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Jane Smith, amateur sleuth, had always loved reading ever since she was a little girl, over 60 years ago, she loved being transported to new worlds to make new friends and go on exciting new adventures.

So when her best friend Marg had told her about a stolen book in their quiet little village in the south of England, Jane had to go and investigate, or at least have a nose around (or be a pain in the backside as her children lovingly said).

Jane stood outside a massive stone cottage in the centre of the little village and she loved it. Unlike her small stone cottage, this one was made from stunning white stone that reflected the sunlight perfectly, making the cottage seem a lot more impressive than it actually was.

It reminded Jane of when her and her husband had moved to the village over fifty years ago and had looked at a similar cottage, he had always said it was too expensive and had far, far, far too many “modern” features that took away from its natural beauty.

Jane could only smile at his words now, she wished he was still around to see the cottage now.

Jane ran her fingers across the cold blue wooden door as she prepared herself to knock, she could see the gentle blowing of the wind rustling the flowers behind her, but the sounds of laughing, moaning and shouting was clear enough behind the door.

Jane didn’t know what was going on but she could hear one of the voices clearly enough. The cottage belonged to a Mrs Willy Anne, Jane had never liked her, she thought of herself as god’s gift to mankind and she make sure people knew it.

As Jane smelt the wonderful hints of chocolate, butter and biscuits in the air, Jane had to smile as she knew who was here instantly. A woman who everyone called Bourbon Creams was inside and no doubt she had a tub of Bourbon Creams in her hands ready to offer anyone a biscuit or two, even if they didn’t want it.

Jane took in a deep chocolatey breath and knocked on the door three times.

But she wasn’t expecting to hear silence then a strange shuffling sound as if someone or something was being moved over to the door to answer it.

When the door opened, Jane instantly smiled as her best friend Marg stared at her, wearing a rather beautiful pink hat, summer dress and even some red nail polish. For Marg, that was scandalous.

Jane gave Marg a quick hug and walked into the large cottage to be greeted with a large brown room with bookshelves lining the outside of it. There were hundreds of first editions there, Jane didn’t know how much it was all worth but it must have been hundreds of thousands.

She could understand why someone wanted to steal from it.

Yet the strange thing was Jane couldn’t see a single gap in all the shelves so the stolen book clearly wasn’t taken from down here, as far as Jane could see.

“Bourbon?” a tall elegant woman said holding out a tub of freshly made Bourbon Creams.

“No thank you,” Jane said, smiling.

“What is that woman doing here?” 

As soon as Jane heard her she knew who the speaker was, it was Willy, the arrogant, annoying person herself. Jane wondered whether or not she should just leave, but she really, really wanted to know more about this stolen book.

Willy walked over to Jane and stopped right in front of her. Jane almost gagged at all her horrible perfume and Willy was wearing far too much makeup for being indoors.

But Jane wouldn’t have been surprised if her first reaction to finding the book had been stolen, was to put on more makeup.

“Mrs Jane Smith,” she said holding out her hand.

“I do not shake the hands of you people,” 

Jane took a deep breath and gestured for Bourbon Creams to give her one. She was definitely going to need the sugar.

Marg stood next to Jane. “Come on Willy, she here to help ya,”

Willy rolled her eyes. “If you are not going to speak the Queen’s English, then please leave,”

Jane laughed. “I take it the police haven’t been?”

“Why would I invite those people into my home? I do not want the theft to become a national scandal,”

Jane forced herself not to laugh, she couldn’t believe the arrogance of this woman, and quite frankly the mystery of the stolen book was the only thing keeping her.

Marg waved Willy away and turned to Jane. “Hi Pet, I need ya help,”

Jane smiled. “Sure thing Marg. What you need? What happened?”

“Oh pet, it was a terrible thing. I loaned Willy bumface over there, one of my first editions, my hubby loved it before he died,”

Jane took another deep breath, she knew how much Marg had loved her husband, so it was amazing that Marg was still able to breathe and talk without crying about the theft. 

She had to help her.

“I lent it to bumface yesterday. I came to pick it up today and she had lost it Pet,” Marg said.

Jane just glared at Willy. 

“It is not my fault, that the book is lost,” she said.

Jane went over to her and went very close to her ear. “You will help me find my friend’s book, or I will leak it to the newspapers, the BBC and every single little blog in this area,”

Willy’s eyes widened in horror. Jane smiled as that was exactly the reaction she wanted. 

“Of course I would love to help you Marg,” Willy said, “to find your book. I will give you whatever you need, and cover your insurance,” 

Jane cocked her head at that point. Clearly Willy wasn’t very knowledgeable about her neighbours, everyone knew that normal people didn’t have top notch insurance for first editions and other priceless objects, so why would she assume that?

“You don’t have insurance?” Jane asked.

“Yes Pet, hubby got it a week before he died,” 

Jane’s eyebrows rose. That alone was strange, Jane had been best friends with Marg for close to 50 years and she had no idea she had a first edition and that it was insured. So how did Willy know?

Jane went very close to Marg. “How did Will know? Did you tell her?”

“Yea Pet. Showed her the insurance paperwork last night,”

“Are you insured for theft?” Jane asked.

Marg shuffled around for a few moments before looking back at Jane. “I think so Pet,”

Bourbon Creams went round offering everyone another biscuit. Jane declined and was about to open her mouth when she closed it. 

She wanted to ask Willy if she had stolen it because Marg would get the money from the insurance company, and then Willy could sell it and pocket the money for herself. But she doubted Willy would just admit it so easily. 

Jane needed to find out about the finances of Willy Anne to see if she had motive. 

“You know Willy, I have always wanted to see the view from the master bedroom, my husband before he died always regretted never seeing these massive cottages,”

Willy rolled her eyes. “Well that is your problem,” 

Jane really forced herself not to laugh. “But please Willy, I would love to see the upstairs. My husband would probably haunt you if you said no,”

To Jane’s surprise, Willy’s face went ghostly white and her hands even started shaking. Jane gently elbowed Marg in the arm.

“Oh yes Willy Pet, my husband haunted one of my kids for years until she told me the truth about my necklace. My husband was nasty about that sort of thing,”

Jane smiled.

“My husband once even tried to crash my daughter’s car. That was bad of him. If he does that to family Pet, then what would he do to you?” Marg said.

Willy fainted.

Bourbon Creams went to take out her phone but didn’t. 

Jane just looked at her. “You’ll be okay with what we want to do right?” 

Bourbon Creams just nodded. “Bumface, stole ma Custard Cream recipe years ago. I gonna find it,”

“Good luck,” Jane said.

As Bourbon Creams walked off into the cottage, Jane looked around for another door of some kind but couldn’t see anything. All the walls were just bookcases.

“What ya looking for Pet?” 

“A door? The Stairs?” Jane asked.

Marg shuffled over to a bookcase on the far wall and pulled over a large bible. The sound of clicking filled the air and then Jane noticed a long wooden staircase was coming down from the ceiling.

As Marg started to shuffle up the stairs, Jane wondered about moving Willy into a comfortable position, but she
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