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This book is dedicated to the amazing women I worked with at Green Door Salon. They made every day a true adventure. We had fun, we had crazy, and we had sadness. But I would not change it for anything. I love each one of you. 

And to my husband and son, thank you for putting up with my writing aspirations and dreams. I could not have finished this book without you both. I love you both to the moon and back. Always and Forever.
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Chapter 1 
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The sound of blow dryers and gossip abound today throughout the busiest salon in town. "Oh my God Lucy, did you see the outfit Margie had on today, she looked like a rolled pork loin," is just some of what is heard among the noise. 

A Cut Above Salon and Spa, is in the quaint small town of Delaware, Ohio.  Delaware is one of the fastest growing suburbs in the US, and its downtown area is super cute, with its hundred-year-old brick buildings, that once housed general stores and old saloons, now host loads of shops restaurants, bars, wineries, banks and law offices, as well as loft apartments on the upper floors.  A Private University is downtown, also, so college kids galore, are roaming the downtown area, all the time. 

The site where A Cut Above is located is over a hundred years old and has the same hardwood floors it had in it from 1890. It is decorated in rustic chic decor with lots of handmade accents and barn doors separating rooms, and electric and plumbing from the 19th Century. Depending on how many dryers are going at once, a breaker could go. 

Eva St. Claire, the manager and receptionist at the salon looks on at all that is going on around the main floor, and smiles.  It entertains her, thoroughly. Eva is in her late forties, always has a bright white smile, and her makeup is always tastefully done.  She has blond shoulder length highlighted hair, and dresses trendy, even for her petite and very curvy figure. 

The girls are all incredibly talented and are all like family. The clients are all types.  Some are as sweet as pie, others, rude as hell and have zero patience.  One seems to stand out, and here she comes now, in her Donna Karen pant suit, Jimmy Choo shoes, and Louie Vuitton handbag. 

"Good morning, Trudy."  Eva greeted her, with a big jovial smile. "Can I get you anything to drink, while Chrissy is finishing up? 

"Coffee, with cream, and no sugar", she says, with a curtness in her voice. 

While Eva was getting her coffee, she looked toward Chrissy.  She looked up, smiled, and rolled her eyes to the sky, she knew who was there.  They both smiled as they shared their little private entertaining conversation. 

"Here is your coffee Mrs. Marshall."  Silence... 

Yep, just like always; no thank you, no nothing.  

Eva was used to that with her, and she didn't let it bother her. 

She knew all too well about Trudy Marshall.  She was in her fifties, average height, slender build, had silver streaks in her hair that framed her thin, overly botoxed face.  She was married to none other than Troy Marshall, one of the richest men in town.  He made his money selling expensive farming equipment, and horse training. He was famous for his winning horses.  Mr. Marshall was also on every Board of Directors seat that you could think of, including the city planning committee.  He was 75 years old, but looked like he was 90, and he was a stingy bastard.  Trudy obviously married him for his money because it sure wasn't for his looks or his gracious heart. He has two daughters from his first marriage.  His first wife has been deceased for fifteen years now, and the daughters hate Trudy with passion.

Trudy sees Chrissy every Friday, at 10am, without fail.  She followed Chrissy from the salon she previously worked at, The Bold and Beautiful Salon, or as they call it, The B&B Salon, for short. The owner, Alice Bertrum, used to do Trudy's hair, before Chrissy came along.  Once she met Chrissy, she did not go back.  Alice has never gotten over that.  One thing you never do to a hairdresser is steal her clients, especially one as rich and powerful as Trudy Marshall. 

All the girls that are at A Cut Above Salon used to work at the B&B, before leaving to work for Chrissy, Shannon, Sarah, and Chelsea.  It'll be 1 year this Christmas that they have been in business, and business is booming. They did, however, leave the other salon on not so good terms, and took 90% of their clients with them, and they've never looked back. 

Both salons are in the downtown area, only a block away from each other. Alice's son, Gerard, has been known to harass the girls on the street, if he sees them near his salon. A lot of animosity there, for sure. 

Eva was constantly on her feet, walking from the front to the back of the salon, at least a hundred times or more a day. She saw everything that was going on, heard everything being said, not that anyone was whispering, but she did hear quite a lot of trash throughout the day. Most of it, she tried ignoring or tuned it out. Going home at the end of the day to her husband and boys made her appreciate what a quiet and normal life she actually led. 

"Eve! How much longer am I going to have to sit here and wait for Chrissy," Trudy yelled aloud, for all to hear. Even calling her by the wrong name made all the girls look up in question. 

Chrissy looked up, appalled by the comment. She looked at Eva, to see how she would respond, and hoped she would keep her calm, and not blow her top. 

Eva made eye contact with Chrissy nodded and turned her attention back to Mrs. Marshall, and said in her sweet voice, "It looks like she is just finishing up with her client now, so it shouldn't be but a couple minutes." 

"Well, this is inconvenient. I made an appointment for 10am, I expect to be sitting in that chair by 10am, if not a minute sooner." 

Eva glanced quickly at the clock, it had just turned 10am, on the dot. She could feel her eyes roll and had to stop herself. She looked back at Chrissy, who was finishing with her client, but had quite a smirk on her face, too. She had to have seen what Eva did. 

As Chrissy was walking her finished client to the front desk to check out, she was all smiles and wasn't going to let the incident ruin her morning. 

"Eva, can you please ring Shirley out, she was a cut and color, today. Thanks for coming in, Shirley. Okay Mrs. Marshall, I am sorry for the delay, let us get you back here, shall we," Chrissy said, nonchalantly. 

"You know Chrissy if you can't get me in on time, I may have to go back to Alice, I am sure she wouldn't make me wait," she threatened, in her arrogant tone. 

"Maybe she wouldn't, but I have apologized, and I am going to do my best to keep you satisfied, Trudy, but if you feel I can no longer serve you properly, then by all means, do what you feel is necessary. And by the way, her name is Eva, not Eve." 

All went quiet in the salon for those few seconds, then Trudy was speechless, not something that happens very often. She sat in her chair, and never said another word. The loud dryers, washbasins, chatter and normalcy returned. 

The rest of the day was pretty typical, a constant stream of women, children and even a few men came in and went out, with new dos or pretty nails. They do relaxation massages and facials, too. Though, it's all about the hair. 
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Chapter 2
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Emma Walker, one of the best colorists they have, walked in all smiles and looked proud. Emma is in her mid-thirties, blond shoulder-length hair with a bright blue streak on the one side, petite in stature, not overly skinny, but pretty.  She is a mother to four girls.  She is divorced and has had her share of loser dates but keeps trucking along. 

"Hey bitches, what's up?" 

"Emma, could you be any more vulgar," Shannon yelled. 

"Actually yes, I could be, but I won't." 

Shannon laughed at her brutal honesty.  Shannon is such a sweet, innocent woman. She could not hurt a fly, even if she wanted to.  She'd invite it to bite her just so it wouldn't feel bad. Being that she is one of the owners of the salon and loved by all her clients.   She always tries to cater to their needs. Chrissy has been voted "Best Stylist" for a few years running in the local paper. Shannon is a cute, petite redhead with two grown boys, and has been happily married forever. 

"Emma, why are you all smiling today? Did you finally get laid, honey?" 

Everyone within ear shot nearly choked when they looked up to see who said that. Shannon never says those kinds of words. She was laughing at herself, at what she had just blurted out. 

"Geeze Shannon, what the hell? No, I did not get laid.  But I did hear some juice coming out of here. I heard of the little outburst Trudy Marshall had earlier.  You really gave her what for, didn't you Chrissy?" 

Chrissy tried to look embarrassed.  The reality was, she was proud of herself for standing up to Trudy. 

"That woman drives me crazy. I have dreamed of taking scissors to her on many occasions. It's no wonder I have homicidal tendencies." 

"Don't let anyone else hear you say that" Sarah chimed in. 

"Oh, please Sarah, you can't tell me you have never fanaticized about doing something horrible to one of your worst clients." 

"Of course, but I would never say it out loud." 

Sarah would say it aloud. She never keeps a thought in her head. She is quite outspoken. She has also been a stylist the longest, about 30 years. Sarah is in her late forties, shoulder length brunette hair, average height, heavier, but kicking some diet butt, before she goes on her dream vacation. She is one of the owners of the salon, as well. 

Having four owners all being women, it could get dicey at times and chaotic. One never knows what the other is doing. That's where Eva usually steps in and takes over the organizational part, or at least tries to keep order in an otherwise disorganized environment.  Eva was looking at the clock and realized it was about time to go home. 

"Goodnight girls, see you in the morning," Eva waved, as she left the shop. 
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Chapter 3 
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After Chrissy left the shop, she truly did not feel like going home, she headed to the barn to see her horse. She was her stress reliever.  Muffin loved her, and in turn Chrissy treated her like family.  The barn was the source of her solace.  She loved it there. It was quiet and peaceful.  Tonight, no one was there. 

As she walked into the barn Muffin walked over to her, put her nose into Chrissy's chest and let her stroke her mane. Muffin was a beautiful American Quarter Horse with a shiny brown color and a black mane and tail.  Muffin was strong, stunning to watch, and so friendly. 

"Oh Muffin, how is my pretty girl?  Do you want some apple to munch on," she asked, as she held out her hand to the horse.  The horse wasted no time eating that piece of apple out of her hand. 

After she fed Muffin, she took her out of her stall.  She climbed on and began on the trail that was behind the barn.  It was dusk, and a little chilly, chillier than normal for a September evening.  The sky was amazing, shades of pink, orange and yellow, as it set into the trees. 

Riding always helped her to focus and destress.   Muffin was her therapy. 

She finished riding the trail and walked Muffin back into her stall.  Then she picked up a brush and started combing her hair and mane.  Chrissy began talking to the horse as if she were her therapist, as if she would really be able to give her advice.  It was the simple fact that she could just let go and spill her guts.  She knew that the horse wasn't going to offer her advice or judge her. She would just stand there and listen, if she was even paying attention to what she was saying. 

"Well Muffin, I'm not sure what to do anymore.  There are certain clients that I can never please. I wish I could tell this woman exactly what I thought and where I'd like her to go, but she and her husband are influential in this town.  I can't afford to lose her as a client." 

The horse snorted, as if she agreed with her. It was that kind of response that kept Chrissy sane.  It was the listening ear of a horse that calmed her nerves and allowed her to go home to her family with a better attitude.  She refuses to take her frustrations out on them. 

Her ride home was much easier tonight. 
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Chapter 4 
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Eva opens the salon at 9am every day, like clockwork. She turns the dark corridor into a brightly lit space where transformation takes place daily. 

As she walks to the back room to start the coffee, hot water for hot tea, and checks on the laundry bins, she breathes in deep and revels in the quiet peaceful silence while she can.  Soon it will be a consistent stream of noise. 

Eva grabbed a load of towels and threw them into the washer, checked the garbage cans, collected all the full baskets from the night before, put them into a larger garbage bag.  Then headed out the back door to the alley where the salon's trash bin is located. 

The alley is narrow and dark with red brick buildings on both sides.  In the very back there is a rusted metal fire escape, beneath that, a big garbage bin sit. Today there's a strange stench coming from the end, where she was heading. 

Eva walked back towards the trash bin, where on the stairwell she spotted the source of the stench.  She backed up quickly at the sight in front of her tripped and let out a scream for help.  She was scooting herself back on her butt with her feet and hands moving as quickly as they would go. 

"Somebody, anybody, HELP!!" 

The body was dangling lifelessly off the stairs.  The face, too bloody to tell who it was.  The hair was completely missing.   The skull in some places, exposed.  You could hear the drops of blood hitting the already large puddle of red on the cement alley. 

Eva got to her feet and ran back inside.  She grabbed her phone and called 911. 

"911, what is your emergency," the operator asked. 

"I'm at A Cut Above Salon and Spa downtown.   There is a body in our alley.  You must send someone quick," Eva yelled into the phone. 

"Ma'am, are you injured?" 

"No, just get someone here now." 

"I've already dispatched the necessary emergency crews.  Did you see what happened?" 

"No, I didn't. I came into work and was taking out the garbage and found the person on the stairwell." 

"Was the victim conscious at all, or able to say anything, before you called us?" 

"No.  Nothing. Why?" 

"In case they may have said how it happened or who had done this to them.  I can record it for the police report." 

"Oh, I see. I hate to say it, but this person did not last long after what happened to them. I've never seen anything like this. I hear the sirens now.  Thank you.  Are we finished here?  I need to let them in the front entrance." 

"Yes ma'am, we're done." 

Eva hung up with the overly calm, annoyingly cool dispatcher, to run to the front door to flag down the emergency vehicles that she could see arriving. 

Once the EMTs exited their vehicle, there were police cars arriving on the scene.  There had to have been at least three police cars, an ambulance, the coroner's van, and the crime scene team van, all behind them. 

Eva took them all through the salon and out the back to the alley. 

After surveying the scene, pronouncing the victim as indeed deceased, and the crime scene tape went up around the perimeter, the CSIs went to work.  The police officers were talking among themselves, but Eva overheard part of their conversation. 

"You know who that is right," asked the one officer, to the others. 

"Is it really her," said another. 

"How can you tell," asked the other one. 

"Isn't that the necklace Baylor bought her, that cost close to a cool million?  It was the talk of the town when she sported that sucker at the Art Gala last year." 

Eva choked when she heard the name Baylor, as in Trudy Baylor.  In her head, Eva kept denying that it could be her.  She was just in the day before getting her hair done.  Her eyes were as big as saucers when it hit her, that it could be Trudy Baylor, dead, in the back of the salon. 

One of the plainclothes officers or investigators, she guessed, was walking toward her, notebook, and pencil in hand. 

"Ms. St. Claire, is it?  May I ask you a few questions, I'm Lieutenant Murphy ". 

"It’s Mrs, but of course, you can ask me anything." 

"We believe the victim is Mrs. Trudy Baylor.  Do you know her?" 

“Yes, she's a frequent client of the salon.  One of our owners does her hair." 

"And who is that?" he asked, with more interest than she liked. 

"That would be Chrissy Cramer.  There are four owners, but Chrissy did Trudy's hair all the time." 

"Do you know why Mrs. Baylor would be here?  Did she have an appointment last night?" 

"I'm not sure why she would have been here.  She had a hair appointment yesterday morning, but that's the only one I was aware of." 

"I'm sorry Mrs. St. Claire, I only have a few more questions.  I know this can't be very easy for you.  It's not every day that you come to work and end up finding a dead body.  You would not happen to know of anyone here who might have had a reason to harm Mrs. Baylor, do you?" 

"No one I can think of.  The only contact I have ever had with her has been when she is here getting her hair done."  

In Eva's head, she was imagining the incident from yesterday, when Trudy had her little hissy and Chrissy made her feel two inches tall.  She really hoped that no one here had anything to do with this horrible act. 

Startled out of her thoughts, Lieutenant Murphy asked, "who is the one who does her hair again?" 

"That would be one of the owners, Chrissy Cramer. Speaking of which, I should really get a hold of all the owners to let them know of the situation and get them down here.  They should really be here." 

"That's a good idea, I'd like to be able to ask them all some questions.  Could you please have them come as soon as they can?" 

"Sure, let me just go inside and make some calls. I'll use my cell phone; in case the CSI team needs to do their thing." 

He smiled at her and said "That would be perfect. Thank you for all your help." 

"My pleasure." 

Eva headed inside to make the calls to the girls. Her hands were shaking as she typed the numbers into the phone. The situation hadn't quite fully hit her yet. 

The first person to call would be Chrissy. 

After telling her the news, and totally freaking out, she said she would be in as soon as possible. 

The rest of the calls she made went pretty much along the same way.  Now all they had to do was wait until everyone got there and Lieutenant Murphy could question them. 
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Chapter 5 
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Chrissy was the first to arrive.  Lt. Murphy took her to the back room to question her. 

"Ms. Cramer, is it?" 

"Mrs., but yes. You can call me Chrissy." 

"Okay. Chrissy. I need to ask you a few questions and it shouldn't take too long. I am just trying to establish the relationship between you, this salon, and the victim. 

How do you know Mrs. Baylor?" 

"She was a longtime client of mine. I would do her hair once a week. I have no idea who would do such a horrific thing to her." 

"And where were you last night?" 

"Me? I was out at my barn with my horse, taking a trail ride and grooming her. Why?" 

"Can anyone vouch for your whereabouts? Did anyone see you?" 

"I'm sorry, am I a suspect," Chrissy asked, in a bit of a panicked tone. 

"You're not a suspect.  We do need to establish that everyone who works here and anyone who has access to this building has an alibi. Now, did anyone see you last night?" 

"I was at the barn by myself riding.  I don't remember if I saw anyone out there." 

"Well, you're going to have to remember.  Did you have any issues with Mrs. Baylor?" 

"No," Chrissy lied. 

Her anxiety level and blood pressure were reaching catastrophic levels.   A stroke or heart attack was going to surface, much sooner than she thought. 

"Mrs. Cramer, whatever you do, don't leave town," Lt. Murphy said, suspiciously. 

He walked out the door and towards the front where the rest of the girls were sitting and waiting for their turn to be questioned. 

Once he was finished with everyone, Emma waltzed in and stared at everyone's stoic faces. 

"What's up with all the police tape and cop cars, did someone die?" 

"Oh my god Emma.  Did you not get my message? Yes, someone died.  Someone was brutally murdered in our back alley last night.  I found her body this morning while I was taking out the garbage.  It was Mrs. Baylor," Eva was trying to explain. 

"Whoa, you're freaking kidding me.  I did not get the message, my phone died.  Sorry, bad choice of words. Hey Chrissy, did you finally take her out after yesterday?" 

"Emma, shut up!" 

Eva was trying hard to get Emma to zip her mouth. 

"Excuse me, do you work here," Murphy questioned Emma, with a serious look. 

"Yes, I'm a stylist here.  Emma Walker, at your service." 

"You need to come with me, Emma. We need to ask you a few questions." 

Emma and Lt. Murphy headed to the back room, and Chrissy was about to throw up. 

"Oh my god, oh my god... what is she trying to do to me?  He already thinks I have something to do with this.  I swear, I don’t.  I was riding Muffin on the trail and brushing her in the barn last night, then I went home.  If I can't find someone to vouch for me, they're going to arrest me." 

"Calm down Chrissy.  I believe you; we all believe you," said Chelsea. 

Chelsea, always being a calm and confident woman, was also an owner.  She worked on the spa side and did nails.  She sat to the right of Chrissy, holding her hand in hers.  She is always the epitome of style and trend.  She has flowing shoulder-length brown hair, bronzed skin, and impeccable looking nails. All the girls shook their heads in agreement. They knew Chrissy couldn’t do anything so heinous. 

"We may need to call our lawyer, Jerry.   Since this happened in the back of our business, just to let him know what happened.  Not because I think you had anything to do with it Chrissy," Chelsea said.  

Chelsea also sported the most smartass, sarcastic attitude of the group. 

"Yes, that's probably a good idea.  Call him, and tell him we may need him," Chrissy said. 

"Shannon, you should call Jerry.  He likes you. Sweet-talk him.  Tell him everything is fine.  None of us are hurt and we are all innocent," Chelsea laughed. 

"Why do I have to call him?" 

As Chelsea was about to make her case about why Shannon was a viable candidate to do the calling of the lawyer, Emma and Lt. Murphy came walking out of the back room. Emma’s face was that of an apologetic friend, who may or may not have said something she shouldn't have. Murphy's was more that of an annoyed cop. 

Emma mouthed the words, "I'm sorry" in Chrissy's direction. 

Chrissy was surprised and was not sure what that meant.  What could she have told him? 

"Ms. Cramer, can we talk," asked Murphy. 

"Sure." 

She followed the Lt. to the back room, and he shut the door for privacy. 

"Would you like to tell me anything about what happened yesterday between you and Trudy Baylor?" 

"I wouldn't call it anything that would result in murder.  Yes, we, or I should say, she had a problem with me yesterday.  I was running two minutes behind.  She believes she is the Queen of Sheba, and I should drop everything I am doing, just to bow to her.  I, simply, in a very nice way told her she could take her business elsewhere, if she was dissatisfied with my work. I'd hardly constitute that as motive for me to murder her." 

"So, you never actually threatened her or her life," he asked. 

"Never!  I also have witnesses as to what was said. They are all there in the front, as well as some clients that happened to be in the salon.  What Emma told you was hearsay, because she wasn't even in the salon at the time this all happened." 

Lt. Murphy didn't look convinced, but he now knew a little more of what happened yesterday morning, and it still didn't fully exonerate Chrissy, but he also knew how much Mrs. Baylor liked to make people feel small. 

Just as he and Chrissy exited the room, the
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