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      Previously in the Heywood Herbalist Cozy Mysteries…

      In Herbs and Homicide, daytime soap opera star Samantha Rathbone flees Hollywood, leaving her life literally on fire, and she ends up in Heywood, Arizona. Adjusting to the small-town life isn’t easy, but she finds the locals welcoming despite her worries that her true identity will be discovered. She takes a job at Sage Advice, the local apothecary, and tries to settle into a life of anonymity.

      When Sam finds her boss, Bonnie, dead, she quickly becomes the main suspect. Surprisingly, Bonnie has left Sage Advice to her and Sam has the most to gain by her death. As Sam struggles to catch the real killer, she also finds herself in a position where she can’t trust anyone. Is the killer Bonnie’s daughter? Annabelle, Sam’s co-worker? Doctor Garrett Butte, the physician who hates Bonnie? Or maybe Doug, the local homeless man who lives under the bridge? He was there that morning…

      Meanwhile, in Lavender and Lies, Deputy Jordan Branson continues to remind Sam of George Clooney—except when she’s mad at him, which is quite frequently. She also discovers her employee and friend, Annabelle, enjoys exacting revenge on those who wrong her and the people she cares about. When their friend, Gina, the dog rescuer / nail salon owner / writer is accused of murdering the most hated man in town, who also happens to be her ex-husband, Sam finds herself once again embroiled in a murder investigation. Heywood is an old town with many secrets, and Sam slowly begins to uncover some of them. This leads to her being able to prove Gina wasn’t the killer, yet when the real murderer is revealed, Sam feels terrible about exposing them.

      In Mint and Murder, Deputy Jordan Branson is accused of killing a woman in order to cover up a departmental investigation into his alleged wrongdoings. When he is relieved of his job, he asks Sam to help find the real killer.

      The problem?

      She’s not sure he’s innocent as all clues lead back to him. Then there’s that horrible story in his past that mirrors the current charges…

      The investigation leads Sam and Gina to sign up for dance lessons at Groove and Go Dance where they both discover they’re really terrible at dancing, but it’s also where they find the real killer.

      The holidays go to heck in a hand basket in Mistletoe and Mayhem when Mrs. Claus is found murdered days before the annual Christmas festival.

      As Sam and Annabelle try to find the killer in order for the festival to continue, she feels threatened from many different angles. And when did the Senior Center become such a dangerous place?

      When Sam’s former life as a Hollywood starlet comes back to blow up her quiet, unassuming existence, Sam wonders if the town will turn on her and she’ll once again be alone.

      In Thyme and Trouble, Mrs. Mason, the owner of Knit Wit, finds her husband dead. Even though Sam’s life is in shambles, she steps in to console Mrs. Mason and help her with different tasks. Weird things keep happening at Sage Advice and Knit Wit, which makes Sam wonder if she’s next on the killer’s list.

      When the killer is finally revealed, Sam staggers at the betrayal.

      And in Chamomile and Chaos…

      When Dr. Butte drops dead at the Heywood Farmer’s Market, all eyes are on Sam since she was standing right next to him and their mutual hatred for each other wasn’t a secret.

      Sam needs to find the real killer before she’s put in prison for a crime she didn’t commit.
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      Home renovations are hard... and some come with killer surprises. 

      After a year of adventures, Sam and Jordan are ready to settle down in the small town of Heywood, Arizona. The fixer-upper they’ve purchased seems like the perfect project... until Jordan’s renovations lead to more than just a leaky roof and they need to hire some help.

      When one of their contractors is found murdered in their garage, Sam realizes this "small project" is about to become a much bigger problem than she ever could’ve imagined.

      With the killer possibly lurking close to home—and using cutting-edge technology for sinister reasons—Sam teams up with her quirky friends to uncover the truth. But the clock is ticking, and the culprit isn’t keen on leaving loose ends. Can Sam untangle the mystery before her new home becomes a deadly trap?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      After being in and out of town for almost a year, it felt good to be back in Heywood. Jordan and I had traveled far and wide, but it was time for us to settle in and have a homebase. We discussed many options, but in the end, both of us wanted to be in Heywood.

      Our friends, the Riverwalk, Comfort Road… all of it spelled HOME. Each time we’d returned from our travels, we’d been welcomed with open arms and stayed with Annabelle and Doug in an apartment above Sage Advice, my herbal apothecary. Well, it wasn’t mine any longer. I’d signed it over to Annabelle because Jordan and I had wanted to see the world. However, it was becoming apparent to me that I would have to become more involved in the business if it was going to survive. Annabelle may be a talented herbalist, but her business acumen left a bit to be desired.

      As I strolled down the Riverwalk, a fresh spring breeze smelling of rebirth and promise caressed my face. Birds sang in the high, newly budding trees while the river rushed to my left. Yes, Heywood was home, and I was glad to be back.

      Once I reached the end of the Riverwalk, I hurried up the path to Comfort Road, then down to On The River, where I was to meet Annabelle and Gina for lunch.

      I opened the door to the familiar restaurant. To my right hung pictures of Heywood, including one that had been taken from the deck of On the River which showed a mama bear and her cub walking along the shoreline.

      Sally, the owner of the restaurant, still had the fireplace going, even though spring had sprung.

      “There she is!”

      I turned to find Sally hurrying toward me, her arms outstretched. As she embraced me, I smiled. “It’s good to see you, Sally.”

      “You as well.” She held me at arm’s length and gave me a quick head-to-toe once over. “Looking good, Sam. Rested and refreshed. Whatever you’re doing, wherever you’ve been, it’s done you wonders.”

      I smiled at the compliment. Travel had been good for me, even though murder seemed to follow us wherever we went. I’d seen small town America, sandy white beaches and mountaintops. It had been a wonderful experience, and one that I hoped to continue.

      “Come on,” she said. “I’ve got your friends over here.”

      I followed her to a booth where I did indeed find Annabelle and Gina.

      “Oh!” Annabelle squealed. “She’s here!” She shot to her feet and hugged me. I worried briefly about her sparkly blue eyeliner smudging on my white sweater. I held my breath so I didn’t cough from the scent of her hairspray. Whatever brand she was styling her hair with these days was making big bucks from Annabelle’s high usage.

      “It’s about dang time,” Gina huffed with a smile. I didn’t have to worry about hugs from Gina. She hated hugs, and I respected that.

      “Sit, sit!” Annabelle commanded as she pointed to her side of the table. Dozens of bracelets jangled up and down her arms. I slid into the booth and smiled at Gina.

      “What are you ladies starting with today?” Sally asked.

      “Mimosas,” Gina replied. “And make them strong, Sally.”

      “Yes, ma’am!” She left before I could order a coffee, which was what I really wanted.

      “Gina, I have a lot to do today,” I said. “I have the contractor at our house this afternoon. I have to pick out a bunch of stuff for the kitchen.”

      “How’s all that going?” she asked.

      When Jordan and I had decided to make Heywood home again, he’d come up with the idea of buying a fixer-upper so he’d have a project to work on. We’d found a house that was dated, but livable, and Jordan quickly discovered he was in way over his head, no matter how many YouTube videos he watched.

      “It’s a mess,” I replied. “Jordan did well on the kitchen demolition, but he put in the cabinets crooked and the toilet he installed in the bathroom is leaking into the floor. We also need new carpet. He put a hole in the hallway while carrying a ladder, so that needs to be patched. The place needs some new paint as well.”

      “When did he cave and agree to a contractor?” Gina asked.

      Sally returned with our mimosas and set them down. “Are you ladies ready to order?”

      “Can you please give us another few minutes?” Annabelle asked. “I don’t know what I, like, want yet.”

      “Sure thing, girls.” She glanced around the restaurant. “I wish my server had shown up today so I could join you.”

      “We do too, Sally,” I said. “I was just telling them about my nightmare house.”

      Sally threw her head back and laughed. “Honey, the job is always bigger than anyone could’ve imagined, and always twice as difficult. That’s the rule of DIY construction.” With a wink, she turned and headed back toward the kitchen.

      “So, when did he decide he was out of his element and you two needed a contractor?” Gina asked again.

      “A couple of weeks ago.” I shook my head. “Thankfully, we found someone who could get to work right away. There were other plumbing problems, and they’re working on those. Next comes the kitchen.”

      “What about the bathroom?” Annabelle asked. “I would think that water leaking into the floor would be more important than some crooked cabinets.”

      “We turned the water off in there,” I replied. “It’s the second bathroom in the house. The one in the master bedroom still works.”

      My plan had been to skip the mimosa, but now I decided to throw caution to the wind. Although I was pleased to be settling down in Heywood again, the stress from the stupid house had been wearing me down.

      “Why didn’t you buy one that didn’t need so much work?” Gina asked, then sipped her drink. “You’ve got more than enough money to buy whatever you wanted.”

      That had been the original plan. Jordan and I didn’t need anything fancy, nor did we want something with a lot of upkeep. We hadn’t really found anything that met our needs and that we actually liked.

      “When the realtor showed us the house, I’d immediately said no, but Jordan had worked on me with lots of talk about “good bones”, and he said there was a lot of potential. I liked the layout and I do love the backyard. Jordan wanted a project… so we bought it.”

      “And now you’re regretting it,” Annabelle said.

      “I don’t know if I’m regretting it,” I said, staring at my drink. “Well, maybe a little bit.”

      “With that, let’s order,” Gina said. “I’m starving.” She lifted her hand and waved until she had Sally’s attention.

      “I still don’t, like, know what to get,” Annabelle muttered.

      “Get the BLT,” Gina said. “That’s what you always end up with anyway.”

      “No, I don’t,” Annabelle said.

      “Yes, you do,” Gina countered.

      Annabelle muttered something under her breath while Gina and I ordered.

      “I’ll have the BLT,” Annabelle finally said. “I hate you, Gina.”

      I laughed as Sally took our menus, then I sipped my mimosa.

      “So, what color are you doing the kitchen cabinets?” Annabelle asked.

      Frankly, design was not my strong suit. I could tell you when I liked something, but it was hard for me to pinpoint why. When my now dead husband and I had built our house in Hollywood, I’d allowed him to handle all the design work. I ended up with a lot of sleek white and black, which I hadn’t really appreciated. Instead, I preferred homey colors, but my nerves fluttered at the thought of having to pick out what would permanently be installed in my house.

      “I’m not sure, and I’d really prefer to discuss something else besides my almost unlivable house.” I glanced over at Gina. “What’s going on with you?”

      “I’ve got not one, but two litters of puppies coming in tomorrow,” she replied. “Just shoot me now.”

      Although she acted as if the puppies’ arrival was a horrible burden, Gina loved being a dog rescuer. I was convinced the more chaos in her house, the happier she was. She’d confided in me that she could hear her own dog, Daisy, speaking to her, which unnerved me, but really didn’t surprise me. She was a dog whisperer.

      “Oh, my gosh,” Annabelle squealed. “Can I come hold them?”

      “Absolutely. I can use all the help I can get.”

      “How does Trevor like being sheriff?” I asked, finishing off my mimosa and debating another.

      While on my travels, our previous sheriff, Mallory Richards, had been found guilty of many crimes and corruption. She was currently in prison, which I found quite fitting.

      Gina shrugged. “A lot of paperwork, which he hates, but I think overall he’s enjoying it.”

      “That’s great!”

      “Yeah, it’s like, totally nice that we have someone honest in that position,” Annabelle said.

      “Now if we could change the mayor, that would be great,” Gina chuckled.

      “You think the mayor is dirty?” I asked, lowering my voice. This was new gossip to me.

      Gina shrugged. “I don’t know. I’ve just heard some things that are a little sketchy.”

      “Like what?” Annabelle asked.

      “I’ll tell you what. When I know some facts, I’ll share them with you. Until then, let’s get another mimosa.”

      She waved Sally over again and ordered. Gina usually liked to gossip, so I had a feeling her tidbits may have come from Trevor, or would somehow affect him if they got out and could be traced back to her.

      We had another drink, ate our food, and when we were ready to go, I was feeling pretty good. Even going back to my house didn’t seem like such a horrible thing.

      “I’ll see you two later!” I waved as we separated in the parking lot. Thankfully, I’d walked, because I’d have to have left my car after the mimosas.

      Our new house sat in Old Heywood. It was a bit of a trek away from Heywood proper, but I did love the old oak trees lining my street and the mature foliage at all the houses. Even our house had the most beautiful Rosemary bushes growing in front. It had been one of the few reasons why I’d said yes to the house—I loved making my own Rosemary tea.

      I pulled out my key and opened the front door. “Jordan?” I called. “Are you home?”

      No reply. My black cat, Catnip, ran toward me from the bedrooms, meowing loudly.

      “Hey, buddy,” I said. “What’s going on?” As I leaned down to scoop him up, he turned and hurried away back down the hall. “Nice to see you, too.”

      After dumping my bag by the front door, I walked into the kitchen expecting to find someone from the construction crew.

      Nothing.

      When I’d left they had indicated they’d be toiling away all day. Maybe they’d gone for a late lunch?

      They had taken out almost all the cabinets Jordan had installed except for one counter that held the coffee pot, as well as a couple of mugs and glasses. Apparently, we were going to be roughing it for a few weeks.

      I walked down the hall to the master bedroom. “Jordan?”

      Returning to the kitchen and living room, I glanced around for a note. It was odd that Jordan wouldn’t let me know where he’d gone, especially since he’d also said he’d be around all day.

      As I stood among the sawdust and cabinet parts, I grabbed a glass of water while checking my texts. A sound caught my attention… maybe the low hum of a motor?

      I set down my glass and listened intently. A lawnmower in the distance?

      My good mood fueled by mimosas slow-seeped away and dread curled my stomach as I realized the noise was coming from the laundry room.

      I approached slowly, expecting to find water leaking from the washing machine. Pushing open the door, I laughed in relief when I found the floor dry. But what was the sound?

      The garage.

      What the heck? Was Jordan or the construction guys working in there?

      I pulled open the door and was met with a cloud of fumes. Gasping for air, I realized the sound was a car running in the closed garage.

      Keeping my wits about me was difficult as I reached around and pushed the garage door button on the wall. I hurried back inside and shut the door, then vomited in my laundry room. My mind spun so hard, I held on to the dryer to keep upright.

      Who in the world would’ve left a car running in a closed garage?

      Someone who wanted to die. Oh, my word. No. No! Jordan!

      Panic welled inside me. I realized I hadn’t noticed the make and color of the car. I threw up again and sank to my knees. Tears streamed down my face while my head pounded.

      “Sam?” I glanced up to see Jordan standing in the doorway. “What’s going on? Why are you sick?”

      Relief swelled within me, causing more tears. He was okay. But then what was going on?

      I pointed to the garage as he helped stand. “I… I thought you were in there.”

      His brow furrowed as he reached for the door.

      “No!” I yelled. “Don’t go in there. The car was running and the garage door was closed. It’s dangerous. Give it time to air out.”

      “What?!”

      “You heard me! Don’t go in there quite yet. I… I need to sit down.”

      He led me to the couch, then quickly returned to the garage. I had no intention of trailing after him, but after a few minutes and taking some deep breaths, I began to feel better.

      Just as I was about to stand and follow Jordan into the garage, I heard the door open and he walked into the living room.

      “We better call the police,” he said, his mouth in a hard, fine line.

      “Was… is there someone in that car?”

      He nodded, running a shaky hand through his salt and pepper hair.

      My heart sank as tears welled once more in my eyes. “Someone committed suicide in our garage?”

      “No. Not unless he nail-gunned himself to the seat.”
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      I sat frozen on the couch, staring at nothing while Jordan and Trevor talked about the dead man in our garage. My garage. What universe had I stepped into? How could this possibly be my life now?

      “Sam?” Trevor asked. “You okay?”

      I met his green gaze and smiled. “Yes. Just a little shaken up.”

      “Completely understandable.” He turned his attention back to Jordan. “Can you take me through what you did today? I just want to make sure I have the timeline right.”

      “Of course.” Jordan cleared his throat and ran his hand through his salt and pepper hair. “Sam left to go have lunch with Gina and Annabelle at On The River. I remained here at the house. The contractors came to check the kitchen plumbing, and this afternoon, Sam and I planned to pick out the new cabinets.”

      Trevor nodded and glanced into the kitchen. “Just my two cents, but if you’re going to shape this place up, you might want to change the flooring in there. Maybe a nice honey colored hardwood. It looks like a drunk monkey did the work. This place was probably a rental or something. You know, a guy who just needed to get a floor down.”

      I groaned and laid my head back against the cushions.

      Jordan cleared his throat. “I… I actually laid that down.”

      Trevor nodded as his cheeks flamed and then glanced back at his notebook. “Okay then. Well, let’s get back to the dead guy. What’s his name again?”

      “Ian Flenning,” Jordan said.

      “Like the guy who did James Bond?” Trevor asked.

      I shook my head. “No. That was Flemming. With two Ms. This guy was Flenning, with Ns.”

      “Ah, gotcha.” Trevor scribbled in his notebook. “Bond probably wouldn’t have found himself nail gunned inside a running vehicle trapped in a garage.”

      “Probably not,” Jordan muttered.

      “So then what happened? Why did you leave the house?”

      “Sam called me.”

      I sat upright. “No, I didn’t.”

      “Sure you did,” Jordan said, his brow furrowed.

      I stared at him. My heart thudded.

      Had I?

      Yes, I’d had mimosas for lunch, but I was certain I hadn’t placed the call. Maybe it had been a butt dial?

      “They had cocktails at lunch,” Jordan said, turning to Trevor. “I could smell the alcohol when she threw up in the laundry room. Must have forgotten she called.”

      I pulled out my phone and studied my recent calls. “Jordan, I didn’t phone you.”

      As I handed him the phone, his smiled faded. While he reviewed the screen, the color drained from his face. Shooting to his feet, he paced the living room. “It was you,” he said, panic lacing his voice. “It was your number and your voice.”

      “Okay, let’s relax a minute,” Trevor said. “What did the person on the other end of this call say to you, Jordan?”

      “She wanted me to pick her up at the church,” Jordan replied. “She said

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Previously in the Heywood Herbalist Cozy Mysteries…
      


      		
        About the Book
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Also by Carly Winter
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by Carly Winter


      		About the Author


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/rosemary-and-rage_ebook.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

CARLY WINTER

Heywood Herbalist Cozy Mysteries: Book Seven





