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CHAPTER ONE

 
Moira Darling paused before going inside, closing her eyes and breathing in deeply. It was still officially winter, but spring had come early in northern Michigan. The air was pleasantly warm, the skies were blue, and there was a brisk breeze. For the first time in months, she hadn’t even had to put on a light jacket before heading to work. It seemed a shame to waste the best part of the day inside, but at least she had been able to spend the morning on the back porch, enjoying the weather.
After a moment, she turned and pushed her way through the front door of Darling’s DELIcious Delights, the deli she owned. The sights and scents inside were as familiar to her as those of her own home. She smiled as the peace that she always felt when she went into work washed over her. She might not get to enjoy the warm weather outside, but thanks to the large pane glass windows in the front of the building, she would still be able to appreciate the beautiful day.
Allison, a bright young woman with blonde hair who bore a striking resemblance to her daughter Candice, greeted her with the familiar, “Hey, Ms. D,” as she walked in.
“Good afternoon, Allison. How did the morning go?”
“Everything was great. We had lots of sales. More than usual, even — I think because it’s so nice out. A lot of people walked to school or work, when they would normally drive.”
“I might have done the same, if I lived in town. It really is wonderful out.”
“I know. I might see if Candice wants to go to the beach with me after work. It’s still too cold to swim, but the dunes will be nice.” Not only did they look like they could be sisters, but the two women had become fast friends the moment they met. 
“That sounds like a great idea. If it’s still nice this weekend, maybe I’ll grab the dogs and go myself.”
She thought for a moment about trying to plan an outing with David, but knew it wouldn’t pan out. With his microbrewery open and operating now, he barely had time for anything else besides work.
Moira glanced over at the drink cooler, which now held some of the very first batches of the beer that David’s brewery had produced. Her customers were quick to purchase the drinks from Big Black Dog Brewery, and she was almost out of the original stock already. She smiled at the sight of Maverick’s silhouette on the label. It had been difficult to get the German shepherd to hold still long enough for a good photo, but the final result had been worth the struggle.
“Well, if it’s alright with you, Ms. D, I’m going to take off,” Allison said, distracting her from her thoughts. “Cameron’s in the back working on something for St. Patrick’s Day. He didn’t want to tell me what it was until he got it right, but I’m sure he’ll tell you.”
The deli owner chuckled. “Whatever it is, I’m sure it will taste good. Go enjoy your day. Tell Candice I said hi.”
Once Allison had clocked out and left, Moira headed into the kitchen to see what her other employee was working on. Cameron was a tall redhead who had been at the deli for just over six months. He was skilled in the kitchen, and had a confidence that some of her other employees seemed to lack — quite possibly because he had no worries about what would happen if he lost his job. Moira was one of just a few people that knew how wealthy he was; he only worked at the deli to give him something to do, and to let him be closer to the woman he loved.
“Hey, Ms. D,” he said, looking up when she came in. “How’s it goin’?”
“I’m doing well,” she said. “How are you? How are things with Jenny?”
“Great,” he said, beaming. 
“What are you making?”
“Oh, a few things. I’m just trying to figure out how to make our menu items green for St. Patrick’s Day, but still keep them appetizing,” he said. “I thought you might want to pick some sort of a theme for the holiday.”
“That sounds like a great idea. What do you have so far?”
“Split pea soup, some ham and cheese on top of a lettuce wrap… oh, and these. I ordered the silicone molds from the same person that makes them for Candice.”
He grabbed a plate and held it out proudly. Moira admired the four-leaf-clover-shaped, bite-sized brownies. They were dark green, and had shiny green icing on top. She tried one.
“Wow, these are great, Cam,” she said. “I don’t know why I didn’t think of doing something like this sooner. We’ll need to make holiday-themed treats for Easter, as well. Good job.”
He grinned. “Cool, I’m glad you like them. I always enjoyed St. Patrick’s Day. It’s a fun holiday, but nothing closes down for it. Gotta say, all of that green goes nicely with my hair.”
“Well, I’ll pick up some decorations in the next few days,” she said, laughing. “Then you guys can go to town with decorating. In the meantime, though, I need to get to work. I noticed we’re low on some of the drinks out front. Do we still have more in the fridge back here?”
“No, actually, the stuff in the cooler is all that’s left,” he said. “David’s beer is popular. When I tell people that it was made right here in town, they just buy it up.”
“Most people in the area like buying local products,” she said. “I think it’s one of the reasons the deli was such a success; we use as much local produce as possible. People love knowing that they are supporting their neighbors.”
“True,” he said. 
“Anyway, I’ll let David know we need another order of his beer. I’m glad it’s been so successful. He’ll be happy.”
Even though it meant that he was gone all the time, Moira supported her husband in his new hobby completely. She knew that he was enjoying the change of pace from his job as a private investigator. Of course, working two jobs meant that he had twice as many demands on him. She hoped that once he got a good foothold in the industry, things would settle down. Between the time that he spent at the office and the time spent at the brewery, he was never home. It was almost as if she didn’t have a husband at all.
 



CHAPTER TWO

 
“Maverick, no!”
It was too late. Gazing up at her happily, the big dog shook himself, sending water droplets flying everywhere. The air might be warm, but the water from the river in the park was still icy cold. Moira winced and wiped her face off before looking over at her husband. David was grinning.
“You’re the one that threw the stick into the water,” he pointed out. “He was just bringing it back to you.”
“I didn’t need him to bring back half the river as well,” she grumbled, but she wasn’t really mad. It was another beautiful day, and when David had suggested they take the afternoon off and spend it together, she had been happy to cancel her plans. The dogs were happy, too; since they lived on five acres of wooded property, Moira didn’t often make a point of bringing them into town for walks, so a romp through the small park by the site of her old house was a real treat.
It was still early afternoon, and schools weren’t out yet, so they had the park almost completely to themselves. Keeva was walking sedately along the path next to David, but Maverick was zipping back and forth as much as his leash would allow. Moira had brought a twenty-foot leash with them to give him some extra room to explore. She would have loved to be able to let both dogs off leash, but she wasn’t sure they would listen to her in such a new and exciting area. They were both friendly, but if the two large dogs came running toward someone, they were liable to induce a heart attack. Not for the first time, she wished there was a dog park in Maple Creek. 
“I’m sorry we haven’t been able to go out much lately,” he said to her as they began walking again.
“Don’t worry about it,” she said. “I remember how busy I was when I first opened the deli. You’re working two jobs now, it’s bound to take some getting used to.”
“Still, I shouldn’t be doing so much that I have no time for you. Making time for family is important, too. I’m going to talk to Karissa when she gets here about hiring someone to help out around the brewery — just to be there and make sure everything is going smoothly, do quality control, little stuff like that — so I can have a more flexible schedule.”
“You just opened the place, I don’t know if you should hire someone right — wait, Karissa’s meeting us here?”
“I didn’t tell you? She sent me a message right before we left. She said she had something she needs to talk to me about. I hope that’s alright.”
Moira bit back a sigh. She liked David’s sister, but she had hoped today could be just about them. She looked up and saw the worry in her husband’s eyes, and knew he hadn’t meant to upset her.
“It’s fine,” she said, giving him a smile. “It will be nice to see her. I know she’s been working hard, too. Maybe after the walk, we can drop the dogs off at home, and then all go out to eat?”
“That sounds good with me,” he said, grinning at her and then leaning down for a kiss.
“There you are!”
Moira jolted slightly, and looked up to see a tall, dark-haired woman striding toward them. Karissa looked harried. I hope nothing’s wrong, she thought.
“I’m glad you found us,” David said, turning to give his sister a quick hug. “What’s going on? What was so important that it couldn’t wait?”
“I got a call from Dan Anderson this morning — he found someone trying to break into the brewery! He said he couldn’t get in touch with you, your phone must have been dead. I went to the police station, and David, it was Bill Snethkamp.”
It took Moira a second to sort through the names. Dan Anderson was the person David was renting the building the brewery was housed in from. Bill Snethkamp… who was that? The name was familiar, but she couldn’t remember where she had heard it before. 
“What was Snethkamp doing snooping around the brewery?” David asked, his voice dangerous in a way Moira had only heard a handful of times.
“What do you think? He tried telling the police he had a meeting with us, but that was obviously a lie. He must have been trying to steal our recipe. Either that, or sabotage us.”
Suddenly, Moira remembered. Bill Snethkamp was the name of David’s main competitor. He had a microbrewery in a town an hour south of Maple Creek, and hadn’t been happy when David had started producing his own drafts. She felt a prickle of anger on behalf of her husband. 
“Thanks for taking care of it, Karissa,” he said. “I can’t believe his gall, though I guess I should take it as a good sign.”
“A good sign?” Karissa asked. She sounded surprised.
“Well, if we’re making enough of a ripple in the sales market for him to try to sabotage us, we must be doing pretty well.”
“I suppose that’s true, but still…” the dark-haired woman shook her head. “I just can’t believe someone would sink so low. Hi, Moira, by the way. I didn’t mean to ignore you. It’s nice to see you again.”
“You, too,” Moira said. “And don’t worry about it. I’m pretty upset at Snethkamp myself. Thank goodness Mr. Anderson caught him.”
“I know. I shudder to think what could have happened if he hadn’t been caught before he got inside. He could have burned the place down.”
“Hopefully it wouldn’t have gone that far,” said David. “I’ll upgrade the security system as soon as possible.”
 “This makes the idea I had for St. Patrick’s Day seem unfeasible,” Karissa said with a sigh. “I thought we might do a tour of the brewery, but if someone is trying to sabotage us, we really can’t.”
“I like that idea,” David said. “We can just keep an eye on people.”
“It’s too risky.”
“What do you think, Moira?”
“Me? I don’t know. I think offering tours of the microbrewery on St. Patrick’s Day — maybe with some free samples — sounds like a great idea, but if someone’s been trying to sneak into the brewery, then opening the doors to the public might not be ideal.”
“I don’t want to let Snethkamp’s actions dictate what I do. We’ll just keep an eye out for him. I think it will be okay,” David said. “I’m going to see if I can get an ad put in the paper this Sunday. It’s going to be the perfect holiday to celebrate craft beer.”
“I hope you know what you’re doing,” Karissa sniffed. “If Snethkamp shows his face around there again, I’m calling the cops.”
 



CHAPTER THREE

 
The day before St. Patrick’s Day, Moira met her daughter for lunch. The small diner in Lake Marion was one of her favorite places to grab a quick bite, other than her own deli, of course. They sat in their usual booth by the window and ordered their drinks while perusing the menu. 
“What are you in the mood for?” Candice asked her mother. “I can’t decide.”
“I’m thinking about going with the fish and chips today. It’s a good old-fashioned meal, and fried fish sounds like it would hit the spot.”
“Hmm, I think I might get the club sandwich.” The young woman put down her menu and looked around. “It’s not very busy, I wonder where our waitress went?”
“Are you in a hurry?” Moira asked.
“No, I’m just hungry.”
“Me, too. I’m glad you called me when you did. I was just about to grab lunch at the deli before going home.”
“I was going to meet up with Eli, but he had to cancel at the last minute and go meet Reggie at the hospital. Sorry it was so last-minute.”
“Oh, no. Is he alright?”
Eli’s grandfather, Reggie, was a friend of Moira’s. He lived at the local assisted living center, and had experienced a growing number of health issues in the past year.
“He’s fine, or I would have gone, too,” Candice assured her. “He fell, and they took him in just as a precaution. Sorry, I didn’t mean it to sound like you were a second choice.”
“I know,” Moira said, chuckling. “I’m glad Reggie’s okay. He needs to be more careful.”
“You should tell him that,” Candice said, grinning. “Say it to his face. Please?”
“I’m not that brave,” she replied, laughing. “Oh, here’s our waitress. Get whatever you want. It’s my treat, sweetie.”
After their food came, the two women ate in silence for a few minutes. Moira was glad to be able to spend time with her daughter, even when they were just sitting near each other in companionable silence. Things had changed so much in the past few years, and they didn’t see each other anywhere near as much as they used to. She missed living with her daughter, though of course the privacy that she had with David in their little stone house was nice.
“So, how are your plans for the wedding coming?” she asked her daughter at last. “Any luck setting the location?”
At first, Candice had planned to have a small local wedding, but when Reggie had offered to pay for a destination wedding, the young couple had jumped at the chance. Moira didn’t blame them; the wedding would be the biggest day of their young lives. They deserved for it to be special.
“We still aren’t sure,” Candice replied. “I know we have to decide soon; we have to get the invitations out in time for people to make arrangements for travel. You’re sure you’ll be able to come no matter when we have it?”
“Of course. That’s one of the perks of being the boss.”
“And you’re still okay with watching Felix while we’re on our honeymoon?”
“I love that little cat, sweetheart. He’s always welcome at my house.”
“Thanks.” Candice smiled. “I can’t believe this is all actually happening. Thanks so much for all of your support, Mom.”
“Of course. You’re my daughter, how could I do anything but support you when you’ve found the person you want to be with for the rest of your life?”
Moira thought back to when she was her daughter’s age, and wished that her own parents had been as supportive. She didn’t often think of her marriage to her first husband, but she could easily remember the feeling of giddy excitement at the thought of their marriage — and the guilt she felt when she realized her parents didn’t approve of her choice. Of course, they had ended up being right, but still… she had wanted their support so desperately when she was younger.
“How’s stuff going at the brewery?” Candice was asking when Moira brought herself back to the present.
“It’s going quite well,” she said. “There was one incident last week, though…” she told her daughter about Bill Snethkamp being caught trying to break into the microbrewery.
“What did the police do?” her daughter asked angrily when she had finished.
“Nothing,” Moira said, feeling her own annoyance at the situation. “He said he was just knocking at the door, and that he thought he had a meeting with Karissa and David. There were no witnesses other than the landlord, who saw it at a distance. They couldn’t do anything but give him a warning. I know David wants to increase security, but I’m not sure if he’s done anything yet. He’s been busy trying to prepare for St. Patrick’s Day.”
“What’s he planning for the holiday?”
“They’re going to offer tours of the brewery and free samples, and they’re going to have a drawing for a six-pack of their next original draft.”
“Neat. It seems like David is taking well to running a business. Well, a retail business; I guess he’s already been running his private investigating business.”
“Those were all Karissa’s ideas,” Moira said with a chuckle. “I don’t think David has a natural advertising bone in his body. He’s good at actually making the beer, though, and he’s wonderful at handling all the other business aspects of it. I don’t know how he stays so organized. His desk is always a mess, and his handwriting is barely legible.”
“He must have a knack for it,” Candice said. “Is it crazy, trying to juggle all of that stuff and the deli?”
“What stuff? You mean the brewery?” Her daughter nodded. “Actually, I don’t really help out there much. He has his sister for that. I’ve just been focusing on the deli, and I help him do some basic stuff when he takes a case as a private investigator.”
“Really? I thought you’d be super involved.”
Moira frowned, feeling a pinch of guilt. Was she being a bad wife for not being more involved in her husband’s new business? She had told him when he offered to have her be his partner that she wanted to focus on the deli and her plans for eventually expanding it. She had barely been involved in the brewery at all. She hadn’t even planned on going to the tour they were doing tomorrow — she wanted to supervise the St. Patrick’s Day celebration at the deli instead. She bit her lip. Maybe I should go, she thought. David is my husband. I should support him, the same way he supports me.
 



CHAPTER FOUR

 
“Hey, buddy, you’re looking spiffy,” Moira said, leaning down to pet Maverick and readjust his green bandana. Keeva, who was wearing a matching bandana, approached and nudged her hand, demanding pets of her own. The deli owner obliged with a chuckle before straightening up and looking at herself in the mirror. She was wearing a new pair of nice jeans, and a dark green sweater. Her hair, naturally curly, she had left down. She thought she looked good — good enough for a surprise visit to her husband, at least.
“Ready to go, you two?” she asked. Since Maverick was the brewery’s logo, she thought the guests would like to see him — and, of course, she couldn’t leave poor Keeva behind. David had a gated area behind his desk where the dogs stayed while he was working, so they wouldn’t be in the way when she brought them today.
It was a grey, foggy day, warm enough that she was comfortable in just her sweater, but still colder than it had been lately. She decided to bring her favorite light jacket just in case it started to rain. It was still early; the first tour started at ten, and she wanted to get there before it began. She was glad that she had decided to go. It would be good to see her husband in his element. She knew he liked his job as a private investigator, but he had been doing that for years. This change of pace was good for him.
The microbrewery was located on a small farm that had been owned by her friend Zander, before his passing. It hadn’t changed much under the hand of the new owner; there was still the same old farmhouse, the same willow tree in front yard, and she heard the familiar sounds of cattle lowing somewhere off in the fog. David had cordoned off a section of grass in front of the brewery to serve as parking, so that was where she pulled in. She let Keeva and Maverick out of the car, holding their leather leashes in one hand as she fiddled with her keys. Normally she didn’t bother locking her car, but in light of the recent attempted break in, she decided she had better start doing so whenever she was parked at the brewery. There was no telling what their desperate competitor might try to do.
The door to the brewery opened as she approached. “Hey, I decided to stop by after all — oh.” She stumbled to a stop. She had been expecting to see David, but instead a young man that she didn’t recognize was standing in the door frame. Keeva and Maverick pulled forward, tails wagging, eager to go and say hi.
“Sorry miss, the tour doesn’t start for another half hour.”
“I’m not here for the tour. I’m David’s wife.” 
“Oh, I’m so sorry, come on in.”
He stepped back, holding the door for her. She walked past him, letting the dogs go ahead. She walked past the entrance area and over to David’s office, where she let herself in without knocking. The dogs rushed forward to greet him. He looked surprised, but happy as he patted their heads.
“I wasn’t expecting you to come,” he said. “Is everything alright?”
“I thought I’d drop in to help out,” she said, giving him a smile. “Who is that guy out there?”
“Oh, that’s Jimmy. He works as a farmhand here part time, and said he’d be happy to help out at the brewery before and after his work on the farm. I thought it seemed like a good solution — this way we have someone to stop in and see how things are going, but I don’t have to try to find someone entirely new willing to drive out here for just an hour or two worth of work every day.”
“That sounds like it works out perfectly for both of you.” She hesitated. “Why didn’t you mention him to me?”
“Didn’t I? I thought I did. We only hired him a few days ago. Sorry if it slipped my mind.”
“It’s fine,” she said after a moment. “Things have been busy. I may have just forgotten. Anyway, what can I do to help?”
More people than she had expected arrived for the first tour. Moira stood with Maverick by the entrance, greeting people as they came in. Just as she had thought, the guests were thrilled to see the big shepherd. Maverick seemed thrilled with all the attention, and when she put him behind the gate in David’s office with Keeva, he hung his head over the fence and whined.
“Sorry, buddy, you can’t go on the tour. We wouldn’t want any dog fur to get in with the beer. You can say hi to the next group, though. Be a good boy, okay?”
She shut the office door, feeling bad, as she always did, for leaving them behind. Jimmy, the new employee, was gathering the group together in front of the door while David cleared his throat and began talking, telling his guests about the microbrewery’s short history and his future plans for it.
“Hey,” she said, quickening her pace to catch up with Jimmy as the tour began. “Where’s Karissa? I thought she would be here.”
“Uh, I don’t know,” he said. “I guess she’s late.”
Moira frowned. It wasn’t like Karissa to be late. She hoped the other woman was okay.
“I hear we get free samples,” a man said to Jimmy, taking his attention away from her. “That’s what I came for.”
“They will be at the end of the tour,” Jimmy assured him. “After we’re done explaining how the beer is made, you’ll each get a small glass of one of our drafts, right from the tap.”
“Sounds good. I wonder how hard it would be to set up a small operation in my garage? Hmm…” The man looked around himself at all the equipment. Suddenly a scream pierced the air and everyone jumped.
“There’s a dead body!” a woman shrieked. Moira’s heart jumped to her throat. She pushed her way through to the middle of the crowd, and saw David doing the same from the front. “Under there,” the woman said when they reached her. She was pointing at one of the tanks. “There was a quarter on the floor and I bent to pick it up… and that’s when I saw it.” She began crying.
David and Moira exchanged a look, then he dropped to his knees to peer under the tank. Moira saw her husband’s face go pale. 
“Jimmy, call the police,” he said, standing up. “Everyone else, please file out.”
Unable to help herself, Moira crouched down and looked under the tank. What she saw made her lose her balance, and she fell backwards onto the cold floor. At least it isn’t Karissa, she thought. With David’s sister missing, and a body found, she had tried to prepare for the worst. At least it’s not her.
“Moira, come here.” David appeared by her side and helped her up. She looked away so she wouldn’t have to see the man in work boots with blood pooled beneath him. “We shouldn’t touch anything. You know the police will be combing over every inch of this place soon.”
“I shouldn’t have looked,” she said. “I knew I shouldn’t, but I couldn’t help myself. I wish I could unsee it. I’ve had enough dead bodies, David.”
“I know.” He hugged her. “Come on, we need to make sure Jimmy called the police, I need to settle the guests down, and then we have to figure out what we’re going to do. Where in the world is Karissa? The one day she chooses to be late is the one day I really needed her.”
 



CHAPTER FIVE

 
Moira stroked Keeva’s head, more shaken than she would have expected by the body they had found. She had seen dead people before, but this was different, somehow. It had been so unexpected, and had been such a horrible thing to happen on a day that was supposed to be fun. How had the man even gotten there? Who was he? She hadn’t gotten a good look at his face — thankfully — but she didn’t think he was anyone she knew.
Perhaps more importantly, who had killed him? No one had access to the brewery except for David and her, and Karissa, of course. Did Jimmy have a key? He must, if he was supposed to keep an eye on the place while David wasn’t around. 
“The police are here. I saw Jefferson, I don’t know who he’s with,” David said, opening the office door. 
“Good,” she breathed. She considered Detective Jefferson a friend. If someone was going to be investigating a death tied to David’s brewery, she was glad it was him. He would treat them fairly, at least. “Have you managed to track down Karissa?” She was worried about his sister; it really wasn’t like her to be late. What if she had gotten in an accident?
“She pulled into the parking lot a couple of minutes ago. Her dog got sick and she had to clean it up before coming.” He exhaled and sat down on the corner of his desk. Maverick walked over and put his head on David’s leg. Moira realized that he had been worried about his sister, too, he just hadn’t shown it.
“That’s good.” She stood up, gently pushing Keeva back, and slipped her hand into his. “Let’s go talk to Jefferson. Once we know who the dead person is, and how he died, then we can decide what to do.”
The cordoned-off grass parking lot was full of police and emergency vehicles. Detective Jefferson waved them over as soon as he saw them. Moira glanced toward the ambulance, and felt a pang. If only they had scheduled the first tour for earlier, they might have been able to save the man. Now he wouldn’t be going to the hospital, but to the morgue. 
“Ms. Darling,” he said formally in the way that she knew meant business. “Mr. Morris. While my men examine the crime scene, do you mind if I ask you a few questions?”
“Go ahead,” David said. “We both want to help however we can.”
“Thanks for being so cooperative. Now, according to the identification he was carrying, the deceased is one Mr. Bill Snethkamp. Is the name familiar to you?”
Moira’s eye’s widened, and she felt David’s hand tighten on hers.
“Yes,” her husband said. “Yes, he owns — or owned — a microbrewery about an hour away. He was arrested last week for trying to break in.”
“Devon, call the station and get those records,” Jefferson said to a young officer. Turning back to Moira and David, he said, “So he was a competitor of yours?”
“He was one of the only local competitors,” David said. “He was always more worried about us than we were about him, though. Last week wasn’t the first time he had bothered us, but it was the first time he broke the law to do so.”
“Right…” the detective scribbled in his notebook, then looked back up at them. “Were the two of you the first to arrive this morning?”
“I got here at about eight,” David said. “My employee, Jimmy, arrived at nine, and Moira about half an hour later.”
“Was the building locked when you got here?” Detective Jefferson asked, turning slightly to face the private investigator.
“Yes, it was.”
“Did you notice anything unusual when you arrived?”
“No.” David frowned. “Wait, there was something. I couldn’t find my key, so I had to use the spare one I keep in my car.” He looked at Moira. “I thought it must have just fallen off my key chain somehow, I planned to look for it when I got home.”
Jefferson’s brow wrinkled. “Who else has access to your keys?”
“Moira’s the only one, really. I don’t just leave them lying around.”
The detective nodded, still looking concerned. “And when you got here, what did you do?”
“I hung my coat up in my office, booted up the computer, then walked around the brewery to check on everything like I do every morning.” He sighed. “I obviously didn’t do a very good job. It never occurred to me to check under anything. I just made sure there were no leaks and everything was still working.”
Movement over Detective Jefferson’s shoulder caught Moira’s eye. It was Karissa, talking to another officer. She was wearing a cream-colored sweater, and as she turned, Moira saw a streak of red on the hem.
***
 “I can’t believe it,” David groaned. They were at home a few hours later, after finishing things up with the police. Moira just nodded, feeling as shocked as he looked.
“How could this have happened?” he continued. “Snethkamp was annoying, but I never wanted him dead. I feel terrible for his family. He had a kid in middle school, did you know that? He met with me when I first opened the brewery, and had to leave early for her swim meet.”
“Poor girl,” Moira said. “I can’t even imagine what his family is going through. I hope his death is solved quickly, so they can have closure.”
“Me, too. I keep trying to think of who it could have been, who could have killed him, but nothing makes sense. Jimmy? I mean, I don’t know the kid very well, but he wouldn’t have any reason to kill Bill Snethkamp.”
“Maybe it was self-defense?” she suggested. “If Snethkamp broke in and Jimmy surprised him, he might have gotten violent.”
“If that’s the case, why wouldn’t Jimmy just come clean? Detective Jefferson would have treated him fairly.”
“He might have just been scared. He’s younger than Candice is, after all. He could have panicked.” Moira had her suspicions about another possibility, but she didn’t say it aloud. Karissa was acting strangely this morning, she thought. And there was that streak of red on her sweater… She shook her head, trying to push those thoughts out. She wasn’t about to bring David’s sister into this.
 



CHAPTER SIX

 
When Moira walked into the deli the next morning, she began tearing down the green decorations right away. The reminders of the holiday only served to make her think of the death at the brewery and the problems that David was facing because of it. The microbrewery was temporarily shut down while the police continued their investigation of the scene, which meant that her husband suddenly had a lot of free time on his hands.
Thankfully, he had delivered the next batch of his draft beer the day before St. Patrick’s Day, so at least they would have enough stock to last them for the week. Once she was done removing the green decorations, she restocked the drink fridge out front, then began making quiches and breakfast cookies — the two most popular items that they sold during their breakfast hours.
The heavenly scent of the cooling vanilla mocha bean breakfast cookies snapped her out of her angry cooking frenzy. She paused, taking a few minutes to sample a cookie, sip her coffee, and think. What had happened at the brewery was horrible, but it wasn’t going to be the end of the world for David or for her. Her being upset wouldn’t solve anything, but it would make her customers and her employees uncomfortable. She was certain that most of the town must have heard of the murder by now. She would help her husband the most by appearing calm and thinking her responses through when she fielded questions from her customers. Slamming dishes around in the kitchen was not the way to go.
I need to pull myself together, she thought. We’ve gotten through worse things before. Jefferson will solve the case, and the brewery will be open again before we know it.
For the first few hours, none of her customers mentioned anything about the death at the brewery, for which she was glad. Her early morning customers were mostly people on their way to work or school, so it was rare for anyone to have the time to stay and chat. It wasn’t until she began serving lunch that she noticed that something was off.
“Excuse me, can I help you?” she asked a couple who were huddled by the drink fridge. They had been conversing in low voices for a few minutes.
“Sorry, we were just wondering if you sold any other types of beer? I don’t want my money to support a company like Big Black Dog Brewery.”
“What do you mean?” Moira asked, her lips tightening.
“Well, the guy who owns the company killed his competitor, didn’t he? I saw it on the news this morning.”
“No, he did not,” she snapped. “You misheard. They haven’t found the killer yet, but it certainly wasn’t my husband.”
The man took a step backwards, the look on his face somewhere between surprised and embarrassed. “I think we’re going to go somewhere else for lunch,” he said.
Moira watched the couple leave, then sat down heavily on the stool behind the register. She hadn’t expected people to think David was the killer. This was worse than she had thought. She knew her husband hadn’t done it, of course, but if she thought about it rationally, she could see why people would make that mistake. He had been the first one there, and had arrived alone, and of course anyone who was into locally made beer would know that Snethkamp was a major competitor.
This keeps getting worse and worse, she thought. Poor David. He just opened the brewery, and it looks like it might fail before it even had a chance to really begin. She felt terrible for her husband, but couldn’t think of anything to do to help. He was in Lake Marion now, working on a case. She thought about bringing him lunch when she left the deli that afternoon, but discarded the idea. He was going to be following a businessman for part of the day, and she had no way of knowing whether he would be in his office or not. Besides, he would probably grab something to eat while he was out.
The bell on the deli’s front door rang, announcing another customer. Moira looked up with a smile on her face, determined to do what she could to convince her customers that everything was normal. Not everyone knew that the deli and the brewery were owned by a husband and wife, but she hadn’t been doing anything to keep that fact a secret. Those who did know, might see any unusual behavior on her part as further evidence that David had been involved in the man’s death.
“Welcome to — oh, it’s you.”
Detective Jefferson raised an eyebrow. “It’s nice to see you, too.”
“Sorry, it’s just that the last thing I want to think about right now is the murder. I guess that’s what you’re here for?”
He nodded. “Do you have time to talk?”
“Alright,” she said with a sigh. “It’s not very busy right now, but we’ll start getting the lunch rush in about half an hour. I’ll have to get back to work then.”
“It shouldn’t take that long. Do you want to go into the back, or…?”
“Out here is fine. Do you want a cup of coffee? I think I need to grab a second one for myself.”
Once seated at the table, Detective Jefferson didn’t waste any time getting right to the point. “Can you tell me everything that happened yesterday morning? And I mean everything, including your interactions with David before he left for the brewery.”
“Detective Jefferson, you can’t really think that he, did it? You know David, he’s helped you out on multiple cases in the past —”
He raised a hand to cut her off. “I’m just trying to figure out what happened. These questions are going to be asked, and I thought you would prefer that I was the one that did it.”
She sighed, knowing he was right. She could see how bad it looked. It would be best to be open and honest with the police, and do what she could to help the investigation. If she seemed reluctant to talk about something, it would look bad for David. After taking a sip of her coffee to steady herself, she thought back to the morning before and told the detective what she could remember.
“Thank you, Ms. Darling. Now, we still have the question of the missing key. Did you happen to find it?”
Moira shook her head. She and David had searched for the key for hours when they got home, but it hadn’t been anywhere. 
“Since the door was locked when David got to the brewery, I think it’s safe to assume that whoever killed our victim had a key. Since he’s missing his key, that doesn’t narrow down our list of suspects much — anyone could have stolen it.” He sighed and rubbed his temples. “This is never the kind of case I want to be on. I don’t like having David at the center of my investigation any more than you do. Now, before I go, is there anything else that you can think of to tell me?”
Karissa, she thought, but she couldn’t bring herself to say her sister-in-law’s name. She was pretty much David’s only family and she didn’t know if her husband would forgive her if she falsely accused the woman. 
“No,” she said after the slightest hesitation. “I don’t think there’s anything.”
 



CHAPTER SEVEN

 
David leaned back in his chair and stretched his legs under his desk, staring at his computer. He couldn’t seem to focus on this case. He had the pictures of his client’s husband meeting another woman, but figuring out how to phrase his report to her was beyond him. Snethkamp’s death at the brewery was all he could think about. He knew he was a suspect, but that didn’t bother him nearly as much as the murder itself did.
Someone had been killed on his property, in his brewery, and he couldn’t help feeling somehow responsible for it. He kicked himself for not getting those cameras up sooner. Over the past few weeks, he had often felt that between maintaining his hours working as a private investigator and managing things at the brewery, he had bitten off more than he could chew. Neglecting to put up a security system just wasn’t like him. It was a good thing he had Karissa to help him, or he might really have been in over his head. And hiring Jimmy should help, too.
Jimmy… he thought. He’s the obvious suspect. He hated to think that the bright young man could have killed someone, but he knew that the simplest answer was usually the right one. If Jimmy had stopped in to check on the machines, and Snethkamp had happened to break in at the same time, well, he wouldn’t put it past his competitor to try to cover his tracks by attacking the young employee. And if Jimmy had been forced to defend himself who could blame him? He just wished the young man would come out in the open with what he had done.

If he was wrong and it wasn’t Jimmy, then he didn’t know who it was. It was a real mystery, but while he enjoyed solving them for other people, he liked his own life to be completely empty of unanswered questions.
I’m not going to get anything done right now, he thought. I’ve been staring at this computer screen for half an hour. Ms. Steiner will just have to wait to get the bad news. He pushed his chair back from the desk and glanced outside to gauge the weather before whistling Maverick over to him and clipping on his leash. He had spent the morning following Mr. Steiner, and the dog had kept him company. He didn’t bring the German shepherd with him to work every day, but it was always nice to have him along on the occasions that he did.
“Let’s head out, bud,” he said. “We’ll stop by the brewery, then see if we can catch your mom before she leaves the deli this afternoon.”
David parked in his usual spot just outside the brewery’s entrance. Seeing the bright yellow crime scene tape on the door was like a punch to the gut. He hated that something so terrible had happened here, and he hated the fact that his wife had seen it. He tried so hard to protect her, but whatever he did never seemed to be quite enough. 
“Let’s go, Mav,” he said, letting the dog out of the car. He removed the tape and let himself into the building, walking straight to his office. He had a record in the top drawer of everyone he had met with over the past week. If his key had been stolen, one of them must have done it. He was still kicking himself for not realizing it was missing sooner. That was one thing that puzzled him… if Jimmy was the killer, why was David’s key missing? The young farmhand had a key of his own, so there would have been no reason for him to take David’s. He and Moira had gone through the house from top to bottom, and had even looked in the yard and in his car for the key. He was certain by now that it hadn’t somehow managed to fall off his key chain. None of his other keys were missing, and none of the key rings were bent — it was as if the key had just vanished.
As he poured over his appointment book, David found himself wishing that his sister was there. Karissa had a great memory for faces, and she might be able to think of something that he was missing. His sister had been oddly distant since the murder, and he wondered if she was mad at him — if she blamed him for what had happened, somehow. He knew that she cared deeply about the brewery, maybe even more deeply than he did.
Maybe Moira can talk to her, he thought. The two women seemed to get along well, and Karissa might be willing to share something with Moira even if she wouldn’t tell him about it.
A knock at the door startled him, and he put the appointment book down. Who could that be? No one knew he was here. He glanced down at Maverick. The dog’s ears were pricked up, but his tail was wagging slowly and he didn’t look alarmed. It must be someone that they knew.
“Mr. Anderson,” he said when he opened the door. His landlord gave him an apologetic smile.
“Sorry if I interrupted something, but I saw your car parked out front and I wanted to talk to you.”
“I was just going over some things; nothing that can’t wait. Come on in. Can I get you some water?” he asked, gesturing to the mini fridge in the corner of his office. “A beer?”
“No, thanks. I won’t be long. I just wanted to ask how things are going. I know it hasn’t been long, but do you have any word from the police on when you might reopen?”
David realized what this visit was about. In addition to the monthly rent he paid the man, he also gave him a percentage of the microbrewery’s profits. With the brewery shut down, neither of them would be getting any extra money from sales.
“Even if the police said I could start production again tomorrow, I don’t know if I would,” he told the other man. “I don’t know if it would be safe to do so when someone has access to the brewery, and I don’t know who it is. I have to change the locks, upgrade the security system… What if next time they decide to put poison into one of the tanks? I can’t put people in danger like that.”
“Of course not,” said Anderson. He sighed. “Look, if you don’t think you’re going to be able to start things up again, I’ll let you out of the lease early. I’ll even buy the equipment back, for a percentage of what you paid. I feel bad taking your money if you aren’t bringing anything in.”
“Thanks for the offer,” David said. “I’ll keep it in mind if things get bad, but right now I’m hoping that we’ll find the guy who did this and reopen within the month.”
He couldn’t help but consider Anderson’s offer after the other man left. He didn’t want it to come to that, but he supposed it was good to know he had a way out if things started looking bad. What would Moira think if I sold everything off? he wondered. She built the deli from the ground up… and I can’t even keep my brewery operating for a month. He resolved to keep trying for as long as he could. Moira had always supported his plans for the microbrewery, and he didn’t want to let her down.
 



CHAPTER EIGHT

 
“Are you sure we should be going out tonight?” Moira asked, looking over at her husband. “I know the lease is costing you money, and you’ve been taking fewer cases since you opened the brewery…”
“It’s fine,” he said, somewhat sharply. He gave her an apologetic smile and added, “We can easily afford dinner and to continue paying what I owe to Anderson, even with my taking fewer cases. The lease isn’t really that much each month. Even if the brewery doesn’t open for a few months, we’ll be fine, and I can always pick up more cases if it seems like it will be a while. One nice thing about being the only private investigator in the area is that my clients don’t really have anyone else to go to if they want someone to do the footwork.”
“True,” Moira said. She gave a small chuckle. “My husband is in such demand. A different woman might be jealous.”
“I don’t exactly make many friends in my line of work. My clients are nice enough, until I hand them an envelope full of photos of their spouses being unfaithful. Grief and anger do funny things to people.”
“I can imagine,” she said. “I don’t envy that part of your job at all. You see the worst in people.”
“It can be hard not to let it get to me,” he admitted. “But I’ve always got you and the dogs to come home to, and you show me the good in people.”
Moira beamed at him as they pulled into the Redwood Grill’s parking lot. The grill was the nicest restaurant in town, and was owned by one of her closest friends, Denise Donovan. Despite her concerns, she was looking forward to the dinner. It had been five days since the murder, and they were still no closer to knowing who the killer was than they had been in the first hour. She knew that Detective Jefferson had questioned Jimmy, the farmhand, but that line of investigation hadn’t gone anywhere. David had gone in for questioning two more times himself. She tried not to hold it against Jefferson — he was just doing his job, after all — but it was difficult not to be upset with the man for questioning her husband.
The hostess led them to their usual booth at the back of the restaurant, near to the kitchens. Moira hoped her friend would be in today. It was always nice to catch up with Denise; the two of them were so busy running their restaurants that it could be difficult to find the time to get together. Their other close friend, Martha, went out of town for work for a couple of days every few weeks. Moira was happy to watch her small dog, Diamond, while she was gone, but wished that she could spend more time with the two women.
“Let’s get wine tonight,” David suggested. “Normally I’d get beer, but I’m not in the mood for some reason.”
Moira gave a dry chuckle. “I wonder why.”
Their drinks ordered, the two of them began to peruse the menus. The deli owner was torn between the candied walnut salad, and cherry roasted duck breast. She knew that anything she ordered at the grill would be good. 
She wasn’t surprised when David ordered his usual steak and potatoes. “Can I have the duck, please?” she asked, deciding that after the week they had had, she had earned the less healthy option. When the waiter took their orders back to the kitchen, she turned to David and smiled.
“Thanks for suggesting dinner,” she said. “I really needed this.”
“Me, too,” he told her. “It’s nice to be back to some semblance of normal life. How are sales at the deli doing?”
“Good,” she said. She hesitated. “Well, the food sales are good. Drink sales are still down.”
She could tell he knew that she meant sales of his beer specifically. He sighed, then said, “It’s to be expected, I guess. On the upside, most people in town care enough to not want to support someone they think might be a murderer. That’s got to say something good about Maple Creek.”
“That’s true,” she said, glad that her husband was looking on the bright side. “That’s part of the reason I love living here so much. People are just good, through and through. I can’t blame them for that, even if it means drink sales are down.”
“I just wish the police would hurry up and catch the killer,” she said, suppressing a shiver. “It frightens me to think that someone was in the brewery without your knowledge. Who knows how long they’ve had access? They could have been hidden somewhere inside, watching you and Karissa without you knowing about it.”
“If whoever killed Snethkamp is the same person that took my key, they can’t have had access for more than a day. I used that key to open the brewery on Monday. I locked the door behind me manually when I left, and didn’t check my key ring until the next morning. The person who took it must have gotten it between when I opened on Monday, and when I got there on Tuesday.”
“That would narrow it down some, wouldn’t it?” she asked, sure that the police had already thought of the same thing. 
“Unfortunately, no. I had painters in on Monday to touch up some of the walls, and met with a contractor with the landlord to go over a few redesigns I wanted to do. Karissa had a friend visiting from out of town, and gave her a tour as well. There were plenty of people stomping around all day.” 
Moira bit her lip, remembering her suspicions about his sister. This had gone on for long enough, and the police hadn’t found another suspect. It was time to say something.
“David,” she began, “there’s something I noticed while Karissa was talking to the police on St. Patrick’s Day. On her sweater, there was —”
She was cut off by her phone’s ring tone, which sounded surprisingly loud in the quiet restaurant. Annoyed with herself for forgetting to turn it off, she dug through her purse until she found it. When she saw Detective Jefferson’s name on the screen, she answered it right away.
“Hello?” she said.
“Moira?” He sounded concerned. “Thank goodness you answered. You need to get to the deli right away. There’s been a fire.”
Her eyes wide, she inhaled sharply and let the phone drop to her lap. A fire at the deli? Could this week get any worse?
 



CHAPTER NINE

 
Moira gripped the side of her seat as David drove as fast as possible down the dark road that led to town. They had left without their food, apologizing profusely to a concerned waitress. She would pay Denise back later. Right now, all she could think about was the deli. She loved that place more than words could express. It was home to her just as much as the little stone house. If it was gone… well, she didn’t know what she would do.
They rounded the corner and pulled onto Main Street. Moira breathed a sigh of relief as the deli came into view. It was still standing, and though she could see smoke billowing into the sky, she didn’t see any flames. There was a fire truck parked in the lot, and in the glow of the flashing lights she could see men hurrying back and forth.
“It’s okay,” she breathed. She knew that smoke could be nearly as damaging as flames, but in her mind, she had envisioned the deli burnt to the ground. Anything was better than that.
“Why don’t you get out here? I’m going to park around back so the police vehicles and fire truck have room to move,” David told her. 
She unbuckled her seatbelt and slid out of the car, slamming the door shut behind her as she hurried toward a form that she recognized.
“Stay back, it’s dangerous,” one of the men said, moving toward her.
“Let her pass,” Jefferson said, turning to face her. “She’s the owner.”
She stopped in front of the detective, trying to slow her breathing as she surveyed the damage to her restaurant. One of the big front windows was broken, but other than that she couldn’t see any damage on the outside.
“How bad is it?” she asked him. “And what happened? I closed with Darrin tonight, and I’m sure we shut everything off just like we always do.”
“The fire didn’t come from anything in the kitchen,” he told her. “Someone threw some sort of incendiary device through the window. Luckily, someone saw it happen and called us before the fire got out of hand.”
“Thank goodness,” she said. “When you said fire… I was so worried. I expected the worst.” Suddenly what he had said hit her. “Wait, someone did this on purpose? This was arson?”
“Your insurance should still cover it,” he said. “I’ll need a statement from you, of course. We’ll do our best to track down the person responsible, but I’m sure you understand that the murder has to take priority.”
“Who would do this?” she said, feeling a surge of anger. Even if the actual damage wasn’t extensive, the deli would have to be closed for days while she hired a professional service to get the scent of smoke out of everything, not to mention replacing anything the fire had touched.
“Do you have any idea who may benefit from the deli getting shut down?” he asked. “Have you received any threats?”
She did her best to focus on Jefferson and the questions he was asking her, but her gaze kept getting drawn back to the broken window. “No, no threats,” she said. “I would tell you if there had been any. I can’t think of anyone who would benefit from the deli closing. We’ve been here for long enough that we aren’t a new threat to anyone. Of course, there’s Arlo’s Diner, but he’s been doing well enough from what I’ve seen. And then there’s the grill, but recently they’ve been doing better than ever, too.”
“I’m going to see if I can track down the person who witnessed it,” he said. “You may recognize the description of the vehicle. Don’t go anywhere; I want to be able to find you again.” A crowd was slowly building up around the perimeter as people came to see what all the fuss was about. Moira didn’t blame them, but still she wished they would go away. If the vandal was still around, it would be easy for them to hide among all the other faces in the crowd.
“Moira!” she turned to see Karissa hurrying toward her. “I’m so glad you’re okay. It doesn’t look too bad, does it? It could have been so much worse.”
Her sister-in-law wrapped her in a hug. Moira recoiled reflexively, unable to shake her suspicions about the other woman. If Karissa noticed her movement, she didn’t comment on it.
“What are you doing here?” she asked.
“David sent me a message a few minutes ago. I was in town, so I hurried right over. I heard the sirens go by a while ago, but I never imagined that they were heading here.”
“You got here pretty quickly,” Moira said, taking a half step back. Was it possible that Karissa… no, she didn’t even want to think it. She counted the other woman as her friend. There was no way she would attempt to burn down the deli. You suspect her of murder, a small voice in the back of her mind said. Isn’t that worse? She shook her head, doing her best to ignore the prickle of unease.
“Yeah.” The woman hesitated and looked around before lowering her voice. “Don’t tell David yet, but I’ve been seeing someone in town. I know the second I tell my brother, he’s going to get all overprotective and run the guy’s name through all sorts of databases. Right now, I just want to enjoy spending time with him.”
“I’m glad for you,” Moira said after a second. She didn’t like the idea of keeping anything from her husband, but she would have to make an exception for this. Maybe the guy she’s seeing isn’t real, she thought. Maybe she made him up to explain how she got here so quickly. She shook her head. There was no reason Karissa would want to burn down the deli. No matter what else the woman had done, Moira had to believe that she wouldn’t try to destroy something that was so important to her. After all, now that she was married to David, the woman was family, and family stood by each other no matter what.
 



CHAPTER TEN

 
Moira didn’t recognize the witness’s description of the car that had driven by. She was relieved when the vehicle he described to her sounded nothing like Karissa’s little blue car. Once the firemen declared the building structurally sound, they let her and David walk through with an escort. The kitchen was untouched, so at least she wouldn’t have to pay to replace the expensive equipment, but the dining area was sopping wet thanks to the water from the fire hose, and stank of smoke.
“There’s a cleaning company that we usually recommend to people who suffer smoke damage,” Jefferson told her, handing her a business card. “You might have to replace that table and a couple of chairs, but it doesn’t look too bad. I’m glad more damage wasn’t done. It could have been a lot worse.”
“I know,” she said as she took the card. “I’m so grateful the firemen got here quickly. Thank you for coming, too. It’s just been one thing after another lately.”
“I’ll do what I can to find the person who did this. In the meantime, if you think of anyone who might have a grudge against the deli, please don’t hesitate to call.”
That night as Moira lay in bed next to her husband, she wracked her brain, trying to think of anyone who might want to hurt the deli. Who would benefit from it being shut down, either temporarily or permanently? Her employees wouldn’t have to come in to work until the cleaning crew got finished with it, but she didn’t think missing a day or two of work would be enough of a motive to burn the place down. Besides, she couldn’t imagine any one of her employees doing something like that.
Was it possible it was related to the death that had happened at the brewery? It seemed impossible that two such horrible things could happen to her family in a matter of days and not be related, but try as she might she couldn’t see the connection. Even if Karissa was the killer, committing a second crime wouldn’t benefit her, and it would double her chances of getting caught.
Everything will look better in the morning, she told herself as she drifted off to sleep. Tomorrow has got to be a better day.
The deli being shut down meant she didn’t have to go in to work, but given all that had happened, she wasn’t in the mood to spend the day sitting around the house. When David left after breakfast the next morning, she pulled out her phone and called the cleaning company, who told her they would be able to have the deli cleaned up by the end of the day on Monday. She was thankful once again that the fire damage wasn’t worse. She would have to replace one table and chair set, and the window, of course, but other than the cost of cleaning, that would be it. 
After arranging things with the cleaning company, she decided to take the dogs into town and go on a walk. She wanted to see the deli in the light of day, though if she was being honest with herself, a part of her was dreading it. She had lost her home of twenty years to arson, so fires held a special place of fear in her heart.
It was a chilly morning, but the clear skies promised that it would warm up quickly. She looked for her favorite light jacket everywhere, but it was nowhere to be found. She was about to give up and just put on a heavier sweater when she remembered bringing it to the brewery last Tuesday. I must have left it there, she thought. She glanced at the clock, then shrugged. She wasn’t in a hurry, and it was her favorite jacket. She might as well go get it now.
With the dogs packed into the SUV, she pulled out of the driveway and started toward the brewery. It was about half an hour away from their home, but she didn’t mind the drive. Even in late winter, the northern Michigan woods were beautiful. Following the curving road was soothing, somehow, and before she knew it she was turning onto the dirt driveway that would lead her to the farm and the brewery. 
She parked out front and left the windows cracked open for the dogs. It took her a moment to find the right key on her key ring, but once she did she let herself in without issues. She noticed that the crime scene tape was torn. Someone must have already been here, she thought. Maybe David stopped in for something. It was dark and silent inside the building. She turned toward the office and flicked on the lights inside. Sure enough, her jacket was hanging on the back of David’s chair.
“There you are,” she said. 
She shrugged the jacket on, then shut off the light and shut the office door behind her. Just as she was about to leave the building, she heard the sound of breaking glass come from the main floor of the brewery.
Moira froze. She felt her pulse increase as her ears strained to listen. Had someone else broken in? Had the killer come back to the scene of his crime? Her eyes on the door that led to the rest of the brewery, Moira backed slowly toward the exit. She pushed the door open behind her and stepped outside, shutting the door and locking it with relief. What to do now? She could call the police, but if it was nothing more than a hungry raccoon, she would feel stupid. There had been no sign of forced entry, so it very well could be something as simple as a wild animal that had somehow gotten in. A glance at her phone showed her that David would still be meeting with his first client of the day. She had no doubt that if she called him about the brewery he would rush right over, and she didn’t want that. He couldn’t risk losing a client, not when he had already cut back so much on the number of cases he took.
The sound of an engine solved her problem for her. Farmer Anderson was coming up the driveway. He slowed his truck to a stop as he drew close to her.
“Is there a problem?” he asked. “You’re as pale as a ghost.”
“I heard a noise when I was inside,” she said, feeling a little bit foolish. She doubted he would have been spooked by something like that. “Would you mind going with me while I check it out?”
“Sure thing,” he said. “Gimme just a sec.”
He pulled the truck up to his house, shut off the engine, and went inside. A moment later, he appeared with a shotgun in his hand. Moira’s eyes widened. 
“Self-defense,” he explained. “Say someone did break in. We don’t want to end up like that other guy, do we? Or it could be a sick raccoon, and I don’t think you fancy going to the hospital and getting stuck with needles so you don’t catch whatever disease it was carrying.”
“Alright,” she said, giving the gun a wary look. “Just don’t shoot anything unless I say so, okay? If an animal did get in, we should try to get it out without hurting it.”
“I’m not going to fire off a shot inside that building unless I have to,” he assured her. “That equipment is expensive. If I break something, I’ll owe your husband a pretty penny.”
Moira unlocked the door and they reentered the brewery together. She pushed open the door to the main floor and let the farmer go ahead of her. The big lights hanging from the ceiling took a moment to flicker on.
“Hello?” she called out. “Is someone here?”
She heard a muffled curse from the other side of the room. Anderson swung the point of his gun in that direction.
“Who’s there?” he called out.
Slowly, Jimmy the farmhand slunk into view. He put his hands up the instant he saw the gun pointed at him. A young woman was close behind him, with a bottle of beer in her hand.
“Don’t shoot,” she squealed.
Anderson sighed and lowered the gun. “What’re you two kids doing in here?”
“It’s my fault, Mr. Anderson. I knew Mr. Morris wouldn’t be here, so I decided to come show my girlfriend around. We didn’t mean any harm, honest.”
“Give me your key,” Moira snapped, striding toward them with her hand out. “It’s my husband’s decision whether to fire you or not, but you have certainly lost your privileges as far as I’m concerned.”
His face red with embarrassment, Jimmy dropped a key into her hand. She and Anderson escorted them out. Moira was furious, but also relieved. She had expected to find something much worse than a couple of young adults sneaking in for a drink.
 



CHAPTER ELEVEN

 
She decided to wait until her husband got home to tell him about the incident with Jimmy. She figured he had enough on his plate without spending the day worrying about that, too. Her anger faded some as she walked around town with the dogs. The young man had been irresponsible, of course, but compared to the murder and arson, him using his key to snag a couple of free beers seemed like nothing. 
It was late by the time her husband returned. She was surprised to see a second pair of headlights pull up the driveway behind him. Were they expecting somebody? She tried to remember if she had invited any of her friends over, but it had been such a crazy week that if she had, it had slipped her mind.
Maverick and Keeva rushed to the door, whining excitedly. Moira pulled it open and stood on the front porch. It took her eyes a second to adjust to the evening light, but when they did, she recognized the second car immediately. It was Candice, and her arms were full of takeout bags.
“Let me help,” she said, hurrying barefoot out to her daughter. She took two of the bags while the dogs darted between Candice and David, thrilled to see two of their favorite people.
“This is such a nice surprise. I hadn’t even thought about what we would do for dinner.”
“I thought we could all use a fun evening in,” David said, greeting her with a kiss. “How was your day?”
“It was okay,” Moira said. “I took the dogs to town and we looked at the deli. I scheduled that cleaning crew to come and do what they can to get rid of the smoke smell. I have something to tell you, but it can wait until we get the table set.”
It felt good to have Candice at home again. No matter how happy she was living with David, her evenings never felt complete without dinner around the family table with her daughter. Their twenty-year tradition wasn’t about to go away that easily.
She was surprised to find that the takeout containers were full of Italian food, instead of the usual Chinese. David must have really wanted to do something special for her. She felt bad, suddenly, about the news that she had for him. She knew that he liked Jimmy, and he would be disappointed in the young man’s actions.
“Well, you know all about the crazy stuff we’ve gone through this week,” she said to her daughter, putting off the conversation she knew that she had to have with her husband. “How have the past few days been for you?”
“Great, actually. Sales are up, Eli and I have almost decided where to have our wedding, and Reggie hasn’t had any more close calls since Monday. I feel bad that things have been so good,” she admitted. “I can’t believe the terrible luck you’ve had. Do you have any idea who could have possibly tried to burn the deli down?”
“None,” Moira said. “I’ve gone over every single interaction I’ve had with anybody over the past few weeks that I can remember, and I don’t think I’ve made anyone mad or given anyone a reason to want to sabotage the deli. All of our recent catering events have gone perfectly, and no one has complained about any of our food.”
“Maybe it was random,” Candice suggested. “Just, like, teenagers or something, you know?”
The deli owner smiled. It was odd to hear her own daughter talk about teenagers, when it had only been a few years since she had been one herself.
“I hope it was random,” David said. “I hate to think that either Moira or the deli is the target of anything.”
“Well, what about the guy who got killed in the brewery?” Candice said. “I think that’s a bigger concern. Still no leads on that?”
“No,” the private investigator said. “They questioned my new employee a few times, but as far as I know, that’s it.”
Moira sighed. She knew she couldn’t put off telling David about Jimmy any longer. 
“I stopped by the brewery today to pick up a jacket I had left there,” she began. “And while I was there, I heard something on the main floor…”
When she had finished her tale, David frowned. “He handed you a key?” 
“Yeah. Here, it’s in my pocket.” She showed it to him.
“Moira,” he said, taking the key from her and turning it over in his fingers. “I took his key from him after the murder, just to be on the safe side. This key isn’t Jimmy’s. It’s the one I was missing.”
Moira felt as if a lump of ice had settled into her stomach. She stared at the key, trying to make sense of it all. “Why would Jimmy take your key if he had one of his own?”
“I don’t know. To make himself look less guilty? We did waste a lot of time looking for the key, and then I stopped by the brewery and went over my appointments from Monday, trying to figure out who might have taken it. If it was supposed to be a false trail, it was a decent one.”
“Oh my goodness, David,” she breathed. “What if he took that girl there to kill her?”
“You might have saved her life,” Candice said, wide-eyed. “Wow, Mom. That’s crazy.”
“The bad news is, she left with him. I hope she got home okay.”
“I’m going to call the police,” David said, holding the key tight in his fist. “This may just be the break they needed.”
 



CHAPTER TWELVE

 
“We did everything we could, Ms. Darling. The smoke smell is only noticeable if you concentrate.”
“I can barely tell at all,” she said, taking a deep breath. “You guys did a wonderful job. Thank you.”
“It wasn’t nearly as bad as some of the places I’ve seen,” the cleaning man said. “You got lucky.”
People keep saying that, she thought as she paid him. I got lucky. It doesn’t feel lucky, to have the deli almost burn down.
What happened at the brewery definitely wasn’t lucky. She knew she should be thankful that it hadn’t been worse, but she couldn’t help wondering what she and David had done to deserve two disasters so close to each other.
It had been exactly a week since the murder at the microbrewery, and they still didn’t have any answers. Moira was frustrated, and knew that her husband was, too. At least with the deli open now, she would be able to focus on her work instead of dwelling on the events that had plagued them. 
After the representative from the cleaning company left, she went straight to the kitchen to begin preparing the day’s soup. She hadn’t called any of her employees in; it would be a short day since she was opening so late, and she didn’t mind working alone for a few hours. It would be reminiscent of the deli’s early days, when she was the only one there and the restaurant was only open for the few busiest hours of each day.
Since she hadn’t been sure she was going to be able to open the deli so soon after the fire, she hadn’t planned a menu ahead of time. She spent a few minutes peering into the fridge and cupboard, trying to figure out how to combine the ingredients that they had on hand into something mouthwatering and healthy. They had some fresh kale that she had bought before the fire in preparation for the weekend’s soups, which should probably be used. There were a good number of frozen chicken breasts in the freezer, and of course the usual medley of fresh vegetables in the pantry ready and waiting to be cooked. 
It wasn’t until she saw the tortellini in the back of the freezer that the soup really came together. She remembered buying it the week before, but they had changed the menu at the last minute for some reason or the other. Creamy chicken, tortellini, and kale soup, she thought. It sounded great to her. Hearty, healthy thanks to the kale, and tasty. Even if she didn’t get many customers in today, the soup wouldn’t go to waste — she could bring whatever was left in the pot home for dinner. She was an unashamed fan of tortellini; it combined two of her favorite things, cheese and pasta. She had bought this brand before and knew that each bite would explode with flavor. Just thinking about it made her stomach growl. 
Humming to herself, Moira set a pot of water on the stove to boil while she defrosted the chicken breasts. It was amazing how good it felt to be back at work. The deli had only been closed for a couple of days, but she had missed it more than ever. It was as if almost losing it had made her realize how much she really loved the little restaurant. She thought that she would be perfectly happy to still be working here when she was in her eighties. Retiring might be an option for her in a decade or two, but even if she could afford to be out of work, she didn’t think that she would want to.
I guess it’s true when they say if you love what you do, you never work a day in your life, she thought as she chopped the kale. Though I do appreciate having other people around to handle cleaning, dishwashing, and catering events. She enjoyed doing the catering events occasionally, but they took too much time away from what she really loved — cooking.
As the chicken breasts boiled, Moira prepared the other ingredients for the soup. Soon the smell of boiling onions, garlic, and chicken broth filled the kitchen. Once the base was ready, she shredded the chicken breasts and added them to the pot, turning the burner down so the soup simmered. The tortellini and kale went in next. Neither would take more than a few minutes to cook. She used that time to duck into the front room to turn the sign to open and write the day’s special on the blackboard. Despite everything, the deli was open for business.
She had just finished adding the heavy cream and seasoning to the soup when the first customer of the day arrived. After that, she hardly got a break until closing time. The deli might have only been open for a few hours, but it was easily busy enough to have made it worth her while. Maybe we should get firebombed every weekend, she thought, then quickly knocked on the wooden door frame. She and David had had enough bad luck lately for her to be leery of jinxing herself.
She was in the middle of locking the front doors for the night when her phone rang. It was David. 
“Hey,” she said, holding the phone between her cheek and her shoulder as she locked the door. “I’m about to head home. I’ll be bringing soup for dinner.”
“Great,” he said distractedly. “I’ve got news.” He paused a beat, and when he spoke again, she could hear the smile in his voice. “Good news.”
“What is it?” she asked.
“Jimmy has been arrested for Bill Snethkamp’s murder, and Jefferson gave me the all clear to reopen the brewery.”
“David, that’s wonderful,” she said. “We should have a grand-reopening party. The deli can cater, and we can hand out fliers with every order.”
He chuckled. “Sure, let’s go all out. I love you. Thanks for being so supportive through everything that has happened.”
She was still smiling as she packed the soup into to-go containers and loaded it into the car. The deli was back in working condition, the killer had been found, and the brewery would be reopening soon. It looked like their luck really had turned around.
 



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 
The day of the grand reopening dawned with clear skies. Moira kissed her husband goodbye early in the morning before they went their separate ways; him to the brewery to meet with his sister and make sure everything was ready for the groups of people they were expecting, and her to the deli to prepare the sandwiches and drinks that she was bringing as her contribution for the event.
The past few days had been some of the happiest of her life. Knowing that not only had the killer been caught, but that Karissa was innocent, had taken a huge weight off her shoulders. She had hated being suspicious of her sister-in-law. She knew her husband would have been crushed if it had come out that the woman had been guilty. As it was, she knew that he was upset about Jimmy. From what she had heard, the poor kid was still denying his involvement. The police had enough evidence, between his possession of the missing key and the fact that his alibi for the morning of the murder had been faked, to hold him while forensics ran their tests on the piece of piping they had found in his vehicle that they suspected was the murder weapon.
She kept hoping that Jimmy would just come out and admit what he had done. He was still so young, and it made her sad to think that he very well might spend the rest of his life in prison. Snethkamp had been trespassing at the time of his death. She was convinced that Jimmy had killed the man in self-defense — she just couldn’t see another motive for the murder.
“Hey, Ms. D,” Darrin said cheerfully when she let herself into the deli. “I’m glad things are back to normal.”
“Me, too,” she said. “Though I wish we could find out who tried to burn this place down. It frightens me to think that they are still out there.”
“I’m sure the police will track them down eventually,” he said. “If it was someone local, I’m sure they’ll let it slip to their friends and someone will talk. People love this place, no one wants to see it gone.”
Moira smiled. “That’s so sweet of you to say. It would be nice if the town came together and turned in the person responsible, but I won’t hold my breath. We’ll just have to be extra careful and keep an eye out for anything suspicious.” She glanced at the clock. “Oops. I’ve got to start on the sandwiches. Thanks for working a double shift today.”
“I’m happy to make up the hours I lost over the weekend while we were closed,” he assured her. “Let me know if you need any help.”
A couple hours later, the deli owner was on the road to the brewery in her boxy, white refrigerated truck, with boxes of sandwiches and drinks in the back. The microbrewery would finally be giving the tours that it had promised to do on St. Patrick’s Day, and afterward people would have the opportunity to congregate and try samples, grab a sandwich, and enter a drawing for a free six-pack of the new draft that David and Karissa were coming out with. Hopefully this time, the festivities wouldn’t be interrupted by anyone finding a corpse.
She pulled up the long drive and waved at Mr. Anderson as she passed the farmhouse. After parking next to Karissa’s car, she got out and went up to the brewery to let them know she was there. She was surprised at the changes she found inside. Her husband and her sister-in-law had done a lot of work, making the interior of the building look festive and welcoming. There were long tables set up in preparation for the food, and someone had already set out a couple of packages of cookies from the local bakery. 
They are really going to through a lot to make this day memorable, she thought. That, more than anything, told her how much David wanted this brewery to succeed.
“Moira, you made it just in time,” Karissa said, hurrying into the room. She gave her sister-in-law a quick hug. “We officially open our doors in half an hour. I’ll help you set up the food. David is doing a very careful walkthrough of the brewery floor to make sure there aren’t any surprises waiting for us.”
Side by side, the two women unloaded the refrigerated truck. Moira went out of her way to be extra nice to the other woman. She felt bad for suspecting her of murder. Karissa looked bright and happy today, and not at all like a potential killer.
“How’s it going with your guy friend?” she asked, after quickly checking to make sure David wasn’t in hearing distance. 
Karissa blinked. “What?”
“You know, that guy you were seeing. How is it going with him?”
“Oh.” The other woman gave a short laugh. “We aren’t seeing each other anymore. I forgot that I told you about him. It must have been all of that excitement with the deli — it just slipped my mind.”
Moira nodded, then bent over the table and pretended to straighten the table cloth in order to hide the frown on her face. Had Karissa been lying about seeing someone? No, it wouldn’t make sense. The woman didn’t have anything to hide. She must have just honestly forgotten that she had told her about him.
*** 
“Welcome to the Big Black Dog Brewery,” David said, beaming as a group of college-age young men strode past him. The grand reopening party was a bigger hit than either of them had expected.
“This is going great,” Moira said to her husband during a lull in the activity. “Karissa seems to be enjoying herself. She’s great at giving tours. And people look like they are having fun.”
“Thanks, in part, to you,” he said with a smile, pulling her toward him for a quick kiss. “Thanks for catering. Everyone knows the deli by reputation. Half of them are probably here for the food.”
“I don’t know, I’d say the free samples of beer were a pretty big draw,” she said, giving him a grin.
“Either way, I couldn’t have done it without you.” His phone rang and he pulled away from her to take it out of his pocket. He sighed. “It’s Jefferson, I’d better take it. Think you can handle keeping an eye on this crowd for a few minutes?”
She nodded. As she watched him vanish into his office, she bit her lip. Hopefully nothing else had gone wrong. They were just starting to get back on their feet.
When he reappeared, she knew immediately that it was bad news. “What happened?” she asked.
“They had to let Jimmy go,” he said, his brow creased in a frown. “The pipe wasn’t a match for the murder weapon, and they had no physical evidence to hold him on.”
“They let him go?” Moira squeaked, looking around wildly and half expecting to see him in the crowd that was currently sampling her sandwiches.
David put his hand on her shoulder and tugged her toward the corner. Lowering his voice, he said, “Between you and me, Jefferson said he doesn’t think Jimmy’s the one who did it. The kid maintained his innocence the entire time he was there. His story didn’t change, and they have absolutely nothing to tie him to the crime beyond circumstantial evidence. He had to let him go.”
“If Jimmy didn’t do it,” she said, “then who did?”
 



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 
Moira shut herself in David’s office, trying to calm the panicky feeling she had in her chest. Nothing had been solved. The killer was still on the loose, the person who had tried to burn the deli down was out there somewhere, and either of them might strike again at any moment.
“I just want to sell soup and have a nice, quiet life with my husband,” she said to herself. “Is that really too much to expect?”
After taking a few more deep breaths, she decided that it was time to go out there and face the world again. She realized that with the killer on the loose, there was every possibility that he — or she — had decided to attend the grand reopening. Maybe she could walk around on the brewery floor and keep her eyes peeled for someone who looked suspicious. The killer may have thought that this party was the perfect time to revisit the scene of the crime.
She left the office and stopped in her tracks when she saw Karissa slip out the front door. Where was the woman going? She had taken a break only a few minutes ago. It wasn’t like her to leave her brother with the full responsibility of supervising the event and giving tours. With a quick glance at David to make sure he was handling the crowd, she pushed the door open and followed Karissa.
Outside, she was disappointed to find that the woman had already vanished. It had only been a few seconds, so Moira knew she couldn’t have gone far. Trying not to think about how upset her husband would be if his sister was up to something shady, she looked around and then headed to her right. The only place the other woman could have gone to disappear so quickly was around the corner of the building.
Moira walked as silently as she could, keeping close to the building and pausing every other step to listen. As she drew closer to the back of the building, she heard a woman’s voice, which she recognized as Karissa’s. Holding her breath, she snuck closer and when she was close enough, she peeked around the corner to see what the other woman was doing. 
Karissa was leaning against the back of the microbrewery building with her phone to her ear. Moira could tell even from that distance that the woman was upset.
“Of course I feel bad for doing it,” she said into the phone. “But I still don’t see what choice I had.”
She fell silent as whoever was on the other end of the phone spoke. After a moment, she sighed and ran her fingers through her hair.
“The thing is, I warned him the last time I saw him before I had to end it. He knew that I was serious. He had to know that I wouldn’t let what he was doing slide.”
Moira breathed out slowly, her eyes wide. She felt frozen in place, unable to move as she listened to the one-sided conversation. She realized suddenly that she should be recording it. Otherwise who would believe her? Karissa was definitely up to something, and had done something that she seemed to regret. By the way she was acting, it was obvious that she didn’t want anyone to overhear her. 
The deli owner pulled out her own phone and, after making sure the volume was turned down, brought up the camera and began recording Karissa as best she could without moving too much. The last thing she wanted was for the other woman to see her.
“No, I’m not going to take a chance when it comes to the brewery,” Karissa said. “It sucks, but at least I know he won’t be trying to steal our recipes anymore. It was easy enough to end it when he made it clear what he was up to.”
I can’t believe I’m hearing this, Moira thought. It was one thing to have suspicions about her sister-in-law, but what she was hearing was as close to a confession as she could imagine. How could she have been so wrong about Karissa for the past year? And how would David make it through this?
“I’ve got to go. I don’t want David to know what I did for him. He’d just feel bad. Thanks for calling to check in, Kristen. Talking about it made me feel better.”
She slid her phone into her pocket and in one smooth motion turned to face Moira. Both women froze, and the deli owner didn’t know if she or Karissa was more surprised.
“What are you doing?” the other woman asked after the original shock had passed away. Her eyes flicked down to Moira’s phone, which was still out and pointed in her direction.
“I, um, I followed you,” Moira said. “To see if you were okay. You seemed upset.”
“That’s because I was. Are you recording me?”
The deli owner opened her mouth, but no lie came to her lips. Her silence seemed to be enough of an answer for her sister-in-law.
“Seriously? What the heck, Moira?” Karissa strode toward her and smacked the phone out of her hand. “I don’t have any idea what you were planning on doing with that, but that’s not okay. You don’t just go around recording people for no reason. I always knew you were a little bit crazy, but I thought you were a good person. This just makes me mad.”
“You’re one to talk about being a good person,” Moira snapped. She bent down to pick her phone up, but Karissa moved forward to block it.
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“You killed someone just for breaking into the brewery! I thought maybe you had to defend yourself, but no. From the sound of it, you decided to just end it completely and make things easier for yourself.”
“What are you talking about?”
“Bill Snethkamp,” Moira said. “Do I really have to spell it out? I know you killed him. I should have told David when I first saw that blood on your sweater, but I thought I was protecting him.”
“You’re insane. What blood on my sweater? I didn’t kill anyone. And if I did, do you really think I’d be stupid enough to talk about it on the phone right behind the building where it happened?”
“Karissa, two weeks ago I wouldn’t have thought that you would have killed someone. I don’t know what to think about you anymore.”
“This is crazy.” The other woman pulled her fingers through her hair and sighed. “Look, Moira, I didn’t kill anyone. The person you heard me talking about on the phone, that was the guy I was seeing, okay? I dumped him because he kept bugging me about the recipes for our draft beer. He even went through my phone when I ducked into the bathroom during dinner. After I told him it was over, he sent me a bunch of messages telling me how sorry he was, and that he wanted another chance. I blocked his number. I felt bad doing it because he really was a nice guy most of the time, I just didn’t feel right knowing how interested he was in how we make our beer.”
Moira opened and shut her mouth, working through what her sister-in-law had said. It seemed to make sense, but it was possible that the other woman was just a good liar.
“What about the blood on your shirt the day of the murder?” she asked.
“That wasn’t blood,” Karissa said with a snort. “It was a cream-colored sweater, right? I got some nail polish on it the last time I wore it. I didn’t realize it until after I took it off that evening. If you want to see, I’ve got it in my car right now. I was going to drop it off at the dry cleaner’s this morning, but I didn’t have time.”
“Karissa, I —”
“No, just leave me alone, Moira. It’s obvious that you don’t trust me. We may be related through marriage, but that doesn’t mean I have to keep being friends with someone who could believe I would do something as terrible as murder.”
With that, David’s sister brushed past her and disappeared around the building, leaving Moira to stare after her in stunned silence.
 



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

 
The deli owner followed her slowly, in no hurry to catch up. She was mortified — beyond mortified, really. How could she ever get Karissa to forgive her? How could she explain to David what had happened? 
She deleted the video from her phone, and determined to do what she could to make it up to the other woman. She tried to imagine how she would feel in her sister-in-law’s place. Attacked, surely. Probably betrayed. The two of them might not have been the very best of friends, but they had grown close over the past year.
I really messed up, she thought. I hope I can figure out how to fix all of this. I don’t want to spend the rest of my life walking on eggshells around her. Maybe David
would be able to help her repair her relationship with his sister.
“Hey, Mr. Anderson,” she said, catching sight of the farmer. She jogged to catch up to him. “Have you seen Karissa — David’s sister — come by?”
“No,” he said with a frown. “But I did see a young farmhand I was certain was in jail.”
“Jimmy’s here?” she said. “Shoot. I’ve got to go tell David.”
She hurried through the doors to the brewery and looked around inside for her husband. She found him quickly, standing by the drink table and talking animatedly to an elderly gentleman.
“Pardon me,” she said, pushing through the crowd. She had almost reached her husband when out of the corner of her eye, she saw David’s office door swing shut. She paused in her tracks. Could that have been Karissa? She desperately wanted to talk to the woman and try to apologize again for her accusations.
She scanned the people in the room, looking for any sign of Jimmy, but she couldn’t see him. She was sure her husband would recognize him immediately if he showed up. He could manage a few minutes without her. Right now, her relationship with his sister was more important; Jimmy had been cleared of the crime, after all.
“Karissa?” she said, knocking lightly on the office door. “Are you in there?”
No answer. With a sigh, she put her hand on the knob and turned. She just wanted to apologize to the woman. She felt bad enough at it was, she couldn’t leave Karissa thinking that she thought she was a murderer.
“Karissa, I — Oh.” She took half a step back “You’re not Karissa.”
“Ms. Darling,” Jimmy said. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.”
Moira shot a look behind her at the crowd of people enjoying the event, then stepped inside the room and shut the door. The last thing they needed was for someone to realize who Jimmy was. It would cause a panic, and someone might get hurt.
“What are you doing here?” she asked.
“Mr. Morris asked me to wait in here. He wanted to talk to me in private. I just came to say I was sorry. I know I shouldn’t have snuck in with my girlfriend, but you gotta believe that’s all I did. I didn’t kill that guy, and the police finally believe me.”
“If you didn’t kill him, then why did you have the key that was missing from David’s key ring?” she asked. “And why did you lie about your alibi?”
“I found the key, I swear. It was on the ground outside. I was going to return it to Mr. Morris, but I wanted to impress my girl first.”
“And your alibi?” Moira said. “Why would someone innocent lie about that?” 
“I didn’t,” he said, looking confused. “The police must have been mistaken or maybe Mr. Anderson got mixed up. I was on an errand for him early that morning, picking up some medicine for one of the sick cows. I didn’t get back until after Mr. Morris got to the brewery. There’s no way I could have made it back from the vet in time to attack anyone.”
“I’m sorry if you got arrested for something you didn’t do, Jimmy,” she said. “Look, your story was good enough for the police, so I guess it’s good enough for me. I believe you, okay?”
“Thanks. I know I did some dumb stuff, but I’m really not a killer.”
I do believe him, Moira thought. I just can’t see him whacking a guy on the head and then hiding his body. She felt bad that the young man had spent a few nights in jail if he was innocent, but at least she hadn’t had anything to do with that. Karissa, on the other hand, that was all her fault.
“You keep waiting for my husband,” she told him. “He won’t be too long. Help yourself to some water from the fridge if you want. I’ve got to go and find someone else.”
She left David’s office and scanned the crowd for his sister once again. She didn’t see the tall, dark-haired woman anywhere. Maybe she’s sitting in her car, she thought. I know that’s where I go when I need a few minutes to collect myself.

She went back outside and made a beeline for Karissa’s car. She remembered parking the truck next to it when she got there that morning. The car was still there, but she saw with disappointment that there was no sign of her sister-in-law.
“Karissa, where are you?” she muttered. “I know you’re mad at me, but I’m trying to fix it.”
She glanced over at her refrigerated truck, then did a double-take. The back doors were open. She was sure she had locked them, but she must have somehow forgotten in the hectic rush of unloading that morning. With a sigh, she walked around to the back of the truck.
Such a waste of energy, she thought, shaking her head. She had left the cooling unit on to keep the extra box of soda bottles cold in case they ran out inside the brewery. The truck had been trying futilely to cool the outdoors for the past few hours.
Just as she was reaching for the truck’s doors, she felt a strong shove between her shoulder blades and stumbled forward. The edge of the truck cut into her shins painfully, and she collapsed forward into the cargo space. A second later, she heard two slams as the doors shut behind her, and then she was in complete darkness.
“Hello?” she called, rubbing her shins. She was hardly able to think over the pain. “Who did that?”
She felt her way to the doors and struggled to push them open, but they wouldn’t budge. She realized with a sinking sensation that whoever had pushed her into the truck, must have slammed the exterior bolts shut when they closed the doors. She was trapped.
“Can anyone hear me?” she shouted, pounding on the doors. “Help, I can’t get out! Help me!”
With a jolt, the truck began to move.
 



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

 
Rubbing her hands together for warmth, Moira huddled as far away from the refrigeration unit as she could get. Her skin had goosebumps, and she was shivering. Thank goodness she had worn a long-sleeved shirt, but her jacket was in the cab. She had tried pounding on the wall that separated her from the driver, but to no avail. Her knuckles hurt from hitting the metal walls, and her voice was sore from shouting. It was terribly dark in there, although even if there was light, there wouldn’t have been much to see. She knew this truck inside and out, and there was nothing in it that could save her.
At least I have pop, she thought, somewhat hysterically. I won’t die of thirst. She had her phone with her, but the thick, insulated metal walls of the truck blocked the signal completely. She didn’t dare use the device for light, in case it died by the time her kidnapper opened the doors. That would be just her luck — to have a cell phone, but to die a horrible death anyway just because she had used all its battery before calling for help.
“I’m such an idiot,” she said aloud, more to hear her own voice than anything. “How in the world did I manage to get myself locked in my own delivery truck?”
The truck turned suddenly, making her tense in an effort to keep her balance. She felt it slowing, and wondered if they had come to a stop sign… or if they had finally reached their destination.
The thought of meeting her kidnapper wasn’t a pleasant one. She would almost prefer that the truck kept driving. She had no idea what she was going to see when those doors opened. Would whoever it was kill her outright? Were they looking for a ransom? She would happily give them whatever amount of money that they wanted if they would just let her go. She had so much left that she wanted to do, so much that she wanted to say to David, and to Candice, so many walks left to take with the dogs. The thought of never stroking Maverick’s soft fur again brought tears to her eyes. She had such a wonderful life. How had she let it pass by her so quickly, without taking the time to enjoy it?
The engine shut off, which made her heart start pounding. This was it. They had reached wherever they were going. Moira stood up shakily, not wanting to confront the person who had kidnapped her.
She waited in silence for what felt like an eternity before one of the rear doors was yanked open. After the darkness, the light outside was so intense that it took her a moment to be able to see anything but a shadowy outline. When her eyes finally adjusted and she saw who it was, she gasped.
“Mr. Anderson?”
The farmer looked at her emotionlessly, as if considering a cow he was about to slaughter. “I’m sorry it came to this, Ms. Darling. I had hoped to avoid any more deaths, but you have a tendency to snoop, and I couldn’t risk it.”
“I don’t understand. Are you the one that pushed me into the truck? Why?”
“Bad timing on your part,” he said. “I was just going to fiddle without your cooling unit so it would break down in the next few days. You chose the wrong minute to take a walk.”
“Why would you care about the cooling unit?”
He shook his head. “Enough chit chat. Come on out of there.”
“No,” she said. “Why would I? You’re just going to try to hurt me, aren’t you?”
“Don’t make me come in there and get you. This can be quick and painless, or slow. Your choice, but if you make me come and get you, you’re going to lose that choice.”
“You’re crazy,” she said, backing further into the truck. “Are you the one who did it? You killed Bill Snethkamp?”
He nodded.
“Why?”
“I was trying to convince your husband to sell the equipment back to me,” he said. “I took the key off his key ring when I stopped in to meet with him and the contractors. At first I was just going to spoil the vats of beer. I thought it might put him out of business, if people started getting sick from his product. But that idiot Snethkamp had the same idea at the same time, or so it seems. He broke in just minutes after I let myself in. He caught me in the middle of the brewery floor with rat poison in my hand. There was no way I could let him go blabbing something like that.”
“So, you killed him,” Moira said, fear coiling in her stomach. This man had already committed one murder. She had no reason to think he wouldn’t commit another.
“It turned out okay. I think David was almost to the point where he would take my offer to back out of the lease and buy the equipment back. Between Snethkamp’s death and the fire, he wasn’t doing too good.”
“Did you have something to do with the fire, too?”
“Yeah, I might as well admit to that, too. It’s not like you’re going to tell anyone. I thought he might agree to sell if he had to deal with losing the deli on top of everything else. Of course, that didn’t turn out like I planned it to thanks to that stupid good Samaritan who saw the whole thing.”
“I don’t understand. Why did you want the brewery so badly? Why did you agree to lease it if you wanted to run it yourself?”
“When I agreed to our deal, I didn’t know how profitable it would turn out to be. I wanted it back. It wasn’t until I saw Jimmy today that I realized how badly things had turned out. I thought denying his alibi would be a sure way to get him convicted.”
He put one foot up on the truck and prepared to hoist himself in. Moira backed up as far as she could, until she felt solid wall behind her.
“Y-you still haven’t told me about the cooling unit,” she said, feeling it pressing into her back. “Why did you want to mess with it?”
“Figured if you got sued for serving spoiled food, David might need the extra cash and he might reconsider selling the equipment back — along with the brand name, of course,” the man said. “None of that matters now. After he finds you dead, with a suicide note explaining all the terrible things you’ve done to try to sabotage the brewery and the deli, he’s going to be so upset that he’ll probably give me everything for free.”
With that, he reached for her. Moira jerked back, but only succeeded in mashing her elbow against the interior of the truck. He grabbed her by the wrist and yanked her forward, pulling her down and out of the truck with enough force that she stumbled and landed on her knees. She looked around, not too dazed to take in her surroundings. They were in an empty parking lot, behind one of the boarded-up old shops along the state highway. There was no way David would ever get out here in time, even if she did manage to call him.
“He’s never going to believe a note like that,” she gasped. “David knows I love him, and I love the deli. I would never try to sabotage either of them, and I definitely wouldn’t kill myself. I would never leave my daughter alone like that.”
“You’d be surprised what people will believe of someone when they’re dead,” he said, pulling her up. “Now, come on. Chin up. I know what I said I’d do if I had to pull you out of there, but I’ve decided I’ll be nice anyway. It’ll be so quick, you won’t even know what happened.”
“Let go!” she kicked at him with real panic, but he dodged her blow easily.
“I spent a lifetime getting kicked at by cows,” he said with a chuckle. “You’re going to have to do better than that.”
He twisted her arm behind her and steered her toward the driver’s side door of the truck, which he opened with a yank. She nearly fell again as he pushed her inside. For a heart-stopping moment, she thought that he might have left the keys in the ignition, but it took only a glance to show her that they were nowhere to be found.
“Pick your feet up,” he said. She obeyed. He pulled a shotgun out from under her seat, the same one he had taken into the brewery when he helped her look for Jimmy. “Picked this up before I pulled off the property,” he said. “Good thing I left it by the chicken coop last night. Darned raccoons.”
“Please,” she said, ashamed at the quiver in her voice. Begging wasn’t like her, but she had no other options. “Just let me go. I have a daughter. She’ll never get over this… and David, I don’t know how he’ll get through. Just let me drive away. Or leave me here — you take the truck. You can have it. I’ll convince David to sell you the brewery, I’ll —”
“Oh, shut up,” he said, pulling the hammer back and aiming the gun at her. “Tilt your head up a little. I gotta make this look like a suicide.”
She stared at him straight on, determined not to do anything to make this easier for him.
“Women,” he growled. “Always making things difficult.”
He took half a step toward her, and she saw his finger inch toward the trigger. She closed her eyes, not quite brave enough to look death in the face. Suddenly she heard the rev of an engine and the popping sound of tires on gravel, and, an instant later, a thump followed closely by a shout and a deafening bang. Broken glass sprinkled her face. Moira’s eyes snapped open.
“Oh my goodness, Moira, did he shoot you?”
She recognized the panicked voice immediately. It was Karissa. The other woman was struggling with her seatbelt, desperately trying to get out of her car.
“I’m fine.” The words came out as a croak. Moira cleared her throat and tried again. “I’m fine.”
She slid out of the truck and started toward her sister-in-law’s car. Karissa finally managed to undo her seatbelt and open her door, and ran toward her for a bear hug.
“I didn’t know the gun would go off when I hit him. He must have pulled the trigger just as my car slammed into him. Then I saw the truck’s windshield shatter, and I thought I might have been too late.”
“No, he missed me,” Moira assured her. “But you didn’t miss him.”
They both turned to look at the farmer, who lay in the gravel a few yards away. His face was pale white, and he was holding his hands against his ribcage. Moira could tell that he was still breathing, but shallowly. 
Karissa hurried forward and snatched the shotgun off the ground. “I don’t think he’s getting up,” she said. “But just in case.”
“I can’t believe you hit him,” Moira said, staring at the dent in the hood of the other woman’s car. “Your timing was amazing.”
“I followed you,” she said grimly. “I saw him take you. I didn’t have time to go get David… I didn’t want to risk losing track of you. I called the police on my way, and told them where we ended up. They should be here any minute. I watched the entire thing, but then he pulled the gun out and I knew I had to act. I could never forgive myself if he killed you.”
“After everything I thought about you…” Moira shook her head, at a loss for words. “I’m so sorry, Karissa. I owe you my life.”
“You don’t owe me anything,” her sister-in-law said. “I know you would have done the same for me. Just next time, maybe come and talk to me if you think I might have killed someone, okay?”
Moira grinned. “I promise.”
 



EPILOGUE

 
“What’s going to happen to the farm now, do you think?” Moira asked, gazing across the driveway at the farmhouse. It was evening, and the setting sun glinted off the windows. The police had already come and gone, combing through the property for any evidence that Mr. Anderson might have left behind.
“I don’t know,” David said. “It’ll go on the market after his trial, I suppose. Or if he has a next of kin, they might get it.”
“Do you think the new owner will mind about the brewery?”
“I don’t think it will be an issue,” her husband said. “But if it is, we’ll figure out what to do. We always do.”
She smiled as he took her hand. She was still shaken by what had happened earlier that day — she thought it might be a while before she forgot the way it had felt to be locked in the back of the truck with no idea where she was going — but sitting outside the microbrewery with the man that she loved, and sipping a cold beer, was going a long way toward making her feel better.
“Now, we should take a look at that cut,” David said. “I know the paramedics said you didn’t need stitches, but it looks pretty bad to me.”
“It’s just a scrape,” she told him, feeling the cut skin on her temple. She hadn’t even noticed it when it had happened. She had a few more small nicks from when the windshield had shattered on her. Considering what might have happened, she felt lucky.
“I want to throttle the man.” Her husband was evidentially thinking along the same lines as she was. “He could have killed you. Worse, he wanted to kill you.”
“We won’t ever have to see him again,” she reminded him gently. “Thanks to Karissa, he’s going to be spending a few weeks in the hospital before his trial.”
“I don’t know if I can ever thank my sister enough,” he said, shaking his head. “I can’t believe that I was here chatting with people, while you were almost being killed. I should have known that something was wrong, somehow.”
“You couldn’t have known,” she told him. “Don’t beat yourself up. Neither of us thought that Anderson had anything to do with any of this.”
She still hadn’t told him that she had suspected Karissa was the murderer. Her sister-in-law had promised not to say anything. She seemed to have forgiven her completely, though Moira still wasn’t sure if she forgave herself. She had never been so wrong in her life, and it was supreme irony that the person that she thought was a killer had ended up saving her.
“We should get to cleaning,” she said, tugging on David’s arm. “We’ve got a lot to do. I’d say the grand reopening was a pretty good success.”
“I should get you home,” her husband said. “After what you went through earlier, you deserve to be relaxing in bed while I bring you dinner, not picking up trash and sweeping the floors.”
“After having a gun in my face, pretty much anything else sounds like a good time,” she said. “Besides, I don’t mind cleaning. We can turn up the music, snack on the last of the sandwiches, and have a fun time with the whole thing. Come on.”
He grinned and let her pull him to his feet, then pulled her into a tight hug. He loosened his grip just enough to kiss her.
“I don’t know what I’d do without you,” he said.
“Luckily for you, you won’t have to find out,” she said. “I’m here to stay, and no man with a gun is going to get a say otherwise.”
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