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        Deadly gossip, a café in trouble, and sisters determined to keep a promise.

      

        

      
        Scarlett and her sisters have different aspirations, but the one thing they agree on is that the café must survive. The trouble is, someone else is just as determined to have them fail.

      

        

      
        Hounded by deadly gossip, Scarlett's determined not to give in to the pressure to close the family business and she’ll do anything to turn things around and give her sisters a better life.

      

        

      
        Anything, except murder!

      

        

      
        The shocking death points to the café as the likely cause and Scarlett must put all fears aside to solve the mystery before everything she’s fought to keep safe is lost—or worse!

      

        

      
        Cozy Hollow might never be the same again.

      

        

      
        The Cozy Café mysteries are light, cozy mysteries featuring a family-focused café owner who discovers she’s a talented amateur sleuth—and a magnet for animals.

      

        

      
        The Cozy Café Mysteries

        Sweet Saboteur

        Candy Corruption

        Mocha Mayhem

        Berry Betrayal

        Deadly Desserts

      

        

      
        Enjoy a FREE sweet treat recipe in every book!

      

      

      5* “This series is fantastic and the main characters, storylines and covers are awesome.” Vikster

      Sign up for my new release mailing list and pick up a free recipe book!
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      From the café’s kitchen window, the rising sun cast a golden glow over everything it touched.  The way drops of dew refracted over other shops, houses, and the large trees that were planted many years ago was almost magical.

      Scarlett loved this time of the morning when most of Cozy Hollow was still wrapped in sleep.

      About to open the Cozy Café for their early customers, the Finch sisters had already been baking for hours. It would be a little while longer before the shop keepers along Main Street came to unlock their stores. Then the quiet would melt away, replaced with friendly greetings and the hum of cars, which wasn’t a bad thing in their small town.

      Hopefully, the café would be busy, because they could sure use the money—as long as her sister wasn’t intent on sabotaging everything.

      Scarlett shook her head at her sibling. Two years younger, at twenty-six, Violet was as annoying now as she was when they were kids. They might look alike, but the two of them were as different as night and day.

      “Did you have to take one?” she asked through gritted teeth, pointing at the wobbling stack of brownies on the counter.

      Violet pushed back identical long dark hair and shrugged. “I was hungry.”

      Scarlett wanted to shake her. “Make a sandwich or eat some fruit. Now the plate’s uneven, which spoils the whole look.”

      Violet pulled a ridiculous face. “Your OCD is clearly out of control today. You know it’s going to look different as soon as anyone happens to buy one, right?”

      Her sister made sense, as she so often did, but Scarlett still objected to Violet’s disregard for her feelings about the display. It shouldn’t upset her so much, but she liked things to look perfect—which wasn’t the same as OCD.

      Or maybe it was.

      Scarlett sighed, recognizing that the issue she had wasn’t with Violet or the brownies. Their finances were at an all-time low, and the Cozy Café simply had to do better. She couldn’t help a constant nagging fear, which at times threatened to derail her belief in what they were doing.

      With a hefty mortgage on the business, a house falling down around their ears, and three women to support, bankruptcy was on her mind every day.

      Sharing her fears to a lesser degree with her sisters, Scarlett repeatedly explained the importance of revenue earned by positive customer experience and maintaining the quality of their food.

      Actually, she was in danger of becoming a nag.

      Adjusting the top layer of brownies to cover the gap, she swallowed her irritation. So engrossed with the task, she didn’t hear a customer enter and couldn’t stop the gasp when she saw who stood in front of her.

      Arthur Tully looked at her with what appeared to be a mixed expression of dislike and amusement. The mayor of Cozy Hollow was not a particularly pleasant man unless he wanted something. Marginally shorter than Violet and Scarlett’s height of 5’ 8”, Arthur often wore thick-soled shoes to appear taller and more imposing. He also had the habit of leaning forward into the personal space area, which was most disconcerting. Having perfected this towering stance, the only thing a person could do was move away—quickly.

      “Something smells good in here,” Arthur stated with his wolf-like grin when she’d done precisely that.

      Placing a cover over the brownies, Violet snorted. “It could be the baking.”

      Behind the counter, Scarlett kicked her sassy sister’s ankle.

      “Owww!”

      Violet was not endowed with an abundance of subtlety. Still, no matter that Arthur Tully had been heard making disparaging remarks about the café—and the three sisters—he was still a customer.

      Scarlett ignored her sister’s glare. “What can we do for you, Mr. Tully?”

      “I wonder if you could provide some food for the town committee this morning? Nothing too fancy, obviously.” He gave a sniff to perhaps indicate that he wasn’t expecting that as a possibility.

      Their dislike being mutual, the request came as a surprise which Scarlett struggled to keep from her face. Daisy Archer, from the Cozy Diner, was usually the go-to person for any catering. Still, as Daisy was a committee member it make sense that she simply attend meetings and not have to worry about making food. Plus, Scarlett wasn’t about to turn down work, no matter how small.

      “We’d be happy to. How many people should we cater for?”

      “There will be six of us.” He looked about shiftily before adding, “The usual group.”

      A long time ago, the town was given the tagline ‘Cozy Hollow - Home of Hospitality.’ A previous mayor ran with the theme, encouraging businesses to adopt this in their names. All of the committee members had a business, and Scarlett knew every member to lesser or greater degrees.

      There was Daisy Archer, owner of the Cozy Diner. Mable Norris ran the Cozy Library. Dale Wilkins, from Cozy Cars, was the local mechanic who also bought and sold vehicles. Olivia Greene owned Cozy Crafts. Harvey Evans ran Cozy Real Estate. And finally, there was, of course, Mayor Arthur Tully.

      Two other members experiencing run-ins with Arthur recently had unfortunately quit. Arthur insisted that there would be no co-opted members at this stage since there would be an election in a few months. He always had an answer to suit his own best interests, and with fewer people to coerce meant, he usually got his own way.

      Snapping out of her reverie and tamping down thoughts of why she was being entrusted with the order, she smiled just as insincerely. “Will ten o’clock suit you?”

      He made a show of studying his watch, but there was a distinct gleam in his eyes.

      “It’s 9 a.m. now. Can you manage it in an hour?”

      The challenge came through loud and clear. “We’ll make it happen,” Scarlett assured him.

      As Arthur nodded and left, something in his manner sent a chill through her.

      “We’ll make it happen? What’s that all about?” Violet snickered.

      Scarlett pushed her out the back of the shop and into the kitchen. “Shush!”

      Violet shook her free. “What’s the matter with you? There’s no one near.”

      “You never know around Cozy Hollow,” Scarlett insisted.

      “What are you two fighting about now?” Petite and blonde like their mom, their youngest sister Ruby, held the frosting bag away from a tray of cupcakes. The ones she’d already finished sported a cherry on top and looked delicious.

      “We’re not fighting. I was merely telling Violet that she shouldn’t poke fun about customers in the café, just in case someone overhears.”

      “Uh-huh.” Ruby didn’t like to argue, hated it when her sisters did, and often refused to take sides.

      Scarlett let it go. “Those look great. Could you put aside half a dozen for the town committee meeting this morning? The mayor came in and asked himself. It’s at 10 a.m.”

      Ruby grimaced at the name, but as usual, her sunny nature shone through. “Sure. Do you need anything else?”

      “Cupcakes, some small tarts, and a couple of sandwiches each should do the trick? What do you think?”

      “That sounds about right. Those meetings are always a couple of hours, so the members will be grateful for a decent amount.”

      “I wonder how come we’re being entrusted with this instead of Daisy?” Violet mused.

      “I have no idea. It’s odd, but it is a paid job after all.” In light of his treatment of them, Scarlett appreciated that her sisters would be just as put off by the mayor’s request. Still, with the overall financial responsibility falling squarely on her shoulders, their usual reluctance around Arthur had to be tamped down.

      Ruby turned away. “That’s true. I’ll get started on the tarts, shall I?”

      “Perfect. I made the fillings earlier. They’re in the fridge.”

      Ruby nodded, going about her business in the automatic way she had in the kitchen—without any of the passion Scarlett felt.

      “I’ll make the sandwiches.” Violet followed Ruby to work at the other end of the large counter.

      Not wanting to be too pushy or depressing, it was a fine line that Scarlett walked. While she loved working here, her sisters did not.

      Their mom’s dream was to own a café. To hold onto that dream came at a price. It was fun, baking alongside Mom while they were growing up, and Scarlett never lost that enjoyment. Instead, it had grown into her passion while the other two merely did what they had to. They rarely moaned or got angry, but it didn’t make Violet or Ruby happy the way it did Scarlett, and she didn’t know how to fix it while honoring their mom.

      She sliced a loaf of bread with more vigor than required and made a mess of several pieces. Sometimes being the eldest was too darn hard. There were other options. Closing the café down might be for the best, but her heart wouldn’t allow it. Not while there was a fighting chance to make it work. It had once—why not again?

      Their mom made the place into somewhere people loved to be and had relished every day spent here. The customers adored her and were a great support when she got sick—just as Lilac Finch had been to the community.

      Scarlett shivered as sadness washed over her.

      When their mom passed away less than a year ago, the café was heavily in debt from hospital bills, and Scarlett was already working hard to keep it running. Violet also dropped out of college to help care for their mom, while it was agreed that Ruby finish her diploma and come home to help after that. 

      When the hope for a miracle was laid to rest, the three of them made a pact to get the café on solid ground before deciding their futures. They didn’t count on it taking this long. 

      As hard as they worked, things kept going wrong, meaning the debt wasn’t getting any smaller. With sales not increasing the way Scarlett had anticipated and planned for, they’d get little if they tried to sell right now. And, it would break Scarlett’s heart to simply close the doors.

      When the shop door opened, Scarlett went to attend to the new customer with a heavy heart. Luckily, this customer was a welcome sight and one who knew their story intimately.

      “Why so glum?” 

      Sweet and incredibly wise, Olivia Greene was their mom’s older sister. She’d done as much as she could in helping them cope with the loss a little easier.

      “Hi, Olivia. I have to admit to having a few dark thoughts, which is not right on such a beautiful day.”

      “It certainly is lovely, and even better when you smile and bring a bit of sunshine in here.” Olivia gave her an infectious grin. “My, these are gorgeous cupcakes.”

      Buoyed by one of her favorite people, Scarlett grinned back. “Ruby made them.”

      “Did she? Well, isn’t that wonderful? I was under the impression she didn’t like to bake, but there’s a lot of love in those.”

      “Oh, she really does enjoy baking.” When Olivia raised an eyebrow at her protest, Scarlett stopped herself from waffling on and admitted, “It’s just she’d rather be reading a book, not a recipe.”

      Right now, she chuckled. “I do remember your mom having to call Ruby several times before she heard.”

      Scarlett winked. “It still happens.”

      Calloused fingers, from years of knitting, wrapped around Scarlett’s hand. “You’re doing a fine job of keeping the family together, dear. Your mom would be very proud.”

      A lump as big as the mountain behind the town stopped her from answering, and Scarlett’s eyes began to cloud.

      Olivia tutted. “Now, now. I’m sorry to upset you, dear, but all the people who loved Lilac must talk about her. It’s healthy, and we want to remember your mom, don’t we?”

      Scarlett coughed. “Yes, of course, we do, and thank you for the kind words.”

      “True words, dear. There’s often a difference. Now, what shall I have?”

      “The usual coffee, Olivia?” Violet brought out a fresh pot.

      “Please.” Olivia pursed her lips for a moment. “You know, I shouldn’t, but I’ll have one of Ruby’s cupcakes too.”

      Scarlett smiled. “It’ll be nice to tell Ruby they’re already selling.”

      Olivia winked and handed Scarlett the money with a flourish. “Keep the change.”

      Everyone knew that the Finch girls were in debt. There was no hope of disguising this when it was evident in the way they’d reduced the size of orders for supplies and the rundown state of their house. In Cozy Hollow, news of any sort got around faster than a tornado, but a struggling business was particularly newsworthy. At least that was the way it seemed to Scarlett.

      She made up a tray for the coffee and cupcake and took it to Olivia. When they were younger, they’d called her aunt, but Olivia hadn’t liked it. She thought it made her sound old. Running the craft shop down the other end of Main Street and living above it, Olivia was fit and very attractive. It made a mockery of the gray strands in her blonde hair.

      “How’s your day?” Scarlett asked.

      Olivia sniffed her coffee appreciatively. “After this, I’m off to open the shop. It’s always quiet on Monday mornings, but you never know if a tourist will come through town.”

      “It must be wonderful to open at this time,” Scarlett mused before she remembered something. “Aren’t you on the town committee? I thought you’d be going to the meeting.”

      Unconcerned, Olivia slipped a napkin onto her lap. “That’s right, I am. We have a meeting at lunchtime. Daisy suggested you could make the food.”

      Scarlett tipped her head. “Are you sure it’s lunchtime?”

      “I may be old, dear, but I’ve not lost my marbles just yet.” Olivia’s smile slipped. “Oh, dear, something’s wrong. What have I missed?”

      Scarlett shot a look at the door, thinking of the malevolent look she’d got from the mayor as he left. “Arthur came in earlier and ordered food for the meeting—at 10 o’clock.”

      Olivia’s eyes narrowed. “Did he now?” She sipped her coffee thoughtfully. “Would you mind putting my cupcake, along with the coffee, in a to-go bag, please?”

      Scarlett raised an eyebrow, but Olivia wasn’t offering more information. Something was afoot, and by the look on her aunt’s face, it wasn’t anything good.

      Arthur Tully could be crafty. She knew it—the town knew it. Since he was the mayor, some were willing to accept his ideas pragmatically, while others made sure he was scrutinized over everything. They were the people who knew that whatever he proposed would benefit Arthur first and the town second. 

      People like Olivia Greene.
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      10 o’clock on the dot, Scarlett and Violet arrived at the town hall, where the committee met in a room at the back.

      Shifting her container to free a hand, Scarlett knocked at the door. A terse, “Come!” sounded through the dense wood, and with a warning look at her sister to behave, she opened it. They walked into what could only be described as a hot-pot of tension.

      Dark paneling contributed to the oppressive atmosphere. Arthur glared at the interruption, while librarian, Mable Norris, sat arms folded and a combative look in her eyes. The rest of the committee were also present apart from Olivia.

      As far as Scarlett could tell, whatever they were deciding on this morning would likely be a split vote between one faction of sensible people and Arthur’s yes-men. The mayor and Harvey formed the old-boy network along with Mable, Arthur’s chief champion.

      That left, Dale, Olivia, and Daisy. Since Olivia was absent, the decision would be a clear majority.

      “Where would you like the food?” Scarlett asked Arthur, ignoring the animosity.

      “Over there.” Arthur, eyes narrowed and mean, nodded to a corner where there was a small table.

      An uneasy silence followed them. As quietly as possible, the sisters opened containers and pulled out trays. Scarlett gave each one a tweak where the food had moved in transit, even though everything still looked attractive and, hopefully, appetizing.

      “Hurry up!” Arthur yelled, startling them both.

      Violet dropped a lid, which clattered loudly in the quiet room.

      “No need for rudeness, Arthur. I’m sure your steamrolling can wait another minute or two,” Olivia spoke loudly as she entered the room, an edge to her usually soft voice.

      Scarlett was relieved until she saw Arthur’s face. Livid, he looked like a man on the verge of a heart attack.

      “I was not steamrolling,” he blustered.

      “Really? Then I don’t know why you’d change the time of this meeting and not inform the whole committee.”

      “Stop making a fuss, Olivia. I told you when I told the others. Perhaps you forgot.” He gave a condescending smile to the men who managed awkward grins.

      Olivia might not be a friend of Arthur’s, but she had a lot of sway around town, and they knew it. On the other hand, Mable didn’t care and gave a short cackle.

      “I did not forget it because you didn’t tell me.” Olivia dropped her bag on the floor, the bang loud enough to stop the ridicule. “I’m wondering, Mr. Mayor, if the vote would have still happened when you realized your error.”

      Arthur turned a mottled red. “I don’t make errors!”

      “Well, excuse me for disagreeing. When precisely did you tell everyone else?”

      Just like a tennis match, heads swiveled between the strong-minded pair. Nobody looked happy about what had occurred or perhaps what was about to, and for the first time, Arthur seemed unsure.

      “I believe it was last night.”

      “So now you don’t remember? As the secretary, I imagine Mable made the calls. Did you?” Olivia said to the gloating librarian.

      “I don’t see it’s of any importance since you’re here now,” Mable shot back, a sheen of sweat on her face, which got redder by the second.

      Scarlett thought she hadn’t looked healthy for a while, but that was probably her diet. Loathe to set foot inside the café, she took most of her meals at the diner. Olivia often went in there to see Daisy and mentioned that Mable liked her food fried.

      The rest of the group shifted uncomfortably, and perhaps sensing a further divide, Arthur turned his attack to Violet and Scarlett.

      “Why are you still here? This is a private meeting!”

      Scarlett picked up the other containers and placed an invoice on the table near Arthur’s hand. “I’ll leave this with you, shall I?” At least this way, the other’s would see she was owed the money rather than have Arthur the sole person capable of refuting it. “We hope you enjoy the food,” Scarlett added pleasantly, while her heart hammered because of his dislike.

      “Mable will make sure you’re paid, dear,” Olivia called out as they left.

      As soon as she closed the heavy door, voices erupted, Arthur’s louder than the rest. As much as Scarlett was dying to know about the commotion and voting issue, Olivia mentioned, they had work to do.

      “Wow! That was awful. What do you think Arthur’s up to now?” Violet whispered.

      Scarlett pulled her away from the door. “I don’t know, but it didn’t look or sound like it was something the rest of them were happy about.”

      “Do you think it has something to do with Arthur’s company wanting to build high-rise apartments along the main street?”

      They headed to that very street. “Maybe. It can’t happen, though. Too many businesses stand in the mayor’s way,” Scarlett said, although her conviction wasn’t as firm as it once was.

      Violet grimaced. “I don’t feel so definite about it either. Arthur gets what Arthur wants, and as far as I can tell that man wants world domination. At least, Cozy Hollow domination. Thank goodness Harvey has his own plans; otherwise, real estate around here would be held in a monopoly.”

      Imagining Arthur getting the power he craved, a shiver ran down Scarlett’s spine. All he had to do was get Daisy and Olivia off the committee. Then it would be a piece of cake to railroad the town. Dale might always side with Olivia, but without her, he would fold like a card table.

      “There are other people who won’t allow it,” she insisted.

      “He already tried to make sure that Olivia wasn’t around when they voted,” Violet reminded her. “Maybe we don’t know for sure what he intended, but you can bet he won’t give up on whatever the intentions were.”

      When Scarlett stalled in the middle of the path, Violet linked arms. “Sorry, Sis. I know you don’t need another thing to stress about right now.”

      “What do you mean?” Scarlett resented the implication that she was a worrier, despite it having a foundation in truth. She hadn’t always been this way. Being responsible for the business and her sisters, while nursing their mom, had taken her anxieties to another level.

      Violet groaned. “Don’t do that. Don’t shut me out and pretend you don’t know what I’m talking about. We should be able to discuss what’s going on with the café. Good and bad.”

      Scarlett squeezed the crook of her arm. “We can. I’d hate you and Ruby to think we couldn’t.” When Violet didn’t answer, she stopped, forcing her sister to do the same. “You do know you can tell me anything, right?”

      Violet looked up at the clear blue sky. “Maybe. It’s not so easy for any of us to say what we’d like.”

      Scarlett put a hand to Violet’s chin, pulling her face down so she could look into the hazel eyes so like her own, and more disconcertingly, their mom’s. “Okay, now I’m extra curious. You’re not talking a hypothetical conversation, are you?”

      Violet shook her head. “We all know that we’re not making enough money right now to keep the café going as well as making significant inroads on the medical bills that are still outstanding. The interest is crippling the business and us.”

      “We’re chipping away at it.”

      “Hardly fast enough to notice.”

      Scarlett stiffened. “We’ll manage.”

      “You’re so stubborn!” Violet shook her head.

      “Alright, I’m stubborn, but I don’t have that on my own, do I?” There should be a better way to deal with this topic, but Scarlett couldn’t think of one right now, even though she’d lain awake at night trying to find some way around their plight.

      “That’s true, Mom gave us all a strong belief in fighting for what we believe in. Violet acknowledged. “The bills are no one’s fault except the stupid hospital that used Doctors who weren’t in-house for her treatment. We can’t change what happened, and Ruby and I understand how you feel about the café.”

      Violet’s words touched her, but she often felt alone on the path she’d chosen. “Do you? This is mom’s dream we’re talking about, and I can’t walk away,” Scarlett’s voice cracked.

      “Yes, it was her dream. Now it’s yours, but what about us? You have to concede that Ruby and I have been patient,” Violet said with less force. “Maybe we don’t work as hard as you, but we sure try to. The bakery is your baby now, and if possible, we want you to keep it. Just give me a clue—how long will we be tied to it? Because I honestly can’t see anything changing for the better anytime soon.”

      Violet’s voice faded, and Scarlett felt the knife of guilt cut a little deeper. It hurt knowing her sisters were talking about this without her. Yet, wasn’t that her fault for not wanting to discuss it?

      “I hate that you two feel trapped,” Scarlett declared. “I won’t make you and Ruby stay forever. I know that you both want other things and I absolutely want them for you. Don’t you know that?”

      “And equally, you must know that we won’t leave you if you need us.” Violet gave her a watery half-smile. “Thanks for at least giving me some hope.”

      Scarlett sighed again. “I wish I didn’t need you. The problem is that we can’t afford to hire staff, and even if we did, I wouldn’t have time to train anyone if you both go.”

      Violet frowned as if weighing up all the scenarios. Scarlett waited, used to her sister’s ability to pigeon-hole things, and was rewarded when her sister’s eyes suddenly sparkled.

      “Fair enough—we both can’t go. How about you and I run the café and Ruby does her own thing? We can keep a lookout for a junior who won’t ask for much money. Once we get them trained, then I can move on. Sound fair?”

      Scarlett searched Violet’s face. This last bit sounded too rehearsed. “Did you two have this planned already?”

      “Not at all.” Violet lifted her chin. “Yes, we’ve talked over our feelings about working at the café forever, but I’m not the one with a degree being thrown away. Let’s give Ruby her chance. If she has a job, she can help out with bills until we get the café back to where it was.”

      Scarlett’s mouth gaped. Another revenue stream?

      “You don’t look happy.” Violet’s sparkle diminished further.

      “On the contrary.” Scarlett grabbed her by the shoulders, relief and ideas surged through her. “I can’t believe I didn’t think about this. But what about you?”

      Violet studied her fingernails. “No need to worry about me just yet.”

      “That’s not what I asked.”

      Violet nodded. “One step at a time. Let’s discuss it at a later date when things become clearer. Come on, we should get back in case Ruby’s given away half the shop.”

      Scarlett smiled, holding back tears of gratitude. Her sister’s happiness was the most important thing in her life, closely followed by the café. The café contained so much of the very essence of their mom. Clearly, it had blinded Scarlett to the obvious—there were always other options.

      When they entered the café by the front door, Ruby was behind the counter serving the local paramedic. Sam Drake leaned casually against the display case, and the two of them were rosy-cheeked and laughing.

      “Having a nice day,” Violet teased.

      With close-cropped, almost black hair, Sam’s chocolate brown eyes had small lines at their edges, showing how much he liked to smile and laugh. Coming to town less than a year ago, and excellent at his job, he’d fast become popular and was well respected. Perhaps not so much by Arthur or his cronies.

      “I am now that I have a special cupcake. Back to work.” He grinned at Scarlett, taking the package with a wave.

      He was too darn cute for his own good, and he obviously knew it, Scarlett mused to herself.

      “Was that a freebie?” Violet asked.

      “Not that one.” Ruby grinned. “He’s a good guinea pig, so his first one was a free trial.”

      Scarlett waved a finger. “You need to stop that; otherwise, we’ll always be broke.”

      “He’s the only paramedic in town, and he works hard.”

      Violet grabbed her apron from the hook inside the kitchen. “People in Cozy Hollow all work hard. Imagine if everyone gave away their work for free.”

      “I think it would be a wonderful place to live,” Ruby sighed.

      “Okay, dreamer, back to work. Eutopia isn’t within reach today.” Scarlett smiled as she put on her apron. Ruby had that affect on people but it was time to make cookies.

      While she prepared the mixture, she began to formulate a plan based on Violet’s suggestions. A germ of an idea took hold, and by the time the cookies went in the oven, she’d made a decision.

      Her plan would be awkward and potentially unpleasant, but it was the best idea she could come up with.
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      Leaving the shop in her sister’s capable hands, Scarlett headed to the library in the middle of the afternoon.

      Main Street was beginning to look very festive, with banners going up for the spring parade. Flowers in half barrels at equal intervals put a bounce in her step as she almost forgot what she was about to do.

      At the library, a large tortoiseshell cat sat on the steps paying her approach close attention. Gingerly, she walked past it. Cats did not like her as a rule, and the feeling was mutual.

      Pushing open the heavy door of the eighty-year-old building, the dreary main room she walked into was hardly welcoming. On the small side for a library, it was adequate for Cozy Hollow. A voracious reader, Ruby would no doubt disagree.

      The place was quiet as usual— Mable wouldn’t accept anything less—but it also appeared to be empty. This was odd. With the front door unlocked, it was unheard of for Mable not to be in residence. When it came to these four walls, and everything inside them, she was not the most trusting of souls.

      “Ms. Norris?” Scarlett called—though not too loudly.

      The quiet was a bit eerie.

      “Ms. Norris? It’s Scarlett Finch. Are you here?”

      When she was younger, like most of the children from Cozy Hollow, she wondered if the place was haunted. The musty smell of books and poor lighting certainly helped with that impression. Her slow footsteps echoed on the scarred wooden floors as she continued down the length of the room.

      Reaching the high polished desk, she scanned the room once more. “Ms. Norris?”

      Perhaps Mable was in the restroom and had simply forgotten to leave the ‘back in 5 minutes’ sign on the door? It was hard to appreciate, but if that were the case, Mable would not be pleased by Scarlett hounding her. What to do?

      Leaning across the desk to see if there was a note she’d missed, or to perhaps leave one if there were a piece of paper handy, Scarlett found several books laying open as if they’d been knocked from a pile. Several more had fallen to the floor. A shiver ran up her back.

      Now she was truly worried. A cantankerous woman, it had to be acknowledged that Mable loved books, and the treatment of them in this way would horrify her.

      There was a small room at the back which served as an office/lunchroom with a restroom in one corner. Scarlett couldn’t leave without checking everywhere.

      Warily she stood at the partially closed door, hesitating to open it. Despite the giant chip on her shoulder and her near-permanent grumpiness, Ms. Norris was a tiny woman. She could simply be hidden from view.

      Since this was regarded as her inner sanctum, it was a massive risk to be found inside without an invitation. Scarlett had never received one and suspected they were as rare as hen’s teeth
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