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      Harper Sullivan clutched the GoPro hidden inside her tote bag as she darted off the elevator and stepped into the dim basement. It was eerily quiet, and the silence gave her the creeps. The elevator doors whooshed shut behind her, causing her to jump a little and move quickly to the doorway a few feet away.

      As she pushed open the heavy, old wooden door leading into the giant storage area her heart raced. She switched the lights on quickly while telling herself to calm down. The overhead fluorescent lightbulbs slowly came to life, each one creating a low humming sound as it went on, the lights soft at first then intensifying as they warmed up. As her eyes adjusted to the brightness she stepped further into the room and surveyed the transformation that had taken place over the last few weeks.

      What was once a large storage room with smaller rooms off to each side had now become a staging area for one of O’Rourke’s Signature Events most ground-breaking affairs, a fashion show debuting a clothing line for wheelchair-bound people.

      Created by Draconia Fashions, with key input from Gertie O’Rourke herself, this line was sure to garner a ton of attention from the press, so it was beyond critical everything went smoothly. The entire staff here at O’Rourke’s had been working extremely long hours prepping and staging the basement area, and Harper was happy with how it had all come along so far. As the newly promoted Assistant to the Events Manager she wanted to make sure this was a huge success, especially since her new boss, Veronica, hadn’t seemed exactly thrilled when Gertie announced Harper’s promotion.

      She walked slowly towards her destination, looking over the changes made so far. Most of the smaller storage rooms located off the giant main storage area had been turned into makeshift dressing rooms. Each one furnished with a giant mirror, along with an area for makeup and hair. Harper had also added some personal touches like placing plants in each room along with a few colorful contemporary floor vases.

      Since the basement was the only part of the vast mill building that hadn’t been modernized during the renovation, Harper had felt it was important to make the rooms seem as beautiful as the rest of the building upstairs, even if they were only being used for the models to get changed. The rooms looked somewhat shabby chic now, with their exposed brick walls and old, wood floors. Veronica had even complimented Harper on them, which was rare. Veronica wasn’t big on handing out compliments.

      The actual runway for the show had been staged in the wide-open main storage area. It was monumental and intimidating, and after seeing how much work went into constructing it, Harper had a whole new sense of respect for the people involved in these fashion shows. The runway had to be a certain height, with lighting strategically placed all around as well as above it. As the models for this show were in wheelchairs, this runway had been built wider than standard ones, and the end was also in a U-shape instead of the normal square type. This was so the models would have enough room to circle around.

      Because it was nonstandard, they'd set up the runway inside to test it out and work out any kinks before they set up the final version outdoors for the actual show.

      As she continued to walk towards one of the storage rooms in the rear of the open area, she heard a noise behind her. She stopped short and turned to look behind her, clutching the bag with the GoPro inside to her chest.

      “Hello?” She was unsure she'd heard anything, maybe she was just being paranoid.

      Ugh. She didn’t like being down here alone! It was so big, and even with the lights on, it still made her jumpy for some reason. She picked up her pace and practically jogged down to the room.

      Turning the doorknob slowly, she pushed open the door and entered, then switched the overhead lights on. It was one of the larger storage rooms, probably big enough to hold fifty people or so, but since it was in the basement it would never be used for an event and was perfect for holding all the huge lights needed for the show.

      The lighting was lined up on the floor in long rows, each one having a note in front of it designating where it belonged on the runway. The lighting designer had spent hours with the lights, placing each one inside a metal holder that attached to different areas of the runway. As a key part of the fashion show, everything depended on the lighting being as perfect as possible. There were even a few giant spotlights to light up the sky over the river during the show. It had been repeatedly said by Edward Kenney, the owner of Draconia Fashions, how important the lighting for the show was and how critical it was they “don’t screw it up.” After all, if people couldn’t see the runway models then what good was a fashion show?

      Looking around the room, Harper tried to figure out the best location to place the GoPro. What could someone do to ruin the lights anyway? Smash the bulbs? Cut the cords? Her Uncle Tanner had said if he were going to screw things up he would ruin the lighting. He should know since he'd tried to sabotage Gertie’s last event and had enlisted Harper’s help to do so. Thank God he'd had a change of heart at the last minute and hadn’t gone through with what he’d intended.

      She gave up on thinking about all the different scenarios someone might use to ruin the lights and settled on a corner to hide the device, setting it up strategically behind some papers then creating an opening for the lens. When she was satisfied it would record a large section of the room, she turned and snuck out quietly.

      She glanced at her watch quickly as she walked away. There were a few minutes left before she was supposed to meet Uncle Tanner at his restaurant for lunch, so she headed towards the loading dock at the other end of the building. There had been a small black and gray tabby cat hanging around there the last few times she’d signed for deliveries, and before leaving for work that day, she’d grabbed a can of tuna from her kitchen for it. She knew she probably shouldn’t encourage the cat to hang around by feeding it, but she also felt sorry for it. Besides, one can of tuna wasn’t going to hurt.

      Stepping outside onto the loading dock, she peeled the cover off the tuna can and set it down on the cool concrete ground, calling out for the cat as she looked around. She heard a faint “meow” come from an overgrown area beyond the chain-link fence that ran along the property. The black and gray tabby darted out from between the tall green and yellow weeds and ran over to the can of food. She reached down and patted it as it eagerly ate the tuna, its tail swishing in the air.

      The cat seemed well fed for a stray, she—or he—wasn’t all skin and bone and its fur was shiny. Maybe she was wrong, and it wasn’t a stray after all. Maybe it just liked to hang around here. She looked past the chain-link fence to the abandoned mill behind it. Maybe it lived in there? The building looked like it hadn’t been active in years. Harper gave the tabby one last pat on the head and left, heading back towards the lobby.

      Once inside the building she hesitated as she walked to the elevator giving one last glance towards the storage area where she'd set the camera up. She knew she was doing the right thing by trying to find out who was screwing with Gertie’s company, but at the same time it felt weird spying on the people she worked with. It felt like she was invading their privacy. Especially since she'd been the one who had caused issues with the last event. Kind of hypocritical making it her mission to catch this person.

      At least she hadn’t done anything horrible. She hadn’t ever let it get that far. Common sense prevailed, and she’d put her foot down and refused to go along with Uncle Tanner’s plan. In the end everything had worked out fine. The event had been a huge success. Uncle Tanner had confessed and righted all the wrongs he’d instigated.

      She stepped onto the elevator and pushed the button for the lobby, determined not to let her anxiety take over. She knew Gertie trusted her. If she didn’t, then she wouldn’t have promoted her. The old woman could be hard to please at times, but Gertie really was an amazing woman. She reminded Harper of her dear Aunt Emily, with her sassiness and never-give-up attitude. Harper had learned so much from Gertie over the few months she’d worked there and was very grateful for the continued opportunities and the trust Gertie had placed in her.

      As she walked into the lobby she held her head up high. She was determined to stop whoever was trying to sabotage Gertie; no matter what.
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        * * *

      

      Logan Carter eased back in the cushy, fabric banquet chair and closed his eyes, enjoying the silence in the basement. He liked it down here, it was a good place to escape the hectic office upstairs, even if it was only for a few minutes. Hardly anyone came down here and he could usually grab a few minutes of alone time when he needed. Not that this new job was crazy compared to being a cop, but he was used to being on his own, or with a partner, in a car as opposed to having an office full of people buzzing around him constantly. Unfortunately, the fashion show setup had meant more people in the basement to ready the dressing rooms and tend to the staging, but they usually were done before noon.

      Hearing footsteps approaching made him jolt upright and he bolted behind a huge wooden beam to avoid being seen by whoever was down there. He watched in silence as Harper scurried out of the room housing the fashion show lighting. She looked on edge, glancing around as if to make sure no one was watching her before shutting the door and bolting away towards the shipping area.

      He waited until the echo of her footsteps died down before stepping out from behind the wooden beam. He’d assumed the person Gertie hired him to catch would try to screw up the lighting, but hadn’t pegged that cute redhead, Harper, as the perp.

      He didn’t know her well, but she seemed like a sweet girl. Kind of timid. Not the kind of girl who went around sabotaging fashion shows. She didn’t talk too much and hustled around a lot making sure things got done. Maybe she was in the room for another reason, after all, her job did require her to come down here. Or did it?

      He glanced around to make sure no one else was around. The last thing he wanted was for someone to see him and ask why the new head of IT was skulking around in the basement. Not that he wouldn’t be able to give a good answer, as a former cop he had the ability to think fast on his feet, and he could always come up with something believable. He was also pretty good at sneaking around, which was probably one of the reasons Gertie had hired him.

      She’d called him after getting his contact information from a mutual friend, asking him to catch whoever was trying to ruin her business. At the time, Logan had thought the old woman was crazy. Who would want to mess with an event planning business?

      When he’d asked Gertie why she thought someone was trying to ruin her business, her reply had been it was up to him to get her the answers if he wanted the job. After mulling it over for a few days he’d accepted, coming on board undercover as the IT Manager.

      He’d still thought Gertie was probably being paranoid, but figured worse case, he’d stick around and keep an eye on things to reassure her everything was okay. After being here for a week though, he was starting to think Gertie was right. She wasn’t a crazy old lady at all, in fact she was pretty damn smart. And he had to admit, he’d developed a fondness for her. He wanted to make sure her suspicions weren’t correct.

      Gertie was also extremely insightful, almost to the point she made him feel she could see right into him, and that scared him. The one question that kept popping into his head was why she'd never asked him about the circumstances that had forced him to quit the police force. Not that he would have answered her, that was a subject he didn’t talk about at all. Ever. Still, it was funny she accepted he would do a good job with no questions asked about his former failures.

      He walked towards the lighting room and entered it slowly, flicking on the overhead lights. The large lights were all lined up in a row and he could see some wires sticking out from behind several of them. He reached out and grasped one inspecting it closely. It had definitely been mucked around with. Almost to the point of being cut in half. The way it was now, the light would still work, but after a few minutes of being turned on it had a high chance of sparking and causing a fire.

      These weren’t average light bulbs, they were high intensity. And the metal holders they were in consisted of a lens and a reflector. If the break in the wire didn’t start a fire, the jolting electricity could cause a bulb to blow and that could cause the glass lens to burst. Lots of potential for disaster here. Just like Gertie was afraid of.

      He walked slowly down the row, checking each light. Almost half of them had the same problem. Whoever did this knew what they were doing. An amateur would have fully cut the wires to render the lights useless. Whoever did this, wanted these lights to be used. They wanted them to think nothing was wrong until it was too late. They wanted to cause harm to the fashion show or, worse, to cause harm to someone involved in the show. The wires could easily cause a shock to whoever plugged them in, never mind a fire.

      Maybe that cute redhead wasn’t as innocent as he thought. He left the room, making a mental note to contact the lighting specialist and have the bad lights replaced as soon as possible, it was too risky even to have them rewired.

      He paused as he shut the lights off, rubbing the day-old stubble on his chin. Should he tell Gertie about this? He didn’t want to jump to any conclusions, and he wasn’t positive Harper was responsible for cutting the wires. She hadn’t been inside the room very long and cutting the wires the way they were required a little time and patience. Unless she knew exactly what she was doing, she wouldn’t have had time to cut them. Maybe running a complete background check on her was the next step before mentioning this to Gertie.

      On the way back to his office he took a detour, walking to the loading dock located at the opposite end of the storage area. On his first day at work he’d fed some of his tuna sandwich to a black and gray tabby cat that had shown up as he sat alone on the brick wall next to the loading dock. It had sat with him for a while after devouring what Logan fed to him, so he'd bought some cat treats that night but had forgotten to bring them into work, until today.

      As he stepped outside onto the loading dock he noticed an empty can of tuna on the ground, licked clean. Someone else must be feeding the cat as well.

      Meow!

      The tabby came trotting over from between a gap in the nearby chain-link fence. Logan crouched down and reached into his pocket, grabbing a few of the treats. He held one out to the purring cat and it rubbed up against his leg then gently took the treat from between his fingers.

      As he crouched down to pat the cat, his eyes wandered to the overgrown area it had come from. The gap in the chain-link fence separating the two properties needed to be repaired, it was big. While the building that housed O’Rourke’s Signature Events had been completely renovated by Gertie and was now a gorgeous trendy mill on the waterfront, the abandoned mill next to it was the complete opposite. Gertie had set her space up so all the function rooms faced the water and not the old mill, but that didn’t eliminate the fact that vagrants liked to frequent the mill.

      The cat meowed loudly for another treat, rubbing its head impatiently against his hand. He reached for another and scanned the empty building. It had been a grain mill over a hundred years ago and had a huge waterwheel in it. The wheel probably hadn’t moved in a hundred years, but it was still mostly intact, although the iron cogs were all rusty and a few of the giant wooden paddles were missing or cracked. The water powering the wheel was still inside the mill, and over the years had become a murky black mess. More than once the police had pulled out the body of some drunk or drugged-out vagrant who had stumbled into it. Logan knew because he'd been there on those calls.

      His thoughts were interrupted when he saw someone approaching via the alley out of the corner of his eye. As they walked closer the tabby got spooked, jumped down off the loading dock and ran back through the chain-link fence. It paused briefly to look back at him as if to say thank you before it disappeared under the fence.

      “Hey, Logan, umm you have, I mean, looks like you made a new friend, huh?”

      It was Ben, one of Gertie’s maintenance guys. Logan had talked to him a few times since he’d started working there. He seemed kind of nervous. Why was he skulking around in the alley and stumbling around with his words?

      “Yeah, what can I say. I’m a sucker for animals. What were you doing in the alley, anything good down there?” Logan asked him nonchalantly. He didn’t want to come off as suspicious but was curious why Ben would be in the alley.

      “Oh, just taking a quick smoke break. Gertie hates smoking so I walk over to the alley to do it, so she won’t see me. Umm, you won’t rat me out, will you?”

      “Your secret is safe with me. I’m just the IT guy, it’s none of my business what goes on otherwise.” Logan faked a smile.

      “Okay, thanks. I wouldn’t want Gertie to be disappointed in me, about smoking. You know how she is. Anyway, I better get back. See ya.” Ben walked past him and headed inside amidst the scent of aftershave and peppermint candy.

      Logan watched Ben disappear into the building, catching him quickly turn his head to glance back at Logan before vanishing.
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      Harper strolled through the sunlit lobby on her way to meet Uncle Tanner for lunch. The smell of the fresh cut flowers, always on the reception desk, perfumed the air as she looked through the wall of glass stretching the entire length of the spacious area to the sunny day outside. She stopped in front of Myrtle, the receptionist, and bent down to pick up several pieces of paper that had spilled over the top of her reception desk onto the polished wide pine floor.

      “What’s going on?” Harper asked her, as the obviously overwhelmed Myrtle grabbed the papers from her hand and placed them on top of one of several large piles she'd lined up across the top of the desk.

      Myrtle brushed a chunk of her short cranberry red spiky hair out of her eyes. “I’m putting together all the Press Releases and programs for the fashion show, and good Lord it’s a lot of paper!”

      The frames of the hot pink cat’s-eye glasses perched on Myrtle’s nose glinted in the sunlight and contrasted with the garish pink, orange, and green beaded chain that dangled from the ends and around the back of Myrtles neck. Myrtle made the chains herself, Harper knew as she'd complimented them many times because they were usually startling, sometimes in a good way and sometimes not. Either way they were always an attention getter.

      “Here, let me help you.” Harper helped her sort the papers into the piles as Myrtle moved over to make room for her behind the large desk.

      “Thanks. There’s so many damn papers!” Myrtle grabbed another stack from a box. “So, have you seen the new guy?” she asked Harper casually, a grin on her face and her eyebrows waggling as she continued to collate the mountain of papers.

      “Hmm. Nope, I don’t think so.” Harper grabbed another stack from the never-ending pile. There were new people joining the company almost daily and it was hard to keep track. Besides, she'd been far too busy lately to really notice a new employee.

      “Well, he is really hot. Tall, dark hair, kind of has that rugged look. And single from what I’ve heard. You two would make such a cute couple!”

      Harper frowned and shook her head. She’d been engaged once and the wedding had been called off mere days before it was supposed to happen. It hadn’t exactly left the best taste in her mouth for relationships. She’d only been out on one date since then and it had been a complete fiasco, from spilling wine on herself to her date choking on a piece of food and insisting they go to the ER afterwards to make sure he was okay. She’d ended up calling an Uber and left after half an hour in the waiting room with him, where he'd whined about a sore throat as well as the restaurant not giving them their meals for free.

      “No thanks. Been there, done that. I am perfectly happy being single.”

      “Oh, be careful what you wish for, dearie! You don’t want to end up an old maid like me, do you?” Myrtle teased her as she handed over the last of the papers.

      Myrtle was sixty-two and had never been married, but she had a better social life than most women half her age. She always had great stories on Monday mornings about what she’d done over her weekend. Dating, horseback riding, day trips to the mountains, weekends at the beach. She was always busy, and Harper lived vicariously through her.

      They finished sorting the last pile of papers and Harper left for her lunch date at her Uncle Tanner’s restaurant. As she walked along the busy sidewalk she thought about her love life, or really the lack thereof. Maybe Myrtle was right. Maybe she should give love a second chance. Her only date after the breakup had sucked but they can’t all be as bad as that. And it would be nice to have someone to share things with. She hated to admit it, but she was lonely, not to mention bored. But was it worth the risk and possible heartbreak again?

      She pulled open the heavy oversized mahogany door to the restaurant and the aroma of garlic and grilled meat wafted out to greet her. It was quiet inside, the murmur of conversations punctuated only by the occasional muted clink of silverware against china. She welcomed the sounds, they were comforting compared to the empty silence of the basement at work.

      She walked past the hostess desk and nodded hello. Everyone here knew who she was because she frequently had lunch or dinner with her Uncle. She continued to walk to the back of the restaurant to their usual table, where Uncle Tanner already had her favorite lunch waiting for her. He was reading the daily newspaper and stood to hug her and pull her chair out when she approached.

      “So, how’s work?” he asked, fidgeting with the napkin on his lap and holding it up in the air to inspect the seams. He was always checking the quality of things, Harper had gotten used to it by now. He was a perfectionist.

      Harper knew the question he really wanted to ask; how Gertie was doing. Uncle Tanner was infatuated with her. It didn’t exactly surprise her, not only was Gertie a great person but she looked a lot like Uncle Tanner’s late wife, Aunt Emily. And, she had the same spunky attitude as Aunt Emily too. Uncle Tanner had adored Aunt Em and missed her terribly. They both did.

      “Work’s okay. Busy this week because of the fashion show coming up on Friday night,” Harper said as she poured more of the spicy garlic sauce onto her plate and dipped her steak into it. She closed her eyes and brought the fork to her mouth, savoring the deliciousness. She'd told Uncle Tanner more than once he should bottle the sauce and sell it, it was unique, and everyone always raved about it.

      “Well that’s good. I’m glad Gertie has gotten such high-profile events.” Tanner’s face lit up as he said Gertie’s name and he got a silly smile on his face. He grabbed a large breadstick from the basket and broke it in half, crunching down on it.

      Harper knew he must be lonely, it had been five years since Aunt Emily died. Aunt Em and Uncle Tanner had taken Harper in when her parents had been killed in a car accident and had treated Harper as if she were their own child. Harper had loved them like parents and it had been horrible when Aunt Em died. She thought about her every day and knew Uncle Tanner must too. Until Gertie, he’d never shown any interest in another woman.

      “So, I hooked up one of those GoPros in the storage area, you know, one of those video recording things? To see if anyone is messing around down there. I put it in the room that has all the lights. I remember you saying that would be one of the critical things someone might want to mess with,” Harper said.

      Tanner nodded his head in approval as he finished his mouthful of food.

      “Great, that is exactly where I would have placed it. If I were going to sabotage the event, the lights are what I would mess with.” He placed his cutlery down on his plate and paused for a minute. “I really wish I could do more for Gertie. I was horrible to her with those things I did. And I was horrible to you for asking you to do them for me, I will always regret it.”

      “No, Uncle Tanner, it’s fine. Really, it is. I wish I had spoken up instead of letting you take the blame for me. That wasn’t right, and I regret it.”

      “Harper, don’t you dare speak up to Gertie about what happened! I don’t want your reputation tarnished, and besides, you were only doing those things out of loyalty to me. None of that was your fault. I wish I could somehow make up for the wrong I did. I know Gertie has forgiven me, she’s even working with me on making the restaurant more accessible to people in wheelchairs and with other constraints.”

      “She mentioned that.”

      “Did I tell you we are installing a separate salad bar and buffet lower than the standard height, so anyone in a wheelchair can easily access it? It’s such a great concept, all thanks to Gertie. She’s opened my eyes up to a whole new world. I just wish I could do more to show her how much I appreciate her.”

      Harper’s heart warmed at the smile on his face when he spoke about Gertie. Even though he'd tried to ruin Gertie’s last event, it did seem like Gertie had forgiven him. It wasn’t uncommon for her to meet with him for lunch or dinner. Gertie always said it was business related, but Harper hoped that there was something more. She didn’t know much about Gertie’s love life, in fact she didn’t know much about Gertie’s past outside work at all, but she knew she didn’t have any kids and Harper assumed she'd never been married. It seemed like work was her love and main priority.

      Harper grabbed a piece of garlic bread. “Well, you’re helping by giving me ideas on how to find the person who is trying to mess her business up. I think that’s something Gertie would certainly appreciate.”

      Tanner nodded. “I want you to be careful, Harper. Whoever has been messing around will get more desperate to succeed as the event draws near, and I don’t want you getting hurt. I couldn’t bear to lose you.”

      Harper felt the same way as Uncle Tanner did, she couldn’t bear to lose him either. He was all she had left. Her parents were gone. Aunt Em was gone. Even her fiancé had left her. Even then, Uncle Tanner had been there for her, lending his shoulder for her to cry on. It was no wonder she had abandonment issues and wanted nothing to do with a relationship, almost everyone she'd cared about in her life had left!

      The restaurant manager came over to speak to Tanner about something, and Harper’s mind wandered back to work. There were only four days left before the show, and she needed to figure out who was trying to screw things up before something bad happened. Hopefully that GoPro would give her a clue as to who it was.
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        * * *

      

      Logan stood in the doorway of Gertie’s office and smiled as he watched the antics going on inside of it.

      The large glass conference table had been moved to the far end of her spacious office and she was wheeling around in circles, the long billowy sleeves of her blouse repeatedly getting caught in the wheels of her chair with every few spins she made.

      “See? What the heck is this?! Does this look like it’s easy to move around in? For crying out loud!” Gertie barked at Edward, who was standing off to the side looking like a scolded child.

      “Well, those sleeves are extremely popular right now, Gertie. It’s the hot trend.”

      “Well, me breaking my arm because all this fabric got hung up on a wheel isn’t part of the trend, is it?! Look, tell your designers to have the bottom half of the arm taper in. From the elbow down. See? Look, here!” Gertie held her arm up and showed him exactly where she thought the material should taper in. “We want fashion AND function. Both! I know you’re the expert, but I’m telling you right now, this blouse is a flop for anyone in a wheelchair!”

      She spun around again and spotted Logan smirking in the doorway.

      “Oh good, you’re here. I need to talk to you.” Gertie ushered him in and dismissed Edward, who now had a sour puss on his face. Logan couldn’t get rid of his smirk, he loved Gertie’s sass. She kept people on their toes. The fact that Edward was the CEO of Draconia Fashions, one of the most prestigious fashion houses in New York, didn’t faze Gertie in the least. She had no problem telling him exactly what she thought of the design of the shirt she was wearing.

      He shut the door behind him and walked over to her as she was still fumbling with the sleeves on her blouse. He leaned his hip up against the windowsill and watched as she spun herself around to loosen the fabric from one of the spokes on the wheels. Helping her business out made him happy, and he was surprised to find he liked being a Private Investigator better than he’d liked being a cop.

      As a P.I. he got to choose the jobs he wanted instead of being told what jobs he would do. Plus, he didn’t have to work with a partner. Which meant he didn’t have anyone else to be responsible for. That was something he never wanted to do again. Not after what happened to his last partner. He thought about it every day. Nope, he didn’t want that responsibility. From now on, he worked solo.

      “So, how’s the investigation going? Any news for me yet?” Gertie asked him as she fumbled with rolling up the sleeves.

      “I’ve done some background checks on the people you were suspicious of and they all came back clean as a whistle.”

      Gertie frowned. “Is that all? You know I hated to have my employees’ backgrounds checked in the first place. But I need this problem taken care of.”

      Gertie had argued with him about background checks when he’d suggested them. But he’d emphasized how important they were, along with the fact that she'd hired him to find the sabotage in the company and he couldn’t do his job without running the employee’s information through the system. She'd reluctantly agreed.

      “No, that’s not all. I have a few other things I am looking into, but I don’t want to go over them with you until I have all the details.” Logan thought it best that he avoided telling Gertie about seeing Harper in the storage area. Ordinarily he would mention something suspicious like that to her. But he didn’t have any evidence she was up to no good and he didn’t want her to get into trouble. Just because she'd gone down to the storage area it didn’t make her guilty of anything. For all he knew she was only doing her job.

      “Hmph,” Gertie muttered, wheeling herself behind her desk.

      Logan glanced out of Gertie’s window to the area below it. It had to be the smoking area as it was the alleyway between O’Rourke’s and the abandoned mill where he’d seen Ben emerge from. How stupid was that for them to smoke right under Gertie’s office? She hated the employees smoking and they all knew it. Maybe they didn’t realize her office was right above their spot.

      Or maybe they knew it was futile to hide their activities from Gertie. She knew about them smoking anyway, no matter where they went. Nothing got past this lady. Heck, she’d probably start stocking the smokers’ lockers with nicotine patches or set them up to go to smokers anonymous.

      “I’ll let you know as soon as I have more information for you, I’m on a tight timeline to figure out who it is so I should get back to it. Besides, I’m sure you have a ton of things to do as well,” he said, walking towards the door.

      “Okay, dear. Just be careful with all this detective stuff,” she said. As she wheeled herself out from behind her desk, one of her sleeves catching yet again on a wheel spoke. “Dammit! Foolish sleeves! Now I know how a bug feels trapped inside a spider web!”
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      Harper fidgeted in her chair as Veronica went over the to-do list with her in her office. It was a long list, and a few times Veronica had already taken back a task she’d originally assigned to Harper, and it was making Harper very uneasy. She really liked Veronica and had been thrilled when Gertie had promoted her to Veronica’s assistant. She’d been working hard, but no matter how well she did, she felt Veronica didn’t fully trust her.

      Befriending Veronica when they’d first met to get information out of her for Uncle Tanner had made Harper feel guilty. She hoped the more they worked together the closer they would get, and Veronica would fully trust her, otherwise this was really going to be a difficult working relationship.

      “Let’s see, what else is there …” Veronica’s voice trailed off as she scanned down the checklist she had in front of her. “The desserts. Did you make sure there is a selection of bite-sized pastries? Mini cheesecake, éclair, carrot cake, and whatever else the chef comes up with?”

      “Yes, I spoke to the chef and—”

      “You know what? Never mind, I can check on this one instead. I have to speak to him anyway.” Veronica cut Harper off, taking back another task to do on her own.

      “I did speak to the chef about it and explained bite-sized desserts were what was needed versus the normal size pieces of cake or pies. He said it wasn’t a problem and he would make them small to be passed around by the wait staff,” Harper said eagerly, hoping Veronica would trust her with this minor detail.

      “Mm … hmm, I’ll just double check anyway. Thanks,” Veronica replied dryly as she made a note on the paper.

      Harper wondered if the note said, “Get rid of Harper, she’s an idiot who can’t even pick the right desserts out.”

      “Hello, ladies,” a familiar voice said from behind, and Harper turned to see TJ Flannery entering the office.

      She looked back over at Veronica. Her demeanor had totally transformed, and she had a lovey-dovey look on her face. It took all Harper’s will not to roll her eyes. It was so obvious these two were in love. They made a cute couple and Harper was happy for them but the sappiness they exuded when they were together was a little annoying. Seeing them this way reminded her how alone she was, and she had the urge to leave the room. Especially if they were going to make goo-goo eyes at each other. Two’s company, three’s a crowd!

      “Hi, TJ. Here, take my seat, I was just leaving. Veronica, I’ll catch up with you later to update you on the list.” She made a beeline for the door before anyone objected. Not that they would, they were too busy staring at each other.

      “Whoa!” A hand shot out to keep Harper from running into its owner. She’d rushed out of Veronica’s office so fast she hadn’t bothered to look to see if anyone was in the hallway outside of the door.

      “Sarah! Sorry. I was in a rush and wasn’t paying attention.” Harper apologized as she stepped to the side.

      “No problem, I would be in a rush to get away from her too.” Sarah tossed a narrow-eyed look at Veronica’s closed office door as they walked past it.

      Sarah’s comment caught her off guard. Harper wasn’t sure what to say. Sarah was TJ’s sister, and while Harper had only dealt with her a few times, she seemed okay. They’d had a few run-ins at the last event, which had been a wedding reception for Edward Kenney’s son and Sarah’s best friend, Marly West, who also worked at Draconia. Sarah had been the bridesmaid in the wedding. There had been animosity between Sarah and Veronica then, but Harper thought it was all cleared up now. At least she hoped so for TJ’s sake.

      “Well, she and TJ sure seem to be in love, I think they are good together. You know, I mean good for each other,” Harper said, stumbling a bit through her words.

      Sarah remained silent and continued to walk down the hallway in the same direction as her.

      “By the way, if you’re looking for TJ he’s with her in her office,” Harper said.

      “Thanks, but I’m not here to see TJ. I’m here to apply for a chef’s job. It turns out working with your boyfriend isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.”

      Harper knew Sarah was referring to her boyfriend Raffe, who had a well-known restaurant in the city. The last she’d heard, Sarah and Raffe were doing well, and she had the impression they might end up getting married soon. At the wedding reception they’d seemed friendly. Then again, she knew from personal experience how fast that could change.

      Something told her Sarah needed to talk. Even though they were only acquaintances Harper knew breakups sucked, she’d been there herself once upon a time and having a shoulder to lean on was always welcome. “Hey, do you feel like some coffee or something? I was going to make an iced coffee in the break room.”

      They both entered the break room, and Harper walked over to the fridge and pulled out a pitcher of iced coffee while Sarah took a seat at one of the café-style tables. The large break room was as immaculate as always, the stainless steel refrigerator gleaming, and the granite counter tops shining. Harper was grateful it was always stocked with coffee and treats, many times this was where she ate her main meals of the day.

      She grabbed two tall glasses out of the cherry wood cabinet along with some sugar packets off the countertop and walked over to the table Sarah had sat at.

      “So, how long have you worked with Raffe?” Harper asked her as she filled both of their glasses.

      “Long enough to know it was a really stupid idea.” Sarah took two of the sugar packets and poured them into her coffee. She grabbed a straw from the holder in the middle of the table and stirred her drink, then took a long sip.

      “Raffe is a good guy. It’s just … I guess … I don’t know. It’s hard taking orders from someone who is your boyfriend, you know? And it’s impossible to leave work at work. Going out on date night, we talk about work. At work, we talk about work. Work, work, work. I feel like our relationship is just dying a slow death.”

      Harper nodded slowly as she listened to Sarah, her mind wandering back to her last relationship. It had blown up badly and so fast that, at the time, she remembered wishing she could fast forward her life to avoid going over all the drama in the weeks following a breakup. She couldn’t imagine being in Sarah’s position and having to work with the person you were having relationship issues with, that would be torture. No wonder she wanted to find a new job!

      “I’m sure Gertie will hire you. I know we need another chef, and it probably doesn’t hurt that TJ works here as well. Maybe working here will help your relationship, you know, because you won’t be around each other so much?” Harper was trying to put a positive spin on the crappy situation.

      “Yeah, maybe. I don’t know. It’s all confusing at the moment. But I guess it will work itself out.” Sarah stood and put her empty glass in the sink. “Thanks for the chat, I appreciate it. I should be getting down to the kitchen. Wish me luck!”

      Harper wished her luck and watched her leave, stirring the rest of her iced coffee with the straw. She was confident Gertie would hire Sarah, not because she was related to TJ, but because Gertie had a huge heart and would basically hire anyone who seemed like they needed a job if they were capable and hard workers. It was a bonus if they were in an emotional turmoil Gertie could help soothe. Gertie was a people-fixer and Sarah fit that bill perfectly.
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        * * *

      

      “Oops! Sorry!”

      Big T turned and watched the blonde chef lady he’d bumped into hurry away down the hallway towards the elevator. He knew she was applying for the open chef position but hadn’t known she knew Harper. How did she know her and what were the two of them yapping about together in the break room? Eh, it was probably just girl crap, talking about how stupid men are and purses.

      He reminded himself not everyone was up to no good, and besides, he had no issues with that lady. Harper was the problem one and the one who was up to no good. Big T had seen her snooping around in the basement and sneaking into the room with the lighting for the show. There was no reason for her to be in there, aside from being a snoop. He would have to be extra careful around her to make sure he didn’t blow his cover.

      He’d done well so far acting like a regular worker, not to mention making the occasional casual comment to place suspicion on someone else if anyone ever started to question certain things. No one would ever know he was the one causing the problems for Gertie, and it would stay that way.

      He opened the door to the stairway and headed downstairs to the basement, his heavy work boots making a thud with each step he took on the cement stairs. He kept his head down as he passed a few employees in the hallway outside the stairwell. He wasn’t in the mood to talk.

      Opening the doorway that led to the loading dock he squinted, the afternoon sun beaming directly into his eyes. He reached into his pocket for the can of tuna he’d brought with him for the tabby cat that had been hanging around and peeled the metal lid off it slowly, as if the cat would hear the noise and come running.

      Placing it on the ground he called out to the tabby, as he walked around the loading dock area. No one else was outside, which put him at ease. He didn’t need anyone seeing him feed the cat.

      Meow!

      The cat ran out from the thick weeds, purring as it twined itself between his ankles briefly before running over to the can of tuna and eagerly chowing down. It devoured the food within a few minutes then sat, licking its paws.

      Big T scooped up the empty tuna can and patted his feline friend goodbye, then walked back into the building. Tossing the empty can away in a nearby trash barrel he casually looked around to make sure no one was watching him, then he inconspicuously darted into one of the small cubicles that were located down there for the employees to share.

      Each cubicle had a computer so that those who didn’t have an office could use them to check email or do whatever they might need to online. He’d acted like he was computer illiterate around everyone at work but that was far from being true. He’d spent hours teaching himself about computers on all those nights his mom had had to work extra shifts and he’d been left home alone. He knew the knowledge would come in handy someday.

      He clicked on a few buttons and the computer whirred to life. Instead of entering the ID he’d been given when he started working at O’Rourke’s, he used an alternate one, changing the system user, then laughed softly as he messed around with the database.

      Let’s see how successful the fashion show is when all the bigwigs’ invitations are sent to the wrong addresses!
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      Logan fidgeted with the empty coffee cup on the break room table as he peered through the blinds covering the glass window that looked out into the hallway. He debated filling it up again, but he’d already had three cups of coffee and that was more than enough to keep him on his toes. Camping out in here was boring, but he needed to keep an eye on Harper, and her office was a few feet down the hall. With the fashion show only a few days away he had the feeling the perpetrator might do something drastic, but he couldn’t pin anything on Harper until he had proof it was her. He’d been shadowing her all morning and hadn’t seen her do anything out of the ordinary. So far, anyway.

      He heard a door shut and sprung up from the chair, knowing it had to be Harper’s office door since she was the only other person on the floor at the time. He waited for her to walk past the window, then slowly crept out into the hallway, making sure to stay far enough behind so she wouldn’t see him. He heard the familiar ding of the elevator and waited until he heard the doors open and close, then bolted towards it so he could see what floor she stopped at. The lobby.

      He flung open the door that led to the stairway and ran down the concrete stairs to the lobby, skipping over two steps at a time and whipped open the door leading into the lobby as he entered, making a slight ruckus as he did so.

      Harper was talking to Myrtle at the reception desk. The two of them looked over at him in surprise, Myrtle’s glasses slid down her nose and her brows climbed her forehead.

      “Logan! What’s the rush? How are you? Say, have you met Harper yet?” Myrtle gestured towards Harper with a sly grin on her face.

      Shoot! Now he couldn’t follow Harper and see what she was up to. And he really didn’t want to meet her. If she was the culprit, it would make it much harder to turn her in. It was too late now though, the two of them were staring at him, probably wondering why it was taking him so long to answer Myrtle’s question.

      “Hi, Myrtle, uhh, no. I haven’t met Harper yet, but I’ve certainly heard some great things about her. Nice to meet you.” He extended his hand out towards her as she juggled a large tote bag in her hands to shake his.

      He eyed the bag suspiciously. It was too big to be a purse, where was she going in the middle of the work day with it, and what could be inside that would take up so much space? Whenever he’d seen her walking around she either had a clipboard in her hand or nothing at all, never this giant bag thing. Except for the time he’d seen her come out of the room with the lights.

      She seemed way too composed for someone who was trying to ruin things for Gertie. She smiled at him and he tried to ignore the way her perfectly white teeth complemented her peaches and cream complexion. After a few beats, he realized he was still holding onto her hand and let go of it quickly, feeling unsure of himself. Awkward. He was usually smooth with the ladies, but this girl wasn’t a lady. She was a suspect. He must be nervous about the fact she could be the saboteur.

      He ripped his gaze away from Harper and focused on the receptionist. “Myrtle, your hair looks stunning as always. How’s your day so far? Everything under control?” He swiftly turned his attention to Myrtle, who seemed to love it. He always made a point to be nice to Myrtle because he knew some people treated receptionists like crap, and the reality was, being a receptionist wasn’t an easy job. Not to mention, receptionists knew almost everything going on with all the employees. He knew he needed to stay on Myrtle’s good side.

      “Oh, Logan, you are so fresh!” Myrtle chided him, pushing her lime-green glasses up on her nose, the black, white, and yellow beaded eyeglass chain dancing down from her ears.

      “Help a girl out, would you? Gertie needs these papers right away. Can you take them up to her for me? I’m swamped!” Myrtle handed Logan a stack of papers from her desk as she gave him a quick wink.

      “Of course I can, anything for you,” Logan replied, winking back at her as he took the papers. As he turned to leave, he caught Harper’s eye and was thrown off by the intense midnight-blue color of them. It reminded him of a moonlit ocean late at night. He hesitated for a minute before pulling himself away, muttering, “Nice to meet you, Harper.”

      As he headed quickly back upstairs, the unsettling feeling came over him that somehow this PI job had just gotten a lot more complicated.
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        * * *

      

      Harper’s heart skipped a beat as she watched Logan walk off. She’d caught a flicker of emotion in his eyes she couldn’t place, but he’d turned away so fast she was thinking maybe she’d imagined it.

      She always liked a tall guy and she guessed Logan was around six foot four. And his eyes! They’d been a dreamy caramel color, the kind that turned gold when the sun hit them just right.

      Crap! What was she thinking? Nope. Don’t go there, she scolded herself as she adjusted the thick straps on her tote bag. She had work to do, and besides so what if Logan was hot? After hearing Sarah’s story about how much of a nightmare working with your boyfriend was she would never even consider getting involved with someone at work.

      Her shoulder started to ache, the stupid giant tote bag was too heavy. Logan had looked at it a little suspiciously when they’d shaken hands. Did he think it was strange to have such a large bag or did he think she was hiding something inside of it?

      Stop being paranoid.

      She didn’t even know him and why would he even care about her bag? She was being paranoid because she knew she intended to stick the GoPro in it.

      “So, what do you think? He’s hot, right?” Myrtle asked her in a singsong voice as she wagged her eyebrows, her multicolored eyeglass chain beads dancing in the sunlight.

      Well, he certainly was attractive, that was for sure. And Harper did think it was nice how he’d flirted with Myrtle and made her feel special. It hadn’t been cheesy and came across as genuine. Maybe he was a nice guy with a good heart. The kind that wouldn’t dump his fiancé a week before the wedding. Then again, maybe not. It was hard to judge someone from a one-minute conversation.

      “He was okay, I guess. I’m too busy to notice to be honest.” Harper shrugged her shoulders to convince Myrtle she could care less about him. Trying to convince herself of it, too.

      “Just okay? You’re crazy. He’s a sweetheart, and I saw that look between you two! Don’t tell me there wasn’t a little spark dancing around when you shook his hand!” Myrtle exclaimed as she side-eyed Harper.

      Harper rolled her eyes sarcastically while simultaneously squelching the butterflies in her stomach. Was the chemistry between she and Logan really so strong Myrtle had noticed it? Wait. This didn’t even matter right now. She needed to focus on getting the GoPro out of that room to see what it had recorded last night.

      Just then, the glass lobby door swung open and Edward Kenney breezed in, dressed in his standard custom-tailored suit and looking as dapper as always. His immaculate dress shoes shined and click-clacked against the floor as he walked up to Myrtle’s desk.

      The door had barely closed behind him before he began barking out orders.

      “Where are we with the fashion show? Is everything all set? Designs, what’s going on with Gertie and the designs?” he demanded, looking from Myrtle to Harper then back to Myrtle again.

      Harper stood in silence, unsure of whether to answer him. There were way too many things still left to do for the show, and she knew Edward didn’t need to know everything. She also knew he should technically be dealing with Veronica, as she was the Events Manager and the person managing the show for him, but Edward didn’t stand on formality, he basically demanded answers from anyone within earshot every time he showed up. Which, unfortunately, had been almost daily.

      “Excuse me, but who do you think you are, blowing in here and talking to us like that? You might be Mr. Big Boss over at Draconia, but here at O’Rourke’s Signature Events you are no better than the rest of us, and I expect you to be polite and to treat us all with some respect!” Myrtle had stood and was chastising Edward, her hands on her hips and her spikey red hair moving back and forth like a bird’s plume on top of her head.

      “I beg your pardon? I am the founder of Draconia Fashions and I expect to be treated as such,” Edward retorted.

      “Well, that’s your problem. You think you are entitled to special treatment here? Absolutely not! You come charging in here barking out orders and asking questions every day. That will stop, right now! We are all equals here, Gertie insists on it.”

      “Gertie insists on what, dear?” Gertie appeared in the lobby, wheeling herself up to Edward and Myrtle. Her thick, long grey hair had been pulled back off her face, a style few older women could pull off, but Gertie certainly did. Her olive skin glowed, and her green eyes sparkled as she looked at the three of them.

      “I was just explaining to Edward you insist everyone here is treated the same and his daily temper tantrums won’t be tolerated by me anymore.” Myrtle looked at Edward over the top of her glasses, her hands still firmly planted on her hips.

      “Well, duh. Of course, everyone here is equal, we are all on the same team. And yes, that includes you, Edward, so lay off the Mr. Important act and come with me so I can show you what’s wrong with your designs. Chop, chop! I don’t have all day for this baloney you know!” Gertie reached out and grabbed Edward’s hand.

      Harper took the opportunity while everyone was bantering to slip away down the back stairs to the basement. As she opened the door that led into the main storage area she clutched the tote bag close to her. She probably should have brought a clipboard or something to make it look more work related for her to be down here. Then again, her job required her to go all over the building. Besides, who the heck would be watching her so closely to even notice the stupid tote bag? She took a deep breath and told herself to stop worrying. She wasn’t doing anything wrong, anyway, she was trying to help Gertie.

      There were two large empty wooden dollies sitting in the main area. Harper knew they were used to move heavy items around, so she looked around to see who else was down there. As she walked farther into the area she realized they were doing some more staging to the runway. She hurried past to get to the room with the camera in it before whoever else was down there saw her.

      She stopped when she was outside the room, looking around again to make sure no one saw her before she quietly slipped inside and grabbed the camera, quickly shoving it into the tote bag as she exited the room.

      As she hurried back towards the stairs she saw two of the maintenance guys, Ben and Noah, pushing the dollies which were now loaded up with boxes of linens and plates.

      “Hey, guys. I’m just checking up on how the staging for the runway is going for Veronica, she wants updates like every ten minutes.” Harper rolled her eyes as she said the lie, knowing they would believe her. Veronica was a perfectionist, and everyone here knew it, so saying she was checking up because Veronica asked her to was totally believable.

      Ben and Noah exchanged glances, making Harper feel a little uneasy. Maybe she was coming off as too weird or overly friendly? She hadn’t really talked much to these two in the past.

      “Ben, you were working on that weren’t you?” Noah asked.

      Ben frowned at Noah. “No. Well, yes. George is working on it now I think, isn’t he?”

      Ben leaned the dolly back upright on the floor and walked towards the staging area for the runway, calling out George’s name. Harper followed a few steps behind him, smiling and acting like she was interested, but really wanting nothing more than to run away to her office and look at the images on the GoPro.

      “What’s up? I’m almost done here. Just tightening things up a bit.” George was underneath the runway and had slid partially out, looking up at them. His tone sounded irritated at being interrupted.

      “It looks amazing, George! I can’t wait until the actual show. It’s going to be such a huge success! Thanks for doing such a great job, guys, I’ll let Veronica know everything’s coming along fine!” Harper turned around, trying not to walk too fast away from them. She stuck her hand in the tote bag and fumbled around for the camera to reassure herself it was still in there and her hand felt a hard can. Tuna. Crap! She forgot she’d brought more tuna in for the stray cat.

      She bypassed the stairs and kept walking towards the loading dock, stopping when she got outside. Opening the top of the tuna can she called out to the cat, placing the can on the ground as she looked around.

      The cat didn’t come. She called out a little louder and waved the can around, as if the cat would suddenly catch the smell of tuna in the air from wherever it was. But it still didn’t come.

      She hoped it was okay and nothing bad had happened to it. Maybe she should have taken it home with her when she’d last seen it. Even though she wasn’t supposed to have pets in her apartment, she hated knowing the cat was most likely homeless and vulnerable to predators.

      She placed the full can of tuna back on the ground and scanned the area one last time for the cat before leaving and going up to her office. If she could, she would have waited longer for the cat to appear, but she needed to look at that GoPro footage as soon as possible.
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        * * *

      

      Big T jiggled the vending machine, trying to shake the bag of pretzels stuck inside loose, so it would fall off the hook and drop down so he could grab it.

      “Come on you stupid thing!” he yelled at it, tipping it forward and watching the bag drop down from where it had been stuck.

      He leaned over and stretched his arm up inside to grab the package, tearing it open before he stood again. As he shoveled a handful of pretzels into his mouth he thought about Harper. Why had she been downstairs again? Sure, he’d heard her say it was to check on some stuff for Veronica. But he wasn’t buying that because Veronica had already been down there checking up on them earlier. Besides, she was carrying some big tote bag around with her and since when did anyone carry tote bags with them inside work?

      His instincts told him she was hiding something in that bag, but it wasn’t like he could look inside. He would have followed her when he saw her if there hadn’t been people around, but there were, and he didn’t want any witnesses.

      He walked slowly over to one of the plastic chairs set in the open space near the vending machine and sat, the chair creaking under his weight. Reaching into the bag he popped another pretzel into his mouth, crunching on it as he thought about what he should do next. His patience was growing thin and Harper was getting on his nerves. His eye caught the security camera lodged up in the corner of the room, the red light flashing. Cameras.

      Weeks ago, he’d hidden a few nanny cams around the entire building, including all the offices, so he could see what was going on. Maybe checking the one in Harpers office would be useful and would tell him exactly what she was up to.
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      Harper closed the door to her office quietly and rushed over to her desk, eager to see what the camera had recorded. She sat in the plush black leather chair, took the camera out of the bag, and placed it on her glass desk. Reaching into her drawer she pulled out a long HDMI cable and hooked the camera up to her monitor.

      Hopefully this will work. Technology wasn’t her strong suit, but she’d read through the directions a dozen times at home and was confident she could get this to work.

      She turned on the camera and the video sprang to life on her monitor. Relief flooded over her as she watched it. The first few minutes were blank, then Gertie entered the room, wheeling herself around, inspecting the lights then leaving.

      Then there was nothing. A lot of nothing. After a while she started to fast forward the video. She pressed the button lightly, only speeding it up a little, so she wouldn’t miss anything. Time dragged on, she’d bought a large capacity video card to fit the most hours of recording possible and was now realizing that meant having to painstakingly go through it.

      Suddenly, Logan appeared in the frame. He stood for a while, looking around. Was he looking for something or casing it? He walked over towards the camera, and just as Harper thought he was going to grab it, he bent over and picked up some of the long wires from the lights.

      Harper craned her neck, as if that would somehow let her see what he was doing. Is he tampering with the lights? His body was blocking her view! After a few minutes he left, seemingly empty-handed. It was hard to tell since his back was to the camera as he left the room.

      What had he been doing in there? Had he done something to the wires? Her mind raced, thinking about her earlier interaction with him. It had been brief, but she’d kind of hoped he was a nice guy, someone she might want to get to know better. Now, she just wanted to know what he’d done in that room.

      She removed the HDMI cable, grabbed the GoPro, and stood, eager to show Gertie the footage. She hesitated before opening the door. What exactly was she going to show Gertie? Logan walking into the room and standing there? Uncle Tanner’s voice echoed in her head, telling her to make sure she had proof. What she had wasn’t proof of anything, aside from Logan going into the room. For all she knew, Gertie had sent him in there. It would be really embarrassing if she burst into Gertie’s office and accused him of something and was wrong. Maybe she should go check the wires first to see if anything was wrong with them. She already had proof he’d touched them, if something was wrong then she could approach Gertie.

      Her thoughts were interrupted by a chirp signaling an incoming text. Glancing at the phone on top her desk she saw it was from Veronica.

      My office, ASAP!

      Harper cringed, and her stomach churned. Had someone seen her with the camera and told Veronica? How would she explain it to her if they had? Should she say Logan was acting suspicious or would that make her look like the suspicious one?

      She knew Veronica didn’t exactly trust her as it was. If she’d been caught hiding the camera and she didn’t have a solid answer as to why she was running around with a GoPro in her tote bag, instead of doing her actual job, then Veronica would not be happy at all.
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        * * *

      

      Logan scrolled down the computer screen as he scanned Harper’s background check. Nothing out of the ordinary there. In fact, she was as clean as a whistle. Never even had a parking ticket. His scrolling was interrupted by the ding of his phone. The screen showed a mysterious message from Gertie.

      Sabotage trouble! Veronica’s office ASAP!

      He closed the screen, being careful to logout so no one could see what he’d been doing and hurried to Veronica’s office. He knocked on the door and opened it immediately, not waiting for them to tell him to enter. Gertie and Veronica were seated at Veronica’s desk with paperwork strewn all over it.

      “Is everything okay?” he asked. Judging by the look of panic on Veronica’s face and the scowl on Gertie’s, everything was not okay.

      “No, dear, it isn’t. Someone has screwed with the attendee list for the show. The final invitations all have the wrong addresses somehow.” Gertie’s voice was laced with anger.

      “I have absolutely no idea how this could happen,” Veronica said. “I double-check everything, always! Lucky thing I triple-checked this time or the invitations would have been sent out to the wrong addresses, this is a disaster. They all had to be entered by hand in the first place and now the original file has the wrong addresses for all the attendees. We’ll never get them out in time!” She looked at Logan in despair.

      “Wait. The show is in a few days. Shouldn’t you have mailed the invitations out already?” Logan asked. He didn’t get invited to many parties these days, but when he did, there was usually plenty of notice. And since this was a very important show he assumed the invites would have gone out weeks ago, given the attendees were made up of important business people and minor local celebrities.

      “We sent out save-the-date notices weeks ago. The actual invite is to be delivered two days before the show, we messenger them to everyone. The design for the invitation took weeks to finalize, it’s practically a piece of art.” Veronica explained, looking as though she was going to burst into tears.

      “Can you trace who edited the file to see who made the changes?” Gertie asked Logan, giving him a look.

      He knew the look meant to keep the fact he was undercover between the two of them, and not to let Veronica know. Since he’d been hired on as the IT guy, it made sense for Gertie to ask him about the file.

      “Should we wait for Harper first? I already texted her and she should be here any minute. She’s the only other person that would have accessed the file besides me. She’s the one who entered everything into the database. Maybe she messed it up somehow,” Veronica said.

      Logan nodded his head yes, his suspicions about Harper being the perp growing. Never mind she was cute and had an innocent air about her and nothing in her background check. He’d gotten the distinct impression she was hiding something in the lobby earlier and he had seen her sneaking around near the light room.

      Harper appeared in the doorway and looked away as soon as she met Logan’s eyes. She shifted from foot to foot, looking from Gertie to Veronica.

      “Is … is everything okay?” she stuttered. Fear? Guilt? She looked terrified, not at all the look of a criminal that goes around ruining fashion shows. He wanted to be wrong, he didn’t want it to be her. But he had a job to do and that had priority.

      “Harper, someone messed up the address list for the attendees for the show. It’s all wrong. They mixed up all the addresses. Did you check this stuff after you entered it?” Veronica’s tone had an accusing note.

      Harper’s expression registered surprise. Her mouth opened and shut, but no words came.

      Logan wondered if her reaction was an act or real. She was hard to read, and he was getting strange vibes from Veronica and Gertie. Veronica seemed to be directing anger at Harper, and Gertie seemed more like she was teaching her, or mothering her. Then again, Gertie did have a mothering spirit. Knowing her, she would take Harper under her wing and try to fix her, even if she was the one sabotaging the show.

      Then again, maybe it wasn’t Harper. Maybe Veronica was the perp. Her background check had included some things showing she wasn’t as squeaky clean as she appeared to be. When he’d mentioned it to Gertie, the older woman had insisted Veronica had changed her ways, but he knew all too well; a leopard doesn’t change its spots that easily.

      “I didn’t change anything on the list, and I double-checked it one last time earlier today, and it was perfect. But I will get it fixed. Don’t worry, Veronica. I will make sure it’s all done perfectly. I don’t know how this could have happened.” Harper gushed as she looked around the room, still avoiding Logan.

      Logan watched her body language, looking for clues people generally give off when lying. He didn’t see any, but he knew plenty of people were great liars. Maybe Harper was one of them.
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        * * *

      

      Harper’s cheeks flamed, and she cursed the trait that happened whenever she was upset or flustered. She hadn’t screwed up the addresses on the attendee list. She’d double-checked them after each entry, it had taken hours. Someone else had messed that file up. But the way Veronica was shooting daggers at her, she didn’t think her new boss believed her.

      Veronica was about to explain again how meticulous she was about double-checking everything when Gertie spoke up.

      “There must be a logical explanation for this. Veronica, is this list printed from the database?” Gertie held up a stack of papers.

      “Yes, I had Harper enter the information from the list you gave me.” Veronica stared at Harper as she answered Gertie.

      “Well then, that means someone must have messed with the database after Harper entered them, right, Logan?”

      “That would be the only way, yes,” Logan replied, also looking at Harper.

      Harper stood quietly, wishing she could run out of the room. The walls were closing in, and it was uncomfortable with everyone looking at her, especially Logan. She was sure her face was the same color as a cherry by now, thus making her look as guilty as they thought she was.

      “Well then, maybe you can find out who changed everything. It’s important to know if someone is messing around, but let’s not get carried away with accusations. I think of everyone here as my family and I don’t want any hard feelings. Maybe this was just a simple error that happened when the information was typed in. After all, there are over two hundred people on the list, and everyone makes mistakes,” Gertie said.

      “That’s probably what happened, human error.” Veronica’s accusing eyes darted to Harper, then softened as they slid back to Gertie. “And, Gertie, it’s so sweet of you to say we are all like family, that’s why this has me so upset. I want everything to be perfect for you, we all do.”

      “It will be fine, I trust Logan to work it all out, dear. I don’t want anyone prematurely blaming someone else. You guys are the only kids I have! I didn’t raise any of my own, so this crew is what I’ve got, and I want to make sure we all work together. Now, let’s move on. Logan will figure this out. It’s good you caught it, no damage was done.”

      Harper stood in silence, irritated Logan hadn’t taken his eyes off her since she arrived. Either he was intrigued with her candy-apple-colored face or he thought she was the one who sabotaged the list.

      For a split second she thought about telling Gertie Logan had been in the basement room and had possibly messed with the lights. He was looking at her with his judgey eyes and he was the one who might be guilty!

      But she knew Gertie trusted Logan, and given the speech Gertie just gave, it wouldn’t be a good idea to accuse him without solid proof. It could backfire on her and make it look like she was trying to throw up a smokescreen to take the heat off her. She opted to keep her mouth shut about what she’d seen Logan do. For now.
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      Logan straightened out the picture on his office wall, stepping back to see if it was level. The sunlight shining in through the large windows glinted off the glass that held the picture in the black frame. He wasn’t one for decorating, but this picture was one he’d always loved as a kid and his mother had given it to him many years after he’d moved out, right after he’d completed the police academy. It was a Norman Rockwell photo called “Runaway.” Just a police officer sitting next to a kid at a soda shop from the 50’s or so. It was generic enough not to blow his cover.

      Satisfied it was straight enough, he looked around the small office for his coffee mug, he’d a bad habit of putting it down and forgetting where he left it. He spied it sitting on the top of his desk, a puff of steam still coming from the top, the strong aroma filling the air.

      He sat in the plush leather chair and made a face as he tried to get comfortable in it. He’d originally grabbed one of the old metal and fabric chairs from the storage area for his office, but Gertie had insisted he use one of the new chairs she’d bought for all the offices.

      They’d also argued over his desk. She had all these contemporary funky ones for the offices. Glass and metal, very sleek. But Logan had spent years with the standard police issued gun metal steel desks and there had been a few in storage, and Gertie had finally let him use one of them. The chair and desk didn’t blend well together at all, but he didn’t care. He was here to work, not to win a prize for office decorating.

      He picked up his coffee mug and used his sleeve to wipe at the wet ring that had formed under it. He turned his computer on and took a big gulp of coffee while waiting for the PC to fire up. His mind drifted to Harper and how she’d seemed nervous when they’d met earlier. That was always a tell-tale sign of a guilty person when they were nervous. But his gut was telling him she wasn’t guilty. He hoped he was right.

      He entered his password then maneuvered onto the main server, so he could access all the files that every employee had uploaded. He clicked on the history for the file Harper had worked on and looked it over. She’d entered all the information as she’d said, and had gone back again the next day, but no changes had been made to the file. Must have been double-checking it maybe? Wait. What do we have here? Someone had accessed the file that same day. The login came from a computer located in the basement, where they keep the inventory. If Harper was the perp, why would she bother going down there to make the changes? Or was she smart enough to know it would throw up a red herring?

      He leaned back in the chair and grabbed the warm coffee mug, pondering over Harper’s innocence. He always trusted his instincts, and they were telling him she wasn’t the one who had messed the addresses up.

      He grabbed the manila file that held the details on the background check he’d run on her and looked it over. Hmmm. This is kind of an odd coincidence. Harper is related to that guy Tanner who seems sweet on Gertie. The same guy who had tried to pull some shenanigans on Gertie’s wedding reception event last month. That was the reason Logan had been hired in the first place. Some strange things had been going on at O’Rourke’s Signature Events, and according to Gertie it wasn’t all by Tanner’s hand. Tanner had confessed to a few things but there had been more that had gone unexplained.

      He closed the folder and stared at the now empty mug then gazed over at the picture. Whatever was going on here was a bit more complex than he’d first assumed, that was for sure. It was time for him to do some more digging.
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        * * *

      

      Harper waited for the elevator impatiently, eager to leave for the day, even if it was only four o’clock. Hardly anyone in the building used the elevator aside from the employees with offices on the upper floors, so why was it always so damn slow? She tapped her foot as she pushed the button again and mulled the day over. She hadn’t heard back about Logan finding out who changed the addresses. Then again, it was also possible he’d been the one who had changed it, and he was going to tell Gertie it was her. Then she would probably lose her job. Better to come up with evidence against him sooner rather than later so she could prove to Gertie what he was up to.

      Turning around she headed back into her office, tossed her purse and coat onto her desk, then stormed off down the stairs to the basement area to see what exactly Logan had been doing with those lights.

      She walked briskly through the storage area and into the room with the lights. She looked them over, paying close attention to the cords. Nope, everything seemed fine. Well, there might be a light missing. That would be odd though, and she wasn’t sure since she hadn’t counted them all when she’d been in here before. Besides, what would someone do with one light?

      As she left the room quietly she caught Ben and George inside one of the small storage rooms out of the corner of her eye. They had a cart with a computer on it, piquing her interest. She approached them slowly, thinking what she should say. Maybe they knew who had access to the files on the server. Or, maybe one of them was trying to screw things up.

      “Hey, guys. What’s going on?” she asked them casually, nodding towards the computer.

      “Nothing exciting here, just entering inventory,” Ben replied in a bored tone. “It’s never ending.”

      Harper took his lack of enthusiasm as a good way to pick their minds about the inventory system, which of course would lead to how they store the info on the server, who has access, and anything else that might help her figure out who had messed around with the file. She knew people loved to listen to themselves talk when they were asked for their opinion on something, no matter what it was.

      “Really? That’s pretty cool. Is it efficient? It seems like maybe just using paper and pen would be just as good, and you wouldn’t have to worry about pushing that cart around and making sure there’s power for the computer and all that kind of stuff,” Harper said.

      “Well, I guess it’s efficient, it would take time to do the inventory for this place no matter what,” Ben said.

      Harper walked into the cube, making a show of looking at the computer setup. “My first job here was managing the inventory. But we didn’t have this new system you guys have. Basically, I just had to keep track of everything manually, which was kind of a nightmare.”

      “Oh yeah, it’s definitely better than doing it all manually, like with a paper and pen,” George piped in. “We just enter it here, then once it’s in the system, it’s all set, and anyone can access it to make changes.”

      Harper watched as George showed her how he entered the quantity of each item into the database, quickly clicking through the screen.

      “Have you guys ever used a scanner? You know, like bar codes?” she asked.

      “No, but Gertie’s mentioned it. The only issue with that is when we have temporary equipment, like this fashion show stuff, putting the bar codes on isn’t really ideal.”

      Harper nodded her head in agreement.

      “So, you guys can pretty much access all the files on the server, right?” Harper asked, using her most casual innocent tone.

      George gave her a funny look. “Huh? Why would we even want to? We just go into the inventory program and update it. It’s faster if one person does the count and reads it off and the other person enters the numbers.”

      “Yeah, I only know how to access the inventory program. The less I know how to do stuff in this system the better anyway, I don’t do too much work in it. Leave that to the computer guy,” Ben mumbled.

      “Wouldn’t it be easier if you had access to everything?” Harper asked, baiting them a bit. She knew it was a stupid question, but she was also playing the part of the dingbat office worker. Well, at least she was trying to.

      George and Ben both looked at each other and shrugged.

      “Not really,” they replied in unison.

      Noah appeared suddenly, handing a piece of paper to George.

      “See, look here,” George said, holding the paper out so Harper could see it. “This is how it all works. We input the inventory items into the system, then Noah makes a master list and turns it into a diagram. It’s like a cool blueprint of where everything is physically located.”

      “Yeah, but I only know how to do that part, really,” Noah said, looking at Ben. “Ben does most of the entering, like this morning you spent a lot of time on it didn’t you?”

      Ben looked at Noah weirdly. “Umm, well, yeah. The stuff has to be entered, like constantly. Usually, at least twice a day.”

      Harper nodded her head enthusiastically, said a quick thank you and headed back up on the elevator. It didn’t sound like any of them had the know-how to change that file, was one of them putting on an act about not being very tech savvy? If so, which one?

      As the elevator stopped and the doors whisked open she stepped out into the hallway and almost collided with Sarah.

      “Ah! You scared me!” Sarah laughed, stepping to the side, and grabbing her chest.

      “Sorry! We should really stop meeting like this.” Harper laughed. “Feel like grabbing a quick iced coffee? We got some new flavors in that are pretty good.”

      Sarah nodded yes, and the two headed inside the spotless room.

      “So, how are things going?” Harper asked, as she poured herself some vanilla mocha iced coffee from the container in the fridge. Since Sarah had confided about her problems with Raffe, Harper was feeling a bond with the girl. It wasn’t that long ago she’d had major man problems too. Now she was past the hurtful stage, she found herself wanting to help Sarah through that too. Maybe Gertie’s tendency to help those who were down-and-out was rubbing off on her.

      “Okay, I guess. Gertie made me an offer to work here and I’m happy about that. I know she’s super picky. And, based on the clientele, I will be able to make some great creative dishes and ones that are different for every event, instead of the same food off a menu, with an occasional special. But Raffe wasn’t exactly thrilled when I broke the news to him I was leaving. I guess I assumed he knew this would be coming, but he seemed shocked. It threw me off guard and left me questioning my decision to be honest.”

      Harper nodded her head sympathetically, knowing all too well how it felt to question your decisions. “Follow your gut instinct. You’ve had the feeling for a while that working together wasn’t good for your relationship.”

      They both sipped from their iced coffees in silence, the ice from the ice maker in the corner clinking loudly and breaking the silence.

      “Overall, I think it’s for the best. Change is good, plus I’ll be able to see TJ more,” Sarah finally said.

      Harper could sense a “but” coming by the way Sarah was speaking.

      “But, I’ll be working with Veronica. And I don’t really know if that’s the best idea. We do have a bit of a history.”

      Harper was aware they’d had some problems in the past, but she hoped they could leave it there. Veronica could be a bit harsh, but deep down she wasn’t that bad. Plus, Harper certainly didn’t want any catty drama around here.

      “Well, maybe getting to know her better will give you the opportunity to see she’s good for your brother,” Harper cheerily said, trying to be positive and upbeat.

      “Working with her before wasn’t exactly the best experience,” Sarah said dryly.

      “Well, maybe she’s changed. I’ve only worked for her a short time but she’s really not that bad.” Harper was stretching the truth a bit, but that was okay. “The past is all over and done with. Don’t dwell on it. Veronica’s done some really good things since she’s been here. She did go above and beyond to make sure Marly’s wedding was perfect. And earlier this morning she circumvented another big problem for the fashion show. I don’t think she would have done either of those if she was the same person who wanted to cause problems, right?”

      “Yeah, you have some good points there,” Sarah reluctantly said. “And Marly trusts her now, which is saying a lot. She says she has been really great with the fashion show planning. I guess I should just trust her too and not jump to conclusions about her intentions with TJ. It probably doesn’t help I feel my relationship with Raffe is on its last leg. Maybe I am just taking out my negativity about relationships on Veronica. I don’t even know what I want anymore, to be honest. Maybe I’m just not destined to find love.”

      Harper wondered the same thing about herself when it came to being negative about relationships. Truth be told, Logan was the only guy she’d felt even a small spark for since the big breakup, and she found herself hoping he wasn’t doing something wrong in that room with the lights. But he was the IT guy, and as far as she could tell, there were no computers or servers in that room. So, what in the world had he been doing in there?
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      After her chat with Sarah, Harper grabbed her things and again made her way down to the lobby. Myrtle was seated at the receptionist desk, as usual. A sneaky smile crept across her face seeing Harper approach. Wait a minute, she knew that look …

      Myrtle’s mischievous eyes drifted over Harper’s shoulder and she whipped around to see Logan walking up behind her. Was he following her or something? Had he overheard her conversation with Ben and the others earlier, or possibly seen her in the storage room that had the lights in it? Why did he always seem to show up in the same place right after her? Shouldn’t he be doing computer things? He was the IT guy, after all.

      He continued to walk past them simply nodding his head instead of saying hello, then disappeared down the hallway.

      “Well, it looks like you have a stalker!” Myrtle said in a singsong voice.

      “Huh?” Harper asked, confused. Could Myrtle read her mind?

      “Logan. Was he following you or something? First this morning and then now. And you did see how he looked at you, right?” Myrtle waggled her eyebrows up and down with a grin on her face.

      “Yeah, right. Time to get your glasses checked.” Harper shook her head. If anything, he was looking at her with suspicion.

      “Well, I still think you two would make a cute couple.” Myrtle tilted her head to the side, causing her spikey hair to sway to one side.

      “I don’t want to be a couple with anyone, Myrtle. Really. I am fine being alone, with no one to bug me.” Or to lie to me and break my heart.

      “Now, now dear, be careful what you wish for! I can sense you’ve been hurt, and I know how that feels, but you know the saying, when you fall off the horse you have to get back in the saddle! Besides, you’re much too young to be so jaded about love. Save that for when you’re ancient, like me.”

      “You should listen to her, honey, you deserve someone nice.”

      Harper spun around to see her Uncle Tanner walking towards her, holding a gigantic white and turquoise glass vase stuffed full of flowers. The arrangement was stunning, a mix of vibrant oranges, purples, and yellows, all nestled among greens and baby’s breath. As Tanner came closer, Harper could smell the floral scent and see there were also lilac-colored roses scattered throughout the arrangement.

      “Oh my, what beautiful flowers, Tanner!” Myrtle exclaimed. “You’re here to see Gertie, I assume?”

      “Yes, I am, and I hope she thinks these are just as beautiful as you do.” Tanner winked at Myrtle as he held the giant vase up.

      The front door opened again, and Edward came walking in, his smile quickly turning into a scowl when he saw Tanner holding the giant flower arrangement.

      “You! What are you doing here?” he demanded of Tanner.

      “I brought Gertie flowers to wish her good luck with the show on Friday, not that it’s any of your business.” Tanner held the vase higher for Edward to see, as if he couldn’t already.

      “Oh please. I am quite sure Gertie does not want your gaudy flowers.” Edward rolled his eyes.

      “Let’s let Gertie decide that, not you,” Tanner said.

      “That monstrosity looks far too heavy for you to carry, I’ll take it up to her.” Edward reached for the vase and grabbed it towards the bottom, trying to yank it away from Tanner’s grip.

      “Hands off! I will take it to her!” Tanner yelled, his knuckles turning white as he tightened his grip and pulled the arrangement back towards him.

      “Boys, boys! No fighting! Jeez! I will bring the flowers up to Gertie myself for crying out loud!” Myrtle had come out from behind her reception desk and grabbed the arrangement, setting the vase on her desk then turning around to face them both, giving them an over-the-glasses stare.

      “Now, is there anything else, Eddie? Tanny?” she asked them, hands on her hips and eyebrows raised.

      Harper knew that look meant both Edward and Tanner had better not say yes.

      Edward’s face was red with fury. He opened his mouth to say something then snapped it shut again.

      “No, thank you very much, Myrtle. I’m sure Gertie is very busy,” Tanner said, earning a pointed glare from Edward.

      Edward immediately grabbed his phone, placed it to his ear and rushed out of the lobby door like the building was on fire.

      Harper and Myrtle exchanged a look Harper knew meant “men.” Tanner turned and walked towards the door after Edward, saying goodbye to them over his shoulder.

      Harper was smiling at their foolish shenanigans, but her smile quickly faded as she gazed over at the abundant arrangement. Flowers to wish Gertie good luck with the fashion show on Friday. It was now past five o’clock and she only had three days left to prove Logan was the culprit, or if he isn’t, to figure out who is. She had a lot of thinking to do and it was best done at home in her lonely apartment where she wouldn’t be interrupted.

      “Hey, Uncle Tanner! Wait up, I’ll walk out with you.”
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      Logan walked back through the lobby, glancing outside to see Harper leaving with Tanner. Hmm, that was interesting.

      That Tanner was her uncle, and he’d tried to ruin things for Gertie before, didn’t sit well. Sure, Tanner made things right in the end, and, according to him, Harper had not been involved, but it gave one pause.

      Could Harper and Tanner possibly be trying to work together to destroy the fashion show? Maybe, what happened at the reception had been practice runs, and a way for them both to feel things out here, before they did something big. He needed more details on exactly what happened at the last event, specifically, what Tanner had done to try to ruin the wedding reception.

      While he was at it, he also needed to find out what Harper had been doing down in the basement earlier. She'd briefly gone into the room that held the lights for the show again, and he'd also seen her talking to Ben, Noah, and George.

      The giant vase of flowers sitting on top of the reception desk broke his thoughts, and he stopped to look at them, rising on his tiptoes to peek over at Myrtle, who was sitting down behind them.

      “This is quite the flower arrangement.” He reached out and touched one of the vibrant orange lilies. “You must have an admirer.”

      Myrtle laughed. “Ha! It’s not for me. You could help me out by delivering it to Gertie though, I’m pretty busy with these new invitations.” Myrtle barely looked up, her polished nails clacking away on the keyboard.

      “Of course I will.” Logan reached out to grab the heavy vase.

      The lobby door opened, and a delivery person walked in, holding another humungous vase filled with flowers, this one even bigger than the one Tanner had brought in.

      “Gertie O’Rourke?” The delivery man raised a brow at them as he placed the flowers on Myrtle’s desk, making a thud then wiping his brow.

      “Yes, I’ll take them. Thank you.” Myrtle reached out for the card nestled inside the flowers and nodded her head grinning.

      “Yup, just as I thought, from Edward. He called the florist when he was rushing out of here, to order flowers that would outdo Tanner’s arrangement. There’s no flies on him, that’s for sure.”

      “Oh, so that arrangement is from Tanner?” Logan pointed to the other arrangement.

      If Tanner had come here to drop off the flowers for Gertie then maybe he wasn’t trying to plan something bad with Harper at all, Logan thought with relief. Then his cop instincts kicked in. Maybe the flowers were part of Tanner’s plan.

      “Yes. That one is from Tanner, now this one is from Edward, and the overwhelming floral scent is starting to make my head spin and my allergies flare up!” Myrtle stifled a sneeze, the motion causing her red, purple, and silver beaded eyeglass chain to clatter.

      “I’ll take them both upstairs to Gertie for you.” Logan tried to maneuver the giant arrangements in both arms as he shuffled towards the elevator, tilting his head to the side so he could see the buttons for the elevator.

      “Whoa, need some help there?” someone asked him from behind.

      The flowers were so high Logan struggled to see around them, but he knew the voice was TJ, and he was more than happy when TJ grabbed the larger of the arrangements from him as they both stepped into the elevator.

      “Thanks for the help.” Logan pressed the button for Gertie’s floor.

      

      “No problem. These are probably the biggest flower arrangements I’ve ever seen,” TJ said, laughing as he parted a few of the flowers with his hand so he could see Logan. “What’s the special occasion?”

      “Yeah, they are huge. One is from Edward and the other is from Tanner, wishing Gertie good luck for the show this week.”

      “Wow. Looks like Gertie has quite the fan club,” TJ said.

      “Those two definitely seem to like her, especially Tanner. Speaking of which, can I ask you something? About Tanner, I mean. I heard a rumor he tried to sabotage Gertie’s last event, do you know anything about what happened?” Logan asked TJ casually, brushing some baby’s breath out of his face.

      The elevator came to a stop and the doors opened. TJ stepped out into the hallway, then used his shoulder to hold the elevator door from sliding shut so Logan could get out.

      “Let’s drop these monstrosities off at Gertie’s then I can fill you in in my office,” TJ said, the two of them walking down the hall.

      Gertie’s office door was open so they both walked in and looked around. She wasn’t there.

      “Should we just leave them on the conference table?” Logan asked, already setting his down on the large crystal clear glass table, the vase making a clinking sound as he did. TJ did the same.

      They walked down to TJ’s office, both taking a seat at the small round meeting table inside.

      Just as Logan was about to speak TJ’s office phone rang, and he excused himself to answer it.

      Logan watched him briefly as he spoke and could tell he must be speaking to Veronica, simply based on his sappy smile and the way he relaxed his shoulders as he spoke quietly into the phone. After a few minutes TJ came back to the table.

      “Sorry, that was Veronica.”

      Logan nodded his head in acknowledgement and didn’t say anything. His last girlfriend hadn’t worked out well for him. They'd also worked together like TJ and Veronica. They'd been partners. She'd been a risk taker and had always kept him on his toes at work. Then one day things had gone bad, real bad. She'd been shot during a robbery and that had changed everything for him. He hadn’t been able to protect her, and the guilt had ended up killing their relationship. Heck, it had killed his career, too. He ended up quitting the force over it eventually.

      “So, you wanted to know something about Tanner?” TJ’s voice pulled him out of his thoughts.

      “Yeah, if you don’t mind. I heard some rumors about him messing around with the wedding reception and I wanted to hear the story from someone who might really know what went on. You were working here when it happened, right?” Logan asked, hoping TJ would spill the beans.

      “Yes, I was working here. There were a few things Tanner messed around with that I heard about. First, he had the wedding gown made way too small, then he had the cake topper which was custom-made ruined, and then he tried screwing around with the tent poles.”

      “Tent poles?” Logan asked, not sure what TJ was talking about.

      “Yeah. We used one of those huge tents set up outside, you know one of those big white ones. And Tanner tried to swap out the good poles for bad ones, which would have caused the tent to collapse. You know Gertie, she’s kept everything that came with this place as well as any inventory lots she bought. So, there’s some junk included, and she never wants to throw anything away, it’s always donate, donate, donate. So, the old poles were supposed to be donated or something eventually.”

      Logan laughed. Gertie was known for making sure every little thing was used and never wasted.

      “But, how did he get away with these things if he wasn’t working here, then?” Logan asked, trying to put the pieces of this sabotage puzzle together.

      “I’m not sure about that. He wasn’t working here, you’re right, but I guess he could have snuck in or something?”

      “Was Harper working here then? Do you think she was maybe doing it for Tanner?”

      “Yeah, she was working here, and there actually was a rumor she was involved, but at the end of it all Tanner confessed, and he said Harper didn’t know anything about any of it. He actually made things good, he fixed the tent poles, and the reception was a huge success. Everyone was happy.”

      Logan mulled over what TJ was telling him.

      “Harper doesn’t exactly fit the bill when it comes to someone who would sabotage things, does she? She’s always pretty helpful as well as being kind of on the quiet side,” TJ said.

      Logan thought the same about Harper but knew better than to eliminate someone as a suspect just because they seemed nice. Or looked good, like she did. He still couldn’t cross Harper off his list, even though he basically felt the same way TJ did.

      “No, I was just curious. I don’t even know what someone could do to try to ruin a fashion show anyway,” Logan replied, shrugging.

      “I guess the worst thing someone could do would be during the actual show so that the press and everyone would see and ruin Gertie’s reputation. Now that I think about it, whoever tried to ruin the wedding could still be here. They could have been doing things all along, exclusive of what Tanner was trying to do. Someone moved luminaries around at the wedding reception, and they could have set the tent on fire. But I know that wasn’t Tanner.”

      “Hmm.” Logan pieced some of the puzzle together as he spoke. “So, basically Tanner caused some issues, but none of them were anything that could have hurt or killed anyone. Well, the tent pole thing, yes, but that’s when he stopped and ‘fessed up and fixed it from what you’ve said. So, in theory this person has been working here since Gertie opened the place.”

      “When you put it like that, yeah, I guess so,” TJ replied.

      “And you’re positive Tanner didn’t move those luminaries at the reception?” Logan asked.

      “If Tanner moved the luminaries, then he would have wanted to die in the fire they would have caused. So, yes, I’m pretty sure it wasn’t Tanner. Unless he wanted to die in the fire himself.”
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      Harper walked slowly along the busy sidewalk, stifling a yawn as she haphazardly dodged the rush of oncoming hurried workers. She’d tossed and turned all night long, trying to figure out who could possibly be trying to ruin things for the fashion show. It was already Wednesday; the show was in two days and she was desperate to figure out who the culprit was before they sabotaged anything else.

      She’d spent her night trying to think like a detective and had narrowed down her list of suspects through a process of elimination. When she was done, Ben and Logan had ended up at the top of her list. Logan was there because she’d seen him acting suspicious on the GoPro. Ben was there because he always seemed overly uninterested in whatever job he was doing, and it made him stick out to Harper. Plus, there had been that incident with the butterflies at the wedding reception. She bet he assumed she’d forgotten about that.

      As she came to the front of the office she walked around towards the back of the building down by the loading dock, reaching into her bag for the small carton of cream and Tupperware bowl she’d brought with her for the stray cat. She leaned over and set the bowl down on the concrete ramp of the loading dock and started to pour it out when the door suddenly swung open. She jumped up and hid the carton. She didn’t want anyone seeing her feeding the cat for fear of them possibly causing an issue, like scaring the cat away or calling the animal control officer. She scrambled to try to stand in front of the bowl as someone stepped out the door. Logan. Of all people.

      She stiffened up a bit as she forced herself to smile at one of her suspects. Was he following her again? Maybe she should move him to number one.

      “Oh … er … hi,” Logan said, stumbling through his words as he juggled something in his hands which he was clearly trying to hide from her.

      “Hi.” She glanced nervously at the fence hoping the little cat wouldn’t choose this moment to appear.

      Logan’s brows furrowed as he followed her glance. “What are you doing here?”

      What did he think she was doing? Sabotage? Veronica had certainly implied she messed around with the invitations and Gertie had sent Logan off to investigate who had altered the file. What if whoever had done it had somehow rigged the file to make it look like she was the one who made the changes and Logan was here to confront her … but if so, what the heck did he have behind his back? A pink slip?

      She shifted on her feet. “Getting some fresh air. What are you doing?”

      “Same.”

      She craned her neck to try to see what he had behind his back and he jerked his arm away from her view. His grip must have loosed though because he fumbled, and something clattered to the ground. A can of cat food.

      “Wait a minute. Are you feeding the cat too?” Harper stepped aside so he could see the bowl of cream she’d set out.

      His worried look turned to a sheepish smile when he saw the bowl she’d been hiding.

      “Yeah, I’ve been doing it for a while now. No wonder he’s getting a big belly. I didn’t realize two of us were feeding him.” Logan picked up the can and opened it, then placed it next to the bowl of cream.

      Mew!

      The cat ran over to him, purring as it rubbed itself on his leg before turning its attention to the food.

      “And to think, I was worried this cat might starve to death.” Harper crouched to pet it behind the ears. “Instead it’s becoming the best fed cat around.”

      “Yeah, go figure.”

      She glanced up and their eyes met. His eyes softened, and she saw a flicker of interest before he looked away.

      “So, did you get everything all straightened out?” Logan asked her as they both watched the cat eat.

      What did he mean, get everything straightened out? “Did you ever figure out who changed the file for the invitations?” Harper ignored his question and continued to pet the cat who was now indulging in the bowl of cream.

      “No. It could have been anyone, really.”

      “What do you mean it could have been anyone? Can’t you tell who logged in? You can tell exactly which computer and login was used, right?” Harper’s suspicion grew. He was the IT guy; shouldn’t he know how to do that? Why did each employee have a different login if they couldn’t be tracked?

      “Well, yeah. Whoever did it used a system admin to log in. The file showed after you entered all the information the first time, you went back and opened it, then it was accessed once more after your session.”

      “So, that proves I didn’t do it.” Harper couldn’t keep the relieved tone out of her voice.

      “How so?” Logan asked.

      “Because, obviously, someone accessed the file after me. Why would I go into it twice? If I wanted to screw it up, I would have done it the first time.”

      Logan nodded his head slowly in agreement.

      Meow.

      The cat glanced pointedly from them to the empty dishes, the gold flecks in its eyes sparkling in the sunlight.

      “Nice try,” Logan said. “I think you had enough for breakfast.”

      Meow. Judging by the cat’s tone, he did not agree.

      “Sorry,” Harper said to the cat.

      The cat glanced from Harper, to Logan, to the building. Then, apparently realizing no more food was coming from either of them, he darted towards the door.

      “Oh no!” Harper noticed the door had been left ajar.

      Logan made a comical grab for the cat, but it was too quick. In a flash, it had slipped through and disappeared into the building.
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        * * *

      

      Logan rushed inside the building right behind Harper. The basement was a maze of rooms and passages. The cat could easily get lost in there. Or hurt. He’d gotten rather attached to the little animal and didn’t want something bad to happen to it.

      “Over there!” Harper pointed towards the room where they were staging the catwalk and he saw the tabby jump onto the runway, pausing before it ran down one of the long ramps.

      Harper ran after it, jumping up on one of the long wooden ramps on the runway. The cat sprung off the side of the ramp and Harper stopped abruptly, turning towards Logan.

      Logan watched as her body started to sway, then noticed in horror the ramp was starting to buckle underneath her. Without hesitation, he rushed over, holding his arms out and catching her before she fell off the shoulder-high structure onto the floor.

      She landed in his outstretched arms, as if it were a scene from some cheesy movie. Everything around them stilled as he stood there holding her, her perfume wafting up to him, and her long red hair tickling his arms. He looked into her eyes and noticed, up close, they were an even deeper blue than before.

      MEOOOW!

      The loud meow from the cat interrupted his thoughts, reminding him they were at work and he had a job to do, which was to find whoever had obviously now tried to sabotage the runway. But first, they needed to wrangle the tabby.

      “We better get that cat before someone else sees it.” He gently placed Harper down as the cat weaved its way around the metal staging underneath the wooden planks.

      “Err, thanks for catching me. I guess the runway wasn’t checked yet for sturdiness, huh?” Harper straightened her ivory silk blouse and brushed at her tan skirt.

      “I guess so, even though it looks like it’s all set up to me. Is this it or is there more that needs to be done to it, you know, like added to it?” Logan asked, grabbing one of the metal pieces on the bottom and shaking it. It wasn’t sturdy at all, and it seemed to be missing most of the screws to hold the underlying metal supports in place.

      “I don’t think so. The plan is to pre-stage it here, then move it outside the day of the show. It looks like it’s all set in terms of layout,” Harper said as she twirled one of her red curls between her thumb and forefinger.

      “What’s wrong?” Logan asked her, able to tell by the way she was playing with her hair she was thinking about something. His ex had done the same thing whenever she was deep in thought.

      “Oh, nothing. I just feel like something is, I dunno, off, I guess. I’m not sure that was an accident. The ramp on the runway buckling, I mean. But again, maybe they aren’t through with the setup yet.”

      He watched her as she continued to look around the room. Her level of concern was very telling. And it was telling him she wasn’t the one messing with things. Her concern was too genuine.

      “Oh, there it is! Under there!” She pointed under the runway and ran over to where the cat had just scampered, crouching down to look for it underneath the structure.

      “Lose something?” Veronica’s voice startled Logan and he spun around to see her standing in the doorway, arms crossed, and brows mashed together as she bent to look under the runway at Harper.
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        * * *

      

      Harper glanced nervously behind her, looking at where the cat had disappeared to. She didn’t know if Veronica would take kindly to a homeless cat running around the building and wasn’t sure what would become of the cat if Veronica wanted it gone. Plus, chasing a cat around wasn’t exactly on the to-do list Veronica had given her.

      “We were just checking on the staging,” she replied, glancing quickly over at Logan. Her heart warmed when she noticed he was maneuvering himself in front of where the cat had run, trying to hide it.

      “I don’t remember telling you to check the staging,” Veronica said stalely.

      “Oh, I know you didn’t, I was just trying to be proactive.” Hopefully, Veronica would believe that.

      “Oh, good. Anyway, are you sure you entered the right addresses for those invites? I still don’t understand how they got messed up.”

      The question didn’t exactly surprise Harper, given all the shenanigans that had gone on before with the wedding reception. She knew Veronica assumed Harper had messed the invites up on purpose, and no matter how many times Harper explained to her she didn’t, it was going to take a lot for Veronica to believe her.

      “Veronica, I checked all the logs and Harper wasn’t the last person to access the file. So, she wasn’t the one who messed them up,” Logan piped up. “She could have used another login to throw people off track. But, whoever accessed the file, did it two minutes after she accessed it for her final check, and they did it from one of the shared computers located downstairs in the cube area. It would be impossible for her to make it from her office upstairs down to that area and log on within two minutes. I timed it.”

      Harper jerked her head towards Logan. He’d timed it? Is that when she thought he was following her? She was surprised by what Logan had said regarding the timeline for the files being changed, he hadn’t mentioned that part to her earlier. But the fact Logan was sticking up for her felt nice, it was good knowing he had her back. And it also meant maybe she was wrong thinking he might be a suspect.

      Veronica pursed her lips and look puzzled, as if unsure whether she should believe him, but her attention was distracted by the runway. She was frowning now, and her head was moving back and forth from side to side, as if she was confused.

      “I don’t think this is set up the way it should be. On the plan I have, the long side is way over there, so they come in from behind reception area then around and back. The way its set up now, they end up on the river side. Who changed this?” Veronica asked.

      Harper and Logan exchanged a quick glance.

      “I have no idea. I know I have the original plans in my office, I can check,” Harper replied slowly, as she was thinking how the runway had seemed off to her when she’d first seen it.

      “Let me know what you find out. This has to be set up exactly as the plans say.”

      Meow!

      Harper’s chest constricted as the cat loudly meowed from behind Logan.

      “What was that?” Veronica asked, looking towards where the sound had come from.

      “Oh, that was just me. Sorry,” Logan said, coughing. “I’ve had a weird sounding cough the last few days.”

      Veronica gave him a strange look and left, turning, and looking back at them once more before disappearing through the doorway.

      As soon as she was gone, Harper and Logan scrambled over to the area where the cat was. Logan picked it up, the cat purring as he held it in his arms.

      “I’m going to take this escape artist back outside before he gets in trouble here,” Logan said, as he rubbed the cat’s head.

      “Okay, I’m going to check out those plans.” Harper gave the cat a pat on its head and headed towards the elevator, wondering if the runway had been built the wrong way by mistake … or if someone had done it on purpose. She had a feeling she knew which one it was.
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      Big T stooped to pet the cat, rubbing it behind its left ear as it purred loudly and leaned against his leg.

      “Well, this is it, buddy. What’s on this piece of paper is the most important thing I’ll ever read. This could turn everything around for me.”

      The cat let out a loud meow and stared at him for a minute, as if to agree with him then it sat back on its haunches and started to clean its paws, pausing briefly to look at some long blades of grass swaying in the light breeze.

      Big T slid his finger under the flap on the envelope slowly, careful not to rip anything. He gently pulled out the piece of paper inside, unfolded it, and started to read the results he'd waited a lifetime for.

      He stared numbly at the piece of paper for a few minutes, his face getting redder with every passing second, then he crumpled the paper into his fist, making a ball, turned, and threw it at the brick wall next to him, startling the cat. The cat let out a loud meow and ran away through the fence and into the overgrown weeds, leaving Big T alone staring at the crumbled wad of paper. The red DNA lab logo was still visible, glaring at him, taunting him.

      Not a match, it had said. How could that be? How was this possible? He couldn’t even question the results, it said it was 99.9999 percent accurate.

      He stamped his foot on the ground with a loud thud as his boot hit the cement. Nothing ever went right for him. Nothing! Since birth! Even before he was born, for that matter! Well, that’s okay. He’d make it right. At least now, he knew for sure. He had nothing to lose. This wasn’t about him anyway; this revenge was for someone else.

      He walked over to the ball of paper and snatched it up, stuffing it angrily into his pocket. It wouldn’t be good if someone stumbled on this, read it, and guessed the truth.

      Well, that was it then. He knew there was only one thing left to do. He needed to step up his game. It was time to do something now he knew the answer for sure. None of this would be happening if it weren’t for that old bag Gertie. Miss Popularity, the one with the growing collection of flowers in her office. Every time he’d snuck by her office the number of flowers she had lying around seemed to double. She sure had quite the list of admirers. Bet if they knew how evil she was and what she’d done, they wouldn’t be sending her anything at all.

      A chill went down his spine when he thought of the flowers, they reminded him of the hospital. The thought of someone in the hospital made him even more angry. And more determined than ever.
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        * * *

      

      Harper let out a long sigh, rolled out the giant blueprint for the runway onto her desk, and sat, eager to figure out what was going on with the design issue. After she'd left Logan downstairs, she'd been busy with one thing after another all day, including bringing yet another giant vase of flowers up to Gertie’s office. It had been so big she could barely carry it, and Gertie’s office was filling so fast it was starting to look like a dang flower shop. She hoped the interruptions would stop soon so she could finally focus on the runway setup.

      As she examined the prints it became obvious the runway, set up downstairs, was definitely different from the blueprints. She doubted it was a mistake. Her mind started to race, worrying Veronica might think she was involved in messing it up, since she'd just found her in there and questioned Harper about what she was doing. She forced herself to stop thinking negative thoughts, replacing them with encouragement, reminding herself Logan had stuck up for her. By now, he knew she wasn’t the one sabotaging things, and she knew she could find out who it was if she focused carefully on what her next steps would be.

      So, how could she use this runway situation to capture the culprit? She stood and paced around her office, her heels clicking as she patrolled the wooden floor.

      The show was in two days, and she needed to stop this person before they did something major, ruining everything for Gertie and everyone else who worked there. She stood next to the window, basking in the late rays of the sun which was slowly creeping down behind the buildings and closed her eyes to concentrate.

      Wait a minute! She ran to the drawing, spinning it around so it was facing her and looked at it again. Why change the setup? What was this person trying to achieve by doing it? The models could still go along the runway, so why did it matter where the weak spot was? She squinted as she looked at the drawing, trying to envision the runway downstairs versus what it was supposed to look like according to the drawings.

      Her heart froze when she realized what was going on. The way the runway had been set up, the part of the catwalk that would be next to the river, was where it had buckled when she'd stood on it. If it happened with a wheelchair model on it, the platform would pitch forward at a steep angle, and the model would plunge into the river in her wheelchair! Given many of the models couldn’t use their legs, this would certainly kill someone. What kind of sicko would want to do that, and why?

      She already knew it could be Ben, but she'd also seen George downstairs near the runway. Really, there were a lot of people involved in the construction of it. So, how could someone make changes, and have it built the wrong way without anyone realizing? Or did this person sneak in after hours and change it on their own? Whoever it was must have a serious axe to grind with Gertie to risk potentially killing someone.

      Harper knew Veronica had already instructed the maintenance guys to repair the weak spot in the runway before they dismantled it, so they could rebuild it outside in readiness for the show on Friday. If someone wanted to make sure the runway was sabotaged, odds were they knew the damage was now being fixed. They would also know they only had tonight to mess it up again. Meaning they would have to go in after-hours when no one was around and mess with the supports again, or whatever it was they planned on doing to sabotage it.

      She glanced at her watch, it was approaching five o clock. Snatching up her cell phone, she headed downstairs bracing herself for a long night. If someone was going to tamper with things she would be there, phone in hand, ready to capture it all.
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        * * *

      

      Logan crammed himself into the small closet across from the runway, the cold brick wall making him wish he'd worn his jacket. He left the door slightly ajar, so he could see out, hopeful whoever was causing the problems would show up.

      He'd looked at his copy of the blueprints, and Veronica had been right; the runway configuration had been set up differently than it should have been. Sure, there was the slim possibility it had been set up wrong by mistake, but after he'd taken the cat outside, he'd gone back and inspected the runway where the supports had started to buckle. They'd been tampered with, so it wasn’t obvious from the outside, but they would buckle when pressure was applied. If the runway was set up outside in this configuration, the pressure would cause it to tilt down, forcing whoever was on it to go right into the river. That meant, whoever was walking first had to be the target. Everyone knew the first person along the runway was supposed to be Gertie.

      He shifted uncomfortably inside the dark closet and rubbed his hands together. The last person to access the invite file had done so under the admin login. What didn’t make sense was how the perp had gotten everyone to build the runway the wrong way? It took several employees to build, and they all knew how to read a blueprint. The only thing that made sense was if the person had given them a new blueprint, but Logan had scoured through the files and hadn’t found one.

      Since he'd made sure everyone on staff knew the faulty supports were going to be fixed, and it was also well-known the entire runway would be rebuilt outside tomorrow, he was hoping the perp would come back tonight to try to mess with the supports, or something else, to damage the runway again. When he, or she, showed up, Logan would be ready.

      Suddenly, he heard a faint noise; someone was approaching. He held his breath and peeked out through the crack in the doorway. He could see a shadowy object in the darkened room. It was moving slowly, and while he couldn’t make out who it was, he knew by their size it was a person.

      “Stop right there!” he yelled, bursting out of the closet, turning on the flashlight he'd brought with him, pointing the bright light at the figure. For a minute he reached instinctively for his gun, an old habit from his policeman days.

      “What? You stop!” Harper shouted, taking several steps back and holding her hand up to shield her eyes.

      “Harper? What the heck are you doing down here sneaking around in the dark?” Logan moved the beam of the flashlight away from her face, so she could see.

      “Me? What the heck were you doing hiding in the closet? You nearly gave me a heart attack! I came down—”

      

      “Shush. Someone’s coming.” Logan reached out and grabbed her by the sleeve. He pulled her, before she could protest, towards the closet and pushed her in before him, pulling the door behind him but leaving it open a crack so they could still see out.

      He shut his flashlight off and neither of them said a word. They were facing each other, crammed into the tiny area together. Her hands were pressed against his chest, making him lose focus on why they were there. She turned her head to peek out the doorway, and he caught the faint scent of her perfume, a beachy smell that reminded him of the ocean.

      “I know him!”

      Harper’s whisper jolted Logan back to reality, and he peeked out to see who she was talking about. He watched in silence as Ben came into the room, grabbed a screw gun, and left.

      They stood, frozen, for what seemed like hours but was only a few minutes. Then Logan opened the closet door and stepped into the room.

      “Do you think Ben’s the one who has been messing with everything?” He turned the flashlight on and shone it around the room.

      “I’m pretty sure it’s him. I’ve suspected him from the start.”

      “Well, there’s one problem. He didn’t do anything, aside from take the screw gun. If he was going to sabotage the runway, he would be doing it right now, wouldn’t he?” Logan walked over to the light switch and flicked it on.

      “Maybe he heard us? I don’t know. I guess you have a point. But he could also walk in again.”

      They both looked at the door as if Ben would burst through it any minute and announce himself as the troublemaker.

      “What made you think of him as a suspect, anyway? What did he do?” Logan leaned against the wall. He kept the flashlight at hand, ready to use it as a weapon just in case someone did come bursting through the door and tried to start some trouble.

      “Well, the last event we had was a wedding reception. It was important because it was Gertie’s first event and was also two well-known people. The bride wanted butterflies to be released during the reception. Butterflies are a major nightmare, they have to be kept at a certain temperature or else they will die.”

      “Butterflies?” Logan laughed, shaking his head.

      “Yes, butterflies! Anyway, they were in this special temperature-controlled box, and Ben opened it up and looked in it. When questioned, he said Gertie had told him to make sure the box remained at a certain temperature.”

      “So, he did what Gertie told him to. I’m confused.” Logan was unsure why that would have made Ben a suspect to Harper.

      “Well, yes, but I’m not convinced Gertie told him to do that. You know she has a habit of covering up for people when she feels it’s just a minor detail. Plus, even if she did ask him to do it, he didn’t need to open the box up. The thermometer was external and could be seen from the outside.”

      “Hmmm. Yeah, I guess that could make him a suspect.” Logan was uncertain there was enough evidence to make Ben the perp. Whoever had changed the runway configuration and messed around with the support beams knew what they were doing, and he was unsure Ben had that knowledge.

      “Well, what’s our next step? Do we sit in here all night?” Harper spoke as she looked around.

      “Well, the night’s still early and I feel whoever is messing things up will want to screw with the runway again, and they might come back tonight. Everyone knows first thing tomorrow morning it will be moved outside. If they weaken the supports like it appears they’ve done here it’s likely that no one will notice when they put it back together.  You can’t tell unless you inspect it and since it’s supposedly already been inspected in here, they won’t be looking too closely when they move it outside.”

      “Yeah, I had the same thought.”

      “You go ahead and go home. I’ll hang out here for a while, to see if anything happens. I would be mad if I wasn’t around tonight and the guy—or girl—screwed with the stuff again.” Logan looked around the room.

      “Uh, no way. I want to be here if something happens too.” Harper pulled an old metal chair out from the corner and sat on it, her stomach growling.

      “Tell you what. I’ll order some takeout for us, you go grab it upstairs when it arrives, and I’ll stay here. We can eat it here, if you’re okay with that. I mean, it’s not the nicest spot for a picnic.”

      “Deal. I’m starving!”

      “Good. Maybe we can put our heads together and figure this thing out while we’re at it.”
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      Harper hurried down the dimly lit hallway with the giant bag of takeout food. She'd tried to be as quiet as possible when she'd run up to the reception area to open the door for the delivery guy, and she hadn’t seen anyone else in the building. Maybe, whoever it was had decided they wouldn’t try to mess with the setup again, but it was better she and Logan stay, just to be sure.

      “That smells awesome,” Logan said as soon as Harper approached him with the food. He'd ordered so much of it she was sure the entire building smelled like it now. If the perp was here and hungry then they would definitely make an appearance after smelling this!

      She shut the door behind her and walked over to where Logan had set up two chairs with a cart in between to use as a makeshift table. For a minute, she thought about asking if they should maybe shut the lights off and use a candle instead, but that seemed overly dramatic and possibly suggested something romantic, and she didn’t want to make a fool out of herself. Besides, the main door was shut and there were no windows. If someone was going to come in here, they probably wouldn’t see the lights on from outside the room anyway.

      She sat and helped him pull the various boxes of Chinese food out of the bag, grateful they'd thrown in some paper plates and plastic utensils as well. She handed him one of the bottles of water then arranged all the boxes in the middle of the cart, so they could each grab food from them easily.

      “Well, I think you ordered enough food for about ten people. I guess you were as hungry as I am, or you just really like Chinese food,” she joked, as they both eagerly dug into the food.

      “So, I have a confession to make,” Logan said, in between bites of pork fried rice. “Gertie hired me to find out whoever is messing things up. I’m not really an IT person by trade, I’m a Private Investigator.”

      Harper dabbed at her mouth with a napkin and nodded her head. It made total sense to her, and it also explained why he didn’t seem to be a whiz with computers.

      “Well, that doesn’t exactly surprise me. Things came down to the wire at the last event, and if it hadn’t been for Tanner having a change of heart, Gertie’s first event could have been her last. Hiring someone to get to the bottom of things was a smart thing for her to do.”

      Logan stopped chewing, looking questioningly at Harper.

      Harper finished chewing her food, knowing she needed to explain her last statement.

      “Well, you probably know Tanner is my Uncle, if you’ve investigated me, which I’m sure you have.” Harper said this hoping to get a reaction from Logan, she was sure he already knew everything there was to know about her, but his reaction didn’t give him away if he did. “So, there is a bit of history with him and Marly, the girl who had her wedding here. He thinks she ruined his fashion business, and he wanted to try to screw her wedding up.”

      Harper sighed heavily, unsure how Logan would react to what she was about to say next.

      “So, I got the job here basically to help my Uncle mess up Gertie’s first event. Not to get back at her for anything, she was just collateral damage. He had an issue with the bride, Marly. Anyway, as time went on we both agreed what we were doing wasn’t right and Uncle Tanner fixed it all. The wedding reception went off without a hitch and was a huge hit. I still feel guilty for what I did, Gertie has been nothing but great to me. So, that’s why I want to catch whoever it is that’s screwing with things. I want to make sure no one messes things up for Gertie. She’s a good person and doesn’t deserve to have her business ruined. Plus, my Uncle adores her, and he would be heartbroken if she was hurt in any way, and I can’t even think about seeing him like that again.”

      Harper waited for Logan to say something, but he didn’t. Was he shocked? He reached for a sparerib, maybe he was just hungry and hadn’t even heard what she'd said.

      “Oh, and I also put a GoPro in the room with the runway lighting. I saw you on it. You messed around with the wires.”

      Logan looked up from his plate and wiped his mouth with a napkin.

      “Guilty. You got me. But, I wasn’t messing around with the wires. I was checking them, and they'd been screwed around with. As in cut.”

      “What? Someone cut all the wires for the lights for the show? Why are you only telling me this now?” Harper was irritated Logan hadn’t mentioned this before, and now knew she would have to scramble to replace all the lights.

      “I didn’t say anything because I didn’t want everyone to panic. I didn’t know who did it and didn’t want everyone here slowing down on getting ready for the show. It’s too important. So, I had a buddy of mine replace the lights, and I still don’t know who did it.”

      Harper couldn’t really argue with him over that. He was right, if everyone knew about the lights being sabotaged they would focus more on trying to figure out who had cut them versus get ready for the show. Plus, he'd already taken care of getting them fixed.

      “I guess that all makes sense. It seems to me maybe one of the maintenance guys could be the suspect. They are down here all the time and putting this stuff together.”

      “Funny you say that. I did see Ben skulking around outside. He didn’t really belong there,” Logan said.

      “I saw Ben, Noah, and George with a computer. You know, the ones on the carts they use for inventory. Can’t they access the files from there, the ones on the main server? If so, then in theory it would be easy to change things without arousing suspicion.”

      “That computer has the same access as the others, if the person has the right login and password, and if they know some system commands, they could change the rights, and access the files from the command line,” Logan explained.

      “In English please,” Harper said.

      “They could access the blueprint and invitation files from there.” Logan laughed.

      “Well, it looks like we’re in for a long night then. Considering the suspects, I think we need to make a list of things we need to triple-check for the event and cross them off, one by one, tonight.”
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        * * *

      

      Big T walked into the room where the runway was being assembled and saw George and one of the other maintenance guys, Hank, working on it, tearing it down. He wanted to scream but kept his composure, he'd worked hard to make sure the runway had been perfect, and it had been when he'd left the night before. Now they were screwing around with it and he didn’t like how it looked.

      “Hey, can you help us out T? We need to move this around. It was set up wrong and everyone is flipping out about it,” George asked him as he struggled with one of the giant pieces of wood.

      Big T nodded his head yes and started to help them, his face turning bright red from anger. First, he'd gotten the test results that were not what he'd expected, and now this. His plan had been ruined! He knew exactly who had done it, too. Harper. She'd been snooping around down here way too much lately.

      He'd caught her on more than one of the nanny cams he'd set up around the mill, including in her office. He'd watched as she hid a GoPro in the room where all the lights were. The same room he'd already hacked apart wires in the day before. Ha! Too late!

      But then she'd hooked up that GoPro and watched a bunch of footage from it in her office. He couldn’t see her monitor, but he could see her face and tell she'd seen something that might be incriminating. Maybe she'd seen him doing something else. He didn’t know if she had any other GoPros around, he couldn’t hide his nanny cams everywhere without them being seen. She'd also been asking all those dumb questions about the computers the other day. Why did she even care?

      He knew she was trying to trap him, but the joke would be on her. He was way too smart for her. He would take care of her, and Gertie, in one fell swoop. It would happen so fast, neither one of them would know what happened.
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      Harper entered the lobby humming, a noticeable spring in her step as she walked across the floor.

      “Well, someone certainly seems to be in a great mood this morning. And look at that updo, if I didn’t know better I would ask if a certain young man has anything to do with this great mood,” Myrtle said to Harper, causing Harper to blush as she smiled. She started to reply but was interrupted by Edward, who came bursting through the doors with his usual dramatic flair.

      “Did Marly bring the clothes for the models? Where are they?” he demanded as he marched up to her desk and looked around, as if Myrtle was trying to hide them.

      “Oh, hello, Edward. Perhaps if you asked me a bit nicer I would be more inclined to give you the answer to your question,” Myrtle said, sounding like she was scolding a child.

      Harper stifled a giggle.

      “Oh fine,” Edward replied in a huff, sighing loudly. “Good morning, Myrtle. You look stunning today. By any chance, would you happen to know if Marly is here with the clothes for the models for tomorrow’s fashion show?”

      Myrtle smiled approvingly and nodded her head.

      “Well, yes, Edward, as a matter-of-fact she is with Veronica in her office right now. However, Gertie requested you leave them be so they can work everything out and have it all set up before you get involved.”

      Harper watched as Edward’s face turned into a scowl.

      “But, well I …” he stammered.

      “Eddie, I know you like to control things but …”

      Harper scurried out of the lobby, almost positive there was some bizarre flirty spark between the two of them. She was torn between wanting to watch the show, but also knowing she needed to get things underway to find out who the perp was.

      She and Logan had gone around the building late last night and ensured things were as they should be for the show, that nothing else had been altered. After that, they'd kept an eye on the runway in case the person tried to mess with it again. Whoever it was hadn’t come back, and she and Logan had spent hours just talking. He'd lived an exciting life as a cop, he had so many stories. Harper loved listening to them all and had joked to him he should think about writing a book.

      She headed towards Veronica’s office, eager to see the outfits. When she'd first heard Gertie was working with Marly and Edward on a fashion line for wheelchair-bound people she'd thought it was strange, but after Gertie explained things to her she'd felt a bit stupid for assuming all clothing was the same, aside from sizes.

      She knocked on Veronica’s door and entered her office, her eyes widening as she saw how the room had been transformed into a massive dressing room.

      There were racks and racks of clothes, each rack had a name assigned to it, which Harper assumed was for the model who would wear the clothes on it. The clothing seemed to cover all styles: sporty, casual, elegant. From gowns to jeans and yoga pants, Harper could see them all neatly lined up.

      Gertie was in the middle of the room, wearing a gorgeous lavender top. The sleeves flowed loosely at the very top then tapered down towards the bottom. As she walked closer to her she could see the top had thin strips of silver woven into the material. It was stunning.

      “What do you think, dear?” Gertie asked Harper, as she zipped around the room in her wheelchair, pulling out different styles and checking the material and sizing.

      Harper wasn’t sure how to answer her, was she asking about the clothes or her speed in the wheelchair? Both were impressive as far as Harper was concerned! She opted to answer about the clothing.

      “The blouse is gorgeous. I assume it’s the sleeves that are tailored to be for wheelchair-bound people?” Harper asked.

      “Yes! And the pants. See? They look like normal pants, but they have a special waistband and are cut a tad longer at the bottom, so they don’t ride up. Only took about ten tries before these people got it right!” Gertie winked at Marly as she said it.

      “Yes, it’s been a challenge, but I think we finally nailed it, Gertie. Thanks to you.” Marly looked exhausted. Harper knew it couldn’t be easy to have been right in the middle of Gertie and Edward’s design sessions as Marly had been.

      Harper smiled, at the same time still worried someone might still be plotting to screw things up. She wasn’t sure if she should say anything about what she and Logan had talked about the night before.

      As if reading her mind, Veronica caught Harper’s eye and shook her head subtly, as if to say to keep quiet. Harper wasn’t sure that’s what it meant at all but opted not to say anything, and, instead, thumbed through some of the designs on the racks.

      “Okay, so, Harper, if you can take these down to the dressing area that would be great.” Veronica motioned to a rack of clothes that was set aside. “Some of the models will be coming in and trying the clothes on today, so I’m trying to get as many outfits down there as I can.”

      Harper took the rack, wheeling it out of the office and taking the long way to the elevator, past Logan’s office. As soon as she walked by and saw he wasn’t inside she felt stupid. What was she doing? Acting like a high-school girl, that’s what. She hurried down the hallway and got on the elevator, pressing the button inside for the lobby as she squeezed herself close to the door to avoid brushing up against the clothes.

      The elevator dinged, and the doors whooshed open, and as she pushed the rack through the lobby she heard a familiar voice talking and she peeked over them, seeing her Uncle Tanner in the lobby.

      “What are you doing here?” she asked him as she moved some of the clothes around on the rack to space them out more.

      “I’m taking Gertie to a private breakfast to show her the new buffet setup at one of the restaurants, it’s a new layout that’s specific for wheelchair height. I’m trying to make things up to her … you know. She's been asking about this for a while, no other restaurants have it! So, this is a great start, at least, I think it is.”

      Harper did know what he meant about making things up to Gertie.

      “Yes, I think that is a great start,” she said as she smiled at him, happy he seemed happy.

      “Yes, well it’s just minor really. I caused so much pain I need something really, really big to redeem myself.”

      Gertie wheeled into the lobby and Tanner’s smile widened.

      “You just missed Mr. Big Pants, he’s in the men’s room,” Myrtle said to Gertie, referring to Edward.

      Harper watched as Tanner’s smile turned into a frown as soon as he figured out to whom Myrtle was referring. Both he and Edward were obviously smitten with Gertie, she thought it was kind of cute how they both fussed over her. At the same time, she thought Myrtle and Edward might have a little flirty thing going on, they were always bantering whenever she saw them together. Then again, that was Myrtle’s style, she liked to be the boss up front and anyone who tried to mess with her, or Gertie, got an ear full.

      “Oh, for crying out loud, why do you insist on hanging out around here?” Edward’s voice boomed through the lobby, his question directed towards Tanner.

      “I’m not hanging out. I’m consulting with Gertie on the changes I am making in my restaurants for handicap accessibility that goes above and beyond what everyone else does. It's a first in the restaurant world. What are you doing? Checking out the bathroom design?” Tanner asked, a smirk on his face.

      “Ha! I’m creating an entire line of clothing with Gertie for people with disabilities! And it will be shipped worldwide!” Edward shot back, a triumphant look on his face.

      Harper watched as Myrtle swiveled her head back and forth between the two men, as if she were watching a tennis match while they tried to best each other with who was doing more for Gertie.

      “Boys, Boys!” Gertie clapped her hands loudly, like a teacher would to a kindergarten class to grab their attention.

      Harper took the opportunity to scoot off to the dressing rooms with the rack of clothes. She couldn’t help giggling as she heard Gertie’s words as she left the lobby. “There’s enough of me to go around.”
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        * * *

      

      Logan walked down the hallway, pausing in front of Harper’s office. What was he doing? Embarrassed, he quickly walked away, shaking his head at himself. He needed to focus. He was trying to figure out who was sabotaging things and hanging outside Harper’s office like a lovesick puppy wasn’t going to help him.

      He walked to Gertie’s office and stepped inside. She wasn’t in, or at least if she was, he couldn’t see her amidst all the flowers. It was like a funeral home there were so many giant arrangements all over the place. The air was heavy with their perfumed scent, there were so many arrangements that some were on the floor as there was no more room on her desk or conference table.

      He walked towards the window and moved one of the large flower sprays with his hand, so he could see out of it, his eyes catching the card in the flower. It was from Tanner. Out of curiosity he grabbed the arrangement to his left and looked at that card. It was from Edward. The one behind it was from Tanner. The one on the right from Edward. He laughed out loud, he could cross those two off his list of suspects. They would never hurt Gertie unless they were trying to kill her with flowers.

      Looking down at the smoking area below he didn’t see anyone out there smoking, and there didn’t seem to be any cigarette butts laying around on the ground either. Gertie was so strict, maybe the smokers picked them up and threw them away every time they smoked? Then another thought struck him. Had Ben lied about that being the smoking area? Why would he do that?

      He left Gertie’s office and went farther down to one of the conference rooms, which was almost directly above the smoking area. There was a dumpster and an area a few feet away from it was littered with cigarette butts. Noah was there. As he watched, Noah bent over and stubbed his cigarette out on the ground. He must have just gone down for a quick smoke since he hadn’t been there a minute ago when Logan was watching from Gertie’s office.

      Something moving behind the chain-link fence caught his attention and the tabby cat emerged from between the overrun weeds. He'd thought more than once about bringing the cat home with him, but he knew his landlord probably wouldn’t like it. The old abandoned mill building loomed behind the fence. That was most likely where the cat lived. He knew the building had that rickety old water wheel inside it and didn’t want the cat to get hurt. He watched as the cat scurried away. When he looked back towards the dumpster, Noah was gone.

      He decided to check on the catwalk and see how they were progressing with setting it up outside. In theory, everyone had the right set of plans, but he wanted to ensure it was built the right way and wasn’t at risk of collapsing again.

      “Hey, guys, how’s it going?” he asked as he approached the crew. Ben, Noah, and George all grumbled hello to him, none of them looking too thrilled to be there.

      “It will be better once this thing is all set up. I’m sick of building it, taking it apart, building it again!” Noah whined as he grabbed a heavy piece of the metal support.

      “Relax, we are almost done,” George said, rolling his eyes at Logan.

      “So, has it just been you guys that built it? I’ve only seen you three working on it any time I’ve been down in the basement and now out here. No wonder you’re sick of it.”

      “Yep, just us lucky ducks,” George said, pausing for a minute. “Well, Harper was around, too. Actually, she just brought a rack of clothes into one of the rooms set up as a dressing room.”

      Logan nodded his head as if he already knew Harper had been around them before, but inside, all he could ask himself was why.
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      Hurrying off the elevator Harper went straight to the break room, opening the fridge and grabbing some iced coffee. She poured some of it into a giant mug, thankful there was always a large carafe of it waiting for her in the fridge. She grabbed a straw from the gleaming stainless steel dispenser and headed to her office, sipping on the cool drink. After she'd dropped off the clothes downstairs she'd checked on a few other things and had found herself thinking again about the conversation she and Logan had the night before over their makeshift dinner, trying to figure out who was sabotaging things.

      As she walked into her office she stopped for a minute and looked back at her door. Weird. She almost always left it closed when she wasn’t inside. It was just a habit, but she was sure she'd shut it earlier. Then again, she had a lot on her mind so maybe she’d left it open. It didn’t matter anyway, it wasn’t like she was trying to hide anything.

      She took another sip of her coffee and placed the mug on her desk, making a clinking sound against the glass. As she was leaning over to her side drawer she noticed something in her in-tray. Odd, because she could have sworn the tray was empty. She picked it up, squinting to see it.

      Her heart froze.

      The picture was black and white, and the quality was that of a very grainy printout. But she could see it well enough to know it was a picture of her, walking into the room where the lights had been stored. It must have been taken when she'd put the GoPro inside.

      Someone had been watching her. And, whoever it was, wanted her to know it.
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        * * *

      

      Logan left the guys outside to finish setting up the runway. He wanted to investigate Ben further, but since he was busy he couldn’t really hang around for too long without it being blatantly obvious he was checking up on someone. There was no way the runway could be altered now anyway, there were too many witnesses. So, if it was Ben who had messed around with it, it was at least safe, for now anyway.

      He pulled open the heavy wooden door and walked towards the dressing room, wanting to see if Harper had discovered anything new since they'd spoken last night. He slowed his pace a bit after he entered the building and second-guessed his eagerness to keep Harper involved in the investigation.

      Someone he'd cared about a lot had already gotten shot while working on an investigation with him, and he didn’t want that to happen again. That person had been his partner and girlfriend. He hadn’t been able to protect her, and it was something that would haunt him the rest of his life. He didn’t want Harper getting hurt because of him.

      At the same time, he knew Harper wouldn’t stay away from the investigation until the person was caught. She wanted to redeem herself, and he sympathized with that. She’d clearly put herself out of her comfort zone to help capture the person, and he couldn’t really say the same about himself. If anything, he’d stayed in his comfort zone, minimizing risks. He shook his head at himself, feeling like a coward. If Harper hadn’t given him a little push he probably wouldn’t be as far as he was now in the investigation. He picked up his pace. He’d do whatever he could to help Harper figure out who the culprit was, then he’d let her be the one who brought him—or her—down.

      He caught a whiff of a familiar smell in the air and stopped walking and looked around. With all the construction going on the smell reminded him of a power tool that had been used too much, as if it were overheating. Except no one was working inside here, they were all outside. And it couldn’t be coming from the kitchen, that’s all the way at the end of the building. Strange.

      As he walked closer to one of the dressing rooms, he sensed something was wrong. Turning the corner, he immediately smelled smoke. The dressing room door was closed, but he could see bright orange and red flames flicker from the gap at the bottom and a cloud of smoke pouring out.

      His adrenalin kicked into high gear and he yelled, “Fire!”
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      Harper wrung her hands nervously as she stared at the grainy black-and-white picture of herself lying on her desk.

      Whoop! Whoop! Whoop!

      She jumped out of her chair, startled by the screeching of the fire alarm. Bolting out the door she instinctively ran down the hallway towards Gertie’s office, yelling Gertie’s name out as soon as she burst through her door. She had to push some of the vases of flowers out of the way to see if Gertie was behind her desk and craned her neck to look in the corners of the office. She didn’t want Gertie trapped if there was a fire, but she didn’t seem to be in there.

      “Gertie!” she yelled again as she stood in the middle of her office, looking around.

      “Harper! There you are! Let’s go!” Veronica’s voice echoed in the office, and Harper turned to see Veronica standing in the doorway, motioning with her hand to hurry up. “Gertie isn’t back yet, let’s go! I don’t know what’s going on, but I know this wasn’t a planned test on the alarms!”

      Harper ran quickly out of the room and down the stairs, right on the heels of Veronica. Had Veronica specifically come looking for her to make sure she got out? Maybe she'd won a few points with her by looking for Gertie as soon as the fire alarm had sounded. It was a small victory, but she would take it, it felt good to know that maybe things had turned a corner with Veronica.

      She stopped suddenly as they rounded the last set of stairs, her heart lurching. What about Logan? She should go check his office!

      “Come on!” Veronica yelled, grabbing her arm, and pulled her down the rest of the steps and out the side door as the fire alarm continued to wail inside. They hurriedly walked away from the building and towards the parking lot where the other employees were standing. In the distance she could hear the fire engines approaching, their sirens getting closer by the second.

      “Veronica!”

      Harper turned to see TJ rushing towards Veronica, the two of them hugged. She looked away, feeling lonely suddenly. She felt a bit jealous of TJ’s obvious concern for Veronica, no one was worried about Harper making it out safely that was for sure. Well, Veronica had been, but she meant someone who would have the same lovey-dovey look in their eyes as TJ had right now.

      “Are you okay? What’s going on?” TJ asked, looking at the two of them as the fire engines roared into the parking lot and screeched to a halt near the building.

      The firemen jumped out of the bright-red fire engines, and Harper watched as Logan ran up to them, seconds later they all raced into the building.

      Everyone stood in silence for what seemed like hours, Harper finally breaking the silence.

      “What the hell happened?” she asked out loud to no one in particular as they all stared at the building.

      “There was a fire in a dressing room downstairs.” They all turned to see Logan walking up to them from the side of the building, his clothes and face covered in soot. “Are you okay?” he asked Harper, reaching out and touching her arm. Harper nodded, taken aback by his genuine concern for her.

      “Were you in the fire? Are you okay?” Harper asked him, brushing some of the black off his forehead.

      “Yeah, I’m okay. I grabbed one of the fire extinguishers and was able to put the fire out, but not before it pretty much ruined everything in the room.”

      “This is horrible!” Marly cried, running around the parking lot like a mad woman, her hands in the air. “The clothes were all hand-sewn. We’re going to have to work nonstop to get them made again for tomorrow! What a bad time for an accident!”

      Harper, Logan, and Veronica all exchanged looks. Marly was right, it was bad timing, but it was also not an accident.
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        * * *

      

      Big T crouched down in the overgrown grass across from the loading dock and patted the cat. After he'd helped that dimwit Logan put out the fire in the dressing room he'd come out of the building through the loading dock door and looked around for the cat. There was so much commotion going on he'd just wanted to make sure it was still okay and hadn’t gotten hurt in all the hoopla.

      The cat meowed as it rubbed up against his leg and lightly batted at Big T’s arm which had a streak of soot. He rubbed it off and stood, watching as the cat ran through one of the holes in the chain-link fence, turning and looking at him before it scurried off, disappearing through the thick weeds. For a minute Big T felt as though the cat might be judging him, almost like it knew he'd been the one who set the fire. But that would be impossible, it was just a damn stray cat.

      He walked to the parking lot and headed towards the huddle of employees. Marly was talking about how all the clothing was ruined by the fire and she didn’t know how they would ever get them all made again by tomorrow’s show. He struggled to force himself not to smile when he heard that. Mission accomplished, clothing ruined.

      “What the heck is going on? Is everyone okay?” Gertie emerged, her face showing panic. Big T watched as she wheeled herself over to every employee, asking them if they were okay, grabbing their hands and patting them. When someone mentioned the clothing was ruined, she barked out she wasn’t worried about the clothes, only about her family, the employees.

      For a split second Big T felt a stab of remorse over what he was doing. No. Don’t start getting soft and ruin what you’ve started, he told himself. Gertie was a wolf in sheep’s clothing. Always making people think she was so kind. Well, he knew better. He knew something none of these people did. Gertie had done something bad in her past, and now she would pay for it.

      Karma was a bitch.
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      The firemen started to trickle out the building, giving everyone the okay to go back inside. Apparently, there had been no structural damage as the room was mostly brick. It was pretty much only the clothing damaged from what Harper heard as she walked past the firemen who were talking to Gertie. She was insisting they stay for some food, telling them she would have the chef make something nice for them.

      Logan had insisted on walking her back up to her office and Harper didn’t mind. His protectiveness over her felt nice, it was comforting. Even though she knew the fire was over, she was still a little jittery, especially when she thought about the picture. Was there any relation between the person who left the picture on her desk and the fire? She assumed there was, and it scared her.

      They entered her office and she walked over to her desk and reached for the picture, looking at it again to make sure she was right, and it was indeed her in the picture. Positive it was, she handed it to him without saying a word and sat in her chair.

      “What’s this?” he asked, squinting his eyes while holding the picture close to his face. “Wait a minute, is that you? Who took this?”

      Harper could tell he was upset by his tone, it was more of a demand than a question.

      “I have no idea. Whoever it was, left it on my desk earlier. Shortly before the fire.”

      “What? That’s creepy.” Logan looked disturbed. “This isn’t good.”

      “Tell me about it.”

      “I think you should leave the snooping around and investigating to me from now on. Obviously, this person is on to you, and they are dangerous, they just tried to burn the place down, for crying out loud.”

      “What?” Harper asked, surprised at his reaction. “Of course I’m still going to investigate, don’t be ridiculous.”

      “I’m serious, Harper. Leave it to the expert—me—to get this guy, okay?”

      Harper couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Only yesterday he was all about them being a “team” and working together to find the person. Now he wanted to just drop her and find the person himself. It reminded her of her ex-boyfriends: especially her ex-fiancé, always so eager in the beginning to work together then, boom! They want to do it on their own and she was left out, alone. Well, not this time. Logan wasn’t her boss, even if he was “the expert.”

      “The expert, really? Well you might want to think again since this has gone on for a while, and your list of suspects is the same as mine. You’ve gotten no further in your “investigation” than I have! So, excuse me while I go do some work. I have an actual job to do here besides just “snooping around!”

      With that, she stormed out of her office, leaving Logan staring at her open-mouthed.

      She marched into the break room and grabbed a can of tuna from one of the cabinets, then took the back stairs to the loading dock. She'd started keeping a stash of tuna for that stray cat. Feeding it always gave her some comfort. Plus, she wanted to make sure it was okay after the fire.

      She walked out of the stairwell into the basement and could see the area around where the fire had occurred was all taped off with bright-yellow caution tape. There were some policemen and another person standing there talking. She walked towards the loading dock area slowly, still looking back at where the fire had happened.

      “Coming through!”

      Harper turned to see Sarah, who was rushing towards her with a cart full of food in plastic containers. The food must have all been ruined in the fire! Wait. That wouldn’t make sense. The fire had only happened in one of the dressing rooms, and the kitchen is located way down the mill at the opposite end of the building.

      “What’s that for?” she asked her, leaning over, and peering into one of the large containers.

      “The giant walk-in fridge broke, and everything inside it spoiled. We’ve had to replace it all! That fridge was brand new, too!”

      “Wait a minute, you started here already?” Harper asked, suddenly realizing Sarah wouldn’t be doing this unless she'd gotten the job.

      “Yes! Today, actually. Take it from me, don’t ever get a job working with your boyfriend. Boy, was that a nightmare. I’ve only been here a few hours and I already know I made the right decision.”

      Harper nodded her head, recalling the previous conversation in the break room she'd had with Sarah about Raffe. It only made her feel stronger about keeping Logan at arm’s length now, strictly on a professional level. Which kind of stunk, because there was no way the fridge breaking was a coincidence. Gertie bought brand-new equipment for the kitchen and made sure it was always maintained. Someone had messed with that fridge on purpose, and she would like to tell Logan about it. But, since he was the expert as he'd pointed out to her, he would just have to find that out on his own.

      “Well, I’m glad you’re here. I think you’ll like it. I know you’re in a hurry, so I’ll let you go, but if you need anything just give me a yell.”

      “Thanks, Harper, I appreciate it.” Sarah took off down the hallway towards the kitchen.

      Harper continued down the hall and out the loading dock door, pulling the tuna can from her pocket. She peeled the top off and placed it on the ground, calling out to the cat as she looked around for it.

      Behind her she heard the door open. Crap! She stepped in front of the can as she whirled around to see …

      Veronica was standing in the doorway, her face registering surprise at seeing Harper as she quickly tried to hide something behind her back.

      “What are you …” Veronica’s voiced trailed off as she craned her neck to see what Harper was hiding.

      “Are you …” Harper craned to see what Veronica was hiding.

      Meow!

      The cat jumped up onto the loading dock and greeted the two of them, rubbing up against both of their legs as if to say hello, then turning its attention to the open can of tuna behind Harper.

      “Are you feeding the cat, too?” Harper figured with the way Veronica’s face had lit up when she saw the cat, it was a sure bet that’s why she was out here.

      Veronica laughed and pulled a tuna can out from behind her back. “Guilty. I saw him my first day here and I’ve been feeding him ever since.”

      “I was worried something might have happened to him, you know, with the commotion from the fire and everything,” Harper said as she watched Veronica lay down the second can of tuna.

      “Me too. I’m even more worried about what’s going to happen next. I think we can all say the fire was no accident.”

      “Yes, I agree that was no accident. But who could want to do all this? Whoever it is started it at Marly’s reception. They obviously want to put Gertie out of business. What I can’t figure out, is why?” Harper said, bending over to pick up the empty tuna can as the cat moved on to the next one.

      “What do you mean, whoever it is started it at Marly’s reception?” Veronica asked.

      Harper hesitated for a minute, then explained about the lanterns at Marly’s wedding. She knew by saying this she was opening herself up to more judgement by Veronica, since some of the things that had happened at Marly’s reception were done by her and Tanner.

      “Wow, and to think I assumed it had been your Uncle that pulled that stunt,” Veronica said in an icy tone as she stared at Harper.

      Harper’s eyes dropped. She could feel her cheeks start to burn from embarrassment.

      “Veronica, I’m sorry. I did do some of those things, too. My Uncle had totally convinced me to do them, and while it’s no excuse, he’s all I have for family. I felt like I should do whatever he said to help him. But I didn’t do everything that happened. I absolutely did not move those luminaries! And, that’s why I’ve been trying to figure out who is doing this. I want to right the wrong I did and catch this person.” Harper couldn’t resist the tears welling up as she spoke, she felt horrible and knew she'd probably just sealed her fate. Veronica would fire her for sure.

      “It’s okay. I get it, actually. I don’t really have any family either.” Veronica put her arm around Harper. Harper was shocked. “And I know about wanting to right wrongs, turning over a new leaf. Trust me. I’ve done some pretty crappy things in the past and I know people can change. I’m living proof!”
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        * * *

      

      Harper looked at Veronica with new eyes. No longer did she see that hard-as-nails boss. She saw the vulnerability in her and felt a small bond forming.

      “Thanks.” She wanted to say so much more but didn’t know how to form the words. Instead she tried to do one good deed. “There’s something else.”

      “Oh?”

      “Yeah, I just saw Sarah, TJ’s sister, running around trying to make sure the food doesn’t spoil. Apparently, there was some fridge incident.”

      “You think it was this person? The same one that messed around with the invitations?”

      “Maybe.”

      Veronica sighed. “Okay, I’ll go find Sarah.”

      Harper smiled as she watched her boss walk away. Since Veronica was in a consoling mood, she hoped that would spill over to Sarah. And if she could help bring Veronica and Sarah together, then at least something good would come of this whole mess.

      She hurried back into the building. She wanted to do more than just bring people together, though. She wanted to stop the one person who was determined to ruin it all, never mind what the “big expert,” Logan Carter, wanted. She could do this. And she didn’t have much time.
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        * * *

      

      Logan crouched down to pet the cat, who was licking his paws. There was a can of tuna on the ground, most likely left by Harper he assumed. He knew she was mad at him for telling her to stop playing Nancy Drew and trying to find whoever was sabotaging things, but he also didn’t want her in any danger. The fact the person had left that picture on her desk was really telling. He'd seen a lot of sickos when he was a cop, and the ones who taunted people were the worst. There was no way he would let Harper get near this guy. Maybe he was being a little overprotective, but too bad, Harper was starting to become important to him and he wasn’t about to let her get in harm’s way.

      He stood and looked around, thinking about how he was going to catch the person. He'd scanned the crowd in the parking lot when the fire happened, and George had been missing. It didn’t necessarily mean he'd set the fire, Logan knew a few people had exited towards the back of the building during the alarm, and it was totally possible George was one of them. Harper had also mentioned Ben, he'd been in the parking lot. Then there was Noah, he'd been in the smoking area and seemed kind of sketchy.

      George and Ben both had access to the room where the lights were, as well as the rooms where the runway had been staged, and the makeshift dressing rooms. But he'd done extensive background checks on them both, and for the most part, they were clean. Minor problems in their past, and they'd worked together before, but that wasn’t unusual. Coworkers often recommend friends or people they worked with in the past to be hired. He'd noted each of them must have had hard times financially based on their addresses and poor credit scores. It even looked like each had been homeless for a while. But did that have anything to do with this case? Logan couldn’t figure out how it could.

      Maybe the dressing room was the best place to start. Maybe, whoever it was that had set the fire, had left a clue behind.

      He made his way to the dressing room, lifting the yellow caution tape up so he could walk under it.

      “Sorry, only authorized … hey, Logan! Long time no see!”

      Logan shook hands with the burly cop, someone he'd known for years back on the force. After some small talk he looked inside the room.

      The brick walls were smattered with black soot. The ceiling was the original high exposed one with no ceiling tiles and just the metal ductwork. That had been good, because if everything had been wood or Sheetrock the place would have completely lit up and spread outside the room. Instead, it was just the clothes that had burned, their charred remains scattered all over the floor.

      Gertie was already inside, barking orders at everyone. Logan chuckled because even the cops and the arson investigator were deferring to her.

      He approached the arson investigator, someone else he knew from his past.

      “Any idea how this started?” he asked, looking around at all the burned clothing and trying to make some sense of it.

      “The only thing we found out of place was the remnant of a cigarette butt. Camel, non-filter. We think that’s how the fire started, someone used it to light some cloth then tossed it aside.”

      Logan nodded his head slowly. He knew Ben and Noah smoked. Who else did? And what brand did they smoke? He needed to find that out, now.
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        * * *

      

      Big T walked slowly down the hospital corridor, the overhead fluorescent lights humming softly. The grey and white industrial tile floor pattern seemed to go on forever, the colors blending into the drab off-white walls. He hesitated before he opened the door to his mother’s room, dreading what he was about to tell her.

      The machines inside her hospital room whirred and beeped as usual, the constant noise having no effect on Big T’s mother’s sleep as she lay quietly in the bed. Her eyes opened as Big T sat in the chair next to her bed.

      “Bad news, Mom. The DNA wasn’t a match.” He struggled to get the words out, knowing he'd failed her. He'd been positive they would have been a match. That this would have fixed everything and given his mom the kidney donor she needed.

      His mother nodded her head a little, the tubes that carried oxygen into her nose moving slightly. “It’s okay,” she said softly.

      “No! It’s not okay, Mom. Our lives would be so much different if this hadn’t happened to begin with.”

      “Don’t think that way. She did what she had to, I don’t hold any grudge against her. You should know that, I raised you better than to blame others for things going wrong in your life. It is what it is, dear, everything will be fine.”

      She closed her eyes after talking, as if it had taken so much energy to say the words that she needed to rest. It killed Big T to see her like this.

      “I’m going to make things right, to make her pay for what she did. If it’s the last thing I do, I will make things right!” he said, his face getting red from anger and his hand tightening into fists.

      His mother opened her eyes and sat up a little, pointing her frail finger at him.

      “I don’t like the way you are talking! I know you have a lot of anger, but you need to let it go. Forgive. It is not good for you to carry around all this anger.”

      Big T knew he was upsetting her and settled back into his chair, reaching out for her hand.

      “Sorry, Mom. I just wish things could be even.”

      “Be careful what you wish for.” She squeezed his hand lightly then closed her eyes, drifting off to sleep again. Big T stood slowly and left the room as quietly as he could, wondering if, maybe, he should follow her advice and let things be. Nah. Maybe his mom could forgive and forget, but he couldn’t. He needed revenge, and he would get it. Besides, he was too smart for those dimwits at O’Rourke’s. He knew Logan was a PI and he’d been putting cameras all over to monitor what’s going on, but the joke was on him, everything was arranged to throw him way off track.

      And tomorrow night, well, tomorrow night would be the perfect opportunity for him to finally get his revenge.
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      The next morning Logan’s stomach was in knots. He hadn’t been able to eat breakfast; his mind was too preoccupied, and he'd just wanted to get to the office, so he could nail the perp once and for all.

      He knew whoever it was would likely choose to strike again tonight. They'd caused some damage with the fire, ruined some food with the fridge sabotage, tried to get the invitations sent to the wrong places, and sabotaged the runway. Yet, with all that, they still hadn’t been successful in stopping the event. Whoever, was most likely pissed off at that fact and would be looking to cause some major problem to stop the show, they would be almost desperate at this point, and Logan needed to ensure that didn’t happen.

      He entered the bustling lobby and was greeted by people rushing around, getting ready for the show that was to be held later that night. Myrtle was standing in the middle of it all, directing the various employees around as well as telling the delivery people where to go. She was dressed to the nines, wearing a cobalt-blue dress that made her cranberry-colored hair pop. Her familiar quirky glasses were perched on the end of her nose, this time the frames were turquoise and black, and the eyeglass chain consisted of matching colored beads on them. She caught Logan’s eye and winked at him as he rushed past her.

      “Looking more gorgeous than ever!” he threw out at her as he whisked by, catching the smile on her face as she heard him say it, then chastised a delivery boy who had flowers in his arms, reminding him not to crush the arrangement by holding it so close to his chest.

      He rushed up the stairs, catching a glimpse of Harper and Veronica as they hurried past him with some clothing, neither one of them looking like they'd slept much. He knew Marly must have had her employees stay up all night to make new sets of clothing to replace what had been lost in the fire. As far as he knew it had been a total loss with the clothing, nothing could be saved.

      He tried to catch Harper’s eye as she quickly passed by him, but he may as well have been invisible to her. She was mad at him and it sucked. He wished she realized he was just trying to keep her safe. Once this was all over maybe she would be more forgiving. He would make it up to her then, if she let him.

      Walking by Gertie’s office he overheard her bickering with Edward, who was trying to change some of the show even though it was starting in just a few hours. She was suggesting to him that maybe he go jump in the river to cool his jets, and that she had everything under control and needed to leave for some interview. Logan chuckled at her sense of humor and sassiness.

      He went to his office and sat at the desk, eager to review the footage from the various cams he'd placed throughout the mill. He impatiently tapped his pen on his desk as he watched the footage then stopped, leaning forward to be closer to the monitor. Was that George? He was walking around the runway slowly, he seemed to be looking at it for some specific reason. But George didn’t smoke, and Logan was pretty sure whoever was doing all this smoked. Then again, George had been the only one suspiciously missing when the building had been evacuated for the fire. Maybe George was trying to make it look like Ben was the perp when it had really been him all along.

      Logan stood and headed downstairs. He needed to have a talk with them and check the final build of the runway to make sure it was safe and in no danger of collapsing tonight.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Harper ran around the building like she was on fire, checking all the various last-minute things before the show that evening. After taking the rest of the clothing downstairs with Veronica, she had double-checked every dressing room was set up correctly, then had gone back to her office to make some calls. She hung up the phone, happy she'd finished her calls to all the PR people. That was one more thing she could cross off her to-do list.

      She hurried down to the kitchen to check on the food. She knew Sarah was an amazing chef, she'd heard nothing but positive reviews about her when she'd worked for Raffe at the restaurant. All the local food critics had given the restaurant the thumbs-up, and all had pointed out the unique menu items Sarah had created. It was just a formality for her to check the food, she had no doubt Sarah had it all handled.

      Entering the kitchen through the heavy swinging doors she followed the sound of laughter to see Veronica and Sarah standing by a tray of desserts. TJ was on the opposite side of the stainless steel table talking to them while moving his arms wildly in mid-story.

      “Wow, those desserts look amazing!” She glanced down at the pastries. Miniature éclairs, brownie bites, and teeny cupcakes. “I just came down to make sure everything is all set for tonight. Can I do anything, do you need any help?”

      TJ stepped in between Veronica and Sarah and put his arms around them, squeezing them both close towards him.

      “I think my two girls have it all covered, Harper,” he joked.

      Harper noticed Veronica seemed thrilled with him calling them his two girls, but Sarah looked a bit annoyed. Veronica was giggling, and Sarah was just standing there, her smile looking forced.

      “Actually, there is something you can do for me. Can you hunt Gertie down?” Veronica looked down at her watch. “She left almost three hours ago to do some interviews and I haven’t seen her since. She should have come back by now.”

      “She’s probably in her office, lost amongst all those flowers,” Sarah chimed in, making everyone laugh.

      “Sure, no problem, I’ll go find her and I’ll call you when I hunt her down,” Harper said, and left the trio in the kitchen to go back upstairs.

      Her smile faded as soon as she was in the hallway. It wasn’t like Gertie to run late, and especially not before an event. She remembered Gertie had not been too thrilled about this interview being on the same day as the show to begin with.

      She pulled out her phone and called Gertie, hoping there was some reasonable answer why Veronica hadn’t been able to get hold of her. Maybe Gertie had been too busy and found the phone calls annoying and shut her phone off. Harper knew she was grasping at straws, Gertie would never shut her phone off. The line rang several times and voicemail picked up. She called two more times. Still no answer. She had a strange feeling about this, and it wasn’t a good one.

      Harper knew whoever the saboteur was would definitely try to mess things up today, and that picture they'd left in her office proved they were creepy and wanted to scare people. She still had a strong suspicion it was Ben.

      She turned towards the other end of the mill where the setup crew was. If Ben was there, which he should be, she wanted to see how he was acting. And if he wasn’t there, well she would go tell Logan her suspicions and they would need to find Ben. She didn’t really want to talk to Logan, but this was too important, she would swallow her pride if she had to.

      She could see Noah as she approached the area, stacking chairs to be brought outside for the guests.

      “Hi, Noah. Have you seen Ben around?” she asked him nonchalantly, not wanting him to sense any urgency.

      “Yeah, he left a while ago.” Noah eyed her up and down. “He’s probably outside somewhere, I’ve been down here doing something for Gertie so don’t really know what he’s up to right now.”

      “Gertie? You know where she is?” Harper felt some relief Gertie was back and had been down here ordering people around. She remembered in certain areas of the basement cell phone reception was spotty so that would explain why she and Veronica hadn’t been able to reach her when they'd tried. Now it all made sense!

      “Sure, she’s right over there.”

      Noah pointed towards one of the storage rooms that had been turned into a dressing room, and Harper hurried over to it.

      “Gertie?” she called out as she knocked on the door, unsure why Gertie would be in the room with the door shut. She didn’t need to be dressed for the show for a few hours still.

      She knocked again, trying the door handle as she did and opening the door slowly. She stepped inside the dark room and yelled out Gertie’s name again as she took a few steps inside, asking herself what the heck Gertie would be doing in a dark dressing room. The ceiling fan whirred high above her, making a whooshing sound in the otherwise quiet room. Gertie wasn’t in here. Noah must have been wrong about which room she'd gone into. Harper turned around to leave the room.

      “Hey, Noah, she’s not—” Before she could finish her sentence, her head exploded in pain and everything faded to black.
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      Logan crawled out from underneath the runway and stood, brushing off his pants. He'd spent almost three hours checking to ensure it was safe and was now sure it was. He hadn’t planned on it taking that long to check, but it was so big and had so many areas that could be messed with he'd had no choice but to go over every inch of it.

      The place was abuzz around him with everyone getting the area ready for the show. The wait staff were placing the crisp linens over the various tables scattered around to hold the food and swag bags. There were some people placing flowers all over the place, and another person was carving an ice sculpture for the middle of where the buffet was to be set up.

      The maintenance crew was hard at work setting up and wiping down all the chairs as well as setting up the outdoor bars for the after-party. Logan scanned the whole area intently, looking for any signs of something, or someone, that looked out of sorts. He didn’t see anything unusual, which made him even more suspicious and on high alert.

      He decided to go find Ben, to see if he could figure out what kind of cigarettes he smoked. He also wanted to speak to George and find out where he'd been when the fire started. He figured the two of them would be working together today. Hmm, could they both be in on this together? He hadn’t thought about the possibility of two people working together to do these things, but anything was possible.

      Veronica interrupted his train of thought as she yelled his name from down the hallway and hurried over to him, a worried look on her face.

      “Have you figured out who it is yet? Have you seen anything?” she asked him in a low tone, looking around as she did so.

      “Nothing yet. I did check out the runway, and it’s safe. So, no worries there at least.”

      “That’s good.” Veronica didn’t sound as happy as Logan assumed she would be.

      “It took almost three hours to do it.”

      “I’m sorry, I mean that is great. Really. I’m nervous about this person doing something really crazy today, and to make things even worse, I can’t find Gertie. She left for an interview hours ago and I haven’t been able to get hold of her since. It’s totally not like her to just disappear on me.”

      Logan ran his hands through his thick dark hair. Veronica was right, Gertie going MIA was completely out of character. He knew Gertie liked to be on top of things here, and that usually meant she was always hovering around.

      “Where have you checked for her?” He took his phone out and called Gertie.

      “Well, I called and texted her a bunch of times, looked in her office, asked Myrtle if she'd seen her and told her to keep an eye out for her. Oh, and I asked Harper to go look for her. Wait. That was over an hour ago and I haven’t heard back from her, either.”

      Logan put his phone back in his pocket, his call to Gertie going to her voicemail. Learning both women were missing told him something was really wrong. He didn’t want Veronica to know he now considered both Gertie and Harper might be in danger, that would only cause her to panic.

      “I’m sure they are both fine, maybe Harper found Gertie and they are just in the middle of something for the show. You know how Gertie gets when she is busy, so focused she doesn’t want to be disturbed.”

      “Yeah, I guess. But—”

      “I know you have a ton to do right now. I will take care of finding them, okay? I’ll check back with you as soon as I do,” Logan said to Veronica reassuringly, relieved when she agreed with him and went on her way.

      He immediately rushed to the back of the building where the runway was, hoping to catch the setup crew. He knew Noah, Ben, and George were all involved with setting things up, and he also knew one of them had to be in on whatever was going down. This guessing game would end right now, he was determined to find out who was causing all the problems. And Ben was first on his list.

      “You okay? Looks like something’s wrong, with the way you just rushed in here. There’s not another fire is there?”

      Logan turned to see Noah looking at him, holding one of the dozens of chairs he was setting out for the guests. He didn’t want to blow his cover, so he took a deep breath and tried to think fast.

      “Nah, nothing’s wrong. I’m just trying to get through checking all the computers, to make sure they are all set for the show.”

      “Yeah, sorry, I can’t help you with that. I don’t know jack about computers.”

      “It’s good, I’m almost done anyway. I was craving a cigarette and came out here because I thought Ben might be here. He smokes Camels, right? Non-filters? I left mine in my car I guess.”

      Noah looked at him, his eyes narrowing as if he were trying to remember.

      “Yeah, I think he does smoke those. Actually, he’s over there smoking right now I think.” He jerked his head towards the smoking area.

      Logan thanked him and left, picking his pace up to get to the smoking area. He could see Ben and George standing and talking, each of them smoking. He paused for a moment just to watch them, neither one seemed to be in a rush or in fear of being watched. They weren’t standing close to each other and whispering or looking around cautiously. They looked like two employees taking a smoke break.

      As he approached the two of them they turned quickly towards him, both with guilty looks on their faces and exchanging glances quickly. Logan could tell they'd been talking about something they didn’t want him to overhear.

      “How’s everything going?” he asked them.

      “Good. We’re just taking a quick break and will be back to setting up again in five minutes,” George replied quickly, taking a long drag on his cigarette afterwards.

      “Don’t worry, I’m not here to babysit you two. But I do have a question I need answered.” Logan looked directly at Ben as he spoke, his eyes staring intently and not blinking once. He'd learned to do this when he was a cop, it always seemed to help get the importance of what he was about to say across.

      Ben shifted uncomfortably, and Logan leaned in closer towards him, still not breaking eye contact.

      “Why did you lie?”

      “Huh? What are you talking about, what did I lie about?” Ben looked at George and shrugged his shoulders.

      “The other day, when I saw you walking away from the alley you told me you had been smoking over there, but that’s on the other side of the building. The smoking area is here, obviously.” Logan took in the body language of Ben and George as he said this, noting they both exchanged nervous glances and shifted on their feet.

      “Is that a Camel non-filter?” Logan asked, pointing to the cigarette in Ben’s hand.

      “Yeah, so?” Ben replied as he held the cigarette up and looked at it.

      “So? So where were you when the fire started?” Logan asked him.

      “What? Why would you ask me that? Who do you think you are, a cop?” Ben asked in an annoyed tone, standing up a little straighter than he'd been.

      “Why were you in the staging room the other night? And where were you coming from the day I saw you out on the loading dock?”

      “What are you trying to get at?” George asked gruffly.

      “What I’m getting at is your buddy Ben here has been screwing around with things, causing issues for Gertie. And, you might be doing it too. In fact, you were the only one not accounted for during the fire.”

      Logan nodded his head as he saw them both move nervously after he made his statement, the two of them looking at each other.

      “That’s right, I’d be nervous too if I were you. And, if you know what’s good for you, you’ll spill the beans right now and tell me what’s going on. If you speak up now I can help you both, otherwise, all bets are off and you’re on your own.” Logan stepped closer to them as he said this, and he could sense their panic. Their facial expressions gave them away.

      “Okay! Alright already! I lied about smoking that day. Yes, I smoke. But that’s not where I had been coming from when I saw you. I was feeding the homeless. I sneak food to them,” Ben said.

      “What?” Logan asked incredulously, not prepared for the explanation Ben had just given him.

      “Uh yeah, that’s also why I wasn’t around when the fire alarms went off that day. I was taking food to them. The homeless people, I mean,” George chimed in.

      Logan stared at the two of them, at a loss for words.

      “We sneak the food out of the kitchen. That’s where I was when the fire started, the kitchen. I was getting it together to give to George. We only use the food that’s going to be thrown away, though. We didn’t think anyone would mind, but if it’s that big of a deal then—”

      “You were in the kitchen when the fire started?” Logan asked as he cut Ben off.

      “Yes. You can ask that new chef lady, Sarah, if you don’t believe me. She was helping me out because her brother was homeless before and she knows how hard they have it.”

      “Does anyone else here smoke Camel non-filters?” Logan asked. He'd already determined after years of questioning suspects these two weren’t guilty of anything aside from feeding the homeless.

      “Um, what? I’m not sure. Not too many people that work here smoke besides us two. One of the servers, Christina, does, but she smokes those long brown cigarette things,” Ben said, making a face.

      “What about Noah?” Logan asked.

      “No, Noah doesn’t smoke,” they both said in unison.

      “I’m pretty sure I saw him out here before, though.” Logan looked back and forth between Ben and George.

      They both shrugged, and Ben tossed his cigarette down, grinding it out with his heel.

      “Well he’s never joined us to smoke. As far as I know, he doesn’t smoke at all. And we see him a lot during the day. So, are we in trouble for the food, we will cover the cost.”

      Logan wasn’t hearing a word Ben was saying, he was too busy putting new clues together. Ben had just stubbed out his cigarette with his foot. Like everyone else who smoked did. Yet, when he'd seen Noah the other day, he'd been leaning over to put his cigarette out with his hands. Except that wasn’t what he'd been doing, that’s what Logan had assumed he'd been doing.

      What he'd really been doing was picking one up. He'd picked up one of Ben’s cigarette butts and there could only be one reason for him to do that. He wanted to frame Ben for the fire. And there’s only one reason he would want to do that. Noah had been the culprit all along.
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      Harper opened her eyes slowly, the back of her head throbbing. She felt groggy, and when she went to rub her head she found she couldn’t move her arms. As she became more alert she soon realized she was taped to an old wooden dolly, unable to move her arms or legs.

      Looking around she could tell she was in an old mill. Where the mill was, she wasn’t sure. It wasn’t O’Rourke’s. The inside was a large wide-open space and had deteriorated badly. There were windows that had broken through the years, allowing the outside elements access to the inside. Some of the wood had rotted because of this, and there were weeds growing in random cracks in the floor. The large windows were fogged with dirt built up over the years, a few of them cracked and others had holes in them.

      She told herself not to panic and tried to remember what had happened before she'd passed out. Work. She'd been at work, downstairs in the basement. Looking for Gertie.

      She suddenly heard some movement towards her side and jerked her head as far as she could to try to see what it was, barely making out a dark shadow walking towards her. She could tell it was a person.

      “Why are you doing this, Ben?” she asked loudly, refusing to let her fear come through in her voice, even though she was scared.

      A male’s laughter echoed throughout the large open space, making her head pound even more.

      “Ben? Is that who you think is behind all this? That’s the best news I’ve heard all day! That means my plan worked. Let’s just hope that nosy IT moron thinks it’s Ben, too.”

      Harper was too shocked to say anything, immediately recognizing the voice.

      It wasn’t Ben, it was Noah.

      She slowly started to piece together the clues from the past few days. Looking back, she realized she should have known it was him all along. Noah had been the one with the blueprints the day she'd seen he and the others downstairs. And he also had access to the computers and could have generated new plans for the runway to be reconfigured. He'd done plans for the inventory and if he knew how to do that, then he could have accessed all the files. He’d played dumb when she asked, but of course he would if he were the culprit.

      “Why are you trying to ruin Gertie’s business? What did she ever do to you? And what do I have to do with any of this?” She watched as he paced around aimlessly.

      “I did it because that old bat deserves to be ruined. She’s a horrible person and now there’s no hope for my mom. Gertie’s gonna pay for it. And you? You snooped around too much. With your stupid GoPro and your stupid questions. And trying to find her, why do you care so much about her anyway? If you had just minded your own business, you wouldn’t be here. But instead you got in my way.”

      Harper had no idea what he was talking about. He sounded unhinged, and judging by his frantic pacing, he was at his wit’s end. Maybe he was delusional. What did his mother even have to do with anything? She immediately thought the worst for Gertie and knew she needed to get herself free, so she could find her. Hopefully, Logan was looking for her, maybe he'd already figured out it was Noah that had been doing the sabotage all along. She looked around again, realizing wherever she was it wasn’t at work. How would Logan even know where to find her?

      “What do you mean, there’s no hope for your mom?” she asked him, wriggling her wrists behind her, and trying to get them out of the duct tape while keeping him busy talking about his mom.

      “My mom is sick. Real sick. She’s been in the hospital for months. She needs a transplant.”

      Harper feigned sadness, trying to sympathize with him.

      “Oh no! That’s horrible. But, what does that have to do with Gertie? Does your mom know her?” Harper was still clueless where this was heading. She knew Gertie didn’t have any kids, and she'd never really talked about any family either. She’d always referred to the employees as her family. Clearly, Noah was nuts. He'd always seemed normal to her when she'd dealt with him at work, but it hadn’t been very often.

      “Ha! She never told you, huh? Wow, what a shocker. Yeah, she was always ashamed of us. But that’s gonna change. I’m gonna show her. She’s about to see what it feels like to wish you were dead. It’s been a long time coming! You wanna watch?”

      Harper tried not to look horrified as she looked at him, sweat dripping from his hairline onto his forehead. Was he really talking about killing Gertie?

      “Err, no I don’t want to watch. Are you saying Gertie is your—”

      “Grandmother. Yep, she’s my grandmother who abandoned us, and now my mom is gonna die. And none of this would be happening if Gertie had stepped up. You guys all act like she’s this nice old lady, and she isn’t. She’s a bad person who threw my mom away when she was a baby like she was a piece of trash.”

      “I’m still a bit confused, Noah, but I know if my mom was still alive I would be at the hospital with her, not kidnapping people! She needs you, doesn’t she? What if something happens to her and you aren’t there?”

      “You don’t know what you’re talking about, Red! I can’t help her! Don’t you get it?!” Noah yelled, obviously irritated as he kicked at a piece of wood on the floor, sending it skittering across the room, the noise echoing eerily throughout the mill.

      Harper didn’t get it, but she wasn’t about to tell him that. At least not how she wanted to, which was by whacking him like he'd done to her. Noah was a big guy and she knew she couldn’t take him.

      “Why can’t you help her?”

      “My mom needs a kidney, and I’m not a match.”

      Harper still couldn’t piece together what this had to do with Gertie. Was Gertie really Noah’s grandmother? How was that even possible? He must be delusional, and this was some story he'd made up in his mind. Despite how crazy it all was, Harper realized this could be her ticket to freedom if she played her cards right.

      “Hey, wait a minute. If Gertie is your grandmother then she could donate a kidney, couldn’t she? She would be a match, right? I’m sure she would do it! She likes me, and I can talk her into it if she isn’t sure. But we need to hurry, I’m sure time is really critical for your mom.”

      Noah stared at her, his big arms crossed at his chest. He was such a big guy, and Harper had no idea how she could get away from someone who probably weighed twice as much as she did. She might be able to outrun him, but she also knew Gertie was in this mill somewhere and she couldn’t leave her here with this nutjob.

      “You think she would listen to you, huh?” he asked her, staring at her intently.

      “Yes! She would listen to me! But, she would be mad if she saw me like this. She isn’t going to focus on what I’m saying if I am tied up. So, let me go, and let’s take care of this.”
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      Logan stormed into Gertie’s office calling out her name. He weaved through the array of flowers and plants that had been sent to her and made his way to the window, looking below to see if she or Harper were outside. His instincts told him Noah had them both. He still didn’t know the reason why, but he was positive it was Noah who had been causing all the problems.

      As he rushed out of the office he ran into Tanner.

      “Is she here? I have been calling her for hours!” Tanner brushed by Logan and stepped into Gertie’s office, making a face at all the flowers inside.

      “No. Have you talked to her at all since she left this morning, did she call you after she left?” Logan watched Tanner’s facial expression when he realized Gertie wasn’t there. He knew something was wrong, Logan could see it on his face.

      “What is going on? Harper has been telling me someone was sabotaging things, are she and Gertie okay? Where are they?”

      Logan hesitated to tell Tanner the truth. He didn’t want to assume Tanner could help him out with this. He knew he'd caused problems before for Gertie, but he also knew he'd tried to fix what he'd done. And, he knew he loved his niece, Harper. He was also pretty sure he had a thing for Gertie too.

      “Logan, I know every trick in the book when it comes to trying to ruin a business. If something’s going on, I might be able to help you,” Tanner said.

      Logan explained to Tanner everything he knew as they walked downstairs to the basement area. They weaved their way around the storage rooms and hallways and ended up on the loading dock, with no sign of Noah or the two women.

      “So, right now we need to figure out where Noah could be, and hopefully that will lead us to Gertie and Harper,” Logan said, looking around the empty loading dock.

      Meow!

      The cat jumped up onto the loading dock and trotted over to him, winding itself between his legs as it purred.

      “Sorry, buddy, I don’t have time to feed you now,” Logan said absently. The cat jumped back down and scurried through the hole under the fence, trotting towards the decrepit old mill that loomed in the background.

      Logan watched it weave through the grass towards the abandoned mill. He started to feel uneasy, his instincts kicking in.

      “Is that mill abandoned?” Tanner asked Logan.

      “Yep.”

      “Oh no.” They broke into a jog after the cat.

      Logan shivered as he remembered the last time he'd been inside that building, back when he was on the force. It was isolated, and no one could hear what was going on inside. He recalled the creepy water wheel, the water still inside the building. That building was dangerous in more ways than one.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            20

          

        

      

    

    
      Big T paced around the old abandoned mill, second-guessing his decision. He'd been so focused on himself being the only person who could donate a kidney to his mom, he hadn’t even thought about Gertie being able to do it. Of course, Gertie could donate her kidney, it was her own daughter that needed the kidney, they had to be a match!

      But what if Gertie refused to donate? She wouldn’t refuse. Now that Harper knew about it, of course Gertie would donate, she wouldn’t want anyone thinking she was a horrible person! Besides, what Harper had said was true, Gertie liked her. She could probably talk the old woman into donating her kidney. Things had finally fallen into place for him! He would make sure his mom got the kidney now, no matter what. Things were looking up!

      He ran over to Harper and moved swiftly behind her, grabbing at the duct tape on her wrists and tearing it off, then did the same with the tape around her legs and upper body.

      “Follow me!” he yelled at her as he ran across the large room then went to the right, heading off through a wide opening.

      The room had a giant water wheel inside, which had seen better years. It was made of wood and run by huge mechanical metal gears that were now rusty and looked as though they would break in half at any moment.

      Big T’s heart lurched as he looked at the giant wheel. He'd balanced Gertie’s wheelchair on one of the huge paddles. His intent had been to make the old bat suffer, to sit and look helplessly at the dark water below her, and not be able to get away. But the wheelchair now sat empty. They were too late; either she'd jumped or fallen into the water below.

      “What have you done?” Harper screeched.

      “Hey! Is someone up there? Get me out of here! Noah Timmons!”

      Harper and Big T looked at each other with their mouths wide open then ran to the edge of the water wheel where the water was. About ten feet down in the black water was Gertie, floating around and looking up at them.

      “What the hell is wrong with you people? I have a show to run! Get me out of here, now!”

      “Gertie, you’re alive!” Harper yelled excitedly.

      Big T, or Noah Timmons, as Gertie called him watched as Gertie bobbed around in the murky water below them, amazed at the woman’s feistiness. He'd just wanted to make her pay for all the years of misery he and his mom had endured. Hopefully, she wouldn’t hold that against his mom now.

      He could see Harper walking closer to him from the corner of his eye, shouldn’t she be trying to help with getting Gertie out? This wasn’t a time to mess around, he'd let her go so she could help. He turned towards her to remind her what they should be doing.

      Thwack!

      Sparks flew inside his head and the cold wooden floor rushed up to greet him as everything faded to black.
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      Harper dropped the giant piece of old rusty metal she'd just hit Noah over the head with and rushed over to the hole to save Gertie. She glanced back over at Noah, unsure if she'd hit him too hard and possibly killed him. She couldn’t see his chest moving. Was he dead? She didn’t want to kill him, she just needed to disable him, so she could help Gertie. Whether Gertie was his grandmother or not, the guy needed some serious therapy!

      “Hello! Is someone going to help me out of here or not!” Gertie yelled out in an agitated tone.

      “I’m coming, Gertie!”

      “Get my chair first! Don’t let it fall into the water for crying out loud! That chair was custom-made just for me!”

      Harper struggled with the wheelchair that was teetering on one of the massive paddles, being careful not to have it, or herself, go tumbling into the water below. Gertie continued yelling instructions at her, her arms flailing around. The old woman really was a piece of work!

      She moved to the back of the wheel and slowly turned it by leaning on each paddle until the wheelchair reached her and she could safely remove it. She pulled it towards her and pushed it off to the side then ran over to the hole where Gertie was. She laid down on her stomach and stuck her hand down for Gertie to grab.

      “Here, try to grab my arm!” she yelled down, realizing that getting Gertie out of the hole was going to be much more difficult then she'd thought. Her arm wasn’t long enough to reach Gertie.

      “Hold it right there!”

      Harper shrieked and jumped up on her feet, holding her hands up in the air as she turned around. It was Logan and Tanner, both of whom immediately ran over to her.

      “Oh, for crying out loud!” Gertie’s voice drifted up from the hole.

      “Are you okay?” Logan asked Harper as he looked around. “Where is Gertie? I hear her but don’t see her anywhere?”

      “Gertie!” Tanner yelled, looking around the room with a panic-stricken expression on his face.

      “I’m down here, are you all deaf? Get me out!”

      Logan and Tanner peered over the edge of the hole, Tanner started rolling up his sleeves. They worked together to maneuver Gertie up and out of the hole, Tanner taking the lead and holding her in his arms as she dripped water all over him and the floor.

      “Put me down!” Gertie scolded Tanner, beating at him lightly with her fists. “Put me in my chair, I don’t need to be carried like a child!”

      Tanner carefully placed Gertie in her wheelchair and she looked over at Noah, who was still lying on the ground motionless.

      “What’s with him?” she asked.

      “Well, that’s kind of a long story, Gertie,” Harper said, hesitant and unsure of what to say to her.

      “Well, can you give me the short version? I have a show I need to run,” Gertie snapped back impatiently as she wrung the water out of her long silver hair.

      “Short version. Right. Well, the short version is the guy lying on the floor, Noah, says you are his grandmother. His mother needs a kidney and for some reason he is blaming you.”

      Harper explained to everyone what had happened while Logan walked over and felt Noah’s wrist for a pulse.

      “He’s still alive,” he said, looking at Gertie along with everyone else.

      “What? Why are you all gawking at me? Okay, okay, for crying out loud. I had a child when I was younger. Too young, to be honest. My parents said I couldn’t take care of a kid and they took her away from me, and that was that,” Gertie said matter-of-factly, as everyone’s jaw dropped, and they continued to stare at her.

      “But I thought you said you didn’t have any kids?” Harper asked her.

      “No, dear, I said I never raised any kids. There’s a difference.” Gertie looked over at Noah and continued, her tone softening. “You see, I tried to find my daughter, but my parents had set up the adoption as a closed one. No one would give me any information on my own daughter! I even hired detectives to find her, but they always came up empty-handed. I’m sure she felt abandoned her whole life. And now you say this is her son, my grandson? He was a sweet kid when I interviewed him, seemed quiet to me. He was talking about karma when he did this to me and I couldn’t figure it out. Now I guess it makes sense.”

      Harper watched Gertie look at Noah lovingly. Most people would be mad after what he'd just done, but not Gertie.

      “Poor kid. He did all this baloney for his mother. She’s raised a good kid, I mean underneath all that anger and bitterness, but can you blame him for being like that? When he interviewed here with me he told me he'd had a tough life. Big kid too, huh? He said they called him Big T because of his size and last name. Well, I better get a move on. If what you’ve said is true, Harper, then I have a kidney to donate and a daughter to reconnect with!”

      The group looked at each other, confused.

      “What about the show?” Harper asked.

      “What?! No! Gertie you can’t donate your kidney! You need to rest immediately after this ordeal. You’re fragile and—” Tanner snapped his mouth shut when Gertie cut him off.

      “Fragile?! I’m no more fragile than any of you! And this is my daughter! I can’t change what happened all those years ago, but I can try to make up for it!”

      “You’re right, Gertie, you aren’t fragile. That’s why I would like to see if I’m a match to donate my kidney instead. I have some making up to do too, you know,” Tanner said.

      “Okay, everyone, slow down for a minute,” Harper said. “First, I think we need to call the cops.” She looked at Gertie as she said this, unsure Gertie would approve. Despite trying to burn her business down and kidnap people, Noah was Gertie’s grandson, and she wasn’t positive Gertie would press charges against him.

      “Why are you looking at me? He’s going to have to answer to the police about what he did, to take responsibility. Just because he’s my grandson it doesn’t mean it’s okay he hurt other people!” She wheeled herself over to where Noah was still lying unconsciously and watched him for a minute. “Go ahead, dear, call the police. And everyone else, move it! We have a show to put on!”
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      “Can I go now?” Harper asked the policeman as she looked around at all the activity in the abandoned mill. He'd been taking her statement for what seemed like hours. She was grateful Logan had stayed by her side, he knew the cop, and that had made things go much smoother, especially as they'd wanted everyone to go down to the station to be questioned. Harper didn’t have time for that!

      The cop nodded his head as he continued to make notes in his pad, and Harper looked over at Gertie who was talking quietly with Noah. He'd come to, and immediately been placed under arrest, but Gertie had insisted she be able to speak with him before they hauled him away.

      Uncle Tanner was on the phone with the hospital, trying to see how quickly he could get tested to see if he was a match to donate a kidney, even though Gertie was still insisting she be the one to donate. Harper didn’t have the energy to grab the phone away from him and stop him, besides, she had a fashion show that still had to happen tonight. What were the odds he’d be a match, anyway?

      “Ready?” Logan reached his arm out to her, grabbing her hand. Harper felt butterflies in her stomach and decided to let them be, instead of chasing them away. Who knew what would have happened if Logan hadn’t come looking for her and Gertie? Maybe it was time for her to take down the wall she'd built up.

      “Yes, let’s just wait for Gertie,” she said to him, squeezing his hand. “By the way, thanks for saving us.”

      “Well, if you two can break this lovefest up I’d like to get the heck out of here. Harper, we need to clean up and get this fashion show underway!” Gertie said, grabbing Harper’s other hand, and squeezing it as she gave both Logan and her a wink.

      They all went next door, Logan maneuvering Gertie’s wheelchair through the overgrown brush and into the parking lot of O’Rourke’s. It was late afternoon, and guests were already starting to arrive.

      “Take me in through the rear doors, dear,” she said, pointing towards the back of the building as Logan rushed along pushing her.

      They entered through the rear door, which brought them to the basement area abuzz with activity. The models were rushing around, their clothing looking stunning in different styles and colors.

      

      “Gertie!” Veronica screamed, running towards the trio. “I’ve been worried sick about you! All of you!” she exclaimed. “Where the hell have you all been?”

      “It’s a long story, dear, I can explain later,” Gertie said, looking around.

      “Wait, are you wet?” TJ asked as he approached them all, a confused look on his face.

      “Guys, we can explain later what happened. Right now, we need to get Gertie changed for the show!” Harper said.

      “Bring her in there,” Veronica said, pointing to one of the dressing rooms. “I’ll go get her clothes upstairs.”

      Harper wheeled Gertie into one of the dressing rooms, where some makeup artists were waiting and rushed over to her. Veronica backed away as Gertie started to swat at the makeup people trying to dote on her.

      “Watch it! Just a dab of some lipstick and powder my face, that’s all I need! I don’t want to look like a clown for crying out loud!”

      Harper stepped back and turned to leave, wanting to give Gertie some privacy to change, as well as needing to go get herself cleaned up and help run the show.

      “Harper!”

      Harper froze, Gertie’s voice making her flinch. She turned around slowly to look at her.

      “You did good, dearie.” Gertie winked at her and gave her a grin.

      Harper left the room almost floating on air, Logan waiting outside for her. She'd helped Gertie and there would be no more sabotage at O’Rourke’s. As Logan grabbed her hand she welcomed the butterflies in her stomach again.
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      Two weeks later …

      Harper watched the various blips on the hospital monitors nervously, the noises they made echoing throughout the room. Logan squeezed her hand, making her relax a bit. She was happy he was there with her, although she was still a little miffed about him wanting to kick her off the investigation. But she knew he'd done that to protect her, and after what had happened, he'd made a good point about not wanting her to get hurt.

      “Stop worrying about me,” Tanner said to her. “I feel great!”

      Harper smiled as Uncle Tanner held his arms up as if in victory, the IV hooked into the back of his right hand swaying as he did so.

      “There’s my hero!” Gertie’s voice sang as she wheeled herself into the hospital room grinning from ear to ear. It had turned out that due to some health issues she couldn’t donate her kidney, but Tanner was indeed a match. Despite everyone telling him he didn’t need to do it, Tanner had insisted Gertie’s daughter, Lily, be given his kidney. The operation had gone smoothly, and so far, everyone was doing great.

      “How’s Noah?” Logan asked Gertie, who had now wheeled herself over to Tanner’s bedside and was patting his hand. Harper noticed Tanner had the same lovestruck look in his eyes as Veronica and TJ usually did.

      “He’s good, dear. I’m getting him some help, you know, he needs some therapy, mentally. The poor kid just made assumptions his whole life about me. Same with his mom. All he ever wanted was for me to acknowledge I had a grandson, and hell, I didn’t even know I had one! He never knew I had tried to find them. It’s all good now though, thanks to Tanner, my beautiful daughter, Lily, has a new lease on life and Noah will get some help!”

      Harper’s heart swelled to see Gertie so happy, and Uncle Tanner, too. In fact, she hadn’t seen him so happy since before Aunt Emily had died.

      “I’ve seen enough flower arrangements to last me a lifetime!” a voice said from the doorway, their face hidden by a huge arrangement.

      It was TJ, flanked by Sarah and Veronica. Everyone laughed, knowing he was referring to Gertie’s office that had been filled with so many arrangements. Harper was surprised to see them but assumed with the end result of things they must have forgiven Tanner. His grand gesture to give up a kidney for someone he didn’t even know had redeemed him for sure.

      Harper watched as everyone chatted, TJ and Veronica holding hands, and Veronica practically gushing when she looked at him. Sarah, on the other hand, didn’t seem very happy. Not that she seemed upset to be there, there was just a general sadness about her, as if her mind was preoccupied.

      “Gertie, we received a big delivery today of cat food. Do you know anything about that?” Veronica asked Gertie.

      “Oh yes, dear. That stray cat that’s been hanging out by the loading dock, have any of you seen it?”

      Harper exchanged looks with Logan and Veronica.

      “Right, that’s what I thought. Anyway, I’m officially adopting the cat as O’Rourke Signature Events mascot. I’m naming him Kidney.”

      Everyone burst into laughter as Gertie said the cat’s name.

      “Well, I wanted to come give you the good news in person but it sounds like you’re already in a great mood!” Marly said as she walked into the room.

      “What good news?” Gertie and Harper asked in unison.

      “The fashion show was a huge success. The buyers at the show have all placed orders. Big ones! The disabled clothing line is going to make Draconia even more profitable thanks to you, Gertie. Now, I just hope this news lifts Edwards spirits, he’s been a bit grumpy since Tanner’s been getting so much attention from you!”

      “Pfft. Edward needs someone to take him down a peg. He fought me every day about the damn designs for these clothes, if I had just let him go with his ideas it would have been a huge flop,” Gertie said.

      “Oh, Eddie will be fine. Besides, it isn’t like he can one-up Tanner with what he did, giving his kidney and all,” Myrtle said as she stood in the doorway. “Besides, I plan on keeping him plenty busy, now I’ve been promoted to Gertie’s right-hand assistant.”

      Wearing a canary-yellow blouse and matching colored beads for her glasses, Myrtle certainly stood out against the drab off-white-colored walls in the hospital room. While her choice in clothing, and beads, were always rather eccentric, Myrtle always pulled it off, looking fashionable and never gaudy. Harper loved her sense of style and plucky attitude, as did everyone else.

      TJ and Veronica excused themselves, needing to get back to the office. Harper knew she should get back, too, but she didn’t want to leave Tanner. That, and she really didn’t want to let go of Logan’s hand.

      She caught Sarah looking down at the two of them holding hands and felt a pang of guilt. She knew Sarah and Raffe hadn’t spoken in a while, even though Sarah’s food at the fashion show had been written up in several papers as a standout. Harper wasn’t sure if Raffe was mad that Sarah had left working for him, or mad she was doing so well, or maybe he was mad at both.

      “Ah, well, I see I was right,” Myrtle said to Harper.

      “Huh? Right about what?” Harper asked her, oblivious to what she was talking about.

      Myrtle looked down at Logan and Harper’s hands clasped together, then back at Harper.

      She winked at her, a broad smile on her face.

      “Like I said to you before, be careful what you wish for.”
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