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      Something borrowed, something blue, something old, but does the something new have to be corpse? For body magnet, Lily Mason, the answer is always yes.

      Lily and Parker are finally tying the knot. Surrounded by their friends, family, and faithful dogs in the quirky town of Moonrise, the long-awaited day promises joy, love, and maybe a few nerves. But when a corpse crashes the wedding party, the impending “I do's” turn into “whodunit?”

      Secrets unravel, old grudges resurface, and danger lurks at every turn. With fierce determination and a gift for the truth, Lily and the Moonrise gang must unravel secrets, dodge danger, and stop a murderer before their big day becomes their last.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          CHAPTER 1

        

      

    

    
      “Oh, Lily. Mmm-mm,” Nadine Booth, my bride-twin and one of my best friends, said as she finished the bite of the sample cake. “The raspberry filling on this one is divine.” Her expression turned blissfully dreamy. “Sweet, but not overly so, and with just a kick of tart for balance.”

      “I don’t know,” I told her, eyeing the partially eaten slice of white cake in front of me. “I know our original cakes were going to be vanilla with raspberry, but I’m partial to the coconut cream.” I forked up another helping and shoved it into my mouth. Soooo yummy.

      “That’s a great choice,” Retta Carmine, the owner of Carmine’s Cakes, said. “Coconut cream with just a hint of cacao extract to warm up the flavor. A really trendy cake with new brides.”

      “That’s me,” I said, blasé with just a hint of sarcasm. “Trendy.”

      Nadine chuckled. “It’s a double wedding.” Her gaze met mine, and she shrugged. “We might as well have double the cake.”

      Buzz had finally gotten off his sorry butt and proposed to Nadine last November after some Thanksgiving shenanigans with his original ring, which had turned out to be haunted by a poltergeist. He’d ended up on one knee with a candy ring swiped from their daughter. It had been sticky-sweet, and honestly, romantic. Very Buzz. And Nadine had been thrilled.

      “Quadruple,” Retta pointed out with a quirked lip. “If you count the grooms’ cakes.”

      Parker and I were splitting the costs of the wedding and reception with Buzz and Nadine, and I worried about the price tag of four cakes. Still, I was trying hard not to live up to my penny-pinching reputation when it came to this “only once in my life” event. So I shrugged as nonchalantly as I could manage and said, “You can’t have too much cake.”

      Nadine forked another big piece of cake. “Amen to that.” She stuck the big bite in her mouth and moaned, her eyes rolling back a little as she finished chewing and swallowed. “So, so good,” she concluded.

      I turned back to Retta. “Parker wants a German Chocolate sheet cake with pecan and coconut frosting.”

      “Buzz too,” Nadine gushed. “It’s his favorite. Which means we only need one groom’s cake!”

      Some tension eased in my chest. “Sounds like a plan.”

      “Lucky for both the grooms, I make a mean German Chocolate with a homemade pecan frosting that is to die for.”

      I arched a brow at Nadine, then looked back at Retta. “As long as no one actually dies.”

      Retta giggled, as if I were joking, and I had been, but only a little. We hadn’t had a dead body turn up in Moonrise since last July, and I wanted that streak to keep going.

      “Do you know your colors yet?” she asked. “For the cakes, I mean. And do you have any particular flowers in mind?” Her lips tugged into a sly smile. “Lilies, maybe.”

      I barked a laugh. “That’s a bit on the nose.”

      Nadine said, “Lily and I have decided on a variety of dahlias in autumn colors. So, deep oranges, rich reds, creams, dark pinks, and vibrant yellows.” Her hair was chestnut brown, mine was cinnamon red, and our warm skin tones meant we could both pull off fall colors. It was perfect.

      “Fun,” Retta said with enthusiasm. “I love those colors too.” She made a point of wiggling her manicured, bright orange fingernails in our direction, and she was wearing peach lipstick. Her hair was a dark brown, and her skin was a medium bronze tan, as if she had used self-tanning spray. However, the colors did look good on her. “I’ve not done dahlias in fondant before,” she continued. “It’ll be a new challenge.” Nadine gave her a pointed look, and she quickly added, “A challenge that I will most certainly live up to.”

      “I’m sure you’ll do your best,” I told her. “And I’m positive it will be beautiful.”

      “Absolutely.” Retta’s smile widened as she clapped her hands together. “Are we ready to finalize the cakes and the decorations, or do you both need a little more time?”

      I glanced at Nadine. She gave me a slight nod, so I turned back to the eager baker. “I think we are.”

      She looked like she wanted to jump for joy. Instead, she said, “Excellent. When’s the happy day again?”

      “August twenty-sixth,” Nadine told her.

      “Two weeks from now.” The woman’s brow almost shot up to her hairline as she pulled up the calendar on her phone.

      I shifted uncomfortably. The woman who was supposed to bake our cakes, Tilly Franklin of Tilly’s Delightful Bites, had left town for a family emergency and had told us that Retta was taking over her client list until she got back. The way Retta worried her upper lip between her teeth, though, was giving me gas. “Will that be a problem?”

      She stared off for a moment, thinking, then pivoted her gaze to meet mine. “Another challenge.” She swiped her hands together as if shaking off cake flour. “No worries. Consider it done and dusted. Though I’m not sure how many flowers I’ll be able to make for the cakes.”

      Nadine’s expression soured. I touched her arm to keep her from snapping at the woman. It wasn’t Retta’s fault that we were ordering last minute. “Like I said before, I’m sure they’ll be beautiful.”

      We finished the paperwork and put down a deposit of twenty-five dollars each. Not terrible, all things considered. Thankfully, Retta didn’t charge extra for the rapid turnaround. Even so, the three cakes came to three hundred and eighty dollars. My stomach did a miserly flip when I signed the bill of intent. Ugh.

      “You died a little when you saw the price tag,” Nadine said as we walked out to my car. “Admit it.”

      “No,” I fibbed, rubbing my belly to calm the flutters as I mentally calculated how much Parker and I had in the bank. Even with my extra job, the pit bull rescue pulled a lot of our resources. We counted on donations, which covered many of the costs, but occasionally we had to cover unexpected expenses using our personal accounts. Add in a child and our resources were nothing but dust. “I’m fine. I mean, I’m only getting married once, right?”

      “That’s the goal.” She gave me that look again, the one I had seen too many times over the last year of planning. “You know, I could always...”

      “You hush, Nadine Booth. You and Buzz aren’t paying for the entire wedding. Parker and I want to pay our fair share, which is half the expenses, so stop offering.” I wasn’t a charity case, and I wouldn’t be treated like one.

      She threw up her hands. “Okay, I won’t offer again.”

      I’d heard that one before. Nadine and Buzz had triplets, so you’d think they’d be skint within an inch of their savings. But Buzz was much older than he looked, close to ninety, and he’d been smart about saving over the years as he’d moved from town to town and business to business. On top of that, his restaurant, The Cat’s Meow, was popular with both locals and tourists, so it made a tidy profit. Nadine’s deputy sheriff salary was less than what Buzz made but still more than what I earned as a veterinary technician, which meant my uncle and my best friend wanted to lighten my load. I understood why they wanted to pay for everything. They loved me. Even so, Parker and I would pay half, and that was that.

      “You’re not going to wear me down,” I told her.

      “I know,” she said, clearly unconvinced. “What do we have next on the list?”

      “I have to take my dress to Stitch It Up to get it altered, but I can do that later if you don’t want to wait around.”

      “Didn’t you buy your dress there?” She pointed at The Treasure Box, a second-hand clothing store located two businesses down from Carmine’s Cakes. Between them was a yoga studio and an auto parts store. On the other side of the clothing store was an insurance company, and at the end of the long building was Savings Galore Grocer, a discount food store that took up most of the realty. Parker and I shopped there occasionally to buy dog food when our supplier ran late.

      I cast a fond look at The Treasure Box, resisting the urge to go inside to poke around. The quaint shop carried gently loved designer items at a reasonable price, even if the place never had anything in my size—a double zero was hard to find in regular retail stores. Even so, I enjoyed window shopping the high-end selections, and occasionally I would find something special enough that I couldn’t resist buying, even if it didn’t fit... like my wedding dress. Luckily, Marla, the tailor at Stitch It Up, was a whiz with a needle and thread, and her prices were reasonable.

      “I got lucky,” I told Nadine. My original dress had looked like something a child would wear while playing dress-up. I’d settled for it because I hadn’t been able to find anything else to fit my budget. Then last week, I’d walked into The Treasure Box, and it was as if the wedding gods had smiled down on me. In the first rack of new items, there was an A-line dress featuring dark pink flowers embroidered on a white chiffon skirt and a plum-colored bodice. I’d instantly fallen in love. “Are you sure you don’t mind? I can take my dress there tomorrow.”

      Nadine shook her head. “The triplets are in daycare, so I have the whole afternoon. I’m here for all your wedding needs, my petite friend, including dress tailoring. Besides, Marla wanted me to come in for a fitting this week. She’s finished up the alterations on my sleeves.”

      Nadine worked out every morning, whether at home or the gym, and her arms were strong and toned as a result. I jokingly flexed my muscles at her. “If you weren’t such a stud, it wouldn’t be a problem.”

      She laughed and, with a wide grin, struck a pose. “The gun show comes with the job.”

      I knew a few deputies on the force who were overweight and out of shape, but Nadine wasn’t one of them.

      My heightened hearing and hyperawareness of potentially dangerous men, thanks to the shifter conflicts I’d had to deal with growing up, caused me to zoom in on a distant, angry voice. “You can’t do this,” a man snarled. “I’ll see you rot in hell first.”

      “You should’ve thought about that before you got involved.” I recognized Retta’s voice.

      “Lily, are you okay?” Nadine asked.

      I snapped my attention to her. “Huh?”

      “You got that far-off look I know all too well. You’re either smelling something or hearing something beyond my eyes and ears.”

      “There’s a man arguing with Retta.”

      “Is she in danger?”

      I shook my head. “She doesn’t sound scared, but he’s spitting mad.”

      Nadine’s shoulders stiffened, and her back went rigid as she put on her cop hat. “Let’s go back in, just in case.”

      The bell above the door tinkled as we entered the bakery. The storefront stood empty, a cake knife on the floor along with a smashed piece of cake that looked as if it had fallen off the counter.

      From the back, I heard Retta’s sharp, strained tone. “I’ve got customers. Keep your voice down.”

      I looked at Nadine, then gestured toward the closed door behind the counter. “In there,” I mouthed.

      My friend’s hand slid to her hip in an automatic gesture but fell away as she realized she wasn’t wearing her service weapon. We moved quietly around the counter.

      “This is my life, Ret, not a game,” the man growled, his voice low and full of threat. “You’d better keep your lying mouth shut.”

      “Or what?” Retta shot back, her voice wavering slightly but suddenly pitched loud enough for Nadine’s human ears. “Are you going to hurt me?”

      “Don’t test me, Retta.” His words sounded more upset than enraged. “You’ve been warned.”

      The slam of what I presumed was the back door made me flinch.

      I touched Nadine’s arm as she grabbed the handle, ready to burst onto the scene. “He’s gone,” I whispered.

      Just as she nodded her understanding, Retta flung the door open, surprising herself and us.

      “Oh!” Her eyes widened as we backed out of her way. “Lily and Nadine. Did you two forget something?” Her face was flushed, her cheeks blotchy, and a strand of hair stuck damply to her temple. Her apron was twisted as if she had tugged on it too hard, and she kept wringing the fabric in her fists.

      “Is everything all right?” I asked quickly, then added, “We couldn’t help but overhear.”

      “It’s fine.” Retta shifted her weight from one foot to the other, her gaze flicking toward the door. “I’m okay.” Her hands wouldn’t stay still, smoothing her apron one moment, twisting the ties the next. “Just a friendly squabble.”

      I had a gift for catching lies, thanks to a witch ancestor whose magic forced people to tell the truth whether they wanted to or not. The magic I’d inherited wasn’t nearly as strong as hers. People could still lie to me if they really wanted to, but I could always tell when they did. And right now, my lie-o-meter was pinging hard.

      “Are you sure?” Nadine asked, her voice calm but edged with authority. “I’m a deputy with the sheriff’s department. I’m happy to stick around a little if you’re rattled and don’t want to be alone.”

      Retta blinked, startled again, and her eyes darted to Nadine’s uniform-like posture. “I had no idea you were a police officer.” She shook her head quickly. “Like I said, I’m okay. I don’t think he’s coming back. At least not today.”

      “Do you mind telling us who he is?” Nadine pressed, her tone and stance pure cop mode.

      Retta hesitated. “I don’t want to start any trouble for anyone.”

      “Call it insurance, if you like,” Nadine prompted. “I won’t do anything with the information unless you ask me to.”

      Her lips parted, then closed as if she were weighing the cost of telling us. Her decision to protect the man who threatened her had been made. After a few seconds, she said with forced cheerfulness, “It was a simple misunderstanding between old friends. No need to worry about me. Not when you have weddings to think about.”

      “I can do both,” Nadine reassured the anxious baker. She pulled a card out of her purse that had her official information on it and scribbled her cell phone number on the back. “Please call me if you feel threatened or unsafe in any way.”

      “I appreciate that.” The woman shook her head, dismissing Nadine’s concern. “I’m sure I won’t need it, though.”

      “Just in case,” Nadine reiterated, thrusting the card toward her. “As a precaution.”

      “Okay,” Retta reluctantly agreed before taking Nadine’s number. Holding it between two fingers, she gave it a slight wave before tucking it into her apron pocket. “Just in case.”

      I could’ve sworn I peeped the hint of a smile turning the corner of Retta’s mouth as she glanced away for a moment, but just as quickly it was gone.

      “If you’re sure you don’t need us, we’ll get out of your hair,” Nadine told her.

      The baker nodded. “I’ll send pictures of the practice dahlias as I make them to you both if you’d like to see them and approve before they go on the cake.”

      “That’d be real nice,” I told her. We said our goodbyes once again and departed.

      As we walked out to the car, I nudged Nadine. “A misunderstanding between old friends?” I frowned. “It sounded like she knew a secret, and he threatened her and told her to keep her mouth shut about it. That doesn’t sound like much of a misunderstanding.”

      Nadine gave a quick nod. “Yeah, it’s strange for sure, but no crime was committed, and you can’t help someone who doesn’t want to be helped.”

      That was true enough, but it didn’t stop me from feeling like something bad was going to happen. It was probably just pre-wedding anxiety. We’d already lost our first baker. Having something happen to the second one this close to the big day would be a disaster. Not that anything was going to happen.

      I didn’t want to stress out Nadine with my fears. I was totally going down the worst-case-scenario route with my thoughts, and I needed to stop. I pushed all the bad things that could happen from my mind and mustered up some bridal enthusiasm. “Let’s get our dresses ticked off the list, then go get some lunch.”

      Nadine’s face brightened. “I can’t wait to see it on. I hope it fits.”

      “That’s why you got it tailored. I’m sure it will fit like a glove.”

      As we pulled out of the parking lot, I couldn’t help but think about Retta’s argument with the unknown man. She’d been deceptive, but people did that sometimes because
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