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  About the Book


Murder in a small town? That’s how the cookie crumbles. A rise in tourism is icing on the cake.
After riding the coattails of her fellow detectives, Becky Robinson lands her first paying client. A bookstore owner believes her baker ex-husband is trying to kill her and hires Becky to prove it. 
Residents of the idyllic coastal town dismiss the claim as a work of fiction until a flour-covered skeleton sparks rumors of a conspiracy.
The bakery can’t sugarcoat this murder - they’re caught bread-handed. Knead not worry, Becky is undercover. Cooking skills? Nah, but she’s an actress, she can fake it until she bakes it.
Can Becky discover whodunit before it’s too late? Or will another victim meet their baker?
Get ready to laugh your way through crime with this hilarious cozy mystery series. The heroine is clumsy, the suspects are quirky, and the mysteries are puzzling.
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Get all the books in the
Robinson Family Detective Agency series!
1. Red Herrings & Pink Flamingos
2. McGuffins & Birdies
3. A Hoax & a Hex
4. A Patsy & a Pastry
5. A Trick & a Pony
6. A Masterpiece & a Murder
Follow Brittany on Facebook
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  1
A Legend in the Baking


You never wanted to leave an audition with too much confidence or your hopes too high but as I exited the office building, I couldn’t wipe the smile from my face. I nailed my scene and the casting director loved me.
My local commercial opened doors I never imagined. And if I was being honest, my nemesis Stephen Robinson made for a decent agent. Over the last few weeks, he booked numerous auditions. But none excited me as much as the murder mystery pilot. Of course, the part I tried for wasn’t a cop or a recurring character but I would settle for a witness if it meant being on television.
I hit the clicker on my key fob and unlocked my doors. Even with a sunshade and cracked windows the inside car temperature reached a million degrees.
I sucked in a breath as the warm AC whooshed into my face. With a stroke of the dash, I begged Zelda not to act up. The temperamental sports car had her bouts of quirkiness but a busted air conditioner might send me over the edge.
The supposedly country station blasted an annoying song, forcing me to click off the radio.
“Not a fan of Jolene?”
I squealed and smacked my head on the roof. Hanging out in the backseat of my Nissan Z was notorious cat burglar, Mr. Swallow. “What are you doing here?”
“Baking. How long can a group of actresses do tongue twisters on repeat?”
“You didn’t answer my question.” My eyes dropped to my phone. Inside my purse. On the floorboard of the passenger seat.
“You didn’t answer my question. Not a fan of Jolene?”
“Only when Dolly Parton sings about her. The mean fiddler, not so much.” I adjusted my rearview mirror for a better view of him. “Why is the Sunlight Swindler breaking into my car in the middle of the afternoon?”
“Who?”
“Don’t play coy.”
“I’m working the case.”
“What case?” I asked.
“Now who’s playing coy?”
I licked my lips. “You’ll probably be long gone before they come but I’m calling the police.”
“Then I won’t answer your questions.”
“Which is different than now how?”
“You’re right. Allow me to take the first step toward trust in our relationship.” He placed a hand over his chest. “I’m working the Sunlight Swindler case, of course. Clearing my good name.”
“Which name is that, Mr. Palumbo?” I smirked at the use of his bird-themed alias.
“You checked up on me. How sweet.”
“It is my job to catch you.”
His forehead creased. “Since I hired you and paid a handsome retainer, I believe your job is to do as I ask. The customer is always right, after all.”
“As your detective, I advise you to turn yourself in.”
“Terrible advice. I’m not the Sunlight Swindler. Why can’t you take my word for it?”
“I’m supposed to take the word of a common criminal?” I asked.
“I’m hardly common. I’m elite and well respected in my field,” Mr. Swallow said.
“And this is proving your point how?” I twisted in my seat to look him in the eye. “We set a trap for the thief and you showed up. You held me at gunpoint.”
“With a water pistol.”
“And all but admitted your guilt. Five minutes later the painting vanished. Explain that.”
“Coincidence. Or perhaps fate.” He reached for my hand. “You need my help, Miss Becky. The Sunlight Swindler is like something I’ve never seen. It will take our best efforts to catch him.”
I yanked away from his grasp. “Why should I believe you? This type of crime is exactly what you do, Mr. Swallow.”
“Hardly.” He scoffed. “I’m not violent and I would never attack a security guard. We’ve been over this.”
“What’s your real name?”
“I haven’t been him for a long time. Besides, I’m quite attached to Swallow. Let’s continue with the moniker.”
“If you’re innocent, come to my office and explain everything to my boss.”
He ran a hand through his coiffed blonde hair. “I’m not a fan of Ricardo Robinson. He irks me.”
“You don’t know him.”
“And I don’t care to. You’re my detective and I won’t work with anyone else.” He reached for the door handle. “I’ll be in touch when I find a lead.”






  
  2
In Over Your Bread


When I returned to the office, I debated what or how much of my Mr. Swallow conversation I should relay to the other detectives. After our last encounter, they judged me for not detaining him on the spot. But making arrests wasn’t in my repertoire. I usually had people for that.
Ultimately, I decided to keep our latest exchange to myself. If Mr. Swallow gave me anything useful, they’d be the first to know. In the meantime, they could continue building a case.
The bell to Crocetti’s Pizzeria dinged, announcing my presence. After more than a month in the new place, we had yet to update the sign. And our collective laziness turned into a fun quirk no one wanted to change. The quirky situation reminded me of Gilmore Girls where Luke built his diner inside William’s Hardware.
Halfway to my desk, an argument in the kitchen stopped me in my tracks. The always irritating Stephen battled with his newest enemy – Granny.
“You’re not understanding my point,” Stephen said. “Our office isn’t all for one and one for all. I’m coming off a high-profile court case; a victorious win. My face should be front and center.”
“We put your mug on our poster and suddenly we’re the ambulance chasers. No thank you.”
“What is that supposed to mean?”
“I’ll spell it out for you,” Granny said. “You attract a sleazy clientele.”
“As opposed to what? We’re private investigators. Our clients expect a certain level of underhandedness.”
“That is exactly the type of thinking I’m referring to. You don’t represent this firm.” If Stephen pushed her much further, Granny would gobble him up.
I did a little dance in the bullpen, trying to decide if I should get involved or let the argument come to blows. I edged closer and noticed the camera equipment and lighting. The situation was worse than I thought.
My best friend, Lois Vo, volunteered to film, direct, produce, and edit a commercial for the detective agency. She intended for the exercise to be fun while also providing valuable experience to an aspiring director. Instead, it turned into an impossible undertaking with her coworkers.
All four detectives either wanted their vision captured or to star in the ad. Meanwhile, Lois lost control of her project.
I stepped into our converted breakroom and propped an elbow on the oak fire oven. “Too many cooks in the kitchen?”
Lois dropped her boom mic on the countertop. “Oh, my goodness, these people are driving me crazy. Stephen and Granny argue nonstop over who is standing in whose light.”
“Lighting is important.”
“It would be but neither are in this scene.”
“Ah ha.” I thumbed through her script. “How much more do you need to film?”
“Five pages.”
My forehead crinkled. “How is that possible? When I left this morning, you had four.”
“Rewrites from the peanut gallery. At this rate, if we incorporate everyone’s vision, this will be the most expensive commercial ever made.”
“Longest too.” I twisted away from the ‘talent’. “How’s their acting ability?”
“Laurence Olivier is rolling over in his grave.” Lois blew silky black hair from her face. “He is dead, right?”
“Since the 80s, so you’re safe with the metaphor.”
She buried her face in her hands. “Becky, I don’t think I’m going to survive the week with these people. I wish I filmed my version, cast you as the lead, and didn’t tell any of these crazy ones until I finished.”
“They can’t all be awful.”
“Jessy is the best of the bunch but he’s too cool for multiple takes.”
“Are my ears burning?” The youngest detective and closest to our age bracket entered the kitchen and unzipped his leather jacket.
“I didn’t realize you were back from the insurance fraud reenactment thingamabob,” Lois stuttered. “How did it go?”
“Ramming three cars in a fender bender isn’t nearly as exciting as this." He jutted his chin. "They’re still at it?”
“Yup.” He wrapped his right hand in a white cloth and blood dotted the knuckles.
I considered asking for the story but decided against it. “What are you doing in the office midday?”
“Ricardo’s staff meeting. He wrote mandatory in all caps in the subject line.” Jessy swiped a hand through the air. “Figured I shouldn’t skip out. Worst comes to worst, I duck out early.”
Lois dropped her camera into the case. “Is he making progress on the art heist or Mr. Swallow?”
I cleared my throat at the mention of the thief. “Yeah, any leads?”
“Guess we’ll find out soon.” Jessy shrugged. “He’s always ragging on us but what does our fearless leader do to bring in clients?”
“He brought over a bunch from his old firm,” I said. “And he gave us the Vandy case…”
“He never works anything new.” Jessy turned to Lois. “You do the books, who brings in the most billable hours?”
“I’m not supposed to say…” she hesitated. “But none of the guys are in the running.”
Jessy’s dark eyes cut to me. “You been holding out on us, Robinson?”
“The retainer from Mr. Swallow put me on the board but hardly in the lead.” I hitched a thumb over my shoulder. “Granny is a hustler. Being a PI is her post-retirement career and she has her side business with crocheted towels. The woman doesn’t understand the meaning of the word relax.”
He dug into his pocket for a worn Jack Reacher paperback. “I stand corrected. Wake me when this thing starts.”
I held a finger in the air. “I think you’re doing that backward. You sleep through the boring meeting.”
“You learn something new every day.” He bopped himself in the forehead. “Catch you guys later.”
Lois leaned around the corner, pink filling her cheeks. “Later, Jessy.”
I smirked. “Now things are a lot clearer.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“Nothing.” I shrugged.
“Why the smugness? What are you so amused by?”
“If you marry Jessy and change your last name to Robinson, does that make us almost sisters?”
She shoved me in the shoulder. “Stop. You don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“But as the world champion awkward rambler, I recognize stammering when I see it, my friend.”
“I stammered because we talked about him behind his back while he stood two feet away. No other reason.”
“Ah, makes total sense. Nothing to do with your liking him.”
“Right… wait…” She narrowed her gaze. “What are you in, seventh grade?”
“Hey, I’m only making an observation.” I mimed shoveling dirt over my shoulder. “You’re the one digging a deeper hole.”
She crossed her arms. “How’s Justin, by the way?”
“Smooth subject change.”
“I thought so.”
I puffed, blowing hair from my face. “I never thought I’d grow tired of playing phone tag with a movie star.”
Aside from a few texts, I hardly spoke to the famous Justin Woods since he left to film a western in Canada. And when we did speak, we didn’t resume the easy L.A. friendship we enjoyed while solving murders. The distance caused a strain.
“How long does it take to make a TV show?” Lois asked. “He should be done soon, right?”
“I didn’t ask.” I chewed my bottom lip. “Did Ricardo say anything about my client list recently?”
“You mean the one consisting of the Sunlight Swindler and no one else?”
“I’m not sold on the Swallow is the thief assumption.”
Lois gasped. “Since when?”
“Since we spoke t…”
“Becky, you can’t share your theory with the others. They already think you’re too close and he can manipulate you.”
“They said that?”
“If you aren’t careful, Ricardo will take you off the case. You can’t forget, the Sunlight Swindler is his white whale. He won’t let anyone stand in his way.”
“I’m aware but when I talked…”
“Ignore everything he said at the party and focus on the facts. We set a trap and he showed. He is a known cat burglar. He is highly skilled and an expert liar.”
“True.”
“This is the first lead in the case and we must proceed like he’s the Sunlight Swindler.” Her eyebrows scrunched together. “He didn’t contact you again, did he?”
“No.” I hated to lie to Lois but with her poker face, the entire office would find out in ten minutes. “But what should I do if he does? Not like I can karate chop him and haul him down to the station.”
“Let’s hope he isn’t so bold and next time we’re the ones to corner him.”
The lights flickered and a buzz of electricity sizzled through the pizzeria. A bang echoed through the building like a popping balloon followed by a girlish scream.
Sunlight peeked through the front door casting the office in partial shadows. I scrambled for my phone flashlight. “What was that?”
Lois cringed. “Deardorff is working on the electrical system today.”
“I hope he didn’t electrocute himself.” As I maneuvered to the backdoor, I pictured our handyman charred like a Bugs Bunny cartoon when dynamite exploded in Wile E. Coyote’s face. I hoped he was well enough to hold up an ‘ouch’ sign.
“Surely, he’s qualified to work on the electrical stuff, right?”
“No telling with Deardorff. He fixed the oven overnight but after three weeks the conference room is still half painted.” In the hallway, I smacked into Stephen. “Oops, sorry.”
He huffed. “Why are you plowing me over?”
“Why are you lurking in the middle of the hall?”
“I’m trying to find the circuit breaker,” he said. “The idiot handyman is outstaying his welcome.”
“That’s a little harsh.” Lois searched the wall with her flashlight. “He does excellent work.”
“No, he doesn’t. He’s incompetent and useless. We spend more time stepping over his tools than working cases.”
I motioned to the other room. “You’re still sore about leaning in wet paint.”
“I ruined a brand-new blazer.” His voice cracked. “Just threw 15.95 out the window. Plus, tax.”
I remembered the plaid monstrosity. Deardorff did him a favor.
The lights clicked back on. “Found it,” Granny yelled from the other room.
Deardorff appeared in the doorway with panic in his round eyes. His curly brillo pad hair frayed at the ends. “Nobody move.”
“Why?” Lois bumped into me. “What happened? Loose wire? Are we about to be electrocuted?”
“Come here you little booger.” He bent over and crawled under a table. “Lost my screwdriver. Near disaster averted.”
Stephen adjusted his glasses. “What did you do to the lights, Deardorff?”
“The blackout?” He spread his arms. “Not me, I swear.”
“Then what caused it?” Stephen asked.
“Blown fuse, tripped circuit, power surge, storm.” Deardorff scratched his head. “Would you like me to check it out?”
Stephen flicked his hand with a limp wrist. “Nah, sit back make a pizza. We’re in no hurry.”
“You could be nicer.” I shot the grump a look. “If you wouldn’t mind looking into it, Deardorff. Something popped and I heard a girly scream.”
The handyman saluted. “I’m on the case.”
“I can’t work with that guy here.” Stephen shook his head. “He’s driving me nuts.”
“Don’t ask us to vote between him and you,” Granny said. “You might not like the results, Steve-o.”
“I’m just as much a member of the Robinson Family Detective Agency as the rest of you. To make a sports metaphor, I’m like the MVP of the match. And yet I’m constantly the butt of your jokes. Why must you people gang up on me?”
My forehead creased. “Do you want to take a wild guess?”
The lights once again flickered, leaving us in the dark.
Deardorff poked his head inside, a flashlight under his chin. “Okay, this time it was my fault. Quick trip to the hardware store for a new fuse and we’ll be up and running in a jiffy.”
Ricardo stumbled downstairs from his office. “What’s goin’ on down there? Who’s cutting the lights?”
“Don’t worry boss, I’m on it.” Deardorff scrambled to the front door and sunlight spilled inside. “Excuse me, Bud.”
A man in a suit tried to pass. “Are you closed?”
“Nope, just a few technical difficulties. You looking for a detective?”
“Yeah, Becky Roberson. But isn’t this a pizza place?”
I made my way through the dark bullpen maze. Only one person continually messed up my name. “Agent Cornwallis, what brings you by?”
He stepped inside on his squeaky loafers. “I need to hire you.”






  
  3
We Make a Great Cream


I placed a lit candle in the center of the conference room table. The flame danced, creating a bouncing light in the partially renovated pizza party room. “So Corny, what can we do for the California Bureau of Investigation?”
Cornwallis’ gaze darted between Lois and me. “I’m not here on official CBI business.”
“What’s this about then?” Lois asked.
We collaborated with the agent on several murder investigations across the state. Despite his initial annoyance with us, we made a decent team.
“It’s personal and I need to cash in a favor.” He scrubbed a hand through his thinning red hair. “My nutty sister put herself in a real pickle.”
“One requiring a private eye?” I asked.
“Or a shrink. One or the other.” He smoothed his paper-thin necktie. “You… ah, you guys got any coffee in this place?”
Lois scrambled from her seat. “I think this morning’s pot might still be warm. I’ll check.”
“Never mind, don’t bother. Are you in or not?”
“Well, we might need a few more details about your sister’s case.” I clicked my pen. “We answer to a boss now and he expects us to… you know… not work as free consultants.”
“Gina’s loaded. That ain’t a problem.” He rolled his eyes. “I clearly picked the wrong path going into law enforcement.”
“Now that the awkward money part is out of the way, what is your sister’s predicament?” Lois asked.
“How long do you have?” Cornwallis snorted. “She thinks her ex-husband is trying to kill her but can’t provide a shred of evidence to support the claim.”
“Is her husband violent? Does he have a record?”
He brushed off my questions. “Nah, nothing like that. He’s a harmless baker. Gina’s the crazy one. And I can’t find the time or energy to deal with her so she asked for the names of PIs. That’s where you come in, Roberson. When it comes to phantom crimes in need of snooping, you’re the expert.”
“I’m almost touched.” I curled a piece of hair behind my ear. “What exactly does Gina expect us to do?”
“Shoot if I know.” The agent flung his arms. “Catch him in the act of poisoning her tea. All I want is her off my back. You guys do that and you collect a fat check. Win, win.”
“Is there a reason she thinks her ex wants her dead?” Lois asked. “Messy divorce?”
“Gina has a way of rubbing people the wrong way. They fought over every piece of lint. No different from when we were kids. Mom and Dad got me hot wheels and Gina wanted them. I took her dolly and she wanted that.”
I closed my notebook. “I’m not sure what we can do, but we’ll try to help.”
“Excellent.”
“Does she live in L.A. or nearby?” Lois asked.
“Candlelight Cove.” Cornwallis slapped his hands together. “She’ll pay
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