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  About the Book


A movie extra in a cornfield with a knife.


When central casting booked Becky Robinson as an extra in a horror movie, she never imagined they would film in a spooky cornfield on Halloween night.  Yet here she is stuck in the middle of nowhere with a black cat, a woman who thinks she is a witch, and a killer.
With a little hocus pocus and movie magic can Becky find out whodunit? Or will the cornfield killer get away with murder this All Hallows Eve?
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  1 Hour Mysteries


Twin Bluebonnet Ranch Mysteries
Teachers, Tricks, and Time Capsules 
Silent Nights and Shoplifting
Antiques, Alibis, and Auctions
Rodeo, Ransom, and Fireworks 
Ghostwriters and Gravediggers
Secrets, Lies, and Poisonberry Pies
Friday Night Frights
Turkey, Thievery, and Twins

Hollywood Whodunit Short Stories
Hitchcock's Perfect Murder
Bushwhacking & Backstabbing
Candy Korn Killer
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  1
Practical Magic


Bright sunshine blinded me as I exited the shuttle.  I bounced down the steps and thanked the driver for the ride.  My lanyard flapped in the wind, obscuring my security clearance.
A man with a clipboard frowned.  “And you are?”
“Becky Robinson.  I’m one of the actors on the call sheet.  With lines.”
“How wonderful for you.”
I smiled and didn’t let his bad attitude affect me.  I was thrilled to play a camper in the television pilot even if I only had two lines.  Progress.
My nostrils flared as I sucked in the fresh air.  The last time I filmed at the movie farm, my situation was totally different.  I was a background extra with no lines and now I had two. I also wasn’t an official detective and now I almost was.  
What did one have to do with the other? I cringed, avoiding the elephant in the room. Ten months earlier I witnessed a murder on this very property.
The admission didn’t make me feel any better.  As I navigated to the makeup trailer, I imagined the Candy Korn Killer lurking in every corner.

      [image: image-placeholder]October 31st. Ten Months Earlier.
If you wondered how I came to be stuck in an isolated cabin with a black cat, a woman who thought she was a witch, and a killer on Halloween night, you weren't the only one. I lived it and couldn't believe my misfortune. 
The morning began like any other. I got up, I brushed my teeth, I drove to work, and I filmed a movie. Okay, so the last item on my list wasn’t exactly normal. It was highly unusual, and the prospect made me a nervous wreck.
After months of struggling and clawing for an acting role, any acting role, I finally landed my first job in Hollywood. Central casting booked me for a non-speaking background role in a horror flick. And I was ecstatic. When the naysayers from my high school teased me, I could flash the freeze-frame shot of me in the crowd.
That’ll show them.
Ten hours and a cornfield later, we wrapped the location. Who knew fleeing a villain dressed in a green leotard resulted in complete exhaustion? He hardly even scared me. Apparently, the vilification process came in post-production CGI.
A pumpkin-exploding heatwave afternoon gave way to a chilly evening. The crew transported small groups of actors from the cornfield to the parking lot a few miles away. The problem? They hired two tricked-out golf carts to haul fifty people. Extras didn’t take priority, so I found myself waiting for the last car.
“Where are they?” The woman glued to my hip all afternoon held her phone in the air. She spun, begging for a better signal in the middle of nowhere.
While partnered, I learned her entire life story. She hailed from Scottsdale. She enjoyed baking cupcakes in her free time. Oh, and at the age of thirteen, she found an ancient spellbook and developed magical powers. So naturally, she pursued a career in acting. The girl was going places. But not by telekinesis. Too advanced.
She blinked and I realized she waited for an answer to her rhetorical question.
“They come in fifteen-minute shifts. I clocked the last seven trips.”
“Excellent job, Rainwoman.” The obligatory sarcastic guy of the group made it his mission to pick on me. “Keep us updated.”
Right on cue, the golf cart arrived. I made a motion as if turning letters on Wheel of Fortune. “Your chariot.” Being the smallest, I volunteered to squish in the passenger seat with extra camera equipment.
The driver punched the gas, pushing the machine to the limit. I clasped the railing to keep from flying through the opening where a door should be. But instead of turning with the curve of the road, the driver veered off the path and headed straight for a tree.
“Look out!” I closed my eyes, bracing for impact.
We smashed into the trunk, and colorful leaves peppered the shattered windshield. My body contorted, pinning me under the dashboard.
The sarcastic guy spilled from the back row, clutching his bloody forehead. “What is wrong with you, man? You trying to kill us?”
I shook the driver. “Mister?” He slumped over the steering wheel with a knife in his back. I gasped. “Worst Halloween ever.”
The man coughed and mumbled. “Will…” 
I leaned closer. “What?”
“Candy corn.”
His eyes glazed and I jolted backward. With a knee on the seat, I stretched to check for a pulse and confirmed my assessment. Why were his last words longing for terrible candy? What did it mean? The connection eluded me. “Might as well whisper Rosebud.”
I crawled from the cart and observed the others recovering from our crash. How did someone stab the driver with none of us taking note?
My hand drifted to my pocket to phone the police. But the non-disclosure agreement we signed prohibited all technology from the location.
Passengers hobbled from the cart, noticing the body for the first time. Everyone spoke at once, firing questions and complaints.
“What happened to him?”
“Did someone kill him?”
“Came from the golf cart, right?”
“No, something flew by my head.”
“Somebody threw the knife?”
“She was the closest to the driver.” The accusation came from the witch, Deborah Lane.
I swatted the finger shoved in my face. “She is named Becky. You should know since you spent the last ten hours talking to her… me.”
“Explain how someone killed the man right in front of your eyes.”
Dismissing the witch, I returned my attention to the murder victim. Theories darted through my mind like traffic on the expressway. But whodunit? Only one theory made sense in a golf cart filled with six people - a movie extra in a cornfield with a dagger.
“Nobody touches the scene.” Sophia, the aging security guard, hobbled to the driver’s side and poked her head through the opening. The perm and hairspray made her bleached-blonde hair twice the size of a normal person. “You, Becky, back up. I’m in charge until the authorities arrive.”
She pushed the passengers to a safe distance, but I crept closer. “Are you carrying a cellphone?”
“Stupid NDA. I warned the producers it isn’t smart but does anyone listen to me? No.” She reached for a radio wedged in the floorboard. “This is the next best thing.”
The plastic casing dropped to the ground, revealing the destroyed internal components. A result of the crash or intentional on the killer’s part? “What about Plan C? How far to the main building?”
“Too much to hoof it.” Sophia flicked the on-off switch of the golf cart. “And even if this wasn’t a crime scene, the motor is shot.”
“Meanwhile, we’re trapped in the middle of nowhere.”
“With a killer on the loose.” Sophia kicked the tires. “This is why the studio needs additional security. They don’t even allow me to carry pepper spray.” She removed a can from her utility belt. “The only thing this will prevent is bad breath.”
I twisted to the other passengers and approached the witch. “Deborah, may I borrow your phone?”
“I didn’t bring one.” Her dramatically lined eyes bugged. “The rules clearly state that we are not permitted to use technology on location. Are you accusing me of rule-breaking, Copper?”
“You played on your phone all afternoon. Everyone saw you.”
“I hear the solitaire cards flipping every time I close my eyes.” The sarcastic guy demonstrated. “Flip, flip, flip. Oh, imagine that you lost again.”
“I don’t appreciate your attitude, Harrison Zhao.” The witch flicked a handful of dust. “I can totally curse you right now and you can’t do a thing about it.”
The prototypical blonde surfer dude stepped between the bickering. “Guys, can’t we get along? This is like the horror movie we just filmed. First thing that gets you killed is turning on each other.”
“I guess he turned on the wrong person.” Harrison waved at the dead guy.
I pinched the bridge of my nose. “Deborah, can I borrow your phone? We need to call the police so they can secure the crime scene and interview us.”
The surfer’s hair flung from side to side. “Interview us? Why?” 
“Wakey, wakey, Jay. She thinks one of us stabbed the driver.” Harrison rocked on his sneakers. “That sum it up, Cupcake?”
“Deborah?” I extended my hand.
“Dial to your little heart’s content.” She slapped her phone into my palm.
I tapped the screen and a low battery message illuminated the cornfield. Before I dismissed the three percent warning, the device faded to black. “Any chance you can recite a presto-chargo spell?”
She snorted. “No, but I wish.”
“Aw man, this is a nightmare.” Jay combed his long-blonde locks. “What are we going to do now?”
Since moving to Hollywood, I solved a few murders. Though far from a professional detective, I learned enough to grow concerned. “Stay calm. I’ll speak to Sophia.” I closed the thirty-yard gap to the scene.
The security guard poked around the golf cart with her pen. “I thought I warned you to hang back, Dear.”
“I’m an amateur sleuth, sort of. I think I can help you contain this.”
“Contain what?” The indignation drew out a thick New Yorker accent.
“We’re alone in a cornfield. Six people are riding in a golf cart and one turns up dead, leaving five suspects.”
Her flashlight blinded my eyes. “Are you accusing me of something?”
“I’m offering my help.” I leaned beside her. “Were you friends with the victim?”
“We worked together occasionally. His name is Maury McCloud.” She pushed the pen against his forehead, moving his white hair. “Wore the world’s worst rug and never outgrew the 70s muttonchops.”
“Did you get along? Was he a pleasant co-worker?”
“Most people liked him. Me included. I can’t imagine someone wanting to stab him.” Sophia squinted at the body. “Unfortunately, we can’t determine much more until the authorities arrive.”
“Will the studio come looking for us when we don’t show?”
She patted my hand. “Only if someone important is missing. I bet everyone else is home trick-or-treating by now.”
A comforting thought.
“I guess our only option is hiking for help.” I twisted my mouth. “Where is the closest building?”
“There’s a cabin about two miles down
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