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  Chapter 1


“Snow, snow, snow. Cammie, why is there so much snow?” 
“Madeleine, you’re living in the wrong place if you want palm trees and green grass at Christmastime.” I grinned and reached my mittened hand out to catch some of the crystal snowflakes that sparkled and reflected the glorious colors shining from a myriad of Christmas lights against the pitch-black backdrop of the evening. 
Snow dusted the roofs and awnings of the shops that lined the street, garlands intermixed with fairy lights wrapped around lampposts, and every shop showed their pride in the intricate and unique presentations of Christmas. All had windows filled with elaborate displays and ornaments, and sported brilliant lights that twinkled cheerily. Some had candy canes as large as the children that frequented their shops out front, the white and red lights wrapped around giving them an extra shout of joy. Others had the Nativity out front, and one even had a blow-up snowman and Rudolph on the roof. How they managed to get the city council’s approval for that, I wasn’t sure. Or maybe they just didn’t care about the rules. In which case, more power to them.
“If you’re going to judge me, you might as well help me with these packages.”
I grabbed a couple of the packages stacked on top of the others, balanced precariously in Madeleine’s arms. I loved Christmas and all its trappings, but even I hadn’t done this much shopping yet.
“Do you recycle your Christmas ornaments every year? Getting new ones and giving away the old?” I adjusted my grip on the packages.
Madeleine gave me a look. “If only it were that simple. Every year we buy more new Christmas decorations, but we never get rid of any. There’s a reason our attic is stacked with boxes labeled Christmas.”
I couldn’t judge her. I did the same thing with fall decor.
A figure trod down the shoveled sidewalk, hunched against the cold. 
“Ghost peppers, Cammie, answer your cell phone,” Ro griped as she walked up to us.
“I forgot it at home. I hate that thing,” I said. I didn’t live in a small town to be on and busy twenty-four seven, like city people were. “Besides...” I hid a smile from her. “Madeleine has hers if you really needed us.”
Ro ignored my pointed remark. “Lucy is in a state. You should come down to the café. Plus, they’re doing a buy one-get one fifty percent off for hot chocolate.” 
“What’s wrong with Lucy?” I hurried after her.
“What did you say to make her upset?” Madeleine demanded.
Madeleine and I fell into step on either side of Ro, looking at her expectantly.
“She’s distraught and I’m very uncomfortable with tears.”
“Oh.” I dropped my gaze to the snow, sadness overtaking me at what she’d gone through. “She’s still grieving.”
“It’s been six months,” Ro grumbled.
“The man who shall not be named shattered her heart. Worthless bucket of pond scum.” Madeleine growled.
My heart ached for Lucy. She was the last person to deserve that. 
“Stop walking so fast,” Madeleine huffed.
“If you weren’t so weighed down by consumerism, you’d be able to keep up.” Despite her words, Ro reached over and took a large package from Madeleine.
We hurried into the café and to the table where Lucy was sitting, her face turned toward the wall. Likely to hide tears. I sat next to her and put my arm around her.
“Hi, beautiful. What’s going on?”
“Oh,” she sniffed. “I just feel so worthless sometimes.”
“Ghost pepper seeds,” Ro snapped. “How dare you let anyone make you feel like that?”
Madeleine glared at her before turning a compassionate gaze to Lucy and reaching over to grab her hand. “What Ro means is that you are not the worthless one. His actions prove without a doubt that he is the worthless one. And he’s most definitely going to hell.”
I rubbed her back as Ro pushed some tissues into her hand. “Here. You’re starting to look like a tomato.”
“Ro!” Madeleine and I shouted. I looked around self-consciously and noticed a few glances. Oops.
Lucy giggled, of all things. “You’re the best, Ro. Thanks.”
I turned my surprised gaze to Madeleine, who widened her eyes at me. Why did Ro get the thanks? We were being supportive, too, and we were being nice about it.
“You need something to distract you.” I said. We’d all been trying to help her stay busy and not dwell on her cheating ex these last six months, but eventually she would have to fully accept it instead of avoiding it, and move forward. Easier said than done.
She sighed sadly. “I thought I’d have my family for the holidays. But both of my sisters are spending Christmas with their in-laws. And my parents are going on a cruise along with some of my aunts and uncles and all their kids.”
“Ugh, who would want to be stuck with their partner in a tiny space over Christmas?” Madeleine made a face.
“People who like their partners,” Ro quipped.
“I like Lawrence just fine, and that is because we have space to be away from each other.”
“Why don’t you go with your parents on that cruise?” I didn’t pay any attention to the other two.
She twisted her lips in a little grimace. “I really, really hate cruise ships.”
“That’s fair. Can’t stand them myself,” Ro agreed.
“Cheer up, Lucy. You have us.” Madeleine squeezed her hand.
“Not that it’s saying much, but we’re better than nothing.” Ro was on a roll today. But still, she made Lucy giggle. I wondered if that was her goal, or just the result of her fearlessly blunt words.
I wrung my hands. I hated that anyone was sad during the weeks leading up to such a beautiful holiday. “You guys, it’s Christmastime. Let’s watch Christmas movies and bake cookies at my place Sunday.” 
“That would be nice!” Lucy’s face lit up. 
Ro left the table. Well, okay then. 
“What kind of cookies, so I know what ingredients to get?”
The ladies leaned in. 
“Snickerdoodle!” Lucy bounced a little in her seat.
I smiled at her excitement. It was contagious. That, and I didn’t need an excuse to be cheerful this time of year. From making hot cocoa bombs to decorating the tree and house and yard, to baking all sorts of delightful goodies...I loved it all. It was a time to spend with loved ones, curled up in snowflake-and-poinsettia-covered fluffy blankets around a fire, watching old Christmas movies.
“I like cranberry and orange shortbread and spitzbuben.” 
I blinked. “We know you have fancy tastes, Madeleine, but what is spitzbuben?”
“It’s a beautiful and delicious German Christmas cookie.”
“Okay, let me rephrase. What the heck are you talking about?”
She looked like she was a saint surrounded by lowly peons as she took a deep breath and shook her head, gaze to the ceiling. “It’s a...well, it’s a German Christmas dessert. It’s…it’s got powdered sugar that dusts it and is filled with a jam.”
I narrowed my eyes. “Despite all your bluster, you’ve never made them before and don’t really know exactly what they are, do you?”
She sat up indignantly. “I’ve tried them and I know some of what goes in them. That’s enough.”
“Looks like I missed a fun conversation.” Ro appeared then with a tray that had mugs filled with a dark liquid, with puffs of fluffy whipped cream, covered with red and green sprinkles on top.
We were all immediately distracted by the sweet scent of chocolate.
“Mmm, this is the best hot cocoa out there,” I said. “Thank you, Ro.”
She may not be one for emotions or sweet words, but Ro always showed us her love through actions.
We were occupied for a couple of minutes with the delicious drink.
“Madeleine, are you visiting family for Christmas?” I asked.
“Wait, isn’t it their turn to visit you?” Lucy frowned.
“I’m glad at least someone is invested in my life.” Madeleine took a sip of her drink while I sputtered. “Anyway, they’re coming to stay with us.” She pressed her lips together and quickly changed the subject. “Ro, are you going to Cammie’s tomorrow for the cookie making?”
Ro looked over at me. “That depends on what Christmas music will be playing.”
I smiled. “That’s easy. I’m playing movies, not music.”
“Fine. As long as it’s not Barbie and the Nutcracker.”
“Oh, I loved that one when I was little,” Lucy said.
“I don’t have that one, so no worries. What cookies do you want to make?”
“I’d rather watch you three make them and then I get to eat them,” Ro said.
“What a user.” Madeleine smiled into her mug, taking the sting out of the words.
“Is Gavin driving down for any part of the holidays?” Lucy asked eagerly. She and my little cousin had struck up a sweet friendship during his many visits.
“He’ll be here for the parade next weekend.”
“He’s lovely.”
I stared at Ro. “Did you just call another human lovely?” It was a Christmas miracle.
“Don’t get used to it.”
Lucy looked up as two people passed by our table. “Charles and Jenny!” she exclaimed. She smiled as she got up and hugged the girl.
“You’re looking lovely, as usual,” the man, Charles, said in a fatherly way. 
Lucy smiled brightly. “Thank you. Are you ready for Christmas?”
Jenny looked at her dad with a little smile. “Dad’s been working so much, we haven’t fully decorated yet. We always decorate the tree together.”
Charles looked self-conscious. Maybe he felt bad for working so many long hours. 
“That’s very special.”
“We’ll get to it soon,” Charles promised his daughter. “In the meantime, we’re going to make hot cocoa bombs tonight.”
She bounced a little at that, a sweet smile on her round face. She must have been in her early teens, but she still hadn’t gotten rid of all her baby fat. I hadn’t either at that age, much to the chagrin of my mother and the delight of the school bullies.
They chatted for a few more minutes, then said goodbye, and Lucy sat back down.
“I used to babysit her. Charles is a single dad, and when she was little, they lived across the street.”
“She’s a cutie.” I went to take another sip, but found I was staring into an empty mug. How disappointing.
“She was a beautiful baby too. But I doubt she’d appreciate you calling her a cutie at her age. Kids these days want to be called,” Lucy made air quotes, “sexy.”
“Individuals with raging hormones and a still not fully developed brain should not be allowed to be called sexy,” Ro said.
I hummed my agreement, even as I made a grocery list on my small notepad. I would need a lot more flour and butter. And, apparently, jam.






  
  Chapter 2


We didn’t have book club during the busy holidays, so Saturday morning I got ready to go grocery shopping. After that, I’d start the two-hour drive to Chesterton, the city where my family all lived and were having a whole family get-together. I was strangely excited about it. 
“It must be the holiday spirit,” I told Rutherford as he sat on my nightstand watching me with those big green eyes. “Don’t look at me so balefully. You’ve already been fed.” My cat had managed to con all of his babysitters over the years into giving him extra meals. Somehow, he managed to never lose the weight he gained during those times.
I shooed him off the nightstand and smoothed my bedcovers. Christmas came around only once a year and I planned to celebrate it to the full. That included changing out my bedspread to one with a woven-jacquard design that had holiday bells, poinsettia flowers, berries, and swirls tastefully decorating it. The shams also had bells, holly leaves, and berries. Gavin had gotten the set for me years ago, but I hadn’t changed it out since. Besides, it only came out at Christmas and I thought it was beautiful, as if it were brand new every year.
I bustled out into the living room, fluffing the tree as I went by it. It wasn’t decorated yet. I was waiting for Gavin to drive down and do it with me. We’d started that tradition when he lived with me while he was going to college. A light, musky scent of balsam fir, along with juniper and a hint of citrus, tickled my senses and I breathed deeply. It wasn’t that I had a real tree—really, who could see me wandering through the woods looking for a tree to cut down and drag back to irreverently strap on top of my perfect little yellow bug?—no, it was a spray I used, and it held all the warmth and sweetness of Christmas in a bottle.
I could bask in the scent later. Right now it was time to go grocery shopping so I had ingredients for cookies. 
As I left, I glanced back at my little cottage one more time, making sure everything was as it should be. Lights along the eaves that my handyman had put up. A wreath with magnolia leaves, succulents, moss, pinecones, and groups of red berries hanging on my door. A little family of light-up deer behind the picket fence in my petite yard. I loved it.
My VW bug groaned as I turned the key, then rumbled to life. “Good job, Buttercup.” I kept it plugged into an outlet, so the battery stayed warm and I didn’t come out to a car that wouldn’t start because of the cold. That had happened a few times when I’d first moved here, and already this year I’d driven Lucy to work due to colder than usual nights leaking her battery.
As the keeper of the town’s historical archives and the person who arranged the Cultural Arts Center displays, I like to believe that I am deliberate, thoughtful, and organized. That belief is shattered every time I go to the grocery store. Each aisle I stroll down hides something from me, so I need to go back another time. 
The second time down the produce aisle, I stopped to look at the squash and noticed Victor Tjernagel, our town’s resident hermit, picking out tomatoes. He must have been shy because he rarely spoke to people and always had a dour look on his face.
I smiled cheerily. “Hi, Mr. Tjernagel. Merry Christmas! Have you set up a tree in your cabin?”
He aimed unfriendly blue eyes, partly obscured under bushy gray eyebrows, my way. “Not everyone likes this cursed holiday. Mind your own business, lady,” he spit out and stomped past me. Well, more like, did the stiff-old-man-walk past me. I was too surprised to say anything else. 
I tried to shake off his angry words and finished my shopping. Ro would say I was too sensitive, but I felt bad that what I’d said upset him so much.
Groceries in hand, I drove home and put everything away. That task done, I checked my phone. Not my home phone that I preferred using, but the handheld device that was a source of both annoyance and sometimes help, such as when I was pushed down a flight of stairs and an ambulance needed to be called. A little number three showed that I had some texts from Gavin.
Gavin: Hey! Excited to see U at the family thing today. Drive safe!
Gavin: I know UR not big on texting but U R coming, right?
Gavin: U better not leave me alone with those people, Cammie Lynn Lockett.
I laughed a little and typed back. Sorry, I was at the store. I’ll be there probably right after it kicks off. I’m leaving now.
As soon as I got back into the car, my phone, which I was still holding, did a little jig, vibrating in my hand and scaring the daylights out of me. I dropped it onto the other seat like it was burning hot.
With an embarrassed look around to make sure no one had seen that—there was no one else out on my street to witness my technological fumble—I picked it up and checked the texts.
Gavin: Thank goodness!!!
I started driving. The cottages lining the street looked like pastel gumdrops, with white icing frosting the eaves in the form of glittering snow. It was a lovely sight, and once again, I was happy I’d moved away from the city.
A little over two hours later, I arrived at my cousin’s two-story behemoth of a house. It was beautiful, situated in a gated neighborhood, and had a pristine, manicured lawn. I disliked it intensely. My stomach always started shifting uncomfortably when I arrived there. I took a breath. It would be fine. I was going to see people I loved. And hopefully, we’d all have wonderful conversations over spiked hot cocoa. It was Christmastime, after all. And with the amount of money they’d probably spent to have their house professionally decorated outside and inside, it would be so wasteful to not enjoy it to the full.
Per usual, I was the last one at the house, and when I knocked on the door, I was welcomed into a boisterous crowd. One of my cousin’s kids, Abel, raced around with a plane, screaming out the sounds he probably thought a plane made. A whole airport would be quieter than him. The teens were lounging in the game room, two playing a video game on the TV and three on their phones. 
“Come on in, Cammie. We were worried you weren’t going to come.” The oldest cousin in the family, Jason, was the one who owned the house with his lovely model wife, Poppi. She was a nice person except she thought eating more than a cup of popcorn for lunch was the reason our society had so many back problems. I thought it might be because everyone sat hunched over a computer these days, but what did I know?
“How are you?” I asked, giving Jason a hug.
“Great! We’re taking a trip to Hawaii for January and February because the cold bothers Poppi so much.”
“That will be fun.” I ignored the slight bragging in his tone. If he could afford to live in Hawaii for a couple of months, good for him.
He opened the coat closet for me to hang my coat up. I stuffed it in next to all the others. Shouldn’t a house this big have a decent-sized coat closet?
“Cammie!” My mother’s commanding voice rose over the din of people talking and kids yelling as they played together.
I waved and stepped further into the house, toward her. Inside, I stopped in my tracks, taking it all in. It looked like Santa’s Christmas factory exploded. I loved Christmas more than most people, but why was a real sleigh hanging from the twenty-foot ceiling?
I hurried over to my mom, giving a friendly pat on the back of my cousin Joan as I passed. She was gesturing widely as she told some story to a couple of other family members and paused to wave at me.
“Hi, Mom.” Mom and I hugged and she backed up, hands still on my arms as she looked me over. “What are you wearing?”
I looked down. “I’m pretty sure the description on the website said this is a cable-knit sweater. And those are jeans.”
She pursed her lips, but didn’t comment. I had thought I looked fine, but now I glanced at other people to see what they were wearing.
“We know who has the fashion sense of the family.” Gavin popped up next to me. He was wearing a brightly printed scarf, a white sweater over a purple turtleneck, and skinny pants hitting his ankles above loafers.
“Not you, given that ridiculous getup,” my mother shot back. Her sister, Gavin’s mom, joined us. 
“Come on, Jane, I think it’s kind of fun,” my aunt said before smiling a greeting at me. “Hi, Cammie. It’s nice of you to finally join us. It’s wonderful to have all of our family here.”
“I’m happy to see you, Lana.”
“What have you been investing your time in these days?” From her soft, high-pitched voice to her perfectly manicured nails, Lana was the picture of elegance. Gavin took after her a great deal.
I opened my mouth, but closed it again. I couldn’t tell her about the drama that had unfolded a few months ago. My mom would probably faint if I went around telling the family how I found a skeleton belonging to a man who’d been murdered nearly thirty years earlier. 
“We recently hired a new city manager, so she’s been supporting me in expanding the historical archives and displays a bit.” It was lame to anyone who didn’t appreciate the simplicity of my life. So, virtually everyone.
“You’re too modest.” Gavin swished the fancy margarita he was holding. “Cammie solved a murder not that long ago.”
Oh no.
“Yes, I did hear about that,” Lana said, glancing at Mom.
My mother tsked disapprovingly. “We encourage you to get out of your bubble and meet some nice men, and you go and fall into a murder investigation.”
“We all have our gifts.” I needed to shift the conversation to something else. “Lana, I never got to congratulate you on your upcoming grandchild.”
My mom widened her eyes at me. “You make it sound like it’s a movie being released soon, not a new baby coming into the family.”
“We all knew what she meant.” Gavin had stepped away to say something to someone else, but he turned back to us now. “Not all of us are in tune with baby terminology.”
“Unfortunately. Goodness knows I’ll never get a grandchild from you.” Lana’s lips turned down at the corners as she gazed at Gavin with that disappointed expression she and my mom had perfected and weaponized. I’d never met Grandma Frida, but I could imagine that she was the one who taught them the look.
I needed to separate Lana and Gavin. Now. Before my mother could join and point fingers at me, her ungrateful only child.
“Gavin, did you see that platter over there? I have no idea what’s on it. It looks interesting, but I’d rather you take a bite first since you’re so adventurous with food and I like to play it safe. Mom, Lana, it’s so nice to see you both. Let’s chat later.” I looped arms with Gavin and guided him toward the tables draped in blood-red tablecloths and embroidered with swirling gold. “So ostentatious,” I muttered under my breath.
Gavin leaned toward me. “I like my finery and all, but Jason and Poppi are over the top.”
“I guess if it brings them joy, then more power to them.” 
A couple of my cousin’s little kids were looking our way. I waved and they smiled shyly and waved back. They were cuties. Noisy, but cute.
Gavin bravely sampled some of the finger food for me, assuring me that there were no allergens that would blow my face up, or some horrible thing I didn’t want to eat in them. Joan came over to us and we hugged.
“I’ve been so busy with the art gallery, I haven’t had a chance to come visit you,” she said. 
I would have made a comment about her being welcome to come to my place whenever she had time, but she’d been saying the same thing for the past six years, so instead, I changed the subject.
“I heard that you might be getting engaged. Is the lucky guy here?” It seemed like a safe enough thing to ask.
She smiled dreamily. “He’s wonderful. Distinguished, wealthy.” She waggled her eyebrows at me. “And very knowledgeable of the arts.”
I didn’t comment that I thought a person fell in love with their partner’s character and the way they laughed and their sense of humor, not how distinguished they were. But what did I know? I was the family’s old maid.
“And you...you haven’t dated for a long time, as far as I know. You must be excited.”
Worry started to gnaw at my gut, and I focused on her. “Why would I be excited?”
“About the guy your mom found for you.”
My eyes nearly rolled back in my head even as I could feel my blood pressure shooting through the roof. After this many decades of life, how was she still throwing men at me and expecting me to put up with them like I was in my twenties or thirties? I was set in my ways and fine with it.
“I’m not sure about any of that.” Change the subject, change the subject. “Have you read anything good lately? I’ve found some delightful historical mysteries that I have been binging.” When we were younger, Joan and I were the two people in the family who enjoyed reading the most, so I thought it was a safe topic.
“That sounds fun. I’m just too busy with work, and Gerald has been taking us on so many vacations that I haven’t had time to get into anything lately. You understand.”
Most of what I did on vacation was read so, no, I couldn’t understand. But I nodded, anyway.
Music crooned through the overhead speakers. I spoke with an aunt and then had an interesting conversation with one of the teenagers—interesting meaning, I couldn’t understand about a third of the language used—and an hour later, I found myself talking to my mom and Uncle Mitch while nibbling on a cupcake that was covered in a dark-green frosted Christmas tree, with pearls and sprinkles making up the decorations.
The loud voice of Gavin’s sister, Chelsey, caught my attention.
“You know that’s a foolish thing to do. Why would you even consider that?” She was pointing her finger right in Gavin’s face. He looked utterly put out. Even I knew pointing at someone’s face put them on edge. Not even my cat liked being pointed at. 
“Because it brings me joy,” he said firmly, not backing down.
“You won’t be giving Mom and Dad any grandchildren, you go into a profession that you really can’t grow and get acclaim in, and now you want to host these crazy parties?”
“They’re not crazy!” He sounded like he was working to contain his exasperation. “You make them sound like they’re strip club parties. They’re rooftop garden parties that my salon and the neighboring tattoo studio are sponsoring. I like getting to know new people and it gives me a chance to network.”
“Gavin, are you sure that’s wise? A lot of people will be there and you don’t know if they’re of good social standing,” Lana added. 
His shoulders drooped forward subtly, which I saw only because I was paying close attention to him. “Mom, the people I work with and employ and have as friends aren’t unsavory people. They’re just like you and me.”
“You should listen to your family, Gavin. Clearly, you’re in the wrong here,” Poppi butted in.
My blood started to heat. Why was she getting involved now? If everyone went back to what they were doing and ignored the immediate family squabble, those three would go to their separate corners and everything would smooth out.
“You’re a foot model. What do you know?” Gavin shot back.
I closed my eyes as if it would stop the trainwreck in front of me from happening.
“Oh!” She let out a high-pitched gasp. 
“Gavin!” Jason’s mom put her arm around her daughter-in-law as she teared up, whimpering.
“That was inappropriate,” one of our cousins scolded.
“Oh, for heaven’s sake, she’s not even crying for real.” I knew I shouldn’t say anything, I really did, but it just flooded out. The whole thing was absurd. Just because he had a different viewpoint didn’t mean he needed to be attacked by everyone.
“Cammie!” my mother snapped.
I glanced at her, my cheeks heating in embarrassment. Still, I wouldn’t leave Gavin alone. If it was just his sister and mom, then fine, but if others were going to get involved, I would defend him. He deserved to have at least one person on his side.
“Cammie, stay out of this.” Jason’s tone held a warning.
Stay out of…? What about Poppi? 
I felt like a robot, staring out at them, my body rigid. I turned stiffly to Gavin, who was standing now, glaring at Jason.
“I think it’s best if I leave before I speak the truth and more people get riled up.” My voice cracked.
“I’m coming too. There’s a delightful new boutique restaurant I want to show you. They have wonderful dessert.” Gavin talked as though not every single person in the room was staring at us and hooked his arm through mine.
I made it out the door without bursting into tears.






  
  Chapter 3


Afternoon the next day rolled around and I couldn’t be more excited to have the ladies at my house. After dealing with my family, I needed people around who gave me peace. It was still frustrating to think about. Couldn’t everyone just get along for one whole evening? It was Christmas. Shouldn’t people be more charitable this time of year? 
Pushing the hollow pain I felt whenever a fight like that broke out into an emotional storage bin, I opened the door as soon as I heard snow crunch under tires. Madeleine had driven both Lucy and Ro in her SUV. I stared at it and a grin took over my face. Her SUV had reindeer antlers on top and eyelashes on the headlights. They must have forced Ro into it kicking and screaming.
I left the door open so they could come in unhindered and once again fussed over the ingredients I had spread out on my counter.
“How many cookies are you planning on making?” Ro widened her eyes at the ingredients, the bowls, and all the trays I’d put out.
“Oh, this is wonderful! You’re always such a gracious host.” Lucy came in carrying a bowl of her own filled with measuring cups, the one thing I didn’t have extra of.
The ladies hung their coats in the coat closet and left their winter boots by the door, stuffing their feet into the slippers I provided. This time of year, everyone who came to my house should have a comfy pair of slippers.
I glanced at Ro and couldn’t help the chuckle that escaped.
She crossed her arms and tilted her head, her lips twitching as if she wanted to break into a smile, but was holding it back. “And what’s so funny?”
“Never in my life did I think I would see you in a pair of adorable penguin slippers. This moment is priceless.”
Lucy glanced over at her and giggled. Even Madeleine looked amused.
“You should think about putting on an elf costume and joining the parade next weekend.” Madeleine’s eyes lit with good humor. “If they’re still looking, you could even be Mrs. Claus.”
“I’m flattered, but wouldn’t the part of a white-haired lady who wears outlandish clothes and talks to elves be best suited for someone like yourself?”
“As a matter of fact, I turned down the role.” Madeleine seemed to take it as a point of pride instead of an insult.
“Ro, you never told me what you wanted to make. Were you serious about sitting on the sidelines?” I opened a cabinet and reached inside.
“Yes, I much prefer to chat with you while you do all the labor.” Her eyes crinkled.
I smiled widely. “That’s too bad, because while you may not be making cookies, I got this just for you.” I produced a gingerbread house kit.
The humor on Ro’s face dropped like a stone
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