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	Book Description:

	In this cozy mystery, Yolanda Carter is told of her grandmother’s best friend’s unsolved murder. Mildred Overmeyer was an outstanding home baker who was stabbed to death while baking a cherry pie. The story of the 1960s crime touches Yolanda, along with her new friend, Detective Churchill. Her budding sleuthing skills lead her to search for the killer.

	In between investigating and baking batches of pies in time for her latest product launch, Yolanda discovers more about the sweetness of love. And who is heating up the kitchen with Yolanda?

	Includes the recipe for Yolanda’s Chewy Oatmeal Raisin Cookies!
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	W


	hen I first thought up the idea for the Yolanda’s Yummery Series back in 2012, I dashed off five book titles that would comprise the series. I had little idea of who Yolanda Carter was and how her business venture and quest for finding love would turn out. After all, the novella, Sweet Dreams, was just that: a quick read of an eBook. To me, Yolanda Carter was a fictitious character within the story. 

	I wrote The Great Brownie Taste-off in early 2014 and that was supposed to be called Magical Cakes of Love – only I didn’t even get to the part about those magical cakes. Supposedly, book number three was going to be entitled Meeting Mr. Right. How and/or why I wrote that title is beyond me as it just made me laugh. Still, I managed to write a somewhat compelling outline, one that explained a few things and introduced some entertaining characters. However, by the time it came to write the book I froze upon reading the first paragraph. Time to give fiction writing a vacation. I returned to the kitchen where I completed several new recipes for a soap crafting book.

	It was almost autumn and all I had was a few pages of book number three in outline form. I was getting lots of downloads for book #1 and the sales for book #2 were enough to make me return to the outline and let Yolanda meet Mr. Right. 

	Twenty-seven pages into the book and I hit a dead end. Enough. I was having way too much difficulty writing the story -- more than I’d ever encountered. So, I did what many writers do -- I went for a long walk. And during that walk, I figured out what the problem was and how to fix it. The good news was that I was able to salvage eight pages, so not all was lost. I came up with a title that has more than one meaning, and the story was there and continued to be as I abandoned the outline and ended up surprising myself.

	I hope that you’ll enjoy reading more about Yolanda in A Pie to Die For, as she stumbles across a cold case that involves pies. In this latest version, the title has been changed from a sweet romance title to one more in keeping with a cozy mystery.

	Oh, and if you have the time and the inclination, try the recipe at the end of the book. Of all the cookies I bake, I find this is one that you can always say is healthy. Why? Because it contains lots of fiber. It also contains lots of butter and sugar—which helps make cookies suitable for any bakery, yummery or cookie jar.

	 


 

	CHAPTER 

	ONE
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	Early December

	Sunday

	 

	 

	T


	hat rainy afternoon, Yolanda Carter sat on the living room couch watching TV. Her two cats, Miss Chef and Mr. Whisker, were curled up on either side of her, enjoying their siesta. Miss Chef was a classic tuxedo with a medium white stripe down her face and a lovely curved white smile. Her paws resembled four spotless white boots and the white stripe along the front of her body was groomed frequently. Mr. Whisker was a sleek and muscular shorthaired black cat with a single white whisker amidst his black whiskers. He was Miss Chef’s adopted younger brother and a cat who appreciated his home.

	In front of the young woman sat a tray containing her empty dinner plate on top of her faux shabby chic coffee table. Lights glowed in the living room, casting away the outside gloom. 

	Yolanda wanted to eat a second piece of chocolate mint fudge that BB Gustafson, her assistant pastry chef, had made. Yolanda sighed, feeling that extra weight on her hips that wouldn’t go away, especially during the hectic holiday season. She refused to weigh herself and the thought of measuring her hips or any other part of her with a tape measure was far too intimidating. 

	The familiar strains of the bell-ringing anthem to America’s Worst Bakeries on the Dessert Network caught her attention. Gavin Jones, the effusive narrator, told of a failing bakery down in San Diego. She watched the show with curiosity, amazed at the bakery owner’s inability to accept his employees’ ideas on redecorating the cakes in a more contemporary style. His store’s showcases were partially filled with brown and tan colored pastries. Nothing looked appealing. 

	“These are my employees, and they do things my way,” said the overweight man in a rumpled, flour-dusted apron, scowling at the lineup of three young employees. 

	“Dude, you need to change that attitude like pronto,” said Gavin, a chartreuse-haired hipster. The young man adjusted his red glasses and waved his hand a few times. “Say goodbye to all these boooooring breads and rolls. This isn’t a supermarket—this is supposed to be a bakery. Hello?” The bakery’s owner gawked at the host, too startled to respond. Gavin put his hands on his cheeks, opened his mouth and jumped up and down a few times. “Now viewers, wait until you see some of the stunning pastries that will be sold here right after our commercial break. You just won’t belieeeeeeve the change!”

	By the end of the show, the bakery had been remodeled and repainted in elegant burgundy and saffron colors. For yet more of a contrast, the owner’s attitude had gone from gruff to grateful. Even his new burgundy apron was clean and wrinkle free. After a group hug, the show ended, and the credits rolled. Just then, her cell phone buzzed, and she saw that it was her boyfriend, Nigel Garvey. “Hey darling,” she answered.

	“Hey darling,” he replied in his London accent. “I can’t make our dinner date tonight. My ankle hurts and I have to rest it.”

	She sighed. “Nigel, I thought you were going to take time off from skating after your accident.”

	“Look, ever since I’ve buggered my ankle I haven’t skated. I think it’s time to give it up and devote myself full time to the business. So, I’m doing that as I have a flight to catch to Ethiopia to work with a new coffee exporter. They also have honey that I want to try to sell and promote in your yummery. In fact, this honey and beeswax exporter …”

	She leaned forward on the couch and shifted, causing the sleeping Miss Chef to raise narrowed eyes, meow softly, and then return to slumberland. “Did you say honey and beeswax? Is it Fair Trade honey and beeswax? Because Heather Hathaway’s Lotions & More is looking for a new supplier of …”

	“I know. Her factory is only two blocks away from my warehouse.”

	“I’ll miss you, but I think it’ll be awesome to have real Fair Trade Ethiopian honey and coffee.”

	“I knew you’d understand, Yolanda. And I might just be able to get some chocolate, too.”

	“Chocolate?” She giggled. “You said the magic word. Ethiopian chocolate? I’ve never heard of it being exported from Ethiopia.”

	“Not sure, love. I am sure that I can get some fine West African chocolate, though. Now, darling, just make sure you behave yourself whilst I’m gone.” 

	“You know I will, Nigel. I always do.” She smiled and stroked the smooth fur of Miss Chef who was half-asleep and purring.

	“I trust you. But I don’t trust that ex-boyfriend of yours, Zac. And stay away from that cowboy Texan—what’s his name?”

	“His name’s Mike O’Neill.”

	“Right, that bloke. He’s barney, keep away from him.”

	“No, his name’s Mike, not Barney. Now don’t be jealous. You know it’s you I want to be with.”

	“Barney means trouble, old Cockney rhyming slang for Barney Rubble.”

	She laughed. “I love it when you talk English to me! And that’s just another reason I want to be with you.”

	“Right, Yolanda. Same here. I haven’t seen anyone since I met you when your shop opened.”

	“Well, I’m relieved to hear that. But I’ve not seen anyone else, either.” Yolanda said, staring at the TV screen but not focusing on the previews for America’s Best Bakeries.

	Nigel chuckled. “You’re a good girl, Yolanda, that’s why.” He paused upon hearing the chiming sound of his other phone. “Sorry love, I’ve got to take this call. I’ll ring you tomorrow after I arrive.” He disconnected the call.

	“Nigel?” She heard silence. Putting the phone onto the coffee table, Yolanda rubbed the purring cat’s belly and ignored the TV. “That’s odd. It’s been a while since he just hung up without telling me that he loved me. Maybe he doesn’t anymore, Miss Chef. Maybe he’s tired of me and really wants me to date Mike or Zac or even Detective Churchill but he didn’t mention him by name…” she sighed and arose, picking up her tray and going into the kitchen to deposit the dirty plate in the sink. “But he did call me love, so I guess that counts.”

	A long evening loomed ahead of her. Going into the guest room, she opened the bottom drawer of the desk and pulled out her clear plastic box filled with her felting supplies. Her project was simple: she was making a miniature needle felted cat figure of Carson, her parents tabby cat. It was partially completed, and she removed a tuft of reddish beige wool and began poking the felting needle into the figure.

	She sometimes fantasized that she and Nigel might be engaged by now. However, since his skating accident, he’d buried himself in his work even more. She hadn’t seen the competition where he had been injured. Nigel later explained that while he landed his nemesis jump, the triple axel, he’d actually under-rotated and landed on the inside edge rather than the outside edge of his blade. At first, he only felt a twinge of pain. Just after the competition ended, he limped out to his car and drove to the emergency room. His partner and cousin, Emily Townsend, wanted to take him to the hospital but he stubbornly refused, saying he could drive himself. The fractured ankle diagnosis discouraged him from skating as it took four months to heal and resulted in lost skating time. He realized that his family business was more important than something as frivolous and unpredictable as pair skating. 

	The phone rang and she saw the caller was Detective Winston E. Churchill. His name always made her smile.

	“Hey Win,” she said.

	“Hey Yolanda.” His voice wasn’t nearly as gruff as it had been when they first met in June. Back then, he was investigating the missing Captain Angus Prescott. 

	“So, you’re in the neighborhood?” she asked.

	“I could be if you want to see a movie tonight.”

	“How did you know I’d be able to go to one tonight?”

	“Lucky guess? Or maybe you’ve heard about the special screening of Bullitt at the American Cinematheque?”

	“I have now.” She smiled and listened as he told her that he’d pick her up around eight.

	The last time he strode up her driveway to call on her, he was on police business. Now, the handsome young detective arrived right as the cuckoo clock was doing its hourly show. She never tired of the cuckoo peeking in and out of the small door, announcing the hour, accompanied by gong sounds. The bird returned behind the door. The show continued on the platform below, as two pairs of dirndl and lederhosen-wearing wooden dancers spun around to the tinny rendition of “Edelweiss.” Just as the tune ended, Yolanda giggled at his punctuality as Winston knocked on the kitchen door.

	The drive in his new Kia sedan was quick, as he took a shortcut. He parked in a multi-storied parking structure and walked over the American Cinematheque at the Egyptian Theatre. Yolanda smiled and commented on the fact that the young detective wore faded jeans and a sweatshirt with a black leather jacket, and she hadn’t recognized him at first. That summer when he first walked into the yummery, the Hispanic man with short wavy side-parted hair wore a somber grey suit. Yolanda thought he looked so conservative. Her grandmother would’ve called him a stuffed shirt. And then their eyes met. Light greenish grey eyes, thick eyebrows and a serious gaze. She noted his boyish round face, wondering how old he was. And over the course of the next week, they got to know each other but not in the best circumstances. 

	In the gaudy red and hieroglyphic-covered ceiling lobby they stood, looking around the historical movie theatre built in 1922. 

	“My great aunt worked here back when Ben-Hur was playing for two years,” Churchill said proudly. “Now, most movies don’t even last for two weeks.”

	Yolanda nodded. “You’re right. They go straight to the internet, cable and DVD.”

	“I love seeing movies where they should be seen – on the big screen.” 

	Yolanda didn’t expect to like an old movie like Bullitt but found herself riveted by the classic car chase scene. At one point in viewing the nine-minute-long pursuit, Churchill leaned over and whispered in her ear, “they go almost 110 miles per hour here…” she appreciated the information. Yet the detective’s hot breath in her ear was starting to set off sparks. She thought of Nigel but reasoned that while they were sitting next to each other, they weren’t even holding hands. Soon after that, they left the movie theatre walking next to each other but not touching.

	Yolanda felt a slight connection between them; nothing as strong as it was with Nigel. Winston and Yolanda walked down Hollywood Boulevard over to the parking lot. But what would Nigel think? She brushed that thought away; the man was going to Ethiopia, and he knew that the detective was an honorable man. 

	Suddenly he stopped walking, and she did too, puzzled at his hasty stop. 

	“Hey Churchie, you slummin’ in Hollywood now? What’s wrong with Brentwood and West L.A.?”

	For an instant, the hardness returned to the young detective’s face and his posture stiffened. Abruptly, he pulled away from Yolanda. Then he smiled, his charming boyish grin, which made Yolanda look at him and she again felt the warmth and gentleness of the man’s nature.

	“Detective Rodman, great to see you here. I just saw Bullitt with my friend Yolanda.” 

	He introduced her to the balding older man who smiled at her. “Are you the lady who makes those brownies and cakes?”

	She nodded. “Guilty as charged.”

	The older detective laughed loudly. “Good one. I’m guilty of indulging and my wife had one of your magical love cakes for her birthday and let me tell you we had a very magical night if you catch my drift…” he smiled and gave her a wink, causing her to blush. “Churchill, this one is a keeper. Treat her like one…” 

	“Yes, sir, Detective Rodman. I intend to.”

	They watched as the man walked away and they went to the parking garage. She sensed he was paying attention to her but not as much as before.

	“Yolanda, you have to be very careful inside parking structures,” he began. “I’ve seen and responded to far too many assaults that could’ve been avoided. I always say that you must pay attention and be aware of your surroundings. And watch out for any vans parked in the vicinity…”

	She listened as he continued his safety lecture for another couple of minutes, knowing how passionate he was about what he called “preventable problems.” She knew he was naturally concerned about her and appreciated his discussion. After all the problems she’d had over the summer, she’d finally installed an alarm system, changed the locks, and carried a container of pepper spray in her purse. Yolanda opened her handbag and reached in, pulling out the container. He smiled when he saw it.

	“Good girl, Yolanda. I wish more people had your common sense.”

	After getting into his sedan, they made their way out of the garage and traveled along Highland Avenue.

	“Ever since Nigel hired Quinn Hendrickson as shift manager, I’ve got more free time,” she said. “He really runs a tight ship and I’ve even been saving some money.”

	“That’s always a good thing,” he said. The car was unmoving in the bumper-to-bumper Saturday night traffic. 

	What if, after he drove up her driveway and dropped her off, he wanted to come inside for a snack and a cup of coffee? What if he wanted to do more than that? What then? He was thirty years old and more experienced in those matters and he knew she was a good girl. Would she dump Nigel for the detective? She didn’t think so. 

	She wasn’t seeing Zac Field anymore. Once she had gone out with Mike O’Neill, the Texas multimillionaire who’d driven her to his Malibu beach house on a flamboyant first date. He wanted to see her more often afterwards. There were other men that waited on the sidelines who wanted to share some time with her. Yolanda knew that and was flattered about the interest they seemed to have in her. But Yolanda knew she was a one-man woman even if she was spending a couple of hours with someone other than Nigel. They were two friends going out to see an old movie. Abby, her mother, wouldn’t be too keen on it but told her daughter if she was upfront about it and the men knew that she wasn’t fooling around then it was okay. Frederick Carter was fine with it and thought that his daughter knew what she was doing so he wasn’t going to argue about it. 

	The detective turned down a side street with minimal lighting and Yolanda watched as he sped up, glad to be away from the wall of traffic. 

	A cell phone rang stridently in the quiet car, and it was coming from the car’s center console. He abruptly pulled over at the edge of the quiet residential street, picking up his phone and looking at the screen. “Excuse me, Yolanda; I’ve got to take this call.”

	She watched as he stared straight ahead and nodded. The sound of a gruff voice was audible. Overhead, a streetlight shone into the car, and the detective was back, no more playful Win. He was back to being Detective Winston E. Churchill.

	“Yessir, I’ll be there as quick as I can.” He nodded, then clicked off his phone and returned it to the consol. “I’m sorry about that, Yolanda. My boss needs me over on Olympic and Sepulveda, like two hours ago.” He shook his head. “He gets like that, he’s forgotten what it’s like to go out on a Saturday night with a beautiful…um, friend.” He reached over and shook her hand. “You’re fun to go to the movies with, Yolanda. We should do this again sometime.”

	Yolanda nodded. “I couldn’t agree more.” She silently sighed. They’d gotten closer tonight. But the thought of Nigel kept any romantic interest at bay. She loved Nigel and even though she and Churchill hadn’t gone out on a romantic date, she hoped her boyfriend would understand.

	When they returned to her house, the detective waited just long enough for her to walk safely inside before backing his car out of the driveway. Since the incident, she’d had a security system installed and had to press buttons to enter and leave, something she disliked. However, the thought of someone pawing through her grandmother’s china cabinet and going throughout her home and personal belongings bothered her even six months later. She’d read of it happening to celebrities and always sympathized with them. Although she wasn’t a celebrity, she completely related to that unpleasant feeling of having her privacy invaded. She had hired a professional carpet cleaner to steam clean the carpeting and rugs. Yolanda had also devoted an entire day to washing all her clothing, along with the floors and windows. As her mother said, only time would make it better.

	Yolanda greeted her kitties, and they closely followed her as she made the nightly rounds of each room to make sure the windows were locked, and curtains or mini blinds were closed.

	She went into the kitchen, checked on the cats’ food bowls, and saw that there was enough food and water for them. Stretching and yawning, the sound of the cuckoo clock above the kitchen door made her look up. It chimed eleven times. The clock was another reminder of her grandparents who had lived in the house since 1952. It was well cared for and a house that was bought and paid for with Easter eggs. Yolanda loved her artisan family, a glassblower father, an artist and Pilates teacher mother and her grandparents had made wooden Easter egg trees. Mostly her grandfather, Lukas. Her grandmother, Ingrid, decorated real eggs. She also loved stringing colorful plastic eggs in an array of pastel colors that brightened up the trees and bushes on the corner property. An ornate hand carved tree was always on the front porch, and it served as an advertisement for Lukas Carter’s craftsmanship. Lukas and Ingrid were the proud owners of Sunshine Easter Eggs, Inc.

	The gift of her grandparents’ house was something that Yolanda valued. Honoring her grandparents, Yolanda kept as much of the furniture as she could and the only room that had been renovated was the kitchen. She looked around the kitchen before shutting off the light. 

	Just before she went into her bedroom to get her much-needed sleep, she heard a noise in the living room. She went in there and saw and heard nothing. But near the china cabinet she felt a sudden draft. 

	 


 

	CHAPTER 

	TWO
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	Monday

	 

	 

	B


	B Gustafson stood in front of a white marble table near the Beverage Bar’s seating area. Following her was the manager, Quinn Hendrickson, a brawny man in a yellow polo shirt paired with chef’s pinstripe pants. They stood on either side of the large copper kettle and poured the steaming liquid chocolate onto the table, covering the surface until it slid to the edges and was halted by the perimeter of four stainless steel bars. 

	Once the chocolate solidified, the bars would be removed. The plump young pastry chef and Quinn returned the kettle to the kitchen and the man went to check on the espresso machine. BB smoothed back her curly blonde hair, tightened the straps on her pink apron, and returned to the table. She smiled at the onlookers, nearly a dozen appreciated guests who gathered around the area surrounded by a low white picket fence. She didn’t even think the word customer, as Yolanda called anyone who walked through the front door an appreciated guest. BB liked the term when she first heard it back in May after she was hired.

	The main colors of the new Beverage Bar were coffee au lait, and the shiny hardwood floor and bar top were in keeping with that color. The front of the long bar was painted turquoise, and the wood was distressed. Clean white walls in front, with nautical theme wallpaper along the back of the shop helped the seafaring theme. The dozen tables and chairs, along with the barstools were made of highly varnished wood.

	BB glanced at her watch, studied the thick brown substance before her, and began removing the bars from the rectangular shaped chocolate pool. With a large stainless steel fudge paddle, she scraped the pliable chocolate and walked around the table until the marble sides were visible, and the center was packed with the hardening fudge. On three sides of the low barrier, the attentive audience watched the process. Within a matter of ten minutes, she had a long log of fresh fudge, which she carefully cut into half-pound slices.

	Some scraps remained, and BB scooped them onto a paper plate and began passing them around to the appreciated guests. She watched as they enjoyed the dessert, especially the freckle-faced boy who had a smidge at the edge of his nose.

	Part of the fudge went onto trays in the Beverage Bar and the rest were transferred to the gold trays at the yummery. 

	BB walked into the yummery and deposited the trays in the glass display case. She admired the cheery striped wallpaper in the signature pastel pink, sea foam green and daffodil yellow colors. The Gift Corner had a spiral clothes rack featuring colorful aprons, T-shirts and tank tops bearing the cute yummery logo. The glass shelves behind the clothes rack boasted a half dozen colored and clear glass pedestal cake and cupcake stands with domed lids. Discreet business cards next to each item gave the name and a brief description of the work.

	New during the holiday season, the shelf was full of mugs sporting the Yummery’s logo and vivid yellow, pink and green batik design. ABC, Abby’s Batik Creations, was her mother’s company and she had designed the logo seen on the shirts, aprons, and canvas bags. Atop the glass shelf were more than mugs – the tea and coffee cups had matching saucers. 

	Three glass shelves were reserved for bottles of Heather Hathaway’s Lotions & More ~ The Yolanda’s Yummery Collection. Each fragrance had a small tester size available. There were also several realistic looking cupcake shaped soaps in popular bakery aromas.

	A svelte woman wearing a designer suit strode into the yummery. Her dark hair was enhanced with red highlights. Dani Kramer’s makeup showed off her enormous blue eyes. “I need my brownie fix…I’ll need two dozen in all varieties for this afternoon’s meeting.” She paused, looking at the new addition to the case. “Of course I’ll need fudge. Let’s see, four pieces of your plain chocolate fudge and four pieces of the chocolate mint…and…peanut butter.” She paused and looked at BB. “You never have pies here, do you?”

	BB shook her head. “No ma’am, I’m afraid we don’t. But I can ask Yolanda about maybe making some for the holiday season.”

	Just then, Yolanda stepped out from behind the striped curtain separating the kitchen from the counter. 

	“Did I hear something about pie?”

	Dani nodded, watching as BB placed the brownies and fudge in separate boxes. “Yes, I was wondering about pies. I’ve never seen any here.”

	Yolanda smiled. “Yes, it’s odd but no one’s ever requested them before. I just don’t bake pies.”

	After Dani left with her boxes, Yolanda went back to her small office to do some paperwork. She kept everything organized in the labeled in and out bins and the color-coded filing system was helpful for her visually. Instead of tackling the paperwork, she sat down and pondered the fact that she didn’t bake pies and never had. Picking up a pen, she tapped it on the desk, staring into space, trying to recall if she had ever made a pie. If her grandmother Ingrid had ever taught her how…and she recalled the variety of desserts she had baked in that cottage kitchen. Stollen, streusel, Haddekuche, cookies, cakes, all types of German pastries. At Christmas, they had Linzer Torte, a cake, not a pie—except for the lattice top crust. 

	There was a knock on the doorframe, and she leaned over to see who it was. “Come in, Teagan.”

	Teagan Mishkin pranced in, the grin on her face hinting at her buoyant mood. She was early for her afternoon shift and wore the standard issue Yummery T-shirt in mint green paired with skinny black designer jeans. She was holding a dozen copies of a glossy magazine. She pulled the top issue off the stack and handed it to Yolanda.

	“It just came today. Here I am!” she laughed, and Yolanda looked at the cover of the “Babes of Brentwood” issue of Brentwood Monthly Magazine.

	Yolanda stared at the cover, slack jawed. “No, they didn’t.”

	Teagan laughed. “Yes, they did. They went with my idea. I bet business really picks up even more because of this.”

	Teagan was posed on top of the counter where the sample tray usually stood. She was in front of the shelves displaying the cookies and other gift-wrapped yummery items. Clad only in the standard pink logoed apron in the smallest size available. She held a tray, and on either side of the bib portion were large vanilla cupcakes that just managed to hide her abundant assets. 

	“Take a look at page forty-four,” Teagan said to her friend.

	Yolanda numbly obeyed, flipping to the centerfold photo that showed Teagan posed inside an empty display case minus her apron, concealed with artfully arranged cookies and cupcakes. The centerpiece was a decadent chocolate Magical Cake of Love topped with a huge strawberry. An oversized Abby’s Batik Creations coffee cup and saucer along with some small espresso cups were used as props to help advertise the Beverage Bar’s products.

	“Oh no, Teagan…” she said, and flipped the page over, only to see a photo of herself wearing her pink attire and smiling into the camera. She was holding a freshly baked fancy
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