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  About the Book


Auctions can be cutthroat. And these twins just bought a deadly antique secret. 
The annual Spring-Cleaning Auction is kicking off in Lake Falls, Texas, and seventeen-year-old twin sisters Samantha and Lizzie Brown are each hoping to snag a hidden treasure. But when a mysterious armoire is accidentally purchased by an erratic paddle-waving bidder, the sisters find themselves embroiled in a dangerous mystery.
Using her connections as a local reporter, Samantha investigates the origins of the antique, only to discover it may be tied to a massive counterfeiting operation on the outskirts of town. Lizzie, who works for a private investigator, digs into the suspects, which include a wealthy widow, an auction appraiser, and a suspicious gossip columnist.
As the twins delve deeper into the case, they find themselves dodging greedy suspects and uncovering a secret that threatens to tear the town apart. The criminals are getting desperate, and the stakes keep climbing.
Will Samantha and Lizzie be able to catch the criminals and put an end to the counterfeiting operation once and for all? Or will the secrets hidden within the armoire turn out to be deadly?






  
  Twin Bluebonnet Ranch Mysteries


Series Order 
Book 1: Caverns, Clues, and Cowboys 
Book 2: Friday Night Frights
Book 3: Silent Nights and Shoplifting
Book 4: Ghostwriters and Gravediggers
Book 5: Antiques, Alibis, and Auctions
Book 6: Secrets, Lies, and Poisonberry Pies
Book 7: Rodeo, Ransom, and Fireworks 
Book 8: Sleuths, Sabotage, and Sandcastles
Book 9: Turkey, Thievery, and Twins
Book 10: Ballots, Belles, and Blackmail
Book 11: Texans, Tourists, and Treachery
Book 12: Softball and Stickups
Book 13: Drama, Deception, and Double-Cross
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  Chapter 1
Same as it Never Was

Samantha


I tipped the brim of my cowboy hat and slung the lead rope over a fence post. After twenty minutes in the round pen with the new cutting horse, I was no closer to gaining his trust. His beautiful black mane fluttered in the breeze as he gazed into the field, completely uninterested in me. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t get him to join up. But I never lost a stubborn contest and I wasn’t planning to start today. 
With a deep breath, I marched across the pen. The rancher who sold him boasted about his natural cow sense and my dad bought the four-year-old sight unseen. A silly way to do business but people in our small town gave everyone the benefit of the doubt and still operated under handshake agreements.
I spun the rope in a slow circle and approached the horse. He darted in the opposite direction and poked his head over the railing. The whole point of the join-up was to keep him running until he relaxed and formed a bond with me. It would never work without the free lunge stage.
With a dramatic sigh, I plopped on the ground and crossed my boots at the ankles. “What’s the problem, Licorice? The Twin Bluebonnet Ranch is a nice place to live.” I narrowed my gaze as his ears twitched. “Perhaps it’s the dumb name you don’t like. Every third horse is named Licorice despite the fact it is the worst candy, bar none.”
He bobbed his head and whinnied.
“I suppose that counts as progress. You’re at least acknowledging my existence.” I cocked my head to the side and considered his name change. He needed something fitting for his personality… whatever that was. “What about Maverick or Thunder?”
His nostrils flared and he trotted in the other direction.
“No need to be dramatic, I’ll keep thinking about it.”
My Dalmatian dog barked in the field, eager to greet her new buddy. My friends and I rescued the puppy a year earlier from a cave-in and ranch life suited her perfectly. She loved all our animals from the chickens to the cows, but the horses took the top rank.
I hopped to my feet and dusted off my jeans. “Whodunit, allow me to introduce you to…” I approached the horse and he twisted away. “Skittish seems quite appropriate.”
Whodunit propped her front paws on the wooden railing and rested her chin between the slats. I scratched behind her ears. “Don’t worry with your charm, you are sure to win him over.”
Dirt kicked into the air as a car sped along the rocky driveway. Not recognizing the make or model, I squinted to read the license plate. The Texas tags didn’t eliminate the possibility of a dude ranch visitor but our expected guests hailed from Arkansas.
The nondescript sedan didn’t belong to anyone I knew, which was never a good sign. I had enough trouble muddling through small talk with the townspeople I’d known since birth. Strangers were way out of my league. What a perfect day for my outgoing twin sister to leave me alone.
After raising five kids, my parents were practically retired and often left the ranch business to us – the youngest and most responsible of the Brown clan. In the division of dude ranch duties, Lizzie managed the people and I took care of the horses. That was our deal.
The car came to an abrupt stop twenty feet from the barn and honked. City slickers acted allergic to carrying their own bags. As if I had nothing better to do than haul their junk to the cabins.
Not two steps toward the fence, I contemplated an escape route. If the horse formerly known as Licorice was more cooperative, I’d hop on his back and ride off like a cowboy in an old western.
I exited the round pen and secured the latch. I dusted off my plaid shirt and prepared to play hostess to the visitors. Temporarily. As soon as Lizzie returned from the annual Spring-Cleaning Auction, I would race back to the horses.
My brow furrowed as I recognized the petite blonde driver. The nightmare was worse than I imagined. I gritted my teeth and forced a smile. “Mallory Michaels.”
“Howdy partner.” She mocked my attire with the tip of her imaginary hat. “Isn’t this… quaint.”
“What brings you to the Twin Bluebonnet Ranch?”
“I’m chasing down a hot lead.” She smirked. “That’s reporter speak for following a story.”
“I’m aware.”
Recent college grad Mallory Michaels was one of the newest hires at the Lake Falls Gazette. She was originally contracted to write a few features about quirky small-town characters but after the article went semi-viral, the editor offered her a permanent spot as a gossip columnist. Everything about the idea made my stomach churn. The busybodies at the beauty parlor did enough gossiping to fulfill the county quota and they didn’t need a bubbly sorority girl egging them on.
“Samantha, I get the feeling you don’t like me very much.” Mallory placed her hands on her hips. “And I want to nip this jealousy in the bud.”
Like her writing, I had trouble following her point in person. “Who is jealous of whom?”
“You of me,” she said in a duh tone. “I realize we didn’t get off to the best start, but I require your assistance to research my upcoming assignment.”
“Pass.”
Her mouth popped open and closed. “You are the Gazette’s intern, aren’t you?”
I worked at the newspaper since freshman year and while I was technically still an intern, I wasn’t about to take orders from Mallory Michaels. “Afraid I’m already busy assisting Joe Nedemyer with his article on the Spring-Cleaning Auction.”
“Oh really?” Her eyebrows arched. “I’m on my way there now. I adore antiques because every piece tells such a wonderful story.”
“Every piece? Most of the stuff in the auction isn’t worthy of the junkyard.”
“Even junk has a story, Samantha.” She pointed to the field. “Take your tractor for example. I bet there’s a story there.”
“Sure is. It stopped running and it’s so old we can’t find the parts to fix it. So there sits old John Deere, growing weeds.”
“I love it. So folksy.” Her nose crinkled. “So, would you like a lift?”
I shook my head. “No thanks.”
“Are you positive? Do you have a driver’s license yet?”
“I’m a terrific driver.” And unlike her, I didn’t need a booster seat to see over the wheel.
“I suppose you could always take your horse to town in a pinch.” She snorted at her joke. “Are you expecting company?”
Another car turned onto the property and my energy deflated. As if Mallory Michaels isn’t a big enough pain, here comes a bigger one.
“Oh, is this your ride?” she asked. “What perfect timing. We can all go into the auction together. I hate arriving at functions alone without someone to talk to. Especially in Lake Falls. Everyone already knows each other and has such strong connections, you know?”
“Yup.” I bit my bottom lip as the gossip followed me across the driveway. “Did you need something else, Mallory? Because I don’t want to keep you.”
“Is that who I think it is behind the wheel of a luxury sports car?”
My gaze narrowed at the reporter. “I always thought the cliché was ridiculous.”
“Which one?”
“The cat who swallowed a canary. And yet that’s exactly how you look right now.” My forehead creased. “Why the odd expression?”
“You’ll see, Samantha.” She waved her hand. “I know what I’m doing.”
I did not like the sound of that. Before I could stop the gossip columnist, she raced across the driveway to greet the driver of the Mustang - Boone Hitchcock. If you asked my sister, he was an integral member of our amateur sleuth group. On occasion, he helped solve mysteries but I hardly considered him a friend. I had enough friends and didn’t need one who annoyed me with incessant card tricks.
The wannabe magician’s brown eyes looked me up and down and it only took him a millisecond to see I wasn’t the twin he was looking for. Though Lizzie and I were identical, our styles were quite different. The only time she dressed like a cowgirl was for the rodeo.
“The rest of the gang already left for the auction,” I said.
“Oh.” Boone adjusted his glasses. “No Lizzie?”
“Nope.”
“Or Becky?”
I shook my head. “Only me and the animals.”
“I see.” His Adam’s apple bobbed in his thin neck. “I’m in a bit of a pickle.”
“Perhaps I can help.”
“Really? You want to help me…” His face twitched. “You are Samantha, right? Not a doppelganger sent by Skynet to take over the world?”
“My mission objective is classified.”
“Funny.” His gaze drifted to the reporter lingering behind me. “Are you sure you have the time? My issue might take a while.”
“Just don’t pull any quarters out of my ear, Magic Boy.” I grabbed his arm and yanked him toward the house. “Thanks for stopping by Mallory but I gotta run.”
“You know, I fancy myself a bit of a matchmaker.” Her finger danced between us. “You two make an adorable couple.”
I jerked away from him. “You should keep your day job, Mallory.”
“I’m rarely wrong in these matters.”
“Boone is dating my best friend and I hardly tolerate him much less like him.” I didn’t intend to vocalize the last part but I couldn’t allow her matchmaking scheme to make its way into the next issue of the Lake Falls Gazette.
“Used to date,” Boone corrected. “Becky and I broke up a long time ago.”
Mallory clapped. “There you have it.”
Boone rubbed the back of his neck. “But not… Samantha isn’t… I don’t… what I mean to say is…”
“She’s beautiful and smart. What isn’t to like?” Mallory asked.
His cheeks reddened and he did an about-face to his car. I excelled at a lot of things but reading social cues wasn’t one of them. The whole matchmaking discussion made him uncomfortable for some reason. If anyone should be
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