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“I love these jelly donuts.” Martha Mayfield licked the raspberry jam off her fingers. “Yum!”

“Me too.” Pru Armstrong looked ruefully down at her empty plate – save for a few crumbs dotted with sugar. 

“Ruff?” Teddy, Martha’s fluffy white Coton de Tulear puppy, looked up hopefully at her.

“These donuts aren’t good for doggies,” Martha told him. “Sorry.”

“How about one of your special cookies instead?” Pru rose from the table.

“Ruff!” Yes! Teddy trotted after her to the kitchen.

After giving him a pumpkin and liver cookie from the special jar marked Teddy, she rejoined her roommate at the kitchen table.

About a year ago, Pru had been lucky to find Martha. She’d arrived in Gold Leaf Valley, a small town in northern California dating from the Gold Rush era, only to find limited housing. She was about to start her first real job out of college – assistant librarian at the local library – but she hadn’t been so lucky with her housing search. A library patron had put her in touch with Martha, and she’d moved in right away. 

Although Martha was about fifty years older than her, they had become firm friends, and so had Teddy. 

She’d arrived home from the library that Monday afternoon to find the jelly donuts laid out on the table, just begging to be eaten. And she’d only felt the slightest bit of guilt eating them before her dinner, instead of saving them for dessert.

“I’m gonna buy some more tomorrow from the supermarket,” Martha said now.

“Really?” Pru didn’t think she should sound so hopeful. 

“Maybe even two lots.”

“Won’t that be too many?” 

“We can always freeze what we don’t eat tomorrow.” Martha chuckled. Her springy gray curls bounced around her face. “This was a great idea of Glenn’s. He’s the supermarket owner. I bet he increases his profits a lot! He’ll get folks coming in just to get their hands on these goodies, and then they’ll pick up a couple more items before they leave the store.”

“I think you’re right.”

“Ruff!” Teddy had crunched up his cookie and his brown button eyes begged Pru for more.

“I think you’ve had enough, little guy,” Martha told him. “Don’t forget you had an afternoon snack as well, and I’ll be giving you dinner shortly.”

Teddy’s mouth turned downward a tad, then he settled next to Martha’s chair and closed his eyes, ready for a nap. 

“Lauren and Zoe have tried these donuts too,” Martha told her. “In fact, Zoe was the one who told me all about them.”

Lauren and Zoe ran a café in the small town, with Annie, Lauren’s Norwegian Forest cat, seating the customers and “chatting” to them in her distinctive language. Pru wished she was able to visit the café more often, but with her work hours, she was only able to pop in occasionally. 

“Get this.” Martha chuckled again. “Zoe even wanted Lauren to create a jelly donut cupcake!”

“What did Lauren say?” 

“She said she’d think about it. So I don’t know if she really is gonna think about it and make one, or not.”

“It would be amazing if she did,” Pru replied. 

“That’s what Zoe said.” Martha grinned. “But Lauren is already making plenty of cupcakes every day, plus making all their lattes and cappuccinos with Zoe.”

“And your hot chocolate.”

“Yeah! With plenty of marshmallows.” 

“Who is making these donuts?” Pru asked. “Glenn?”

“Heck, no.” Martha laughed. “Someone told me the other week he can barely boil water. Apparently, a lady makes them and brings them to the supermarket each day.” Before Pru could say anything, Martha added, “And she does it all properly, in a commercial kitchen.”

“That’s good.” She nodded.

“But I think someone should tell her she’s gonna have to double her current output, once I tell everyone at the senior center how great these donuts are!”
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The next morning, Pru enjoyed a slice of Martha’s raisin toast for breakfast. After months of crunching into her fiber rich but flavorless cereal, she’d finally, after their trip to LA where Martha had competed in a TV game show and they’d eaten croissants for breakfast, given in to trying something different. And she was glad she had. But how could she go back to her usual cereal now?

The aroma of cinnamon and raisins drifted through the kitchen, as Martha barreled into the kitchen with her rolling walker, Teddy by her side. 

After she stuck two slices into the toaster, Martha sank down at the table. “Mm. Can’t wait for mine to be ready.” 

“Ruff!”

“You’ve already had your breakfast,” Martha told him. “Beefy chunks in gravy.”

“Ruff,” Teddy said agreeably, sitting next to Martha’s chair. 

“What time are you working today?” Martha asked her.

“I have to leave in thirty minutes and I finish at four.”

“Goody.” Martha grinned. “I want to buy more jelly donuts this afternoon, and we might be able to make the café before they close at five.”

“I’d like that.” Pru’s eyes lit up. She enjoyed her job at the library, but a “head honcho” as Martha would call him, had overridden her boss Barbara’s protests and had ordered that they change the layout of the library. So bookshelves had to be rearranged – and moved – causing chaos to the patrons, and to Barbara, whose favorite task seemed to be presiding over the reference desk and fielding unusual research requests. 

“You can drive us,” Martha declared just as her toast popped up.

“Of course.” 

Martha didn’t drive. Pru didn’t mind being her chauffeur, plus she wanted to say hi to Lauren, Zoe, and Annie at the café. It would be interesting to visit the supermarket and see how popular the new jelly donuts were. Martha did most of the grocery shopping, although Pru helped out when she could.

“We’ll go to the café first, and then the supermarket,” Martha informed her. “So don’t be late home from work!”
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“Pru,” Barbara greeted her that morning. Smartly dressed, with a brunette bob, she liked things running just as they should. “I need you to rearrange the romance novels in that bookcase over there.” She pointed to the far corner, where two comfortable chairs and a coffee table nestled next to the books. 

“Yes, Barbara,” Pru replied.

“I have no idea why this ... person ... wants to move Romance to the far reaches of the library. It’s not my cup of tea, but he should know that a lot of patrons borrow romance novels and now he’s just making it more difficult for them.” Barbara shook her head in irritation. “I’ll take care of any returns while you do it.”

Pru nodded and set off toward the corner. The library looked a bit of a mess at the moment. All the bookcases were now in the new positions that the “head honcho” had ordered, but all the books hadn’t been moved yet. Although Pru enjoyed shelving returned books and making sure everything was in alphabetical order, moving stacks of novels in the trolley and then putting them back into an empty bookcase was a far greater task. 

But as she slotted the As into place and then the Bs, she found herself soothed by the process. 

An attractive male voice broke the silence of the library. She and Barbara were the only ones there, the usual patrons staying away because of the current changes to the layout. 

Pru’s hand stilled on a novel she was about to place in the Ds. Jesse. He was the newish detective in town, although like her, he had been here for about a year. He worked with Mitch, Lauren’s husband. 

They’d seen each other a few times – on actual dates – but with his at times unpredictable work schedule, and her fulltime job, it was hard to make plans. She taught yoga on Tuesday nights and although he was a regular in her class, they didn’t always have time for a private conversation after – especially when his phone went off during class, calling him to a crime scene. 

Peeking around the bookcase, she saw him standing at the returns counter, handing his book back to Barbara. Tall, with dark wavy hair and good looks, he wore dark slacks and a white button-down shirt.

“I reserved a book and thought I’d pick it up,” he now told her boss.

“Let me check.” Barbara left the counter and swiftly moved to the shelf holding the reserved books. 

Pru took a deep breath and walked over to him. 

“Hi, Jesse.” She hoped she sounded casual. 

“Pru.” He gave her a smile, his lips quirking at the corners. “I thought you were usually working over here.” He gestured to the desk in front of him.

“I am, but we’ve had to change the layout of the library. I’m reshelving some books right now.” She didn’t know why she hesitated to tell him they were romance novels. 

“Are you free on Friday night? I shouldn’t be on call.”

“Yes,” she replied instantly.

“Great. I thought we could go to Gary’s Burger Diner.”

“Okay.” It mightn’t sound romantic but there weren’t many dining options in the small town, and Gary made the best burgers. Even the ones she and Martha had tried in LA didn’t compare to Gary’s. 

“I’ll see you tonight at yoga,” Jesse continued, his hand grazing hers on the counter. 

“Here is your novel.” Barbara returned, a disapproving look on her face.

Pru gave a little start, jerking her hand back.

Her boss scanned the book and held it out to Jesse. “Pru, shouldn’t you be shelving those books?”

She nodded, signaling an apology to Jesse with her eyes, hoping she wasn’t blushing.

“Thanks.” Jesse tucked the book under his arm. “See you soon, Pru.” He strode out of the library.

She hurried back to the Romance area. Barbara could be a real stickler, but she was also fair, sometimes when it surprised Pru the most. Maybe this was one of those times. Or maybe not. Pru told herself to be more careful, especially since she knew Barbara was already annoyed about the changes to the library layout. 

When four o’clock struck on the white and black clock on the wall, she blew out a breath of relief. Barbara hadn’t chastised her for saying hello to Jesse, so now she could enjoy the rest of the day – visiting the Norwegian Forest Cat café and then the supermarket to buy some more jelly donuts with Martha – and seeing Jesse at yoga.

***
[image: ]


“Brrt?” Annie, who was a large silver-gray tabby with a wonderfully plumy tail, peered at Pru’s latte.

“Lauren gave me a peacock.” She pointed to her latte art. 

“Brrp.” Annie settled next to Pru on her own chair, while Teddy sat on the floor inbetween her and Martha. Lauren and Zoe sat opposite them. 

The interior walls of the café were pale yellow, and the furniture consisted of pine tables and chairs. A string-art picture of a cupcake with lots of pink frosting decorated one of the walls – evidence of one of Zoe’s former hobbies.

“We’re gonna go to the supermarket next and buy more jelly donuts,” Martha was saying. 

“And then it’s yoga tonight,” Pru added.

“We’ll be there,” Lauren told her, a smile in her hazel eyes. Her figure was a little curvy, and she had a dusting of freckles on her nose. Her light brown hair with hints of gold reached her shoulders.

“Ruff!” Goody!

“Is Jesse going to be there?” Zoe winked. Her brunette pixie cut highlighted her cute features and lively brown eyes.  

“He told me he would,” Pru replied. “This morning.”

“Make sure I’m godmother one day.” Martha chuckled. 

“Martha,” Lauren said. 

“I’m determined those two are gonna get together,” Martha replied, her gray curls springing around her youthful features. “It’s taking a while, though.”

“Why don’t we talk about something else?” Lauren suggested, glancing at Pru’s flushed face.

“Yeah, like jelly donut cupcakes.” Zoe grinned. 

“Maybe,” Lauren replied. “Or ... you could try making them.” She looked at Zoe.

“Me? I’m good at making dinner in the air fryer but you know I’m not a baker like you.”

“Which cupcakes did you make today?” Martha broke in.

“Lavender, and salted caramel,” Lauren replied. 

“And they sold out quickly,” Zoe said with satisfaction. “I didn’t even get to keep one for myself.”

“Ed’s pastries also vanished,” Lauren replied. Ed was her pastry chef and worked in the kitchen, preferring the solitude. 

“That’s good.” Martha nodded. “I bet people still come here for their cupcakes and coffee, even when they’ve tried the jelly donuts at the supermarket.”

“I hope so,” Lauren replied. 

“Brrt!”

After a few more minutes of conversation, Martha, Pru and Teddy left. “We’ve gotta get to the supermarket while there are still some donuts left,” Martha said. 

They hopped into Pru’s small silver SUV, Pru putting the walker in the trunk. Then they drove the short distance to the little supermarket, where a lot of the locals did their shopping. 

“Ruff?” Teddy asked hopefully as Pru snagged a parking spot at the curb. 

“Yeah, I bet you can come in with us,” Martha said. “I don’t wanna leave you in the car.”

“Will Glenn be okay with that?” Pru asked. 

“I don’t see why not,” Martha replied. “Teddy did his business before we left home. And he’s real well behaved in stores.”

“Ruff!” Teddy looked pleased at the compliment. 

They walked into the supermarket, Pru wondering if at any moment they’d be told Teddy wasn’t allowed and he’d have to stay outside. But apart from a few surprised glances by other customers, nobody challenged them.

“See?” Martha said happily. “No one minds that Teddy’s here with me.”

“Glenn hasn’t seen him yet,” Pru said. She’d only spoken to the store owner once, but he’d seemed a nice man. 

“Martha!” A middle-aged man with a bit of weight on him came up to them, a smile on his round face. He was bald, apart from a ring of dark hair at the back of his head, and wore a navy long-sleeved shirt and black trousers. 

“Glenn.” Martha’s eyes lit up. “Pru and I came in to grab some more of your jelly donuts. I hope we’re not too late.”

“Here.” Glenn reached behind him and pulled a small cardboard box off the shelf. “One of the last. They’re a hit.”

“Goody!” Martha snatched it up and placed it on her walker seat. 

“And who’s this?” Glenn bent down to look at Teddy. 

“Teddy. My dog,” she told him proudly.

“Hello, boy.” Glenn held out his hand. Teddy sniffed it, wagging his tail.

“Is it okay for Teddy to be in here with us?” Pru couldn’t help asking. 

“I’ll make an exception for him,” Glenn said. 

“He’ll be good,” Martha promised. 

“I wanted to tell you personally, Martha,” Glenn continued, “that I’ve started an afternoon delivery program. I thought you might be interested.”

“I am.” Martha nodded. “How do I order?”

“Through the store’s website, or you can call us directly.” He handed her a card. “I thought it might be handy for people who are housebound or find it difficult to carry home a lot of groceries at once.”

Martha gave Pru the white card. It had the supermarket phone number as well as the URL of the store. 

“It sounds interesting,” Pru said. “Do you charge a delivery fee?”

“Only a small one,” he replied. “I’m trying to make it affordable as much as I can. And I do charge for grocery bags, because otherwise I’d be making a loss on those.”

“That’s understandable,” Martha replied. “This sounds like something I might be interested in. I like coming here and taking a gander at everything, but then I have to wheel my goodies home in this.” She patted the handle of her black rolling walker. 

“Exactly.” Glenn nodded
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