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  About The Book


When celebrity chef Rachel Wu returns to her charming Vermont hometown to test recipes for her second cookbook, she expects nothing more than quality time with her mother Evelyn and some peaceful cooking. But when an ambitious selectboard member orchestrates a high-profile pop-up dinner at the local bistro, Rachel’s quiet retreat turns into a culinary nightmare. 
Renowned food critic Heather Bronson collapses at her table in the middle of Rachel’s signature dish tasting from a severe allergic reaction. With Heather saying Rachel deliberately used peanuts despite knowing about her allergy, Rachel’s career hangs in the balance. Her cookbook deal is suspended, legal action looms, and Silver Springs buzzes with suspicion.
But Evelyn Chan isn’t about to watch her daughter’s reputation crumble. 
As she and Rachel dig deeper into the mystery, they uncover a web of professional rivalries, past grudges, and hidden motives among the local restaurant owners—each with their own reason to want Heather Bronson taken down.
Mother and daughter must work together to expose the truth before Rachel’s culinary dreams are destroyed forever.
A delightfully cozy mystery short story seasoned with family bonds, small-town charm, and just the right amount of culinary intrigue.






  
  About The Series
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In Silver Springs, everyone knows your name. And your secrets.  In this Green Mountain State town, Laura Evans isn’t just the General Store’s café manager...she’s the town’s unofficial detective. Alongside her observant landlady Evelyn Chan, Laura discovers dangerous secrets hiding beneath the picturesque veneer. But Laura and Evelyn don’t have to do it alone. They’re members of the Maplewood Crafters Club. This seemingly innocent club are also the town’s secret helpers. Over craft projects and potluck dinners, they arrange random acts of kindness...and help solve mysteries.
What makes this series irresistible: a stunning setting, delectable culinary details, quirky characters, and ingenious mysteries with satisfying endings. If you love culinary cozies, craft cozies, Ellie Alexander, Agatha Frost, Laura Childs, Maddie Day, Diane Mott Davidson, or Jenn McKinlay…or you enjoy books with close-knit communities, amateur sleuths, found family, personal growth, secret helpers, and food as comfort and connection…you’ll love Silver Springs.

      [image: ]If you’d like to hear about new releases, sign up at cozycozies.com/newsletter!
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  Recipe For Revenge
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“Big news, Màmà! I’m doing it!” Rachel’s words tumbled out via speakerphone in her characteristic rush. 
“Doing what, darling?” Evelyn asked, knitting away in her favorite chair. Monty, one of her Burmese cats, sat on the couch at her side, and Oscar, his brother, fought with her work-in-progress lace shawl for space on her lap.
“The new cookbook!” Rachel said. “I’m taking a break from the restaurant to focus on it. Testing recipes in a new setting will be the inspiration I need.” 
“That’s wonderful!” Evelyn said. “Where were you thinking?”
“Your place, of course! It’s high time I visited!”  

      [image: ]Rachel had cooked in Evelyn’s kitchen many times. But this?
After her meteoric rise to success, Evelyn’s daughter wasn’t just Rachel anymore. She was known to most as the famous chef Rachel Wu, and here she stood, testing her renowned recipes for her second cookbook.
“Let’s see what we’ve got here,” Rachel said, unloading an endless supply of ingredients onto the counter. With her hair tied back and a bright red apron around her waist, she exuded such energy Evelyn might have to take an afternoon nap.
Evelyn’s apartment kitchen had become a hub of culinary creativity: pots and pans clattering, ingredient bowls lined up in rows, and Rachel buzzing between stove and sink.
As she’d predicted, less than twenty-four hours after Rachel’s arrival, Judith Yoon, from the Maplewood Crafters Club, was the first curious nose sniffing the air to arrive.
Hoping to have her daughter to herself was foolish. Nothing stayed secret in Silver Springs for long. 
Judith stood beside Evelyn, watching the maestro at work. “Are you writing your next cookbook?”
Evelyn’s friend had arrived fifteen minutes ago, popping over to ‘return a borrowed book’, but she was a terrible liar. Evelyn had let her in with only mere reluctance.
“It smells divine!” Judith said.
“Would you like to try some?” Rachel offered, lifting a steaming pan of noodles off the hob. The rice noodle ribbons glistened in a fragrant sauce studded with snow peas, tender baby corn, and red peppers. The aroma of sesame oil wafted through the kitchen.
Rachel served a portion into a bowl and handed it over with a pair of chopsticks. “It’s called Red Dragon Noodles,” she said with a grin. “A modern twist on an old favorite.” 
The intercom buzzed.
“I’ll get it,” Evelyn announced, but Judith was too busy shoveling noodles into her mouth to notice. Sensible woman. She let nothing interrupt her food appreciation.
Arriving at the entrance area, Evelyn pressed the answer button. A booming voice crackled through. She’d heard it far too many times to be startled by it now.
“Evelyn! Good morning! I was just passing. Is your dear daughter at home?”
Him? What next? The Maplewood Memo? The hapless man. As vexing as Selectboard Member Brent Kingsley was, she couldn’t refuse him.
“Good morning, Brent. Yes, she’s here. Do come in,” she pressed the buzzer, and the door downstairs unlatched.
“What a thrill! I’ll be right there.” 
Even she had to smile at his enthusiasm.
Soon after, he knocked and burst through the entrance, nearly flattening Evelyn on the other side.
“Rachel Wu! What an honor!” Brent said as he swept into the kitchen, making Judith and Evelyn’s daughter jump.
Evelyn hurried in behind him. “Rachel, this is Selectboard Member Brent Kingsley. And—”
“Of course Rachel Wu needs no introduction!” Brent continued.
Rachel recovered. “Perfect timing! Here’s something you’ll enjoy!”
She dished out another small bowl of the Red Dragon Noodles. Judith had already polished hers off, leaving not a scrap.
Brent took a reverential bite, savoring the food for perhaps the first time in his life. Then another. And another. “Just as I expected! This is incredible!”
Rachel beamed, and even Evelyn had to smile.
“So…Ms. Wu—” he began.
“Please, call me Rachel,” she said.
Brent’s smile, if possible, grew wider.
Evelyn stifled a groan. Here it comes.
“You know, Rachel, you should do one of those pop-up restaurant things. People would love it!”
So that’s why he was here. She should’ve known.
Rachel paused. “A pop-up?”
“Why not?” Brent said, mouth full of noodles. “You’ve got the buzz going already.”
Any second now. One, two, three…
Rachel’s eyes sparkled, and she clapped her hands together. “Great idea!”
Evelyn only wished she could decide as quickly. “That sounds exciting, but what about all the permits and food safety regulations?”
Rachel rolled her eyes. “Nothing I can’t handle, Màmà.”
Evelyn sighed. Thirty-eight years, and she still hadn’t learned she couldn’t argue with her daughter.
“Let’s do it this weekend!” Rachel said. “I’ll have to figure out location, staff—”
“No need!” Brent waved his hand. “I know just the folks. We’ll have you set up in no time!”

      [image: ]Brent, after charging down the main street, skidded to a halt outside a chic building with a blue and gold sign: Beaumont Bistro. He flung the double doors open, and Evelyn and Rachel rushed through behind him to avoid getting the doors slammed in their faces.
The interior was elegant and modern: high ceilings, exposed brick walls, and large windows. A welcoming bar took up one side and the bustling kitchen was visible through a glass partition. 
Brent headed for the kitchen at the back, threw open another set of doors, and said, “Victor! Do I have a surprise for you?”
A tall, suave man in chef’s whites looked up from stirring a steaming pot and offered a cool smile. “Brent. To what do I owe the pleasure?”
“This is Rachel Wu!” Brent said, ushering Rachel out from behind him. “She’s doing a pop-up right here in Silver Springs!”
Victor smiled after instructing an apprentice in her next task. “An honor to meet you, Rachel Wu.”
“And…she needs a venue,” Brent added.
The head chef raised an eyebrow and nodded. “Let’s discuss this in the restaurant.” He washed his hands and toweled them, before gesturing for them to follow him out.
Evelyn’s group settled, and a man rushed out from behind the bar. “Rachel Wu? Shut the front door! Can I get your autograph?”
Brent beamed. “Rachel, this is Larry Holden, the co-owner of this fine establishment and the front of house manager.”
Larry had to be at least twenty years Victor’s junior in age and twice his level in exuberance. His ears went pink.
“Sit down,” Victor said. “We’re talking business.”
Brent nodded. “Rachel is writing a new cookbook! And she’ll be running a pop-up event this Sunday.”
Victor rolled his eyes, but it was a fond expression. “You’ve decided this for her, I see. And she needs a venue.” Before Brent could respond, he continued. “We’re happy to provide.”
Larry bounced up and down in his seat. “Yes! It’d be amazing.” 
Brent couldn’t resist a smug smile.
Evelyn frowned. “Are you sure it’s not too much trouble?”
“Not at all,” Victor said, glancing at Larry. “We’ve got it covered.”
Rachel beamed. “So it’s settled then.”
Brent clasped his hands together as if this entire sequence had gone according to plan. Something about this, though…seemed too convenient.

      [image: ]The rest of the week blurred by until it was Saturday. Just over twenty-four hours to go. Rachel wove through the lively scene at the Silver Springs Farmers’ Market, Evelyn trailing behind her.
Vendors lined the edges of the bustling Village Green with stalls displaying arrays of the freshest spring produce available. Evelyn went every week without fail, but only needed a bag or two. They’d arrived half an hour ago, and Rachel’s purchases had already filled up Evelyn’s trolley. Soon they’d have to borrow someone else’s too. 
Rachel moved from stall to stall, picking out supplies. The local producers buzzed with excitement, greeting her with enthusiastic waves and eager smiles. Word had spread, of course. It’d be more concerning if it hadn’t.
Rachel’s arrival wasn’t the only news buzzing through Silver Springs. Brent Kingsley, through his favorite reporter at the Maplewood Memo, had been Wednesday’s front-page headline: Brent Kingsley Does It Again! Celebrity Chef’s Pop-up Draws World-Famous Critic.
‘World-famous’ was an exaggeration, but yes, Heather Bronson, contributing writer for Food Fusion, had arrived ahead of the event, and demanded the best seat in the house. Typical. 
Rachel’s burgeoning career had skyrocketed after Heather presided over last year’s Culinary League tasting and Rachel had won. Heather had continued to praise Rachel’s work, however begrudgingly. She was the sort who claimed high standards and journalistic integrity, but delighted in ruining reputations. And she still hadn’t poked a single hole in Rachel’s cooking. Curse Brent and his insatiable need for publicity.
The herbs and microgreens vendor, Tracy Mitchell, was Rachel’s next stop.
“You’re really doing it?” Tracy asked. 
“It’s happening tomorrow,” Rachel replied. “A one-night-only taste of my cookbook in the making!”
Tracy rang up Rachel’s cilantro bunches. “What a treat! We’re all looking forward to it.”
Rachel picked out an enormous bunch of chives. “So am I!”
As they moved to the next stall, Evelyn heard a voice behind her. Screechy and laced with scorn. 
“Rachel Wu! Just what do you think you’re doing?”
Oh no. Not Colette Moreau. The tall, perfectly coiffed owner of Chez Colette restaurant, strode toward them.
Evelyn stepped in front of Rachel on instinct, but Rachel pushed her aside. “For goodness’ sake, Màmà. I can handle it.”
“Your little stunt is creating an uproar,” Colette said, drawing attention from nearby shoppers. “I have loyal patrons asking if I’ll be at this impromptu food circus of yours!”
Rachel blinked, then laughed. “How is this a problem? I’d love for you to come.” 
Colette’s eyes narrowed and she stepped closer. “You’re taking away my customers! I don’t appreciate you thinking you can just arrive and start muscling in. There are things this community expects an outsider like you could never understand.”
“It’s one night,” Rachel replied.
“And that’s all the town will need,” Colette said. She stalked off, a strange smile playing on her lips.

      [image: ]The night before the pop-up event, Evelyn tidied up after a

      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ][image: A QR code that goes to cozycozies.com/mystery]





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
A Page-turning Crafis & Culinary
Cozy Mystery Short Story

Jodie Morgan





OEBPS/images/d6f7fd1d-1b20-4bcf-8153-1022fbc7145b.png





OEBPS/images/8fd24936-a3dc-42a7-a1c2-22bbed9f1dab.jpeg
Silver Springs

Mystery Series
Short Story 1

Recipe
- Revenge

A Page-turning Crafts & Culinary
Cozy Mystery Short Story

Jodie Morgan





OEBPS/images/555e423a-4066-4408-a9bf-c1e8d75067dd.jpeg









