. I still have to drive up there to talk to the owner at nine. Can you meet me for breakfast in half an hour?”
 
   Granite Bay was a luxury community on the outskirts of Sacramento, not as posh as Darling Valley, but close.
 
   Inwardly, Olivia groaned. She could use another hour of sleep, but she said, “Of course I can. Where?”
 
   “How about that new place, Good Eats? Easy to park at that end of Darling Boulevard.”
 
   “They don’t open until seven. Make it an hour. And Charles. This will work out. It’s probably just wedding jitters. Very common in brides-to-be.” 
 
   Olivia remembered her own jitters, but that was because her groom-to-be, Brooks Baker, had ditched her hours before the wedding.
 
   “That’s not what Franny said.”
 
   Olivia didn’t know what to say to comfort him. She hated saying everything will be all right because so often it wasn’t. “We’ll talk. Stay strong.”
 
    
 
   “Bye, everybody,” Olivia called, zipping up her jacket. Cody had retreated to the living room temporarily so she could get dressed, but as she passed through the kitchen to the stairs, she saw him conked out again on the couch. Tuesday was still in the shower, so she snuck downstairs and out the screen door. She hopped into her truck and called Matt.
 
   It was up to her to reach out first she decided. He probably would stay away and let her cool off after the disaster of last night. But she wanted to know how his hand was, and whether he had any ideas about the Michelangelo-Melissa duo. And, if truth be told, she just wanted to hear his voice. She always wanted to hear his voice, to see him, be near him. Even when she was mad at him. 
 
   Which did not mean that she fell asleep easily last night. She tossed and turned, wondering what would have happened if Cody had not been in the way and Matt continued his ranting at Brooks? She had heard from Matt’s co-workers that he never even raised his voice to the bad guys. Though it happened rarely--Matt took most things in stride--he had his way of showing displeasure. There was no doubt about that. No one wanted to fall under his withering gaze while he waited for you to explain a bonehead move. She’d been told he just stared at you and tapped his pencil on the desk until you slunk out of his office completely demoralized. 
 
    But he had never been caught throwing a book across the room, kicking his wastebasket or slamming his door hard enough for anyone to notice. He wasn’t violent. But he wasn’t perfect. Olivia had no illusions about that. Why couldn’t he make up his mind about the next step in their relationship? She had heard him say four letter words under his breath when something made him really, really upset, but that was about it. Irritation fell away from him as easily as dewdrops from a flower.
 
   Matt meditated regularly. His Indian roots. He was more likely to give an anger-management course than to need one. So what made him lose it with Brooks? A fleeting thought crossed her mind. Was he jealous and afraid of losing her? Was that what had pushed him to the edge? 
 
   Instead of wasting any more time fretting about Matt’s state of mind, she called him. 
 
    
 
   “Olivia?” 
 
   She could hear relief in his voice when he answered, could almost see the smile of pleasure on his face as when he would first catch sight of her at the end of their work day.
 
   She reined in her own emotions, asking casually, “How’s your hand.” 
 
   Matt was an early riser, so she hadn’t worried about waking him up. Yet he sounded tired. Exhausted, really. “I took your advice and stopped by the Urgicenter on the way home last night. They x-rayed my hand, but no fracture, thankfully. Just a sprain. They wrapped it and gave me some pain pills.”
 
   “Which you threw away.”
 
   He chuckled. “That’s bad for the environment. I’ll send them to one of those drug disposal sites.” 
 
   How like him. How well she knew him. 
 
   “How’s Cody?” he asked. “Sticking pins in a doll with my name on it?”  
 
   She twirled figure eights with her keys, noticed the fuchsia and lavender hues the sunrise was painting on the clouds. “You know how Cody is. He doesn’t hold a grudge. You don’t have to be afraid of meeting him in a dark alley.”
 
    “Well, that’s good to know, but I really was asking about his face.”
 
   “Oh that.” The morning chill was getting to her. Quietly, she turned on the ignition and the heater kicked in. “He looks pretty scary, but he’s pretty chipper. You know Cody. He was up first thing this morning making coffee, but then he conked out again. Listen, have you thought about Payne’s daughter and what she’s doing with the gardener?”
 
   Even though the conversation wasn’t up close and personal, they were sliding back into their ease together, just chatting. No tension. 
 
   Matt was saying, “As a matter of fact, I talked to Johnson about that a few minutes ago.” Johnson was not just an early riser. Matt believed he never slept at all. Olivia believed that accounted for his dour disposition. 
 
   “He checked with the Urgicenter. Melissa Payne did indeed overdose. And get this. They transported her to the same hospital where her father is a patient. Johnson said she’d probably be okay, but he didn’t get any real details, patient confidentiality and all that. But it gives us more to think about. I should say it gives Johnson more to think about.”
 
   Olivia absorbed this news and checked the time on her phone. “Well, I need to go. I’m meeting Charles for breakfast. Seems Franny has ended things.”
 
   Matt whistled. “Didn’t see that coming. With all that’s happening, my grandmother would say the gods are agitating the stars.”
 
   “Well, I wish they’d calm down. Hold a good thought for him. Bye.”
 
   She backed out of the driveway realizing that they had made no plans for their next contact. How could the stars have agitated their relationship so quickly? Wasn’t it just two days ago that Xavier had teased Matt about buying her a ring?
 
   


 
   
Chapter Thirty-One: A Line In The Sand
 
   Olivia spotted Charles at a table in the midsection of the restaurant. She threaded her way past servers and diners, waving to catch his eye. When he saw Olivia, he got up and kissed her on the cheek. This took Olivia completely by surprise. As deep as their friendship had become, Charles retained a polite formality that did not include touching. If he had gotten any sleep, it wasn’t enough. His eyelids were at half-mast and he looked more drugged than Cody had this morning, without Cody’s pleasurable high. 
 
   There was a quiet buzz around them as people sipped their coffee and studied their menus. It was five after seven, the middle of the day for the tech and finance-obsessed population of Darling Valley keyed into markets around the world.
 
   Olivia ordered orange juice and oatmeal. She’d had enough coffee at the house. Charles handed the menu back to the server. “Thanks, man, but I’m not hungry. Just coffee.”
 
   Charles had developed a mild case of consumerism since he came into his wealth. Gone were the discount store khakis, windbreakers and hoodies over rock band tee shirts he’d brought with him from New Jersey. Also gone were the ridiculous ascots and English hunting apparel an early encounter with a pretentious personal shopper had convinced him he needed in his new environment. 
 
   Under Olivia’s tutelage he now owned a nice collection of understated designer sports, business and evening wear. While Charles had never lost his endearing sense of awe about his good fortune--TWO POWERBALL WINS?--the tabloids had blared when they caught wind of his unbelievable luck, these days his style as well as his sculpted cheekbones, cleft chin and piercing blue eyes resembled the Hollywood star a Vanity Fair spread had compared him to. This morning, though, she detected a Grateful Dead logo peeking above his V-necked cashmere pullover. Comfort clothing, she decided.
 
   For all his good looks, heartache registered in his pained expression and wavering voice. “Olivia, I can’t eat. I can’t sleep. My life is over.” 
 
   He said, ovah, but she didn’t even notice his New Jersey accent anymore.
 
   She put her hand on his. He jumped and she pulled it back. She’d never seen him like this, so edgy. Not even during those dark days when it looked like the museum might fail.
 
   “That can’t be true,” she said. “It’s a lover’s spat. Or, wedding jitters. Common as dirt. It happens to Matt and me all the time, these little quarrels, and look at us. Tight as tics.” 
 
   As soon as the words were out of her mouth, she wanted to grab them back. She was lying if she thought they were over their bad patch. Charles called her for advice and comfort. But if she told him the truth, that she and Matt were walking on eggs around one another, he’d never trust her counsel again. 
 
   The order arrived and Charles swallowed half of his coffee before she had sprinkled a packet of brown sugar on her oatmeal. 
 
   “Tell me what happened.”
 
   He set his cup carefully in its saucer and began. “She made me choose.”
 
   “Choose what? How hard would it be to give her what she wants?”
 
   “Her or Maria.”
 
   “Oh, no.” This was serious. Maria. His housekeeper. His rock.
 
   Charles studied the ceiling, gathering his thoughts. “I told Franny anything but that. Maria needs the job. She’s got those kids and besides. By now she knows me. What I like. What I don’t like. When I first moved here and didn’t have anyone to talk to, Maria always had a cuppa coffee and a good word for me. She’d make Danish from scratch. No store boughten for Maria.”
 
   Olivia added, “And pot roast. I know how you love her pot roast.” 
 
   The few times Olivia had joined him in his cavernous dining room, Maria had served his favorite dish. “Like my mother used to make it,” he’d said. The ultimate compliment for any cook. 
 
   “Right. Pot roast. So you get it. Anything I wanted she’d make. Like I was back in Jersey. So spell it out for me. Franny doesn’t have to lift a finger. Maria knows the house inside and out. How to take care of everything. Why does Franny want to cook and clean for me? What’s my money for if I can’t give the woman I love the life a’ Riley?”
 
   The fog of failed romance started to clear. Olivia knew Franny just well enough to understand the territorial dispute. “What happened between them? Did they have a fight?”
 
   Charles shook his head, his expression a picture of pain and puzzlement. “Beats me. Maria was just doing her thing when Franny would come over. You know cooking and the like. But if Franny went into the kitchen to make a sandwich or something (he pronounced it sangwich.), it’d be like World War III broke out. Maria wouldn’t talk to me, slamming the doors, giving Franny the evil eye. So I talked to her. She axed me, ‘Is it my kitchen or her kitchen?’ I said, ‘What? Maria. It’s your kitchen.’ I thought that took care of it, but last night Franny says Maria has to go.”
 
   He wiped his eyes with the heel of his hands to compose himself. “What am I supposed to do? Maria hasn’t done anything wrong. I didn’t give Franny an answer soon enough and she took off. No. She gave me back the ring and then she took off. That ring hasn’t been off her finger since I gave it to her. If she’s out in the field at work? She wraps a bandage around it so it won’t catch on leaves or get scratched in the dirt.”
 
   Olivia said, “I don’t think dirt would scratch that diamond, but I get the picture. Have you tried to call her?”
 
   “Of course. Every half hour. But she won’t pick up. Blocked my number, unfriended me on Facebook. I’m dead to her. I went through this once when I lost my Ellie. But again? I can’t take it, Olivia.”
 
   Olivia pushed her cereal bowl aside and stroked his hand. This time he let her. 
 
   “Charles, look at it from Franny’s point of view. She’s never had the kind of wealth that you are offering her. She doesn’t know what to do with servants. Look at how independent she is. Working her way through school all the way up to a Ph.D. Fighting all those big money boys and bozos in the government who want to run rampant over the environment she cares so passionately about. Then she goes to her new home and a woman tells her she can’t make a sandwich in her own kitchen? Is she going to be teed off? If it were me, I’d love it. But Franny is a different animal. She had to draw a line in the sand. You have to respect that.”
 
   Charles closed his eyes in quiet frustration. “So what am I going to do about Maria? Toss her out on the street? She’s younger than me, but she’s like a mother.”
 
   Olivia leaned in to speak in earnest when they heard, “Hey, Chuck!” 
 
   Only one person called him Chuck, but this wasn’t Franny’s voice.
 
   The man slapped Charles on the shoulder. “What are you doing here at this hour of the morning? You’re not a working stiff anymore. The only reason for you be out at seven a.m. is for an early tee time.”
 
   Olivia looked up and caught the man’s eye, both startled for a moment. Then they smiled in recognition. 
 
   “Olivia!” 
 
   “Tobey,” she said, “what a surprise to see you two days in a row.” 
 
   Tobey, the boy billionaire Tuesday had brought home. The final name on her murder suspect list.
 
   Charles shook hands with him, invited him to sit down. Tobey pulled out a chair next to Olivia. “Thanks. I just have a minute, though. I’m meeting some buddies here for breakfast.”
 
    He pointed from Charles to Olivia. “You two, like close? I just met Olivia.” 
 
   With forced levity, Charles said, “Olivia’s my number one. You know, on the museum.” 
 
   Tobey dipped his head toward her. “Oh, yeah, I saw the architect’s sign on your house. Very nice. Chuck, how’s Franny? She’s a great gal. You’re a lucky guy.”
 
   To pull the plug on that line of chat, Olivia butted in and asked, “How do you two know each other?” 
 
   Tobey filled her in. “We both invested in the same startup and hit it off.”
 
   Olivia couldn’t believe it. After all the trouble Tuesday went to finagling a cycling accident to snag an introduction to Tobey and Olivia could have just asked Charles? She had underestimated his growing circle of friends, his reach into the community. Tobey must know him pretty well to call him Chuck. Franny was the only person who used that nickname, which meant the threesome had been spending time together. Tobey had picked it up from her.
 
   Charles filled in some detail. “Tobey here’s been over to the house for dinner a couple a times.”
 
   Tobey patted his stomach. “Runs the best restaurant in town, that Maria. Her home made dinner rolls? Pizzas like I’ve never tasted. Pistachio Ice Cream. I swear, it’s better than The Salted Caramel and that place is smoking hot.”
 
   Charles shook his head. “She knows how to cook, that’s for sure.” Though he often praised Maria’s virtues, he didn’t elaborate as usual. He just quietly tapped his coffee spoon on the tablemat.
 
   Tobey grinned. “So how much will it cost me to steal her away from you?” He winked at Olivia. She had to change the subject.
 
   “So what’s this business deal? I haven’t heard Charles mention your name.” She’d never met a billionaire who wouldn’t rather talk about his deals than the household help.
 
   “Us?” Tobey pointed to Charles. “It’s called Cocoon Your Life. It’s this high tech system that puts your whole life on a chip.”
 
   “Oh, yeah. I’ve heard of it.” She turned to Charles. “Matt bought a few shares of stock.”
 
    “He won’t regret it. Matt’s her boyfriend, Tobey.”
 
   Charles explained that he and Tobey were two of the angels on the startup, the small investors who put up seed money before the developer approached venture capitalists for the big bucks. Then he elaborated on the system.
 
   “Everybody I know is installing it in their houses. It’s fantastic. Like, last week? I went out without my keys. Dumb, right? Who forgets their house keys? So I punch this number on my phone, and like that, the door pops opens.”
 
   Olivia frowned. “Is that so unusual? Can’t you do that with your car keys?”
 
   Tobey explained. “You can have keyless entry, but this is different. Using it to open your front door is simple stuff. It’s how it controls everything else for you. The interface is like nothing else out there. Crazy beautiful animation and they’ve done something with skeuomorphism that the industry will start copying.”
 
   From her own background Olivia knew he was talking about design concepts, but had no idea how they worked in the cyber world.
 
   “Yeah,” Charles agreed. “That tech team Payne put together? They’re geniuses.”
 
   “Oh, he doesn’t have a team,” Tobey said, refusing coffee when the server came around with a menu. “He’s a major geek. To say nothing of a business genius.”
 
   Charles reared his head back in surprise. “You mean he invented Cocoon Your Life? I thought he was just the CEO. I didn’t know it was his baby.”
 
   By now, Olivia felt left out of the conversation, which was fine. At least Tobey stopped bringing up names that would remind Charles of his heartache.
 
   Tobey would not get off the Cocoon Your Life train. “Yeah, it’s pretty much his thing. His son is a big brain, too. You heard about his snakebite cure? He had some input on Cocoon, too. You know, father and son geeks.”
 
   Tobey mentioned some investing gossip that he had read on his favorite blog. Olivia sat back and noted how congenial Tobey was, then sank into her thoughts while the two men caught up on their news. An idea started to swirl around in her head, but she was having a hard time nailing it down. She asked tentatively, knowing this could be a touchy subject for Carverman, “Do you think Mr. Payne’s wife would have known about the technology?” 
 
   Tobey nodded. “Of course. Everyone knows about Cocoon Your Life now.”
 
   She waved her hands, erasing her first question. “No, I’m sure she knew about it. Do you think she might have had a part in developing it or knew how it worked?”
 
   Tobey shook his head. “I don’t want to speak ill of the dead, but I met her once or twice. I’m not sure she could have figured out how to use it, much less understood how it worked. If you get my drift.”
 
   Olivia pursued her thought. “Well tell me this. If that system could open your door from your phone, could it open someone else’s door, I mean, could you unlock a neighbor’s door with it?”
 
   Charles and Tobey said no in unison. Tobey explained. “No way. Chuck and I went over those tech specs in the proposal with a computer engineer friend of mine. It’s a failsafe security system among other things. But it’s coded to only recognize the owner’s devices and property. Can you imagine what would happen to the stock price if thieves could use it to break and enter?”
 
   The answer squelched Olivia’s idea. She shook the cobwebs out of her head and dug into her oatmeal before it got cold. In a few seconds, Tobey’s friends arrived and found their own table. He said goodbye and joined them. 
 
    
 
   It was a good thought, that Art Payne could have entered Xavier’s with his device and brought Jocelyn with him to murder her there. But like all the other theories she, Tuesday and Matt had brainstormed about this case, it came to naught.
 
   Charles looked at his watch. “I got to get going, Olivia, and see this car. Granite Bay is a long drive from here. Thanks for letting me unload.”
 
   The server came over and he took the check from him. “I got this,” he said and shrugged into his jacket. “Ready?”
 
   “You go on. I’m going to finish my breakfast and make a few calls. Let’s talk later.”
 
   She watched Charles head for the cashier, shoulders slumped, head hanging down. “I could throttle that Franny,” she said to herself as he walked out the front door. 
 
    
 
   Finally, she pulled out her phone and when the server came to clear Charles’s cup away, she asked for coffee. A shiver went down her spine when she thought about Tobey’s reference to young Payne’s work. She hated snakes. How could he work with them? She remembered her reading with Tuesday, the image of the creepy crawly in the cup. She brushed it away as coincidence.
 
   Her first call was to Xavier, but once again, it went into voice mail. “Again? What’s up with that,” she said to the server when he returned with her coffee. He gave her an automatic smile, as though she had paid him a compliment.
 
   So Tobey Carverman had met Jocelyn once or twice? Olivia had given him the perfect opening. Why hadn’t he mentioned they had been much closer than that? Like husband and wife for a while. What was he hiding? 
 
   


 
   
Chapter Thirty-Two: Open Sesame
 
   Back home, Olivia walked in on Cody and Tuesday still playing computer games on their phones. She filled them in on the latest news about Charles and Tobey, and the three of them speculated about why Tobey Carverman was keeping mum about his marriage to Jocelyn Payne. 
 
   “Creepy,” Tuesday said just as she pulled some sneaky move that gave her a gajillion points over Cody. “He moves to the top of the suspect list.”
 
   Laughingly, Olivia offered to referee their game, then left them to settle down at her desk. Sun streamed into the bay windows in her office and she could see her failed bougainvillea clinging to the fence. It was time she pulled the plug on that one, she decided. In fact, it was time she paid a little more attention to her garden. Before she could get too involved in planning a summer herb plot, her laptop whirred to life, despite the crack down the length of the cover. She always breathed a sigh of relief when her homepage lit up. She had all of her data backed up of course, but she hadn’t been kind to her computer over the past months, slamming it shut if she read an unflattering blog post about one of her clients. She didn’t want to have to factor a new laptop into her already tight budget.
 
   She did a quick check of her email, then Googled Arthur Payne again. When his name popped up, something tweaked in her gut, something she should be paying attention to, something she had overlooked.
 
   The first time she went digging for his name, sitting outside Matt’s office before her interrogation, she remembered confusing the father and son. As she scrolled through a few pages of search results, she again wondered which one was the son? Arthur Payne, II? The Arthur M. Payne at a drug firm in Switzerland? Or the oncologist at a cancer clinic in Texas? Who knew, she thought as she scanned the hits. 
 
   The first page of links related to the father’s companies, keynote speeches at various conferences and interviews. On the second page she found a casual reference to JR Payne, the son of the internationally known venture capitalist. “Eureka,” she said.
 
   She knew enough about JR’s scientific and academic credentials by now, so she focused on the complicated scientific paper that had previously sent her off to sleep. She reread it. This time two things jumped out at her. One described his treatment breakthrough and the other had nothing to do with scientific formulas. So, young Payne, she thought. You’re not exactly the golden boy you want us to think you are. A colleague had accused him of falsifying research results. She reached for her phone to call Matt.
 
   Before she could find him on speed dial, Marguerite Fredericks called. Olivia’s stomach lurched. She knew what this would be about.
 
    
 
   “Olivia!” Marguerite made her name sound like the crack of a rifle. This meant she was not happy. At all. “Do you think I have time and money to burn?”
 
   From the silence on the line, apparently Marguerite expected an answer to her question. 
 
   “No, of course you don’t, Marguerite. I think I know why you’re calling. You’ve spoken to Charles.”
 
   “I have. How long were you going to make me wait to find out that the engagement was off and that I should cancel the party? Now I look foolish in front of all of my friends. You could have at least warned me.”
 
   Olivia felt as though she were riding in bumper cars. As soon as she’d head in one direction, this time to tell Matt that JR Payne was a cheat, Marguerite would ram her from the side. 
 
   “Marguerite, I was as shocked as you are. I didn’t see the breakup coming. And this all happened what? Last night? Early this morning? How could I have let you know? It was up to Charles to officially notify you. I’m hoping this is merely wedding jitters on Franny’s part. It’s too soon to jump to conclusions . . .”
 
   Marguerite stopped her. “Too soon? I have the caterer’s deposit, the musician’s deposit, the beverage deposit to think about. This will cost me plenty if I don’t cancel them by tomorrow morning. And Charles didn’t even have the courtesy to let me know. I emailed him last night to find out if he’d gone over the wine list. And this morning he tells me it’s all off. Does he think I own a crystal ball?”
 
   Olivia tried to calm her down. “I know you’re in a difficult position, Marguerite, but since you have the rest of the day to cancel the vendors, just wait and see what happens. If Charles doesn’t get back to you by close of business to tell you all is good, then you should call off the party. I guess that’s what I’d do.”
 
   “That’s you, Olivia. That’s why you are where you are in life and why I am where I am.”
 
   “I’m not sure I understand.”
 
   “You wouldn’t. You sit around and wait for life to happen to you. I make it happen. You’ll be hearing from me.” Without another word, she hung up. 
 
   Now what, Olivia wondered, staring at her phone. Whatever it was, it wouldn’t be good. But she had to let the problem of Marguerite’s party and Charles’s love life go for now. She had more important things on her mind.
 
   Rather than talk to Matt, Olivia decided to meet with him. She drove to The Salted Caramel. Carrie was behind the counter, her cheery innocence always a balm to Olivia. Yet she was surprised to see her.
 
   “Carrie, what are you doing here? I thought you were on the high seas.”
 
   “Didn’t you read about that cruise ship getting stuck in the Gulf of Mexico without power for two days?”
 
   “That was you?” Olivia wondered why she had more sun streaks than usual in her honey blond hair as well as a light tan. 
 
   “Yep. We had to come home early. Didn’t break my heart. I was either seasick from the rocking and rolling of the ship or sick from the smells coming from the trash and overflowing toilets. Gross to the tenth power.” 
 
   From her bloodshot eyes Olivia thought she might still have a touch of the queasies, though the sun had helped her stubborn case of acne, the only flaw in her sweet face. “But I thought you were headed north to see the icebergs and polar bears.”
 
   “Granny couldn’t get her favorite cabin, so we headed for the sun. What we saw of the islands was pretty, but you can keep cruise ships. At least, keep them far away from me.”
 
   Olivia considered telling Carrie that Cody needed TLC, but she would want to know why. Olivia didn’t want to open that can of worms. Instead, she dug into her purse for her wallet. “Well, I’m glad to see you, but sorry you had to go through that. Have you heard about the disaster happening around here?”
 
   “Carla told me.” 
 
   Carla was her boss, the owner of The Salted Caramel. She made it her business to not only serve the best coffee and sweets in the northern hemisphere, but also to keep tabs on every movement of every Darling Valley citizen.
 
   Carrie was no slouch in the gossip department herself. “I never expected Jocelyn Payne to die, but I can’t say I’m surprised she got herself into trouble. What was she doing at Xavier’s? And you’re getting some interesting press by the way.”
 
    “That’s one way of putting it. But did you know her, Carrie? Jocelyn?”
 
   “Only as a customer. She, you know, like, stood out.”
 
   “Yes, she did.”
 
   “I heard customers talking trash about her. You know, the wives. I guess she got bored easily. Or Mr. Payne traveled a lot.”
 
   Olivia’s ears perked up. “So you think she played around?”
 
   Carrie held up a paper coffee cup with a questioning smile. 
 
   Olivia answered, “Two large lattes. Thanks.” 
 
   Carrie steamed the milk while she talked. “Alls I know is this. She was always coming in here with her hired help. The guys who worked on her house? The gardener, the carpenter, the painter. She had quite a crew judging from the trail of muscle men around her. And she was very happy with their work, if you get my drift.”
 
   “PDA’s?” What Matt and Olivia never allowed themselves.
 
   “Big time.”
 
   No surprise there, Olivia thought, putting her credit card on the counter. A customer came in and browsed the pastry display, so she lowered her voice. “But in plain sight? Wasn’t she concerned about anybody seeing her? I mean, she’s or she was, I can’t get used to her being gone, she was such a public figure. You’d think she’d be discreet.”
 
   Carrie shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe she thought she was above the law, so to speak. Or she had an arrangement with her husband. The son didn’t think it was a big deal.”
 
   “You mean the doctor? The boy genius?”
 
   “The very one.” Carrie pointed to the pastry counter. When Olivia shook her head, she finished up the coffees. 
 
   “He came in here one time for a cappuccino to go and saw her in the back, shall we say, improving her labor relations. He waved to her and she waved back. Like, no biggie. Crazy family if you ask me.”
 
   But what was he really thinking, Olivia wondered? Hadn’t she heard him complaining to his sister about Jocelyn’s infidelities? Although, maybe her hunch about the son was all wrong. A cheater didn’t necessarily make him a murderer. 
 
   Olivia refused a carrier for the two cups of coffee. She secured her purse over her shoulder, taking one in each hand. “Thanks, Carrie. Got to go, but we have to catch up soon.”
 
   “Right. And say hello to Detective Matt. I assume that’s who the second coffee is for.”
 
   “Yeah. I’m going to surprise him.”
 
   Carrie smiled. “Aw. I keep telling myself I’m gonna get me one of those some day.”
 
   “A coffee? It’s at your fingertips.”
 
   They both laughed. “I wish it was that easy to find another Detective Richards.”
 
   Olivia almost made a crack about the grass not always being greener, but let it go. “Have you given up on Cody?” 
 
   Carrie rolled her eyes.
 
   Olivia said, “Men. What can I say? Dumb and dumber if you ask me,” then nudged the door open with her hip and smiled a goodbye. Carla didn’t know as much as she thought she did if she hadn’t clued Carrie into Olivia and Matt’s spat. 
 
    
 
   Outside, she wondered what to do with the extra coffee? If JR Payne wasn’t the suspect she thought he might be, why waste Matt’s time? What difference did it make if JR was a cheat if someone else killed Jocelyn? 
 
   As she walked to her car, she wished she’d accepted Carrie’s offer of a coffee tray. She had to juggle the cups to reach her phone in her pocket. She wanted to text Matt anyway to see if he had five minutes for her. 
 
   But suddenly she was falling sideways. The cups went flying and she was awash in hot coffee. 
 
   “Ow,” she yelped, struggling for balance as a briefcase bounced off her foot and landed amidst the coffee cups.
 
   She looked up, eyes blazing. “Watch where you’re go . . .” stopping mid-sentence when she found herself staring at Brooks Baker.
 
   Brooks did a double take as well, then bent down to retrieve the case and brush coffee off his slacks. Upright again, he said, “You were texting while walking, Olivia. I think I’d win in court.” 
 
   Olivia shook the coffee from her hands and reached into her bag for tissues. She wasn’t interested in his humor. “You had a clear field of vision,” she insisted, “you could have walked around me.”
 
   Brooks whipped out a clean, folded handkerchief from his back pocket and began dabbing at Olivia’s front. 
 
   She snatched the handkerchief away from him. “I can take care of this. Why are you still in Darling Valley?”
 
   “As I explained last night, I’m working with JR Payne on his new lab. I accidentally picked up his case at the end of our last meeting. We have the same model. I’m meeting him at Good Eats to return it. He never lets it out of his sight and he’s going ballistics until I get it to him.” 
 
   He held up the briefcase by the handle to prove his point. But the latch, loosened by its collision with the sidewalk, snapped open and some items fell out onto the pavement. A manila folder stuffed with papers, an atomizer, and a greeting card addressed to JR with a heart drawn around his name. Clearly, it wasn’t a condolence card. However, Brooks quickly gathered up the scattered contents and shoved them back in the case, covering up the item that interested Olivia the most. He snapped the case shut and checked the latch when he stood up. 
 
   She wracked her brain trying to think of a way to get Brooks to open the case again, but nothing came to her. She doubted he had noticed the object wedged at the bottom. And he wouldn’t have understood its significance, even if he had. From its location, she was sure that not even JR knew it was there.
 
   Brooks said, “By the way, how’s Cody?”
 
   “He’ll live.”
 
   He accepted the brush off and said sarcastically, “I’d love to chat, Olivia, but JR’s waiting.”
 
   She walked back into The Salted Caramel to replace the spilled coffee, more determined than ever to meet with Matt.
 
   


 
   
Chapter Thirty-Three: The Friends and Family Rate
 
   Or she was until she returned home to change out of her coffee-soaked duds and ended up in an impromptu crime-busting consultation with Tuesday. 
 
   “No way girlfriend.” 
 
   They were in the kitchen where Tuesday was concocting some smelly brew to cleanse her innards or put a shine on her hair. Olivia had lost track. Tuesday pointed down the hall to the bedrooms with her finger to her lips. Cody staggered back to Olivia’s bed after she left and had been snoring ever since, so they kept their voices low. 
 
   Olivia shucked off her jacket and kicked off her coffee stained shoes. The two lattes that Carrie had carefully re-brewed sat on the island, growing cold. 
 
   “But how else will I nab the killer, now that I know who did it?” 
 
   She pointed to the coffee. “Want one?”
 
   Tuesday said no, so Olivia put the two cups in the refrigerator for iced coffee later and slid onto one of the wobbly stools. She’d yet to pick up the levelers. 
 
   Tuesday argued her point hard. “Your plan is too dangerous. Have Matt arrange for a search warrant. You know what he said. Let the police handle it.”
 
   Olivia shook her head. “No way. I’m going to have to go after the briefcase myself. By the time Matt gets a search warrant, if I could even convince him it’s worthwhile, the evidence could disappear by then.”
 
   “I guess you’re right,” Tuesday said, downing her herbal tonic. 
 
   But Olivia still had a problem. “How am I going to get my hands on it? JR Payne is not going to hand it over to me. Heck, if I come within a mile of him he’ll probably have me arrested.”
 
   Tuesday held up a cup and a box of tea.
 
   Olivia grimaced. “Another reading?”
 
   Tuesday persisted. “Did we see a snake in your cup?
 
   Reluctantly, Olivia nodded yes. 
 
   “Is JR Payne researching a snakebite treatment or is he not?”
 
   “Yes, he is, but I can’t see what that has to do with the murder.”
 
   “I’m not saying it does. Just that the tea leaves don’t lie.”
 
   Olivia rolled it around in her head for a moment, then, with grave misgivings, agreed to another reading. 
 
   Tuesday set the water to boil while Olivia tiptoed down the hallway and around the sleeping Cody for a fresh outfit from her closet, changing in the bathroom on her way back to the kitchen. 
 
   When Olivia finished her cup, she turned it upside down to distribute the leaves and pushed it across the table. 
 
   “Here. Do your thing. I’m all ears,” she said, trying to ignore the feeling of dread in her stomach.
 
   Tuesday wrapped her special scarf around the cup and began to look for patterns.
 
   Olivia whispered, “Just don’t give me bad news.” 
 
    
 
   Tuesday took her time examining the shapes in the cup. Olivia couldn’t stand the tension anymore.
 
   “Don’t keep me hanging like this. What do you see?”
 
   Tuesday exhaled a long breath. “This one is a puzzle, OMG. Are you holding out on me?”
 
   Olivia grabbed the cup out of her hands to have a look. But as always, it was indecipherable to her, except for a clump of leaves that made her think of a microphone. “What do you mean, am I holding out? I tell you my innermost. You know that.”
 
   Tuesday snatched the cup back. “Are you taking acting lessons behind my back?”
 
   She pointed to the side of the cup with an airy arrangement of leaves. “See this bee? I see it all the time in my readings for actors. It means there’s an audience around you. Have you signed up for one of those focus groups where people listen to what you have to say? Are you sure you’re not into performing, or thinking about it?”
 
   Olivia pushed away from the table. “That’s it. I’m done. I knew this would be a waste of time. I know you’re a genius at what you do, Tues, but it just never works for me. I’m sorry. It’s going to take more than a cup of tea to nail the creep who killed Jocelyn.”
 
   Olivia had turned off her phone during the reading and now she checked her messages. In the space of ten minutes, Charles had left three. 
 
   “I gotta go downstairs and call Charles. He’s wigging out. Probably needs some TLC over Franny. We good?”
 
   Tuesday gave her a hug. “We’re always good. As long as you invite me to your opening.”
 
   “If my business ever tanks I may need a new line of work. But trust me, it’s not going to be doing a song and dance act in public.”
 
    
 
   Charles picked up on the first ring. “Olivia, I’m going crazy.”
 
   This was roughly where Olivia had left him earlier that morning. “Tell me what’s happened.”
 
   “It’s Marguerite. I know she has my best interests at heart, but she’s made things worse. She called Francesca and gave her an earful about how she can’t ruin the party and she has to get her bohonkus back here and patch things up with me.”
 
   Olivia sank into her desk chair and put her head in her hand. “Oh, no. She didn’t. And I take it Franny didn’t like her advice?”
 
   “I just got off the phone with her. She thinks I put Marguerite up to it and is even madder at me now than she was before. Says I humiliated her. But I swear, Olivia. I never asked Marguerite to step in. It never even occurred to me.”
 
   Olivia realized that maybe Marguerite could get people to bend to her will in business, but as a matchmaker she had a lot to learn.
 
   “I’m sorry, Charles. Marguerite doesn’t need an invitation to meddle. She thinks she can run the world. I’ll call Franny. I can’t make her come back to you, but I can get you off the hook on this one.”
 
   “Thanks, Olivia. Hey, listen. Did you hear that JR is in the hospital?”
 
   “What? Are they having a family reunion over there?”
 
   “I don’t know about that, but they think his cancer has come back or something.”
 
   Olivia had a pang of regret for the man. She didn’t like him, but she didn’t wish cancer on anyone. “That’s too bad, I’ll see what I can find out on the news. But first, let me call Francesca. I’ll tell you how it goes.”
 
   “Thanks, Olivia.”
 
   “And Charles, remember, I’m your guy.”
 
   He hung up without returning the pledge, a sure sign Charles was deep in the blues and a cheery word from his friend wasn’t going to dig him out of this one.
 
    
 
   Olivia pulled her phone away from her ear to drown out Francesca’s tirade. “She was just trying to help, Franny. Of course I know she shouldn’t have done it, but trust me, Charles had nothing to do with it. Marguerite Fredericks is a force of nature. Even if I knew she was planning to order you back to Charles, I couldn’t have stopped her.”
 
   Francesca was noncommittal when Olivia said keep in touch. They hung up and Olivia sat staring out at the withering bougainvillea through her bay window. Like all the other bougainvilleas she had invested in over the past year, it was clinging desperately to the back fence, all stalks and thorns, not a leaf or luxurious deep pink bud to be seen. A freak chill wind always seemed to bear down onto her property with the express intention, she believed, of decimating her Beautiful B’s. 
 
   When she brought this one home from Sloat Nursery she was determined to keep it alive, yet Mother Nature had defeated her again. Why didn’t she just give up on them, she wondered? Like she should give up on nailing Jocelyn’s murderer and fixing Charles’s ailing relationship. To say nothing of her own relationship. Maybe she and Matt were just too high maintenance. She needed someone easy, someone who liked to do things her way. Or, maybe she didn’t need anyone at all. Perhaps it was time to throw in the towel and become a hermit. At least as far as men were concerned.
 
   She thought about that for a moment, trying the idea of permanent singlehood on for size. She thought. Yeah. Why don’t I just do that?
 
   And then, as if she had just received a slap on the back of her head, she said out loud, “Because that’s not the way I roll. I don’t give up.”
 
   With that, she opened her laptop and got to work, making notes for the next hour on the old fashioned pink Guess Who Called pad she used to take messages from her answering service.
 
    
 
   After a while, writer’s cramp drove her upstairs for a break. Tuesday was still in the kitchen, this time preparing a fresh ice pack for Cody. 
 
   Olivia said, “I’m going to watch the news. Charles said JR is in the hospital now.”
 
   After checking on her own patient, Tuesday came into the living room where the hourly update filled the screen. “Do you think they’re giving the Payne clan the friends and family rate?”
 
   It turned out that JR Payne had just been discharged from the hospital. A news flash showed him standing in front of a gaggle of reporters explaining his recent health scare. His doctor stepped forward to elaborate. 
 
   “Normally, this is a very benign event,” he began by way of background, “but in a patient with a compromised immune system, such as Mr. Payne has from his recent chemotherapy, we have to take precautions. Dr. Payne will return this afternoon for another round of treatments. Because of the media interest in his family’s affairs, he has agreed to give you an update at that time.”
 
   JR held up his bandaged hand. 
 
   Olivia mumbled, “Wonder what happened to him.”
 
   Then, a reporter asked the question on Olivia’s mind. What exactly was the benign event? The doctor named the affliction.
 
   Olivia turned off the TV and started dancing around the living room and singing, “That’s it, that’s it. You’re mine, JR Payne. You are all mine.”
 
   She grabbed Tuesday and started whirling her around. “You are the best tea leaf reader in the universe.”
 
   Tuesday laughed giddily as they spun around. “I know, but where did that come from?”
 
   “You were absolutely right. I’m going to put on a performance of a lifetime today.”
 
   


 
   
Chapter Thirty-Four: Ready For My Close-Up
 
   Cody staggered out of the bedroom and into the bathroom while Olivia and Tuesday concocted their plan for the afternoon. He emerged from the bathroom a few minutes later in a billow of steam from his hot shower, still in yesterday’s clothes, blood stained tee shirt and all. He walked into the kitchen gingerly patting dry his swollen cheek with a towel. 
 
   “Wassup, guys,” he said.
 
   Tuesday jumped down from her stool and gave him a hug, which seemed to embarrass him. 
 
   Olivia grimaced at his wounds. “We have to find some humongous sunglasses to cover up that shiner.”
 
   Tuesday added, “And how about some pancake makeup to change the purple and yellow to something found in nature.”
 
   Since he’d slept through breakfast, Cody searched the refrigerator for some juice and milk for his cereal. “You’re not covering up anything, dude. These are my battle scars. I’m playing the sympathy card all day, every day. Chicks are going to be all over me when they see my face. What’s been going on behind my back?”
 
   Olivia filled him in. 
 
   Cody fist pumped when he heard the plan. “Man, count me in on that action.”
 
   “No way, Cody. I’m responsible for you and you are staying home and resting.”
 
   He pulled out a chair and slurped a spoonful of cereal. “How old am I? Twelve? Oh, no. I forgot. I’m an adult. I make my own decisions. You couldn’t keep me away with a hot poker.”
 
   Reluctantly, Olivia agreed, first extracting a promise that he would stay in the background. “We can’t have you collapsing and spoiling the surprise.”
 
   “Done and done,” he said gleefully. “As soon I finish this, I’ll put on a suit and tie.”
 
   Tuesday smirked, “The one you wear for your GQ photo shoots?”
 
   Cody smirked back. “The very one.”
 
   Olivia said, “I’ll be in the war room,” and headed downstairs.
 
    
 
   As soon as news about her involvement in Jocelyn Payne’s death hit the airwaves, her phones started ringing off the hook. Since then, she screened her calls with more than her usual care. But when a call from the Peninsula announced itself, she searched her brain to think of someone she knew down there who would use her private number. Her vendors in Burlingame and San Mateo always used her office phone. Could it be a Peninsula blogger trying to get a quote about the murder? Should she answer?
 
   On the second ring she said hello hesitantly with her finger on the button to disconnect the call if it was a troublemaker like Awful Arlo. 
 
   “Olivia?”
 
   She vaguely recognized the woman’s voice. “Yes?”
 
   “It’s Bonnie.”
 
   Bonnie? She didn’t know a Bonnie.
 
   The woman forged ahead, brusque and out of sorts. “You shouldn’t have given me that gorgeous plant if you were going to send someone to take it back.”
 
   Plant? What was she talking about? “Are you sure you have the right Olivia,” she said.
 
   The woman scolded, “My how quickly they forget.” 
 
   And then Olivia blurted out, “Bonnie! You’re the jade plant Bonnie.”
 
   “Exactly. Now would you tell me why this man wants it back?”
 
   “What man? I don’t understand?”
 
   “Xavier somebody. He says it belongs to him. Do you know him? Ron is ready to call the police.”
 
   Olivia almost dropped her phone. “Xavier? What’s he doing with you? He wants the plant back? I don’t know what this is about, Bonnie. Let me talk to him.”
 
   Xavier got on the phone, but would only say, “Jes?” 
 
   “Xavier,” Olivia insisted, “if you don’t tell me what this is all about I’m going to let her call the cops. What’s the big deal with a Costco plant? Buy another. Do you know what this is doing to my public relations?”
 
   Xavier’s answer was uncharacteristically sullen. “You have no idea what this is doing to my business. You have to tell her to give me that plant back.” 
 
   He was hissing into the phone, keeping his voice low. Olivia assumed Bonnie was hovering at his elbow.
 
   “Xavier, if you’re not going to tell me what this all about, then I suggest you buy the plant back from her. How much did you pay for it?”
 
   Olivia flashed on Bonnie, the high school sweatshirt, the bad haircut, the sweet way she had with her husband. The sacrifices she made for her kids. Olivia wanted her to have that plant. 
 
   Xavier whispered, “Fifteen dollars.”
 
   Olivia yelped into the phone, “Fifteen dollars? Is that what this is about?”
 
   She waited for Xavier to come up with an explanation. When he remained silent, she said, “You’re going to pay for this insult to a harmless, perfectly nice woman. Put two zeros after that number and start negotiating from there.”
 
   Olivia could actually hear Xavier gulp. 
 
   “And call me when you get back to Darling Valley. You have some questions to answer. I have to go now. We have a lead on the killer.”
 
    
 
   Olivia pulled into the hospital’s Visitor Lot. Matt and Detective Johnson were already there, a DVPD placard on the windshield claiming their spot in a red zone by the front door. A California Highway Patrol car was on the opposite side of the entrance that had nothing to do with their operation. It probably had accompanied an accident victim to the hospital. The DVPD squad car was nowhere to be seen. Matt had told her he and Johnson would handle this on their own. Backup wasn’t far away if they needed any.
 
   Olivia looked around, but the press hadn’t arrived yet. That made her nervous. If another news event had occurred and drew them to a sexier story, this scheme would be a bust. Matt would forgive her, but how would she explain herself to Detective Johnson? 
 
   She looked from Tuesday to Cody. “Gang, cross your fingers that nobody has shot the president and stolen our thunder.”
 
   “Don’t you worry, pardner,” Tuesday said. “We’re gonna cut him off at the pass.”
 
   Cody leaned against the truck. Olivia gave him a look.
 
   “I’m cool, dude,” he said. But she thought he looked a little green.
 
    
 
   The time of the press conference as announced by the local news was an approximation. But soon Olivia could see into the glassed-in hospital lobby. An attendant was rolling JR, in a wheelchair, off an elevator and up to the wall of windows that looked out onto the parking lot. She hadn’t expected him to be sitting down. She didn’t like this. Maybe her plan wasn’t going to work after all. She saw the patient check his watch. Probably he was eager for the press to show up as well.
 
   Olivia paced next to her truck, out of sight of Payne. Matt was leaning against the trunk of his car, his eyes shifting from the hospital to the parking lot.
 
   Soon the press cars began to arrive. JR made a phone call as they crowded around in front of the lobby. The doctor who had promised the follow-up press briefing arrived quickly, apparently summoned by JR. The attendant pressed the button to open the automatic doors. Olivia, Tuesday and Cody joined the press corps, hiding behind the taller members so JR wouldn’t see them. The attendant set the brake on the wheelchair. 
 
   “What are we going to do,” Cody worried. “He’s sitting down.”
 
   Olivia shook her head. “Let’s just keep our eyes peeled.” She flashed a look over at Matt. He nodded imperceptibly, alert, watchful. 
 
   Tuesday whispered, “Sheep-dip. He doesn’t have it with him.”
 
   Olivia mouthed, “I know,” and her shoulders sagged.
 
   The physician approached the microphones. “Ladies and gentlemen, Mr. Payne has asked me to give you an update on his condition. As you know, he recently received a course of chemotherapy for a recurrence of cancer, which, we are happy to say, is in remission. However, his immune system remains compromised. Consequently, he experienced a severe reaction to a relatively minor wound he received recently. However, we instituted an aggressive course of antibiotic therapy and his tests this afternoon show that the drugs arrested the infection and he is out of the woods. We expect a complete recovery. Mr. Payne will answer questions, but please keep them brief. I have ordered him home for a few days of bed rest.”
 
   The doctor turned and gestured for JR to approach the microphones. Olivia couldn’t believe it. Her carefully plotted plan had come to naught. She reached inside her purse for her truck keys and turned to Tuesday. “Nothing to see here folks. Move along.”
 
   Tuesday said, “Let’s at least wait and see what the guy has to say.”
 
   So Olivia dropped her keys back in her purse and watched the media circus. A reporter stuck a microphone in JR’s face and asked how he was feeling.
 
   “A bit weak,” he said, playing up his frailty, “but look at this. They carried me into the hospital, but I can walk out.” He chuckled. “Barely.”
 
   With that, he stood up and turned to the attendant who handed him a cane, a plastic bag of medications and from behind the wheelchair where it had been concealed, his briefcase.
 
   Olivia almost whooped with joy. 
 
   “Yes,” whispered Cody, fist pumping. “Ladies and gentlemen, let the games begin.” The reporter next to him turned and stared.
 
   JR was posing for photo ops and did not notice Olivia and Tuesday. He wouldn’t have recognized Cody even if he had caught sight of him. 
 
   Tuesday whispered, “Strut your stuff, girlfriend. Time for your close-up.”
 
   Olivia whispered, “Are you ready?”
 
   Tuesday beamed. “Never readier.” 
 
   Olivia stepped out from behind a tall photographer and called out, “Mr. Payne. Can you tell us how you got Cat Scratch Fever? Are you a cat lover?”
 
   JR searched for the voice, giving Olivia a menacing look when he recognized her. 
 
   “What are you doing here?” 
 
   He glared into the nearest camera. “Where are the police? I demand this woman be arrested. She is responsible for my stepmother’s death and my father’s heart attack. She is here just to further torment me. I’m going to sue you for harassment, Miss Granville.”
 
   Cody whispered, “At least he’s not pinning his sister’s overdose on you.”
 
   “Sue me? Is that so,” Olivia said. She continued walking until she was directly in front of him.
 
   It only took a few seconds until a strong hand from behind shoved her forcefully into JR. Olivia almost lost her balance, but managed to land on target. 
 
   JR staggered backwards, his arms grabbing at air. His briefcase went flying out of his hand and landed at the feet of a photographer. 
 
   His doctor caught him before he fell over the wheelchair.
 
   By then Matt was doing zero to sixty across the walkway and retrieved the briefcase before JR could regain his balance. Two members of hospital security were charging toward her. As Olivia had hoped, the lock on the case once again popped open. The briefcase lay on the ground, an object caught in the accordion folds at the bottom of the open case sparkling in the sunshine. The burly hospital police grabbed Olivia and were trying to hustle her into the lobby away from the patient.
 
   Matt took his pen out of his pocket and lifted the opal and diamond earring, the mate to the one found on Jocelyn’s body. By now, Johnson, wearing surgical gloves, had caught up with him and was holding open an evidence bag. Matt dropped the earring into it as Johnson pulled the atomizer out of the briefcase and bagged it as well.
 
   JR’s eyes frantically searched the parking lot looking for a way to bolt, but Matt pulled out his handcuffs and pulled his arms behind his back. 
 
   “Arthur Payne, I am arresting you for the murder of Jocelyn Payne.” 
 
   Matt read him his rights and Olivia leaned into the nearest microphone and said, “So sue me, JR,” and gave up resisting the security guards. Johnson caught up with them and had a word. They protested at first, then Johnson convinced them of his jurisdiction and they released Olivia. 
 
    
 
   The three friends shared a group hug as they watched Matt escort JR to the car. Johnson opened the door and guided his head into the back seat. The doctor raced behind him protesting that they couldn’t treat his patient that way.
 
   Johnson said, “We got doctors down at the jail.”
 
   The reporters were undecided about whether they should follow the detectives and the celebrity perp or Olivia and her two crimebusting friends climbing back into her truck.
 
   Olivia grinned at Tuesday, sitting on Cody’s lap. “Well, we got the Payne gang, pardners. What should we have for dinner?”
 
   Tuesday answered first. “Anything you want, girlfriend.”
 
   Cody rested his head against the side window and said, “A pain pill first?”
 
   Olivia said, “You got it, pardner,” and barreled out of the hospital parking lot.
 
   


 
   
Chapter Thirty-Five: Coming Clean 
 
   “Xavier, why didn’t you tell me?”
 
   Olivia sat in the jeweler’s office, talking over the cacophony of her crew back at work on the second floor. They were pounding nails, hauling equipment over the wooden flooring, drilling holes and sawing cuts in the newly arrived floor tiles. Olivia kept her eye out for Lola, prepared to jump on a chair if the frisky feline came out of hiding and lunged at her. 
 
   Xavier leaned back in his swivel desk chair and stared at the ceiling, the beleaguered jade plant dismembered on his desk. “I couldn’t. If word got out it would ruin everything.”
 
   The plant needed repotting and some water, but Olivia thought that maybe discarding it would be best. Get rid of its terrifying associations so Xavier could heal from his trauma. She looked at him with hurt and disappointment in her eyes. “I thought we were friends. Didn’t you think I could keep a secret?”
 
   Xavier still couldn’t look at her. “I didn’t want to put the responsibility on your head and shoulders.
 
   “That’s a shampoo, Xavier. It would have been just on my shoulders. I thought you knew me well enough that you could tell me anything.”
 
   It was obvious he’d hidden something in the plant, but so far he refused to say what it was. He folded his hands on his desk and directed a sad gaze at Olivia. “Why should I tell you? It was my business.”
 
   “Fair enough, but Mrs. Harmon is my tenant.”
 
   Xavier had torn the succulent apart when he returned from his excursion to the Peninsula’s southern latitudes. Olivia absently stacked opposing pairs of thick, smooth leaves that had broken off, and swept the spilled potting soil into a neat pile with her hand. “But you have to tell me this. Why did you give the jade plant to Mrs. Harmon in the first place?”
 
   “I was trying to fix finances.”
 
   That got Olivia’s attention. “What do you mean? Do you owe her money or something?”
 
   A look of horror spread across Xavier’s face. “I don’t owe anyone any money, Olivia. You know that. Except the bank for the remodel.”
 
   Then it dawned on her. “Oh, you mean you were trying to mend fences. What happened between you and Mrs. Harmon?”
 
   Xavier glanced away, a blush coloring his cheeks. “Has she said anything to you?”
 
   Olivia recounted the conversation she’d had with Mrs. Harmon. 
 
   “She didn’t give me any details, but she said you groped her. I didn’t believe it. I thought she was getting senile. What happened?”
 
   Xavier hung his head in his hands. “It’s why I gave her the plant. To make her believe that I have good faith for her. She came to the shop with some jewelry. She asked me to give her a price.”
 
   “You mean appraise it?”
 
   “Jes. Zactly.”
 
   Olivia noticed that as his agitation increased, so did his accent. “Didn’t she like the quote you gave her?”
 
   “No, no, no. That wasn’t it. We didn’t get as far as the worth of her jewelry. She was wearing a necklace she wanted me to examine, but she needed help getting it off. You know, the clasp. So she turned around and lifted her hair. I undid the clasp and then the necklace slipped out of my hand. I tried to . . .”
 
   Olivia finished his sentence. “You mean you reached around the front to catch it.”
 
    “Jes,” he said, dropping his head.
 
    “Oh, Xavier. And you caught more than the necklace.”
 
   The windowless office was close, but Vittorio, Olivia’s electrician, had disconnected the air conditioning to work on the wiring. She unzipped her jacket as Xavier pleaded with her to understand. 
 
   “It was an accident, Olivia, I swear to you. I apologized to her but she wouldn’t listen. I have such respect for her. For all women. You know me. I never talk bad about women the way some men do. So when I needed to hide something in the plant, I thought I would give it to her. To make her see I was sorry.”
 
   Olivia let out a long breath. “That explains why she wouldn’t accept it. She was too offended by what had happened.”
 
   “I thought it would make her happy. See that I am a good person. She came over after we found Jocelyn to give me more of her brain.”
 
   “You mean a piece of her mind. I knew I heard her. You lied to me.”
 
   He just shrugged. “I was too embarrassed.”
 
   They heard noise in the kitchen next door. Xavier said, “It’s Martin. ‘Scuse me please.” 
 
   He left the office to speak to his cousin. Olivia welcomed the burst of fresh air, but when he returned he closed the door again so the workers wouldn’t overhear their conversation. Olivia picked up where they left off. 
 
   “You have to understand that Mrs. Harmon is from a different generation. If that had happened to me, I would have laughed it off. I would have understood that it was an accident. But even though she is a hipster compared to many women her age--you should see her yoga poses--Mrs. Harmon lived through a time when women were fair game for men in the work place. Groping behind the file cabinets and rude comments and the like. They were supposed to be good sports about it. Times have changed, but Mrs. Harmon is still suspicious. I bet she’s had a bad experience or two. She was just hypersensitive that day.”
 
   Xavier nodded. “Jes. Too much sensitive. But you will talk to her Olivia? Make her see I’m not one of those men? Then she will change and be a nicer person.”
 
   Olivia thought for a moment. “I’m afraid you’re the one who has to talk to her. You must show her that you are really sorry and maybe she’ll see it was an accident. But don’t expect her to change, Xavier. On the outside Mrs. Harmon looks very elegant, very composed. Very tough. But she has had many hard things to deal with. Her husband was cheated out of his fortune and then murdered. She has no family and not much money.”
 
   Xavier nodded. “So that is why she wants to sell her jewelry.”
 
   “Perhaps. But it isn’t easy for a woman her age to face her future alone. She has learned that life is hard and people are not always trustworthy. She probably doesn’t trust us. Mrs. Harmon has a shield around her, and it makes her hard to get close to. We can’t change that. The best we can do is understand her and love her the way she is.”
 
   The flow of insights and feelings about Mrs. Harmon surprised her. Olivia had always known these facts about the elderly woman’s life, but now they moved from her head into her heart. She was seeing her with new understanding. But it wasn’t just her tenant she was talking about. Didn’t she need to accept all the people in her life the way they were? Matt for example? Let him have his burst of anger at Brooks. If she needed a perfect man, she was in for a long wait. 
 
   And what about Brooks? Could she accept him the way he is? Have a friendship with him, as he seemed to want? Like a knife cut when she was cooking, she recoiled from that thought. Brooks? No way. She’d have to do a boatload of meditating before she’d think kindly about that guy again. 
 
   She leaned into Xavier with a sudden insight. “It’s the De Beers, isn’t it?”
 
   She could see him trying to hide his shock. “What do you mean?” he said, too casually.
 
   “Xavier, I asked you why you called out ‘the De Beers’ after Jocelyn fell. I went searching on the Internet. I found two references to De Beers. One is the company. But that’s not what you meant, is it? You meant the De Beers. The one and only. The stone.”
 
   He started to deny it, then pleaded, “Please, Olivia you must not say a word.”
 
   Olivia’s hands flew to her face. “Xavier. Please tell me you didn’t put a multi-million dollar gem in a Costco jade plant.”
 
   “Olivia, it was the stupidest thing I have ever done. I panicked. I still can’t believe I thought it was a good idea. The sheik who is coming to the opening wants to buy it. But no one must know. If word got out that he was interested in the stone he would cancel the deal. Or worse. In this business, people get killed for less.”
 
   Xavier pushed his chair back from the desk to end the discussion. “No more, Olivia. I can’t say anymore about this. I have the plant; your customers are happy. We will forget this.”
 
   Olivia cocked her head “Oh, really? We can forget this? What were we saying about Mrs. Harmon and what happens when you don’t trust your friends? If you won’t let me be your true friend, then I can’t come to you when I need a friend.”
 
   He gave her a long look, then nodded. “Yes, I see. Like with Matt. Believe me, Olivia, I do everything I can to get him to buy you a ring and make the engagement. I even tell him I’ll give him a discount, but he just waves me off.”
 
   Olivia gasped in horror. “No, please. That’s not what I’m talking about. Don’t do that. I know you mean well, but that’s what his mother does. She badgers him about getting married and it makes him even more resistant. If that ever happens for us, and I’m not sure it will, it must be his idea. I don’t want him to propose because people are nagging him. Okay?”
 
   Xavier remained silent. 
 
   “Promise!”
 
   He relented. “I promise. But he is a fool.”
 
   She chuckled, “I’m down with that,” then went silent, realizing that she had just admitted that yes, she wanted to marry Matt, even though she knew better than to open the door to that disappointment. She’d have more luck with the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow scenario, than with a proposal from her indecisive detective. It’s why they had gotten along so well for the last months. She’d let go of the idea.
 
   But what she couldn’t let go of was the stone. “Is it really the De Beers? How did you get it?”
 
    
 
   She realized Xavier would rather talk about her complicated affair with Matt, but slowly he reeled out his story, with an expression that Olivia could not read. Noncommittal with a touch of fear. 
 
   “I can’t tell you how I found it. People have been looking for it for decades. I can only tell you that it is legally mine. The seller is an amateur. He did not know what he had. I didn’t either, until I became curious and began investigating. I paid a lot of money for it, but not what it’s worth. When I realized what it was, I could not live with myself. I called the seller back and made the agreement. I would sell it and split the profit with him.”
 
   “That’s generous of you. You didn’t need to do that, did you?”
 
   “I like to sleep at night without my conscience poking me. Anyway, I put it in a special safe that you don’t even know about.”
 
   He got up from his chair and threw back a small Persian rug behind his desk. Olivia had to look closely to find the seam in the floorboards, under which Xavier had installed a small safe. He sat down again and continued.
 
   “I should have kept it there, left it alone. It was in a safe place. But after the murder, when I saw that someone had broken into my other safe, I panicked. I thought it was the seller coming to steal it back from me. I almost cried I was so relieved the killer hadn’t found it. It is not insured. No one knew I possessed it, except for the seller. I had to take measures. I was desperate. I had to get it out of my shop in case someone else tried to find it.”
 
   Olivia said, “The jade plant.”
 
   “Jes. You admired the plant so much it gave me an idea. I buried it in the bottom of the plant and gave it to Mrs. Harmon. Who would look for it in the home of an old lady, I thought. And maybe she would forgive me and I could kill all the birds.”
 
   “You mean, kill two birds with one stone. A very expensive one.” Olivia had to laugh at her pun.
 
   “Zactly.”
 
   “But what were you going to do with it? How do you find a buyer for something when you don’t want people to know you have it?”
 
   He shrugged. “That’s easy. I have friends. There is a network in the jewelry business. I put the word out and a buyer came to me. I didn’t say I had the De Beers, but a very special stone. I sent him a picture. He has spent most of his life looking for this stone and has been disappointed many times. Someone claims to have it, but then he sees it is a fake, or a different stone. He is a very rich, very powerful man. He could buy all of Darling Valley. So you see why I was so upset. Suppose that whoever did that terrible thing to Jocelyn Payne stumbled on the real treasure. If they could get past the Cocoon Your Life security system, I knew my safes were not safe enough.”
 
   Olivia had to agree with that.
 
   “So I had the crazy thought of burying it in the plant and giving it to someone no one could suspect of having it. I sent it to Mrs. Harmon with a nice note. Then I woke up in the middle of the night terrified. What had I done? How stupid of me to let it out of my sight. I panicked again. I had to get it back from her. I tried to get into Mrs. Harmon’s apartment to take it back. I thought it would be easy to pay her a visit, stick my hand in the pot and get the gem. She’d never know. But you know what happened. She saw me trying to break in.”
 
   Olivia looked at him sadly. The blunders we make trying to do the right thing. “No, that wasn’t very smart, Xavier. Mrs. Harmon would have been within her rights to call the police. And you could have put her life in danger if someone found out she had it.” 
 
   “I know, I know.” He winced. “I’m going to have to take a bath with her.”
 
   Olivia jerked upright. “Xavier! You’ll do no such thing.”
 
   “Why? Now I must tell her everything.”
 
   Olivia stared at him until she understood. “Oh, you mean you’re going to come clean with her. Yes, that is a good idea.”
 
   “But I can’t tell her what I hid in the plant. No one must ever know I have this stone and that the sheik wants it. That is how some collectors are. They are too afraid of thieves coming after their treasures or threatening their lives, so they keep their best pieces a secret.”
 
   He seemed to relax a bit now that his own secret was out.
 
   “But Xavier, why didn’t you just put it in a safe deposit box in the bank?”
 
   “Jes. Why didn’t I think of that instead of my stupid plan? But I didn’t. Then when you said you gave it away I thought my life was over. It was the worst moment in my life, Olivia. The absolute worst.”
 
   Olivia could only imagine her friend’s shock when he realized that he had probably lost a priceless gem. Now Olivia understood it all, except for one last detail. “How did you ever find Bonnie and Ron?”
 
   “I was a mad man. I did not eat. I did not sleep. I din’t answer my phone.”
 
   “How well I know. The whole town was looking for you.”
 
   “Nothing mattered to me except getting the De Beers back. You said he was an electrician. I was on the Internet looking for every electrical shop in the Bay Area. I finally found them. Bonnie and Ron. It cost me $2,500 to buy it back.”
 
    Olivia stared at him, her mouth hanging open. “Twenty-five hundred? Bonnie is some negotiator, but it was a bargain. But one last thing. Where is the De Beers now?”
 
   “You promise not to tell anyone?”
 
   She stuck out her hand. “I pinky promise.”
 
   Explaining what she meant got too complicated, so Xavier just opened a storage closet in his office. “I only keep junk in here. So no one comes in here, not my staff, not Martin. No one. It is the perfect place.”
 
   He pulled out a plastic trash bag. He unknotted it and Olivia took one sniff and recoiled.
 
   “I don’t believe it.”
 
   “Jes, you can thank Lola for giving me the perfect hiding spot. Nobody’s going to look in this. It’s what I scoop out from her litter box.”
 
   Olivia howled. “Don’t tell the sheik where it’s been or you’ll lose your deal.”
 
   Her curiosity was killing her. “Xavier, can I see it?”
 
   He swallowed hard, closed his eyes, then said, “Okay, but you must promise . . .” 
 
   “I will tell NO one.”
 
   Xavier nodded, then reached into a desk drawer for his jeweler’s tongs. He dug around until he came up with a small plastic freezer bag. He shook it loose of cat litter, then set it on a magazine in his inbox. Inside was a small package wrapped in Xavier’s letterhead and, like a Russian doll, inside that was a black velvet box. Olivia held her breath as Xavier opened it. He removed the jewel from its satin cushion and placed it in her palm. 
 
   Her heart all but stopped. There it was. The De Beers.
 
   The history of this huge, rare yellow stone was palpable as she felt its heft and coolness in her palm, the incredible brilliance magnifying every beam of light in the room. More than two hundred carats. When it was found, it was the seventh largest diamond in the world, now ranked at twenty-sixth. She imagined its beginnings deep in the earth’s crust, then working its way up to the farm of two humble Afrikaner brothers over a hundred years ago. From there, the stone found its way to the Maharaja’s collection to be set in the Patiala necklace surrounded by 2,700 impeccable smaller stones, the gem world’s greatest creation. The necklace then disappeared when it was caught up in India’s struggle for independence, mysteriously reappearing and possibly being sold at auction, depending on whose story you believed. Once again, it slipped underground, eventually hiding in Lola’s excrement before resting in Olivia's hand. 
 
   Olivia did not say a word, but simply drank in its beauty and power. Finally, she offered it back to Xavier and watched him rebury it.
 
   “After all this, my friend, I think you need a drink. I’m going to meet Matt and the others at Hugo’s for dinner. Want to come?” 
 
   


 
   
Chapter Thirty-Six: Hello Kitty
 
   Hugo’s bustled with servers setting up tables and adjusting chairs in the dining room, preparing for the dinner crowd that would start trickling in at five-thirty. Matt, Cody, Tuesday and Mrs. Harmon had staked out a claim at the far end of the bar. Olivia and Xavier headed for their friends, squeezing past a few customers nursing drinks.
 
   Xavier caught sight of Mrs. Harmon and whispered in Olivia’s ear. “You did not tell me she would be here. We have not scrubbed things up yet.”
 
   “I didn’t know she was coming,” Olivia whispered back, smiling as she waved to her friends. “Say hello but don’t kiss her on the cheek.”
 
   Mrs. Harmon gave Xavier a chilly greeting and explained her presence. “Matt saw me leaving Paymoor’s and insisted I join you.”
 
   “And I’m so glad he did, Elise,” Tuesday enthused with her arm around her shoulder. “We can catch up.”
 
   Olivia noticed the half empty glass of white wine at Mrs. Harmon’s elbow, no doubt accounting for the glee with which she leaned into Tuesday and returned the affection.
 
   Mrs. Harmon asked Matt why he hadn’t invited Taz. She was equally attached to both sister and brother, having been friends with them before Olivia’s time. 
 
   “I would have, but she’s got some new guy she’s flying out to see. Or maybe he’s coming here. I can’t keep track.” 
 
   Olivia said, “You told me they’re going to South America.”
 
   “Yeah, I guess that’s it,” he said. “She’s flying down to Rio.”
 
   Mrs. Harmon, apparently the only one to get the pun, waved her arms in an impromptu samba.
 
   After the lamentations on Tazmania’s absence, the hellos and air kisses that welcomed Xavier to the party, the search for an extra stool for him, Matt motioned Olivia over and pointed to a glass of Pinot Noir. 
 
   “Thanks, but I’m not ready for wine just yet.” She called to the bartender, a new guy Olivia had not seen before, and asked for sparkling water and a glass of Malbec for the jeweler. 
 
   “Coming up,” the young man said with half an eye on the TV at the end of the bar streaming the latest basketball scores. 
 
   “Put your money away,” Olivia said when Xavier reached for his wallet. 
 
   The sports update was interrupted by a news bulletin. The anchor promised to switch to live news from the Darling Valley Police Department in a few minutes.
 
   They’d picked Hugo’s to watch the press conference because of its 55-inch screen. 
 
   The bartender grumbled, “Who cares about the one percent killing each other off. It’s the playoffs, man.” He uncapped a bottle of water and poured it into a tumbler for Olivia.
 
   Olivia scowled at him, then whispered to Matt, “That press conference should be your gig.” 
 
   Matt had an elbow on the bar, his back to the TV. “Yeah, but I’m not officially on the case, remember? I just happened to be at the hospital this afternoon on a routine call when we just happened to see the earring that allowed us to nab Payne. By the way, I told Johnson to change his jacket for the cameras. He dresses like we don’t get paid enough.”
 
   Olivia settled on to a stool. “You don’t. Can we expect anything new for the cameras?”
 
   “I don’t think so.” Matt was letting his Pinot sit. It was still early for him to imbibe, even his beloved red wine. He was not a daily drinker; Olivia had seen him order a glass just to be sociable and then ignore it for the rest of the evening. 
 
   He reminded her, “You set up the arrest. You know as much as we do. Except for the coroner’s report.”
 
   “And motive,” she reminded him. “And whether his father was involved. Or anyone else.”
 
   “Yeah,” Matt agreed. “A lot more questions.”
 
   Cody put his soft drink on the bar. He was still a little loopy from pain pills and had refused Matt’s offer of a beer. He shushed everyone. “It’s starting.” 
 
    
 
   Ignoring Matt’s sartorial advice, Johnson stood in front of the police station in his tried and true sagging, shiny, blue serge sport coat. Inside the glass lobby behind him, his staff pressed their faces to the six-foot windows to photo bomb the cameras.
 
   Johnson checked his electronic notepad, then stuck it back in his pocket. Clearly ill at ease, he stood at attention with his hands crossed in front of him, as rigid as if he were in the secret service guarding the president.
 
   The news that a member of one of Darling Valley’s wealthiest families was accused of murder drew an impressive turnout, with some familiar faces from national news outlets among the local reporters. Johnson began his prepared speech.
 
    “I want to assure the residents of Darling Valley that we have in custody the killer of Jocelyn Payne. Dr. Arthur Payne, the deceased’s stepson, will be arraigned in the morning on charges of first-degree murder, breaking and entering, felony trespass and armed robbery. Other charges may also be filed. We are also questioning Dr. Payne’s father in connection with this case, though we have not filed any charges against him at this time. He is not under arrest, but still hospitalized for a recent heart attack. Because we have not completed our investigation, we cannot release certain details to the public. However, I will take your questions and answer them as best I can.”
 
   An overzealous reporter pushed his way to the front of the pack and jammed a long, furry microphone into Johnson’s face. “Can you tell us the evidence you have against JR Payne?”
 
   Johnson leaned into the bank of microphones. “The suspect was found with the cause of death.”
 
   Reporters pressured him to reveal the cause of death. “Next question,” was all he said.
 
   From the back of the crowd came another query. “Sir, is Olivia Granville still a suspect in the case?”
 
   Olivia knew the answer, but nevertheless, she breathed a sigh of relief when she heard Johnson’s reply.
 
   The detective squinted into the cameras and said curtly, “No, she isn’t. A search of Dr. Payne’s computer has led to evidence that completely exonerates her.”
 
   Despite being pressured to reveal the evidence, he again refused to amplify his answer. 
 
   “What about Detective Richards, sir. Is he a suspect?”
 
   “There is nothing to suggest Detective Richards was connected to the deceased, except in an official capacity.”
 
   “Can you explain what those official duties were?”
 
   “As you know, from time to time the Darling Valley Police Department interacts with members of our community as it pertains to law enforcement. There was a call about a suspected burglar at her address a while back to which we responded. I believe Detective Richards may have been part of the response team. That would have been the extent of his involvement with the deceased.”
 
   A reporter from a network evening news program shoved her phone into Johnson’s face, photographing and recording him at the same time. “Sir, I saw you pick up some items in front of the hospital this afternoon. Care to elaborate what they were?”
 
   Johnson said, “No comment,” thanked them and walked back inside the station. The press folded their tents and began filing their stories. The bartender perked up when the newscast returned to sports. 
 
    
 
   Mrs. Harmon slammed her hand on the bar. “Could he be more unhelpful? What do we know now that we didn’t know before? The public has a right to know who is preying on us and why. Less than useless, that’s what that press conference was.”
 
   Matt defended his partner. “Johnson can’t spill the beans on the case, Mrs. Harmon. You know that. If he gave away all the evidence, the defense attorney could have a field day and might get Payne off before there is even a trial. But we have our own sleuth who provided the clues that led to the arrest of JR Payne. Maybe she’ll tell us how she solved the case.”
 
   The spotlight took Olivia by surprise. She sipped her wine for a little liquid courage and returned her glass to the bar before addressing the eager faces of her friends.
 
   “First of all, Matt gives me too much credit. I had a pretty strong motivation to find out who killed Jocelyn when I became a suspect and Awful Arlo kept trying to pin the murder on me. I couldn’t figure out why I was on his radar, or why Matt was, for that matter. We didn’t know him.”
 
   Cody called out, “You put that guy out of business yet, Matt?”
 
   Matt raised his glass. “I’d love to, but the first amendment and all that.”
 
   Olivia took advantage of the interruption to salute Cody. “Our intrepid amateur detective here gave me some important tips. I don’t want to name names, but Cody discovered that the deceased had made a few enemies, which led me to investigate possible suspects. Google helped me figure out how Jocelyn died.”
 
   She went on to describe neostigmine, a drug often used by anesthesiologists. 
 
   “I’d heard so much about the medical research JR Payne was conducting that could save lives all over the world. He’s one of several scientists on the hunt for a safe, cheap, easy-to-administer treatment for snakebites, which occur in huge numbers, mostly in the wild, far from medical treatment that needs to be administered swiftly to save the patient.” 
 
   Tuesday blurted out, “Hmm, tell me again what we found in your tea leaves, Ollie Mollie?”
 
   Olivia acknowledged her with a happy nod. 
 
   “You can imagine the impact a successful treatment would have on countries with large rural populations. Hundreds of thousands of victims are recorded each year. And many more victims living in remote villages are not counted. A staggering number of them succumb, either from the venom or the treatment, which can be very toxic.”
 
   From the looks of repugnance on the faces of her audience, Olivia realized she was sounding like a science report. Slow it down, she told herself. TMI. Outside of Garden of Eden stories, most people shied away from the subject of reptiles. But she had them leaning in to learn why they needed to know all this.
 
   “It was JR Payne’s approach that made his treatment successful. He put neostigmine and some other drugs into an atomizer. The kind you use when you have allergies. This made emergency treatment cost effective and something people could carry in their pockets and administer themselves even if they were miles away from a medical facility. Other researchers had come upon this regimen, but JR had devised a drug cocktail that was far superior to anything else being developed. I didn’t know what to do with this information until I saw a side note about the treatment. An overdose could cause a heart attack. And that’s what the coroner claimed was the cause of death. A heart attack. But since the drug wouldn’t be detectable during Jocelyn Payne’s autopsy, I didn’t know how to prove he did it.”
 
   Her friends were once again rapt, so she delved into the next lucky break. “Then the most important clue literally fell at my feet.” 
 
   She described bumping into Brooks Baker outside of The Salted Caramel, crossing her fingers when she called him a friend. 
 
   “One of us was clumsy. I’m nailing him because he’s back in LA and can’t defend himself,” she said, getting a laugh. “I accidentally knocked his briefcase out of his hand. The lock popped open and scattered the contents. I was helping him scoop up papers and the like from the sidewalk when he mentioned that the briefcase belonged to JR. They had identical cases and Brooks had picked it up by mistake and was on his way to return it to the rightful owner.” 
 
   Olivia had everyone’s puzzled attention. “Little did Brooks realize that the accident exposed his friend JR as the killer. The key piece of evidence was lodged in the bottom of the case, where clearly JR hadn’t seen it or he would have disposed of it. I recognized it as soon as I saw it. The opal and diamond earring that matched the one found on Jocelyn.”
 
   That got her a round of applause. The folks at the other end of the bar thought it was her birthday and toasted her.
 
   “Not only that, he had an atomizer in the case. Probably the one he used to kill Jocelyn. But I still had a problem. Brooks walked off with the case and the evidence. If I reported it to the police, Payne might discover it on his own and dispose of it before a search warrant was issued, or his lawyers could fight a warrant or something. The police had to find the briefcase on their own, in his possession, discover the earring and atomizer, then nail him, but how? There I walked into a wall. I had no idea how to make that happen.”
 
   She paused to sip her water as her throat was getting parched from her long dissertation. Mrs. Harmon snapped, “Well, get on with it. Are you going to keep us hanging or do we have to get a crystal ball to find out what happened next?”
 
   Olivia flashed on her conversation with Xavier about accepting her testy tenant as she was. Careful what you ask for, she told herself as she acknowledged Mrs. Harmon with a smile.
 
   Cody interrupted with a leading question to keep the spotlight on Olivia, the one he had posed when she explained her plan to nab JR. “But couldn’t he have explained away the earring? She was his stepmother. She could have accidently dropped it in the case back at the house or something.”
 
   Olivia smiled triumphantly. “Yeah, but that’s where we got him. Xavier told me that he had to do an inventory after the murder to see if anything had been stolen. Everything was accounted for except that second earring. The only place she would ever have worn it was the night she was killed at Xavier’s Gems. The police said it hadn’t been found on her body. When I saw it in the briefcase that Brooks dropped, I realized what had probably happened. On the night of the murder, there was a lot of jewelry scattered around. Jocelyn was wearing some of it and some of it seemed to have just been dumped on the floor. The earring somehow got lodged in his briefcase. Probably when he opened it to retrieve the atomizer with which he killed her. We had to nab him with the briefcase before he found the earring and disposed of it. He couldn’t have explained it away because it belonged to Xavier.”
 
   Xavier raised his glass to her. “So case closed. Jes?”
 
   Olivia said, “Not quite. I was still stuck with those incriminating texts on my phone and the photos circulating on TV. I wasn’t off the hook yet.”
 
   She tried to make the next piece of the puzzle short and sweet. How Cody had assured her that, though he didn’t know the exact technology, an outsider could plant texts on her phone. Hunting down that hat trick became an obsession.
 
   “I became one with the search engines until I stumbled across references to the deep net.” 
 
   These were the highly technical web pages not accessible by the popular search engines such as Google, Bing and Yahoo. Olivia discovered that much personal information was contained in these subterranean layers of the Internet that cell phone owners, security services and other users thought was inaccessible. Or, they didn’t even know the data existed. Information such as computer codes and manufacturer passwords that drove the workings of electronics, TV sets and automobiles turned out to be ripe for the picking if you knew how to find them. Those were the innocent bits of data. 
 
   However, she also learned that the deep net was the new underworld, the new black market. It was a veritable den of thieves where anything could be had for a price. Drugs, guns, contract killers. And it was the playground of terrorists. The government was dedicated to locating and keeping tabs on these secret sites. Even checking out one of these websites for curiosity’s sake could get you on a watch list. 
 
   Olivia put two and two together and came up with a jackpot. She realized the technical expertise of the Payne father and son act, along with aspects of Cocoon Your Life not available to the consumer could help them access the deep net to find any security passwords they needed without leaving a trace. Cocoon Your Life became their personal lock picker. It gave them access to the locks and safes inside Xavier’s Gems. 
 
   Olivia paused for emphasis. “I had pieces of the puzzle but nothing in hand. Then Mother Nature stepped in. You all heard the news flash that the boy wonder was hospitalized with a life-threatening infection due to his bout with cancer. Though in remission, the treatment left him with a compromised immune system. When I heard what caused his illness, I knew we had him.”
 
   She held up her foot, pointing to a partially healed scratch, then grinned at Xavier. 
 
   “A fifteen pound Maine Coon terror named Lola brought down our murderer. When she raked my ankle I just bled a little and learned to steer clear of the feisty feline. But when JR Payne was delivering Jocelyn Payne to the afterlife, Lola must have nipped him as well. It was Cat Scratch Fever, harmless to me but potentially fatal to someone who’d had chemotherapy, as he had. He developed a raging infection that put him in the hospital. The police would never have figured out that connection. I wouldn’t have either if Lola hadn’t attacked me the first time we met. Because Xavier had picked her up as a stray, I did some sleuthing to find out if I needed a shot or something. And that, my friends, gave me the idea for nabbing that publicity hound. If he hadn’t turned himself inside out to get his name in the news so he could pin the murder on me, I never would have known he’d been attacked by a cat and figured out a way to grab him. But if you watched cable news today, you saw Darling Valley’s finest nab him with the goods. The atomizer, the earring and the wound delivered by our very own Lola.”
 
   Matt butted in here. “Let’s not forget a well-placed shove by Tuesday that sent Olivia into the arms of killer. Literally. I heard they rehearsed that play like they were trying out for the NFL.”
 
   Matt explained that when Johnson got all the details from Olivia and found the evidence, he got a warrant for Payne’s computer. His team was able to follow Payne’s cyber trail to Shodom, a site that operated on the deep net and apparently could find any needle in any haystack. Especially if the searcher had a magnifying glass as sophisticated as Cocoon Your Life. 
 
   Olivia didn’t mention Tobey Carverman by name, but said that through a friend she learned that JR Payne had helped his father develop Cocoon. She realized he could use Shodom and similar sites to access not only Xavier’s security passwords with the push of a button on his cell phone, but gain access to Olivia and Jocelyn’s phones as well, the better to install fake texts. Johnson’s experts found the bogus texts on JR’s computer, as well as the doctored photos he had leaked to Awful Arlo and CNN. He had cozied up to Awful Arlo to feed him any trumped up story he wanted leaked to the public. Then he gave anonymous scoops, with photos, to the cable channels with fabricated details about Matt and Olivia that would incriminate them on the nightly news. JR had installed the texts on the phones after the murder, but pre-dated them so it looked like Olivia had been stalking Jocelyn for a while.
 
   Tuesday had been thoughtful for a few moments. “You mean that guy who stole secrets and ran away to Russia set you up?”
 
   Olivia laughed. “Not Snowden, Tues. Shodom!”
 
   Then Hugo came up behind them and said, “Your table is ready, folks.”
 
    
 
   Tuesday asked the waiter if they served any raw food dishes. She was explaining her new diet requirements when Olivia snatched her menu out of her hand and said, “My friend will have a Double Super California Burger with everything on it. Medium Rare.”
 
   After giving their orders, Matt raised his glass. “To Lola.”
 
   Xavier pointed to Cody’s battered face. “What happened? A soccer game I missed?”
 
   Cody dodged his questions as deftly as Johnson had in the press conference.
 
    
 
   


 
   
Chapter Thirty-Seven: The Dance of Life
 
   That night Cody insisted on returning to his sleeping bag. “It’s in the biggest room in the house,” he boasted. The excitement at the hospital bust and the revelry at Hugo’s had worn him out. “Night all,” he said, turning in just after eight.
 
   Olivia doused the lights in the kitchen, and she and Tuesday headed for the living room to see what the cable stations had to say about JR’s arrest. At first Olivia thought the sound coming from downstairs was Cody moving around and settling in for the night. But it was Mrs. Harmon opening her kitchen door and coming up from the basement. Instead of heading out to the back yard to empty trash or retrieve something from her car in the garage as she often did in the evening, she knocked on the stairs to the loft and called out. “Olivia? Are you there? Can I come up?”
 
   The request surprised her. Mrs. Harmon rarely asked to see her unless it was to report a leaky faucet or complain that Olivia’s car was blocking the driveway. But her tenant had been quite lively at dinner, laughing at everyone’s jokes and telling a few of her own. Olivia answered, “Sure, come on up. We’re watching the news.”
 
   Olivia turned on the light in the breakfast nook and met her at the top of the stairs. “Would you like to sit with us for awhile? I was thinking of making popcorn.”
 
   Elise Harmon had freshened her makeup and primped her hair since she’d said goodbye to everyone in Hugo’s parking lot. Even an occasion to have a word with her landlady demanded she look her best. She brushed away Olivia’s offer.
 
   “No, no, no, my dear. I just need to get something off my chest.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Do you think I could have a word with you in the kitchen?” She pointed to the living room where Tuesday was curled up on the couch. “Privately.” 
 
   Olivia pulled out two stools at the island and said, “What’s up.” Her tenant seemed distressed.
 
   “Olivia, I’m worried that you are spreading tales about me.”
 
   Olivia’s stomach churned. Did Mrs. Harmon know she thought she was losing her marbles? She recalled mentioning this only to Tuesday and Xavier. Surely they hadn’t reported back to Mrs. Harmon. How awful if she knew. How insulting, considering how things had turned out. Instantly, Olivia regretted jumping to conclusions. Yet she played dumb.
 
   “I don’t know what you mean? What would I have to talk about?”
 
   Mrs. Harmon crossed her legs and primly pulled her skirt over her knees. “Something very distressing happened at dinner tonight. I don’t think anyone else would have noticed it, but Xavier pulled me aside to have a little chat.”
 
   “Is that right?” So Xavier had taken a bath with her.
 
   Mrs. Harmon shook her head, a cross between commiseration and disapproval. “That poor man. He was near tears explaining to me the misunderstanding about that wretched jade plant.”
 
   Olivia breathed a sigh of relief that she was off the hook, but couldn’t tell where this was going. “Really? Tell me more.”
 
   Mrs. Harmon looked askance at her. “Oh, don’t be coy, Olivia. You know what happened. He put something very valuable in the pot and didn’t know how to get it back from me. He didn’t tell me what it was, a keepsake of some kind I guess. The break-in shattered him, though I don’t know why he took it so hard. All of his inventory is insured. Why he’d hide something in a plant is beyond me. But anyway, he needed it back and thought if he just dropped by for a chat he could somehow sneak whatever it was into his pocket when I wasn’t looking. Young people, Olivia. Sometimes they drive me to distraction. Xavier and I don’t chat. I would have seen through that in a minute. I told him he should have just told me the truth. If he wanted me to hold onto the pot for safekeeping, I would have done it. I’m very approachable, that way, Olivia. You know that about me.”
 
   Olivia nodded agreeably, trying to hide the surprise this revelation elicited. Approachable? Mrs. Harmon? Like a lioness protecting her cubs, Olivia thought but didn’t say.
 
   Mrs. Harmon continued. “Of course that brought the apology. You know. For the incident I hinted at the other day. I won’t go into the details, but Xavier convinced me that it had all been an accident with no evil intent. So, of course I forgave him.”
 
   Olivia relaxed. Could this be an all’s well that ends well? That doesn’t happen very often. “I’m happy to hear that, Mrs. Harmon. But you have to explain why you think I’ve been talking about you behind your back.”
 
   The woman continued to speak low. “I was very harsh in my judgment of him, and again when I gave you the plant. I wouldn’t blame you if you’ve spread that all over Darling Valley. People will think I am a crotchety old woman. I have a certain stature here, and I would be so embarrassed to have people believe that about me. Or that I think Xavier is untrustworthy. Of course, because my friends are loyal, they’d never take his side against me. But after what he’s been through with that terrible murder in his shop, can you imagine what a bad word from me might do to his reputation?”
 
   She closed her eyes in dismay. “I’ll hate myself if I have added to his burden.”
 
   Olivia put her hand on Mrs. Harmon’s shoulder, a move her tenant would ordinarily shrug off. Surprisingly, this evening she was quite receptive. “I can assure you, Mrs. Harmon, that I have not said anything unkind about you or repeated anything that’s happened.”
 
   Mrs. Harmon now took Olivia’s hand. “I have been downstairs stewing about this since we got home from Hugo’s. You know me, Olivia. I never have a cross word to say about anyone, unless it’s the truth of course. I value my reputation as easy going, flexible; always offering a shoulder if anyone is troubled. I pride myself on never being harsh or judgmental. It’s my yoga training.”
 
   Olivia stared at her, trying to keep her jaw from dropping. A line from Robert Burns came to mind about the wish to see ourselves as others see us. She just smiled warmly at her tenant and waited to see what would come next.
 
   “We’re never too old to work on ourselves, Olivia. I know there are a few things I have to change about myself and I’m not getting any younger. No, no, don’t try to sweet talk me. I may have a tendency to rush to judgment at times. Perhaps I did that with Xavier. If that is what you think, I’ll hope you’ll balance it with my general good nature. You know what I always say, it’s a good thing we live a long time, because it takes a lot of years to learn our lessons.”
 
   Olivia didn’t know that she always said that and was more than a little stunned to learn how Mrs. Harmon saw herself. But, no matter, she thought. She just hoped this signaled a right turn in their relationship. 
 
   “Tuesday and I are watching some TV. Why don’t you join us?”
 
   Will wonders never cease, Olivia thought when Mrs. Harmon said, “I’d love to.”
 
    
 
   At the end of the broadcast Marguerite Fredericks called to congratulate Olivia on the good news that the real killer had been caught and Olivia was free of suspicion.
 
   Olivia took the call in the kitchen so as not to disturb her guests who were dissecting the case. 
 
   “Thank you, Marguerite. I can’t tell you what a relief it is to be able to put this behind me.”
 
   “Yes, well, Olivia, don’t we wish the rest of our lives would work out so neatly?”
 
    “What do you mean?” she asked, knowing full well what Marguerite meant.
 
   “What do I mean? The engagement party of course. Francesca won’t return my calls, and Charles is so distraught he can barely put a coherent sentence together. I’m going to be forced to cancel everything. I would have thought you’d have backed me up and insisted Francesca stop this nonsense. After all the trouble I’ve gone to. Ah well, such is the dance of life, isn’t it?”
 
   “Yes, it is,” Olivia said slowly, an idea forming in her brain. “It certainly is.” 
 
    
 
   Tuesday and Mrs. Harmon were once again on a first name basis chatting away, not minding that Olivia had abandoned them to make a few calls. The last one was to Matt. She surmised that he agreed to her scheme only because he would do anything to get their recent unpleasantness behind them. But then, of course, so would she.
 
   They agreed on a time, six a.m., and she offered, “I’ll bring a thermos of coffee if you haven’t had breakfast by then.”
 
   

Part Four: Day Four
 
   


 
   
Chapter Thirty-Eight: The Palace of Love
 
   The next morning Matt arrived at the appointed hour with half a day’s work under his belt along with a hearty breakfast. He didn’t need the coffee. After kissing Olivia soundly when she set a picnic basket on the back seat and hopped in the front, he made her promise they would be back for his one p.m. staff meeting. He admitted he was not happy that Johnson was attending Payne’s arraignment without him, but told her he made peace with his choice to play hooky that morning as soon as he saw Olivia’s smile.
 
   “Are you sure this is going to work,” he asked, heading for Highway 101.
 
   “If everyone shows up and does their part, I don’t know how it can fail.”
 
   Matt gave her a doubtful look, then took her hand while he headed north towards Eureka. He bypassed the Richmond-San Rafael Bridge and eventually took the exit for Highway 37. They drove the flat, dreary miles mostly in silence, Olivia getting some work done on her cell.
 
    
 
   Finally, Olivia put her phone away and asked, “Do you know any more about JR Payne’s motive for the murder?”
 
   The rising sun was hitting Matt in the eye, so he lowered his visor. “Well, we pieced it together from what the father and sister told us. Finally, last night JR confessed after we told him we could trace the cat’s DNA in his system. You’d think with all his medical training he would have seen through our bluff, but it worked. I mean, you can do that, but you’d have to find a sophisticated lab.”
 
   Olivia said, “You can trace cat DNA?” 
 
   Matt said, “You can trace any DNA if you have the equipment. Anyway, he admitted that his father had no part in Jocelyn’s death. Art Payne was obsessed with his wife, even though he knew she was cheating. He figured that he was older, consumed with business and he had to give her some latitude. Figured she’d sow some oats and get it out of her system. JR didn’t care that much for either of them, so he turned a blind eye when he saw her out with other men.”
 
   Olivia remembered Carrie’s tale about him waving happily to Jocelyn when she was entertaining one of her boyfriends in The Salted Caramel.
 
   “The problem was, Payne senior made it clear that Jocelyn was getting the bulk of his estate. There was a bequest for his younger daughter and a modest amount for JR, but the son was doing well on his own. He’d been provided with an excellent education, superior genes, and important connections. From there he had to make his own fortune.”
 
   Olivia filled in the next part. “That didn’t set well with junior.”
 
   Matt nodded. “He was actually friendly with Jocelyn up to that point, considering. Told her all about his experiments and she was proud of him. Said she was like a big sister to him, even though she was only a few years older. They even joked about some of her dalliances. JR didn’t care what she did or with whom, as long as she didn’t beat him out of his inheritance.”
 
   Olivia said, “That makes sense. I told you how Jocelyn had bragged about JR.”
 
   “That’s right. But when he became convinced his father wasn’t going to change his mind about the will, he was furious. He couldn’t stand the way his sister idolized their father and tried to turn her against him.” 
 
   “Yes,” said Olivia. “I told you we heard him accusing his father that day we went to their house.”
 
   Matt said, “I remember. Anyway, he decided to get rid of the stepmother. As he stewed over it, he became enraged that his father was loyal to her even though he knew she was cheating on him. He thought his father was a sap for spending his children’s inheritance on jewels and clothes for the tramp. His word.”
 
   Olivia said, “You told me once that rich people pay a lot for their money. Payne senior paid with his wife.”
 
   Matt said, “I don’t remember saying that, but it sounds like me.” He took her hand back and wrapped up his story.
 
   “So JR told Jocelyn he had a surprise for her, that he’d arranged a private showing at Xavier’s. He wanted to buy an expensive watch for his father and needed her advice. He used his Cocoon expertise to program a burner phone that couldn’t be traced to him. He dismantled the security cameras, got into the store, disabled the locks on one of the safes and, after finding Xavier’s stash of champagne, they went exploring. He had Jocelyn convinced they had Xavier’s blessing.
 
   “They ended up on the second floor. Jocelyn thought it was a lark at first, but then began to get suspicious. His plan was to get her drunk. When she passed out, she wouldn’t fight the atomizer. He’d kill her and put the cellphone programmed with Xavier’s passwords in her hand and it would look like she used her husband’s technology to break in and steal the diamonds. Autopsy would show a heart attack. Perfect crime. A fitting crime. She’d die among the jewels that were eating up his inheritance. Except he’d told her all about his research and she recognized what the atomizer was for. She fought him, wouldn’t drink anything. He hadn’t factored in her rigorous daily workouts, how strong she was. She knocked the champagne bottle out of his hand and it drenched both of them. It took everything he had to hold her down to deliver the dose of neostigmine. Still not a big deal, except . . .”
 
   Olivia bit the hook. “Except . . .?”
 
   “JR got attacked.”
 
   “You mean someone walked in on them? Who?”
 
   They were at the Port of Sonoma by now, traffic starting to crowd onto Highway 37. Matt had to slow to 35 mph.
 
   “Not a someone. A cat. Lola. I guess the commotion woke her up and she pounced on him. Left some deep cuts. He was a doctor. He knew he had a compromised immune system and what Cat Scratch Fever could do to him. He panicked. Jocelyn was already dead, so he dumped the rest of the bottle of champagne on her so it looked like she got herself really drunk. Then he got out of there to tend to his wounds.”
 
   Olivia hooked her hands around her headrest and stretched her legs, then sat up again. “So no prints on the wine glasses because they never used them. He probably had gloves on so you never found his prints on anything.”
 
    “No gloves. Jocelyn would have been suspicious. He hooked the glasses by the stems like this.” Matt scissored his index and middle finger. “No prints on the glasses and he wiped everything else he’d touched clean.” 
 
   Olivia said, “But instead of a perfect crime, he left a mystery that kept the police giving it more attention than he expected.”
 
   “Right. Oddly, he forgot the part about leaving his phone with Jocelyn and took it with him, locking up on the way out. Probably force of habit. And he was starting to lose it. People who need control like he does can’t handle it when something goes awry. He was worried about cat saliva in his body. When Xavier got there in the morning, nothing was out of place. He had only opened one safe by the time we got there, not the one JR had emptied all over Jocelyn. Didn’t think anything was amiss until Jocelyn dropped in our laps.”
 
   Olivia said, “I think Xavier has to give Lola a diamond collar.”
 
   Matt looked over and said, “You, too. With all the things you figured out.”
 
   Olivia smiled. But it wasn’t a diamond collar she wanted.
 
    
 
   After meeting up with Interstate 80 east, Matt asked for the address of their destination and he punched it into his GPS. In thirty minutes they were dodging Sacramento traffic on their way to a 1940’s brown shingled, two-story beauty with a wide lawn and wraparound porch in the Fabulous Forties, the posh neighborhood in the Capital. It was a few minutes before eight a.m.
 
   “It looks like we’re here first. Pull over and let’s wait for the others.” Olivia patted his knee reassuringly. “Relax. This won’t hurt.”
 
   Soon two cars pulled up, an eighties vintage Toyota Corolla that nobody would look twice at and the knockout pale blue and white 1949 Delahaye 175 Saoutchik Coupe de Ville that Charles had just acquired.
 
   The three men congregated on the sidewalk, admiring the French car while Olivia walked around the side of the house to the cottage in back. 
 
   When she returned to the street fifteen minutes later, she was guiding the blindfolded Francesca by the hand, assuring her that she would not regret putting her trust in Olivia, and that her office knew she would be a little late for work. Francesca wore jeans and a sweatshirt for a site visit to a toxic dump later that day, but at Olivia’s insistence, carried a pair of high heels.
 
   “Where are we going, Olivia?”
 
   “You’ll find out soon.”
 
    
 
   Matt held the door of the Delahaye while Olivia helped Francesca into the back seat and then squeezed in next to her. The driver took off, the Toyota and Matt’s car followed. No one in the Delahaye spoke for the twenty minutes it took to reach a storefront near the bus station.
 
    The caravan approached the glass and chrome front door and Olivia, still guiding the blindfolded Francesca, tapped with her keys until the owner appeared and welcomed them in.
 
   “Senora,” he said to Olivia, kissing her hand. “Welcome to the Palace of Love.”
 
   With that, Francesca tore off the blindfold yelling, “Palace of Love? What is this place Olivia?”
 
   She looked around the mirrored ballroom and saw reflected behind her Matt, Martin, who drove the Toyota, and Charles.
 
   “You!” she said when she saw her ex- fiancé. “I’m leaving,” she said, brushing past Charles. “If you’d told me he would be here, I wouldn’t have come.”
 
   Olivia blocked the front door. “You can’t do that, Franny. Remember our deal.”
 
   That stopped Francesca’s forward motion and she turned and said, with as much enthusiasm as a dental patient waiting to have a tooth pulled, “Okay. What are we doing here?” She refused to acknowledge Charles, despite his pathetic hangdog expression. 
 
   The owner introduced himself as Tomás Fernandez, proprietor of the Palace of Love Dance Studio. He clapped his hands and from the back room came the orquesta tipica, five men playing a bass, cello, violin, flute and a bandoneon, the Argentine concertina. A sixth man sat down at the piano against the far wall and his fellow musicians arranged themselves around him.
 
   Tomás walked over to a closet and, with his back to his students, retrieved a fedora and wide-shouldered, pinstriped suit coat, which complemented his two-tone wing tips and all but transparent silk socks. He pulled out a mirror and kohl pencil and drew a thin mustache above his upper lip.
 
   When he turned around he had transformed himself into a heavy-lidded, smoldering bailarin, the master of the tango. Olivia and Francesca changed into their high heels, and he ordered the partners to face each other. Both Matt and Charles, coming to this dance reluctantly, held Olivia and Francesca at a distance as though they had a communicable disease.
 
   The master pushed them together until they were eye to eye, showed them how to dip their heads into each other seductively and commanded, “We begin with the abrazo.” The embrace.
 
   He signaled the musicians and for the next hour he and Martin demonstrated the holds and turns, the sweeping barridas with its dangerous kicks, twirling legs and stamping feet. The students danced with their bodies entwined, the feverish music making them breathless with longing. Forehead to forehead they slunk backwards and forwards, intense and unsmiling as Martin and Tomás insisted. Olivia and Francesca learned to surrender to their partners. The entregarme.
 
   Until, at the end of the hour, Tomás suddenly clapped his hands and the music stopped. 
 
   “Finished,” he said.
 
   The musicians unceremoniously began packing up their instruments and changing into work boots. They grabbed their lunch boxes and hustled out the door to their day jobs.
 
   Olivia paid Tomás and Martin. The two bailarins shook hands and spoke Spanish for a few minutes. Tomás locked up as his students headed for their cars, still wrapped in the dream of the tango.
 
   Charles and Francesca walked to the Delahaye wrapped around each other, temple to temple. Matt took Olivia’s hand and kissed it. “You were right. How could it not have worked?”
 
   The dream created by the tango continued into McKinley Rose Garden where the five friends sat on a bench and enjoyed the fruits of Olivia’s picnic basket; coffee, croissants, strawberries, brown sugar and sour cream. Then they headed back to the Bay Area and their normal lives. Except for Charles and Francesca, who had decided to spend the day together planning their wedding. 
 
   


 
   
Chapter Thirty-Nine: Radio Silence
 
   Matt changed lanes in the heavy traffic trying to get on to I-80 West. With a fast zip in and out that made Olivia suck in her breath, they were headed back towards Darling Valley. Matt checked the rear view mirror. The Toyota came up behind them, Martin waving as he zipped past. 
 
   With the tricky driving maneuver over, Olivia nudged him. “I think we should continue studying with Martin and become bailarins.” 
 
   Matt took his eyes off the road for a second to glance at Olivia. “Can women become masters?”
 
   She said, “It’s America in the twenty-first century. We women can do whatever we want.”
 
   Matt patted her knee. “But the tango isn’t a twenty-first century dance.”
 
   She teased, “That’s always the way.” They remained quiet for many miles, the suggestion hanging in the air.
 
    “Back home?” Matt asked when they exited the highway and turned toward Darling Boulevard.
 
   Olivia nodded. 
 
   It was just short of twelve-thirty when Matt pulled into her driveway, in plenty of time for his staff meeting. He put the car in park and turned to Olivia. “So what was the deal with Francesca? How did you get her to go along with your scheme?”
 
   Olivia stared out the side window at her front porch. When the signature arrangement of annuals in pots were alive with lush blooms, she had photographed them for her website. Now, along with her roses, the flowers needed attention. She mused, “It’s a good thing Mrs. Harmon can’t see my porch from her apartment.” 
 
   Matt said he didn’t understand.
 
   Instead of explaining, she turned to him with a question that had been burning in her brain the entire drive back from Sacramento. “I’ll tell you about Francesca, but first you have to come clean about Jocelyn Payne.”
 
   “Come clean? What are you talking about?” He turned to face her, his arm around her headrest. “You watched Johnson’s briefing last night. Nothing new has come in since then.”
 
   “I’m not talking about the briefing. I’m talking about how well you knew her.” 
 
   “But Olivia, that was all cleared up when we discovered how JR Payne doctored those photos. You can’t still believe I was kissing her.” He turned away to study the rose garden on his side of the driveway, disappointment lowering his voice. “I thought we were done with all that.”
 
   She faced him, but all he showed her was his profile. “I’m not talking about the photos. I need to know why you had a conversation with her that you wouldn’t tell me about. You’re hiding something. I know it. I know you too well not to see it.”
 
   Matt stayed quiet for a moment. Olivia tried to prepare herself for the worst.
 
   Finally he said, “I don’t want to do this now. Not like this.”
 
   “So you are covering up something. I knew it.” A knot was growing in Olivia’s stomach, making it hard to breathe.
 
   Matt became solemn. “It’s not what you think. Or what you’re suggesting.” 
 
   “But the case is over. Why can’t you tell me?”
 
   “You have to trust me. I don’t want to do it this way.”
 
   Olivia snatched her purse roughly from the floor. “Then I’ll tell you about my deal with Francesca. She’s always bugging me to propose to you since you won’t take the step. I told her that if she agreed to let me blindfold her and get in the car with me, no questions asked, I’d ask you to marry me. But I’m not going to marry someone who keeps secrets. The deal’s off. Permanently. Goodbye, Matt.”
 
   She got out of the car and retrieved her picnic basket from the back seat, ignoring Matt’s pleas to wait, to give him some time. She ran to the porch and let herself into the showroom, breaking into tears as she heard Matt’s car drive away.
 
    
 
   “Wow, girl, you’re a tough cookie.” Tuesday had her arms around Olivia. “Where did that come from?”
 
   Olivia had grabbed the box of tissues from the bathroom before they sat down at the island. “It struck me while we danced. How could he hold me close and look in my eyes the way he did and withhold something so important. He hedged the first time I asked him how he knew her and he clams up every time I bring it up. What’s so hard to answer? I knew her because, blah, blah, blah. Fill in the blanks. Simple and innocent. Except if it isn’t innocent.”
 
   This was too heartbreaking. She needed to change the subject. “Where’s Cody?”
 
   Tuesday let go of her hands. “He’s good. He’s catching up on his to-do list. He went to work today. I think he’s checking on a defective curtain rod or something.”
 
   Olivia nodded. “At the Parsons. I hope he’s not going back to work too soon. He doesn’t have to. That was a nasty fall.”
 
   Tuesday put her mind at ease. “From the way Cody danced down those stairs after breakfast, I think he was suffering an attack of cabin fever. Youth. You know how they bounce back.”
 
   Talking about Cody brought up the fight scene. That was too painful to dwell on, even though at Hugo’s she and Tuesday had laughed about Matt acting like Sir Lancelot and defending his queen.
 
   Olivia grinned. “Ah the wisdom of an old crone. What are you, all of thirty-two?” 
 
   Tuesday zipped her lips. “I’m not talking while the flavor lasts.”
 
   Olivia turned her phone back on to check her messages. 
 
   “I see Marguerite Fredericks is after me. I’d better get cracking and tie up the loose ends for the engagement party. Do you know what you’re wearing?”
 
    
 
   Day Five 
 
    
 
   Olivia and Matt maintained radio silence for the rest of the week. Absolom Arthur Payne had been charged in Jocelyn Payne’s death. The case against the father, David Arthur Payne, was dropped. Olivia explained to Tuesday the deadly foreshadowing in the names she had discovered on the Internet.
 
   “Absolom overthrew his father, King David. I guess JR’s father never read the bible.
 
   They never figured out Melissa Payne’s relationship with Michelangelo. The murder overshadowed her drug overdose and it never made it to the headlines. At least so far. Olivia was sure the press would dig into every aspect of the Payne family’s lives until the next celebrity scandal broke. They would find the story about Melissa and Michelangelo and figure it out. The voyeur in her wished she’d had time to investigate Roger Phillips. Though clearly he was not connected to the murder, she was sure there was a juicy story there about something.
 
   Not only had Cody not held a grudge against Matt for the sock in the jaw, it hadn’t even penetrated that Olivia had broken up with him. Why else would he bring up his name so often? Olivia did her best to ignore the praise he kept heaping on Matt.
 
   Two days after the Sacramento trip, Olivia got a surprise text from Taz, Matt’s sister, wanting to set up their overdue lunch for the next day. Olivia texted back, My clndr a disast now. Nother time.
 
   She told Tuesday, “I didn’t know she was still in town She’s trying to patch things up between me and Matt. Sweet of her but not a good idea.”
 
    
 
   She kept busy working on the engagement party and gradually got ahead of the work she had shoved to the side during the murder investigation. When she could, Tuesday dragged her away from her desk early to play, her way of fending off her friend’s blues. Mostly though, Tuesday was left alone during the day while Olivia toiled, so she clocked more miles on Cody’s bike and obsessed over her outfit for the party.
 
    
 
   Day Eight
 
    
 
   Xavier’s renovation finished a day ahead of schedule and both Olivia and Tuesday attended the black tie opening. Matt did not, though Xavier said he’d been invited.
 
   Olivia was leaning over the second story railing admiring the excellent work done by her crew, nodding to people she knew, smiling at strangers. Xavier introduced her to the sheik and his wife, as well as the crown prince. After a brief chat, she still couldn’t figure out what country he ruled. Olivia recognized a model from a popular lingerie ad. Xavier introduced her as his date, but whispered in Olivia’s ear that it wasn’t serious. 
 
   At one point she looked down and spied Xavier escorting the sheik into his office. They came out half an hour later smiling and shaking hands. The sheik handed a suitcase to one of his bodyguards, and the burly former wrestler and his partner exited the back door. A second set of bodyguards took their place behind the sheik. Olivia assumed the enormous diamond had a safe home for the evening in the reinforced armored Hummer in which the sheik and his wife had arrived.  
 
   Later, Xavier told Olivia that the sheik did not believe it was the De Beers, but one of the Nizam of Hyderabad’s lost gems. “Or,” the royal personage had posited, “it was mined illegally and never made it onto the world market. Someone copied the faceting of the De Beers.” 
 
   Whatever its pedigree, they agreed the stone was real, huge and without flaws. Xavier was more than happy with the price.
 
    
 
   


 
   
Chapter Forty: Cheek To Cheek
 
   Day Twelve
 
   With the finishing touches on the engagement party completed only an hour earlier, Olivia was getting dressed, having taken the third shift in the bathroom. Tuesday was downstairs in her pink and lilac Scarlett O’Hara lookalike gown trying to wrestle Cody into a sport coat, dress shirt and tie he had borrowed from his father. 
 
   Olivia had advised against the antebellum fright dress. “The colors aren’t good with green hair, Tues. How about a soft yellow number, knee length to show off your legs?”
 
   But Tuesday marched to her own drummer. She twirled in front of one of the mirrored armoires in the showroom imagining she was dancing with Leslie Howard when the doorbell rang. Olivia called down, “Tuesday, will you get that?”
 
   When she opened the door and saw who was standing there, she fanned herself with her hand and drawled, “Why I do declare. If it isn’t Rhett Butler.”
 
   Matt, in a tux, asked a bit sheepishly, “Is she still here?”
 
   Tuesday pointed upstairs. Cody came rushing forward, “Hey, bro. Nice threads.”
 
   Matt put his finger to his lips. “Shhh. I’m going to surprise her. Do you think I dare, Tuesday?”
 
   Tuesday swished her skirt around like the belle of the ball. “Why not? All she can do is throw you down the stairs. How much is the deposit on your tux?”
 
   “It’s mine.”
 
   “Fiddle-de-dee, sir. You have nothing to lose.”
 
   She swept out of the way and Matt headed up to the loft.
 
   Cody said, “Why would OMG throw him down the stairs? The dude’s smokin’ hot.”
 
   “My deah boy,” Tuesday/Scarlett drawled, “you just do not understand the weakah sex.”
 
   They heard a tentative, “Olivia? It’s me,” come from the stairs. 
 
   Tuesday rushed to close the French doors to give Olivia and Matt some privacy. She looked at an antique clock over the front door. “We need to get cracking deah boy. Let’s go see if our Miss Elise needs help.”
 
   “Elise?”
 
   “Why yes, deah boy. You know, the lovely Mrs. Harmon.” 
 
   They went out onto the porch and down the stairs, arriving at Mrs. Harmon’s front door with Cody complaining, “If you don’t knock off the deah boy routine, I’m going turn that dress into a hula hoop.”
 
    
 
   Olivia walked into the kitchen with her phone to her ear and a shocked look on her face. “Marguerite, I have to go. Don’t worry about the band. The Dave Miller Trio has never failed me. They will be there in time to get set up. The piano arrived, right? Good . . . . Yes, Jesse is heading over with the oysters . . . Of course I told Hugo he had to oversee the catering. We talked about that . . . Marguerite. Calm down. Everything is set . . . Yes, I’m sure the engagement is still on. Talk to Carrie if anything else comes up before I get there. She’s my second chair now. I have to go. I’ll see you shortly.”
 
   Glaring at Matt, she hung up before Marguerite could press her about one more thing. “What are you doing here?”
 
   She stood before him in a strapless column of flawless black satin with a huge purple bow across the bodice from her LA red carpet days. Her matching purple Christian Louboutin shoes peeked out from under the floor length hem, her blond hair piled in a silky mound of loose curls with enticing tendrils falling around her face.
 
   Matt just whispered, “You’re so beautiful.”
 
   “Answer my question. Why are you here?”
 
   Matt moved closer, then steadied himself by leaning against one of the kitchen chairs. “I couldn’t come before this, but I wanted to, wanted to call. I had a plan but it got shot to pieces by all of this. Everything that happened after the murder. Please listen to me. Let me get all this out.”
 
   She held her hand over her heart as though protecting it and listened.
 
   “You were right. I was seeing Jocelyn.”
 
   Olivia stopped him. “I knew it. But enough. I don’t need to hear anymore. What’s done is done.”
 
   “No, no. It’s not what you think. Please let me finish. What I told you about going out to her house on a suspected burglary call was true. That’s when I met her. I checked out the scene. Johnson was with me. And then he went back to the car and she sort of, well, you know what she was like. She got all friendly. Wanted to know if I was single. I told her no and when I mentioned your name, everything changed. She said she knew you, loved your work and so on. Wanted to know more about us.”
 
   “Why didn’t you just tell me you’d met her?”
 
   Matt took a deep breath. “I told her I had a problem. She said she would help me with it.”
 
   Olivia stamped her foot. “I don’t believe this. You went to Jocelyn Payne for relationship counseling? How could you? Her, of all people?” 
 
   “Olivia!” Now there was annoyance in Matt’s voice. “Please. Just wait.”
 
   She took a deep breath. “Go on.”
 
   “I told her I thought she could help me. She was so friendly and nice. It was like talking to an old friend. I told her I needed to buy you a gift.”
 
   Olivia did a double take. “A gift? And you’d lost Tuesday’s number, who knows all my sizes?”
 
   “She doesn’t know this one.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “Olivia, I’ve had this moment planned forever. It could be the most important moment of my life. I didn’t want to do this on demand. I mean the other day when you insisted I tell you about Jocelyn. I had to wait until the time was right. It killed me to have you angry with me. Especially after our dance at The Palace of Love. Maybe I made a big mistake, maybe we can’t come back from this, but this is the way I wanted to do it.”
 
   Olivia stayed very quiet, not understanding what he was saying, but knowing that this time, whatever was coming would be the truth.
 
   He pulled something from his pocket and opened a box to reveal a diamond ring glittering against a white silk cushion. 
 
   “I asked Jocelyn to help me pick out a setting for this. That was the problem I needed help with. What do I know about diamonds? That’s why we got together a second time. She called me to say she had a catalog for me to look at. That was the last time I saw her. Well, alive. I don’t know why I didn’t just say I’d met her on the call to her house. I was afraid I’d spill the beans about the ring. Then, when she died I didn’t say anything because I just was so shocked when I saw her body that I wasn’t thinking. I was going to give the order for the stones to Xavier that day, before we discovered her body. He didn’t even know about my plan back then. But coming back from Sacramento I knew it was the right time. Even after our fight, I knew I had to fight for you. Xavier rushed the order through for me so I could have it for tonight.”
 
   “Xavier knows about all this?”
 
   He got down on one knee. “Olivia, you are my everything. Will you marry me?”
 
    
 
   Olivia and Matt walked into Marguerite’s garden, the poolside setting aglow with candlelight and alive with the music of The Dave Miller Trio. Dave, the piano player, beamed at his daughter, Rebecca DuMaine, with as much love and pride as Charles toasting his bride to be, Francesca.
 
   Rebecca, vamping to Irving Berlin’s Cheek to Cheek, held a long note until the partygoers went silent in suspense, then she winked at Bill Belasco to pick up his drum solo. She stepped back from the microphone, eyes closed, her head bobbing to the music, lost in the soft thrum of Mario Suraci’s silky bass.
 
   Cody, boasting that he had the two most beautiful women on his arms, Mrs. Harmon and Tuesday, surprised Olivia with a buck and wing and spun Mrs. Harmon around, her silver hair catching rainbows in the moonlight.
 
   Olivia ran her thumb over the new ring, cool and thrilling on her finger. She leaned into Matt, giddy with happiness.
 
   “Are you sure you don’t want to tell everyone our news,” he whispered over the music.
 
   “No. This celebration is for Charles and Francesca. We’ll have our own party.”
 
   Matt drew Olivia to him, and, looking deeply into her eyes, tangoed the last few bars of the song.
 
    
 
   Not even Tuesday noticed the ring. Olivia searched the crowd until she saw the face she recognized from photographs. She waved him over, then whispered to Tuesday, “I have a surprise for you.”
 
   Olivia turned Tuesday around just as Clipper reached her. For once, Tuesday was speechless as he opened his arms and swept her up, her pink and lilac striped silk dress rising with the embrace and revealing layers of lacy petticoats.
 
   The food and wine mellowed the rough edges of the guests arriving from the boardroom, the automotive shops and the New Jersey Transit Authority. The music kept the pulse of the party at a happy buzz and Richard Fredericks delivered one of his eloquent toasts to the happy couple.
 
   Olivia spotted Tobey Carverman with an outdoorsy, freckle-faced girl on his arm, her thick calf muscles the clue to where they had met, the exclusive cycling club. Olivia leaned into Matt and asked why he thought Tobey never owned up to his marriage with Jocelyn Payne.
 
   Matt whispered, “I think that was an episode he just wanted to forget. With his money and future, the guy’s entitled to one colossal mistake.”
 
   Olivia was not as happy to see Awful Arlo on the sidelines, sizing up the guests. She snagged Marguerite when the hostess tried to breeze past her at one point. “What is he doing here?”
 
   Marguerite spoke low but sternly. “Olivia, remember when I told you not to make enemies but to use them?” 
 
   Olivia said vehemently, “NEVER!”
 
   “Just you wait, Olivia. Just you wait. Yes, he’s a cretin, but a cretin with a large readership. My friends here are only too happy to have him let the world know that they were seen at my party. Especially the part of the world that wasn’t invited. If you know what I mean. And Olivia, that vase of lilies is not centered on the table. Fix it, would you?”
 
   Marguerite started to walk off to another group of guests. Olivia remembered the days when she asked how high, when Marguerite said jump. She remembered standing, as if Marguerite were royalty when she entered a room. But Olivia had salvaged Charles and Francesca’s relationship and made this party possible. She had nailed the killer. Her bowing and scraping days were over. At least as far as Marguerite Fredericks was concerned. She turned to Matt. “I don’t know what planet she thinks she lives on, but on this one, the sun does not revolve around Marguerite Fredericks.”
 
   She called out, “Marguerite? You’ll have to center it yourself. I have a dance coming up.” She took Matt’s arm and led him to the dance floor, leaving her hostess open-mouthed.
 
    
 
   As the evening wore on, Olivia smiled at people she didn’t know, acknowledging their membership in the exclusive Marguerite Fredericks Guest List Club. She saw a young man hovering around Marguerite, occasionally whispering in her ear, making sure her champagne glass was freshened. He looked familiar and then it dawned on her. That was Roger Phillips, Jocelyn’s carpenter. There was her juicy story. Evidently, Marguerite had tired of facelifts.
 
   Olivia and Matt milled among the guests, danced all the slow numbers and remained entwined and smiling until Anya rolled out the enormous cake in the shape of a Rolls Royce. Everyone laughed as the betrothed fed each other a creamy, messy piece. Olivia nudged Matt when she saw Cody take Carrie’s hand and two pieces of cake off to an ornate wrought iron settee in a secluded bower. 
 
   “Do miracles really happen?” she said.
 
   Matt took her hand and kissed the ring. “Yes, they do.”
 
   Olivia closed her eyes to savor the moment, blissful as she’d ever been. Nothing could spoil it, nothing could rob her of this dream come true.
 
   Then someone behind her called her name. “Olivia.”
 
   A voice that bound her to disappointment, heartache and frustration.
 
   She turned and gritted her teeth. Her stomach sank when she saw the couple, the man looking as shocked as she.
 
   Matt, his voice as disheartened as hers said, “Taz?”
 
   His sister beamed. “Where have you two been? Have you been avoiding me? I’ve been dying for you to meet the love of my life. I’d like to introduce Brooks Baker.”
 
   The End
 
   


 
   Please Review
 
   Positive reviews are the lifeblood of writers. If you liked Dying For Diamonds, please leave a positive review at the end of the book or click here. 
 
   Help me spread the word about Cassie Page books by telling your friends and gifting them to your beloveds. Many thanks.
 
    
 
   

About Cassie Page
 
   Cassie Page is a prolific writer of tasteful and humorous mysteries set in Northern California and other exotic locations. She resides in a small town near Darling Valley where she raises rare orchids and perfectly behaved children. Her soufflés rise effortlessly, her skirts are always the correct length and she only tweets with the best people. She fraternizes with gruesome murderers and backstabbing lowlifes and reads quantum mechanics for relaxation. Her editor says she has a breathtaking mastery of the semicolon—the colon not so much. If you pass her on the street, she begs that you do not ask for an autograph. Please respect her privacy; the paparazzi have worn her to a frazzle.
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   The upcoming books in the Darling Valley Mystery series features designer/clothes horse/sleuth extraordinaire Olivia M. Granville; the winsome if bizarrely dressed Tuesday, the tiresomely righteous Mrs. Harmon and the deliciously distant Detective Richards.
 
   Future titles include: 
 
   A Second Coat of Murder
 
   Death is in the Details
 
   Tea For Two Murders
 
   Designed for Death
 
    
 
   Look for tea leaves reader Tuesday in her own breakout series: Tuesday’s Tea Leaves Mystery in the above links.
 
    
 
   

 
 
    
 
   Free Gift and Updates About Future Books
 
   Sign up for a free gift and updates on future books, discounts and tidbits about what the characters in Cassie Page Books and their friends and frenemies are doing, eating, wearing and buying.
 
   Go to the link below to sign up. And remember, we NEVER share your email address with ANYONE. So your secret (email address) is safe with us.
 
   http://www.cassiepage.com/?page_id=30
 
   

Contact Cassie Page
 
   While Ms. Page has worked tirelessly to execute the perfect murder mystery, mistakes happen. Should you find one or wish to communicate on a higher plane, she would be thrilled to hear from you. You can reach her at cassiepagebooks@gmail.com
 
   


 
    Follow The Author
 
   Click Like on Cassie Page Books’ Facebook page and follow her comings and goings around town and through hill and dale. An excellent place to check in with her for a personal chat. She’d LOVE to hear from you.
 
   https://www.facebook.com/cassiepagebooksGo to her website to find out where all of her books are sold.
 
   http://www.cassiepage.com
 
   Follow Cassie on twitter at 
 
   @cassiepagebooks
 
   

Fiction Disclaimer
 
   This book is a work of fiction and solely the product of the author’s warped imagination and twisted sense of humor. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead would be a huge surprise to the author and wholly unintentional. If you feel you resemble any of the characters, honestly, I’d keep it to yourself. You know how rumors start.
 
   And if you try to go online to purchase the Cocoon For Life technology, remember that, as of today, it is a work of fiction, though you know how fast these things change. 
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   A Sample of A Corpse In A Tea Cup
 
   The Checklist
 
   Gloves and shoe covers on. Check
 
   Wipe the foam from her mouth. Check
 
   Place her on the tarp and drag her into the living room. Check
 
   Prop her up on the edge of the sofa. Check. 
 
   Oops. She fell forward. No going back now. That’s how they will have to find her. Whoever “they” might be.
 
   Step back for a wide screen shot. Does it look like a heart attack? Check
 
   Clean up the kitchen. Check
 
   Leave dishes in the sink. Check
 
   Pack up the tarp and equipment. Check
 
   Send text to the pizza joint. A thin crust medium Margherita and a house salad. Blue cheese dressing. Paid for. Check
 
   Turn on the TV. Check
 
   Script on the coffee table. Check
 
   Get out. Fast. Check 
 
   No one on the street. Wait. In the rear view mirror. Someone’s pulling up in front of the house. The pizza delivery guy. Yes! Check again 
 
   One down. Nothing personal, sweetheart.
 
   

Chapter One: Casting Call 
 
   Tuesday settled in for the runway approach, watching the lights of Southern California come alive as her six-thirty a.m. flight descended over Burbank. It was an ungodly hour to do anything but sleep or, well, these days it was just sleep. All those gorgeous men she had just left behind in Darling Valley, the small town outside of San Francisco, made her realize she needed to do something about that. 
 
   A calm came over her. Goodbye, Darling Valley. Goodbye murder and mayhem. Now she could get back to her normal life, reading tea leaves for an exorbitant fee at The Mulberry Cat Café and get her body back on track with a good cleanse. The only trouble with visiting Olivia was the absence of healthy food. She never stocked her kitchen with anything except sugary and salty treats. It will take her days to get that stuff out of her system. Though she did enjoy the Salted Caramel’s ice cream. She actually squirreled away a jar of their hot fudge sauce in her suitcase that none of her nutritional clients need know about. 
 
   She went over her calendar. Meet with Holley, do her shift at the Café, then maybe squeeze in a trip to the consignment shop after work to touch up her wardrobe. Easy peasy day.
 
   The attendant walked by. “Are you buckled up, ma’am?”
 
   Tuesday bristled. Ma’am? She looked down at her outfit. Many lively colors and prints capped by her pink Afro. What about this happening look deserved a ma’am? Had miss gone out of style for twenty-somethings? Okay, early thirty-somethings. Tuesday indicated her fastened seatbelt and smiled yes.
 
   The attendant leaned over Tuesday’s shoulder to look out the window. “Weather looks good, but you never know. This time of year it could be a bumpy landing.”
 
    
 
   Tuesday checked her cellphone as they taxied up to the gate. A text from Holley Wood. Her nine a.m. starlet client with a name she was born to live up to. Holley was the reason Tuesday had dragged herself out of bed for the dreadful early flight instead of a comfortable noon plane with cocktail service. Even she didn’t drink Champs for breakfast. Well, not as a habit. 
 
   Holley had a standing Monday morning reading. Tuesday opened the Mulberry Cat Café early just for her, so she better not say she’s canceling. She hadn’t been her best practical self when she made the reservation to Darling Valley. Not that practicality was her middle name, but she’d had murder on her mind. Specifically, why one showed up on her friend’s doorstep. In her haste to get to Olivia, she booked an expensive one-way instead of a cheap return ticket. She had to pay a premium price for the return commuter flight she found last night at the last minute. Don’t make me regret it, Holley, she thought.
 
   The passengers started leaping out of their seats and bashing each other with their carry-ons from the overhead compartments despite the attendants’ instruction to stay seated until the plane came to a full stop. Tuesday settled back to wait for the crowd to thin out. No point being trampled to death waiting for the crew to open the doors. She flicked on Holley’s message. 
 
   “We’re on for this morning, right? I need to see you. Someone is trying to kill me!” 
 
   “Oh, Holley,” Tuesday said to the baggage truck pulling up underneath her window, “You‘re so melodramatic.”
 
   End of sample.
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