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    For those who believethat comfort can be dangerous,that kindness can hide sharp edges,and that even in the coziest places,truth always finds a way to surface.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "In small towns, nothing is ever truly secret—it's simply served with better manners."

      

    

They say tea soothes the soul.

In Harborwick, it simply teaches people how to lie politely.

Scones and Secrets is not a story of car chases or gunfire.

It is a story of fine china, flawless smiles, and intentions that quietly rot beneath the surface—slowly, patiently, like dough left too long in a warm kitchen.

Maeve Hart came to this town hoping for a clean beginning.

After years of planning events where perfection mattered more than truth, she opened a small refuge: a cozy tea shop filled with fresh scones, gentle conversations, and the promise that life could finally slow down.

But Harborwick never slows.

It whispers.

What should have been a beautiful afternoon—a charity bridal tea—turns into a game of power wrapped in pastel ribbons.

When one of the town’s most influential women collapses after tea, comfort becomes a crime scene, and Maeve becomes the easiest person to blame.

From that moment on, every detail matters:

who avoids eye contact,

who controls the back door,

who offers help too quickly,

and who smiles at exactly the wrong time.

As Maeve begins to look closer, she learns a lesson no one teaches you when you dream of starting over:

the most dangerous people are rarely loud.

They pour tea with steady hands.

They speak kindly.

And they wait for you to lower your guard.

If you enjoy cozy mysteries with warmth, wit, and a slow-burning tension beneath the comfort—this story is for you.

Sit down.

Choose a flavor.

But whatever you do...

don’t accept honey from strangers.
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Chapter 1 — The Bridal Tea Calendar
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Maeve Hart always knew trouble had a soundtrack.

In her tea shop, it wasn’t sirens—it was porcelain.

A teacup chimed against a saucer near the front table, delicate and bright.

On a normal morning, that sound meant comfort, cash flow, and someone finally choosing Earl Grey without asking if it tasted “too British.”

Today, it meant nerves.

The kind that made people sip too quickly and smile too long, as if politeness could hold a secret in place.

Outside, Harborwick’s main street looked like a postcard pretending to be a town.

Window boxes, warm signage, and tourists who believed “quaint” was a personality trait you could buy.

Inside Scones and Secrets Tea Room, Maeve’s display case gleamed like a promise.

Golden scones, raspberry tarts, lemon bars dusted with sugar—sweetness arranged in neat rows the way Maeve liked her life.

Of course, life never stayed neatly arranged.

That was why she’d left event planning in the first place, after one “perfect” gala turned into a public meltdown that still had its own hashtag.

Maeve adjusted the chalkboard menu and tried to breathe like a normal person.

Her apron read SPILL THE TEA—NOT YOUR DIGNITY, a gift from her best barista, Tessa, who enjoyed truth and caffeine in equal measure.

Tessa slid behind the counter with a tray of fresh scones, her eyes wide with the kind of excitement that should’ve been reserved for puppies.

“Tell me we’re doing it,” she whispered, like the walls could gossip back.

Maeve gave her a look that said we are absolutely doing it, and I will regret it in two business days.

“We’re doing it,” Maeve confirmed, voice calm enough to fool customers and not much else.

Tessa grinned. “The Bridal Tea,” she breathed, like she’d just announced royalty was visiting.

“Harborwick Society Committee in our shop. Do you know what that means?”

Maeve did.

It meant money, exposure, and women who could ruin your week with one carefully phrased compliment.

“It means,” Maeve said, “that every napkin fold will be judged like it’s running for office.”

She reached for the event binder on the shelf and tapped it once, hard, like a warning.

The binder was thick, color-coded, and mildly terrifying.

Maeve’s old life lived inside it—timelines, seating charts, vendor lists, contingency plans for weather, feelings, and human vanity.

She flipped it open to today’s page and felt her stomach tighten.

11:00 AM — Waverly Committee Walkthrough.

1:00 PM — Bridal Tea Menu Tasting.

Saturday — Charity Bridal Tea: “Love in Bloom.”

“‘Love in Bloom’ is a crime in itself,” Maeve muttered.

The event theme had been chosen by the committee chair, Celeste Waverly, who had never met a cliché she didn’t want to polish and display.

Tessa leaned closer, lowering her voice. “Celeste is coming?”

Her tone held equal parts awe and dread.

Maeve didn’t look up. “Celeste is always coming,” she said.

“In her mind, the world is a hallway and she’s the only person allowed to walk down it.”

The bell above the door chimed, and the temperature in the room changed.

Not because the air shifted, but because attention did.

A woman stepped inside wearing pearls at ten in the morning with the confidence of someone who believed rules existed for other people.

Her coat was cream, her lipstick was soft rose, and her smile was engineered to look kind while measuring your weak points.

Celeste Waverly.

Maeve’s instincts—honed from years of managing brides, donors, and disasters—told her three things immediately.

Celeste was in control.

Celeste was angry.

And Celeste was hiding it like a professional.

“Maeve,” Celeste said, voice warm as honey and twice as sticky.

“I do hope I’m not interrupting anything... messy.”

Maeve smiled back with the practiced ease of a woman who had once arranged a seating chart to prevent a divorce.

“Only pastries,” Maeve replied. “They’re allowed to be messy.”

Celeste glided to the counter and let her gaze sweep the shop, slow and surgical.

She looked at the lace curtains, the floral teapots, the chalkboard quotes about love and sugar, as if she were assessing whether the town’s reputation was safe in Maeve’s hands.

“We’re very excited for Saturday,” Celeste said, the words polite and the implication sharp.

“This event is... important.”

Maeve nodded, keeping her expression gentle.

“I’ve planned the flow to avoid congestion,” she said. “And the menu accommodates allergies
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