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(A Dana Sweet Cozy Mystery, Book 3.5 Bonus Short Story)

​​​Murder strikes again in the small town of Berry Cove. Dana Sweet, part time mystery riddles blogger who has inherited the Cozy Cupcakes Café from her late grandmother, is once again drawn into a strange murder with a bizarre twist. 

Chrissy, the gossiping beautician at Bea’s Salon, is found dead in her bathtub with a half-eaten Strawberry Meringue Cupcake in her hand. Was it an accident? Or was it murder. Dana needs to find out soon before the reputation of the Cozy Cupcakes Café is tarnished forever.

*This edition includes a bonus chapter from Book 1 in the series.

A Dana Sweet Cozy Mystery series:
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Blueberry Cream Cupcake & Murder (Book 2)
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Dana Sweet felt a surge of excitement as she spooned the creamy strawberry frosting into a piping bag fitted with a half-inch plain tip. She was about to pipe spirals of frosting onto each cupcake on the counter in the kitchen at the Cozy Cupcakes Café. The tasty aroma of vanilla and freshly baked strawberries wafted to her nostrils. She was making her special of the week, Strawberry Meringue Cupcakes. Her late Grandma Rae’s special with some new added ingredients that Dana had managed to create.

Mmmm. She couldn’t wait to taste a sample of her masterpiece. 

“Nice,” Katie, her cousin, commented after taking out another batch of freshly baked cupcakes from the oven. “You’ve really outdone yourself this time, Dana.”

“Thanks, cuz. I really wanted to bring out the best of Grandma Rae’s delicious recipes without changing too much of the original.” 

For each batch, Dana had used eight tablespoons of butter, two cups of sugar, a half teaspoon of vanilla extract, two eggs, a third cup of sifted self-rising flour, a third cup of milk, a half cup of home-made strawberry jam, a quarter teaspoon of cream of tartar, three egg whites and for good measure, three drops of pink food coloring. 

For the cupcakes, Dana had mixed the butter and one cup of sugar in a large bowl with the electric mixer on medium speed. She then made sure the mixture was nice and fluffy. She then added the vanilla and one egg at a time. She had gently stirred in flour alternatively with milk and spooned each cupcake cup filling to about two thirds full. Each set of a dozen cupcakes took about fifteen to twenty minutes to bake.

Dana had also started to post the calorie count for calorie conscious customers—a first for a café in the area, and each cupcake worked out to be only two hundred and sixty calories. Not bad for a luxury treat of the day.

“She would be so proud,” Katie added. 

Dana felt a pang of longing. “I know. If only she were here to see how successful her café is now.”

“Well, she’d be proud that you managed to save her beloved café.”

Katie then moved over to another batch of cupcakes that had been cooled and took the tip of a knife and cut a deep circle from the top of each cupcake and then spooned jam into each opening, then replaced the cupcake tops to cover the jam filled cupcakes.

“These are a huge hit. I’m so glad that Bea’s Salon ordered some more for today.”

“Me too. Can’t believe we managed to pull off that huge order yesterday. What was it again? Men’s Day at the salon? Imagine that?”

“You mean, it was raining men at the salon,” Katie teased with a wide grin.

“Yup, could say that again. I never really thought of men having their manicures or pedicures done.”

“If you think about it, it makes sense. You know how Bea’s always on to us to take good care of ourselves—and hand and foot health. Well, what about firefighters and cops and construction workers always on their feet all day, doing rugged work. Not to mention those hot shot corporate executives who have to look as pristine as their expensive designer suits.”

“True. Never thought about it like that before. It’s not like they’re having their nails painted or anything. Nothing wrong with a little TLC or pampering and massage. That’s always good for the circulation.”

Dana finished piping the frosting on the latest batch of Strawberry Meringue Cupcakes and stood back with pride. She then placed the piping bag down on the counter.

“Speaking of pampering, I love your nails,” Katie commented.

“Oh, thanks.” Dana had Chrissy, the new beautician at the salon, do her nails at the end of the day yesterday—even though it was a men’s special at the salon. Bea had insisted that Dana not leave there, after she delivered the cupcakes for the customer appreciation table, without having hers done, too.

“What did Chrissy do? Paint pictures of cupcakes on your nails?”

“Yes, she did,” Dana splayed her fingers out admiring the pink logo from the Cozy Cupcakes Café. “I can’t believe she pays such close attention to detail.”

“And gossip, too,” Inga, the café’s long time baker said in her thick Russian accent. Inga walked into the kitchen, tying her apron around her. She’d just come back from an appointment. She’d been with the Cozy Cupcakes Café before Dana took over after Grandma Rae passed away. Inga was very outspoken and rarely smiled but she had gradually warmed up to Dana when she’d taken over the café.

“What do you mean by that?” Dana asked.

“Oh, come on now,” Inga said. “That girl never shuts up. Chrissy’s always yapping about this person’s business and that person’s business.”

“Inga! She’s just trying to be...conversational. She’s really good at doing nails though.” Dana couldn’t help but admire the craftwork that Chrissy did on her nails, though Chrissy did yapper on quite a bit. In fact, that really bothered Dana. Dana had to tell Chrissy to chill it down a bit with the fast-talking and back-biting. When Dana had told her to change the subject on the gossiping, Chrissy didn’t like it one bit and retaliated. But Dana had shrugged it off at the time.

“Well, she talks about everybody—and not in a flattering way. She once yapped on about that dealership owner. The guy used to accompany a young woman who wore a long blond wig into the salon,” Inga said. “They came in once a month and he would pay for her manicure and pedicure. Now, he wore his wedding band, but the woman wasn’t his wife.”

“Oh, wow,” Dana said.

“Let me finish.” Inga’s lips were pinched. “Well, Chrissy went yapping on about it the next day about the man from the dealership and his mistress with the bad wig and long fake nails. Saying he was cheating on his wife. Trouble is, Chrissy didn’t realize the wife was her customer.”

“Oh, no.”

“Yep. The wife filed for divorce.”

“Oh, dear.”

“And he came into the salon the next week and really gave it to Chrissy and told Chrissy that the woman wasn’t his mistress. It was his secretary who had been battling hair loss and depression with chemo. He had brought her the wig and taken her to have her nails done so that she would feel good about herself. There was nothing going on between them.”

“Aww. Poor guy. What happened next?”

“Well, you know Chrissy. She didn’t believe him and continued to spread gossip like spreading peanut butter on bread. And she would poke fun at customers’ nails and hygiene and the way they dressed behind their backs. As if she was the fashion police. And she’d label all single people as being in the closet. She’s always got something to say. It feels like she’s been there at the salon a lot longer than a couple of months. Sheesh.”

“Oh, no. That’s terrible.”

“Well, as they say back home where I’m from, some people like to believe bad things about good people. I know that Mr. Banks from the dealership. He’s a regular here. He’s good people.”

“That’s true,” Dana admitted. “Someone should really have a good talk with Chrissy about her behavior though. I mean it’s awful. And the thing is, she’s working at a busy salon. It’s uncomfortable for us as customers to have to listen to that stuff—even though she tries to laugh it off as if she’s telling a joke.”

“Yep, the worse kind of gossip. They pretend it’s all sweet and harmless and that they’re just telling matter-of-fact stories. Maybe she’s nervous because she’s new here—and she thinks yapping about others is a way to communicate.”

“Yes, but wasn’t it Eleanor Roosevelt that used to say that bright people talk about ideas, ordinary people talk about things, and small people talk about other people?” Dana said.

“So true. I guess, busy miss Chrissy never heard that saying before,” Katie chimed in.

Dana grinned and shook her head. “It’s true that hurtful gossip travels quicker than e-mail and it can ruin lives and cripple reputations. Harmful gossip is a tool used by loose lips and idle brains. I wish hurtful gossip would be called out for what it is—a socially transmitted disease and it needs to be cured or eradicated.”

“If only. Anyway, she’s from a big city. I hear she used to work in New York at one of those fancy salons.” Inga added.

“I wonder why she moved all
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