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      Welcome to The Cupcake Capers Series, where sweet treats meet sharp instincts and trouble has a habit of showing up right on time.

      I’ve always adored stories filled with delicious food, unexpected danger, and a determined woman who refuses to back down. This series brings all of that together, small-town secrets, suspicious characters, and a sleuth who can whip up a perfect cupcake while unravelling a crime.

      This book has been professionally edited, proofread, and carefully beta read, but the odd typo may still have slipped past—humans do miss things from time to time. If you spot anything, feel free to send it through to pollyholmes@pollyholmesmysteries.com and I’ll make sure it’s sorted.

      That’s enough chatter from me. Grab a snack, settle in, and dive into Cupcakes and Cyanide. The mischief starts now.

      Love

      Polly xxoo
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      “CALLING ALL THE single ladies.”

      Charlotte McCorrson stood nestled at the back of the reception centre, semi-hidden behind a burgundy-and-white, balloon topiary tree.

      Great. Bouquet throwing time, just what I need. For every man in the room to know I’m still single.

      When Beth invited her to the wedding she was over the moon, after all, they’d been good friends since Clair and her family moved to Ashton Point three years ago. What she hadn’t planned on was still being single by the time the wedding rolled around.

      They may as well take out a front-page ad in the Ashton Point Chronicle. She could see it now. “Ashton Point master cupcake baker extraordinaire struggles to snag herself a husband. Could she be lacking that special ingredient all men are looking for? What is wrong with the redheaded beauty?” She’d been over the moon when Beth and Lincoln asked CC’s Simply Cupcakes to design a wedding cake, based around Charlotte’s award-winning cupcake designs.

      “Charlotte? What are you doing back here?” A petite voice spoke from behind.

      She spun, her breath catching as her gaze landed on a vision in white. Decked out in a satin Karen Willis Holmes, floor-length, empire dress with embroidered tulle overlay, Beth was a vison of an angel. There had barely been a dry eye in the church as she walked down the aisle to her handsome prince. The fairy-tale wedding every bride dreams of.

      Charlotte stiffened as Beth threw her arms around her neck and squeezed. “I never got a chance to properly thank you for the wonderful cupcake display you made. It was truly the cake of my dreams. I’m so glad you were able to share my special day with me. It wouldn’t have been the same without you and Clair here,” she said with a beaming smile.

      “You’re welcome, I wouldn’t have missed it for the world. I’m so happy you liked it,” Charlotte said in a muffled voice. Her mouth was half covered by blonde ruffles of hair, leaving the metallic taste of hairspray on her tongue.

      Beth pulled back and their gazes held strong. “Liked it? Are you serious? I loved it.” A bolt of electric energy ran up Charlotte’s spine. She cherished the buzz she got from seeing the joy her cupcakes brought others. “And if anyone thinks they’re taking the leftovers home tonight, they have another thing coming. That’s all I’ll be eating ‘til we leave for our honeymoon next week.”

      Both ladies burst into laughter. Beth’s happiness was starting to rub off on Charlotte.

      “Didn’t you hear the MC? You need to get to the dance floor. I’m about to throw the bouquet.”

      Charlotte cringed at the thought. “No, no, it’s fine. I’m really okay sitting back and letting someone else take the limelight.” She had planned on falling madly in love with the man of her dreams by the wedding.

      I guess life doesn’t always go to plan.

      A sliver of disappointment marred Beth’s expression. “I can’t believe what I’m hearing. Your grandma would be turning in her grave if she knew you were skipping the bouquet toss. You know how she loved tradition.”

      Warmth filled Charlotte’s heart. Her grandmother treasured her independence. She was the reason they’d moved to Ashton Point in the first place.

      She shook her head. “I’m happy watching from the sidelines, besides, a mosh pit of single women jumping around like clucking chickens, all vying for their piece of the elusive dream isn’t really my idea of fun.”

      “Now, that’s something I’d like to see.” A gruff voice echoed in her ear.

      “Excuse me?” Charlotte said, spinning to see Lincoln’s best man grinning like the Cheshire Cat.

      “A mosh pit of single women jumping around like clucking chickens,” he said with a cheeky grin. “Definitely something I’d pay money to see.”

      Beth sighed, rolled her eyes and play-punched him in the shoulder. “Give it a rest, Liam.”

      Liam… Mmmm. Why is it that all men named Liam are gorgeous? Liam Hemsworth, Liam Neeson.

      Tanned, tall and handsome, he flashed a half smile at Charlotte and a spike of interest sparked in her belly.

      Her gaze caught her sister, Clair, waving frantically behind Liam.

      Saved by the bell.

      “I’m sorry, Beth, but it looks like Clair needs me.”

      “Charlotte, there you are. I’ve been looking for you everywhere,” Clair said as she joined them, flicking her deep-red ponytail over her shoulder.

      “Why, is something wrong?” Alarm hit Charlotte square in the chest. “Please don’t tell me we’ve run out of cupcakes? There should be plenty to go around. I made loads of extras.”

      Beth folded her arms across her chest and frowned. “Yes, don’t tell me we ran out, otherwise the Bridezilla I’ve kept hidden inside might have to make a guest appearance.”

      “Bridezilla?” Liam said with a raised eyebrow. “I find that very hard to believe.”

      “When it comes to Charlotte’s cupcakes, you better believe it,” she snapped, holding his stern gaze in hers.

      “Everyone calm down, there are plenty of cupcakes.” Clair smiled and looped her arm through her sister’s. “I was looking for Charlotte for the bouquet toss. Nothing better than a little competition between sisters.”

      A grin spread across Beth’s face and she clapped her hands together. “Wonderful. I best go and get ready. Good luck,” Beth called over her shoulder as she hurried off.

      “This should be a sight to see. I’ll let you two ladies get ready. I’d hate to be the one to keep you from your spot in the chicken brood,” Liam said with a smile as he strode back to the bridal table at the top of the dance floor.

      Clair raised an eyebrow. “Chicken brood?”

      “Never mind.” Charlotte shook her head.

      “Wasn’t that the best man?” Clair asked, forcefully guiding Charlotte toward the crowded dance floor.

      Charlotte nodded.

      It certainly was THE best man.

      She watched his retreating figure and her gaze seemed to have a mind of its own. It made its way down his broad shoulders, to his trim waist and tight derriere. Her cheeks grow hot as she imagined what he would look like out of his suit.

      “What was his name again?” Clair’s words were met with silence. “Earth to Charlotte,” she said, flicking Charlotte’s forehead as if she were flicking a fly from the back of her hand. “What is his name?”

      “Oww.” Charlotte rubbed her forehead. “All right. I heard you the first time. Liam. His name is Liam.”

      Charlotte’s stomach tightened as Clair elbowed their way to the centre of the dance floor dragging her along for the ride.

      “Okay, ladies. Are we ready for the bouquet toss?” The deep, throaty voice of the MC blared out across the room.

      Charlotte’s body tensed as ear-splitting screams of single women pierced the air.

      Oh my, could this be any more embarrassing?

      To top it off, Beyoncé’s Single Ladies boomed out as Beth took centre stage.

      Charlotte’s breath caught in her throat as her gaze snared Liam’s sly grin from the front of the room.

      What’s with the grin?

      Cheers erupted around her and her eyes widened as Beth’s bouquet flew on a straight trajectory right into her arms.
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      Charlotte stood in the kitchen, her lungs void of air as the newspaper headline screamed at her like an unwanted nightmare. She held the morning newspaper in her icy fingers. Cupcake Killer!

      Beth’s wedding had been the event of the year, a perfect place to show off her culinary skills. The whole town had turned up to see her finally tie the knot with Lincoln Wade, Ashton Point’s most eligible bachelor. Everyone who’s anyone had been there, which meant more advertising for their business, CC’s Simply Cupcakes.

      “I don’t believe this.” Her hands shook as she read the front-page article. Definitely not the front page she had imagined last night at the wedding. “Why would they think my cupcakes killed someone?”

      Her eyes were glued to the quote at the bottom of the page next to her picture.

      Doctor says two beloved local councilmen are in critical condition and show signs of cyanide poisoning.

      “Cyanide poisoning? What are they talking about?” she asked, collapsing on the kitchen stool as her knees gave way. “I do not cook with cyanide. Guests say that they began feeling ill after the cake was cut and cupcakes distributed.”

      Definitely not from my cupcakes.

      Burning heat simmered in her veins. It was going to hit the fan, so to speak, when her sister, Clair, heard of this debacle. Thankfully Cassidy was over visiting Mum and Dad in New York for the next two weeks. At least she won’t be tarnished by this nightmare.

      This town was their home. They’d moved to Ashton Point on the central coast of New South Wales, just over three years ago to help her elderly grandma. “As if anyone would think I would intentionally poison someone. This is totally unfair,” she said, slamming the paper down on the breakfast bar. Her stomach bottoming out as her gaze spotted the bouquet on the kitchen bench.

      “What’s unfair?” Clair asked, as she entered the kitchen.

      Her sister’s weary voice caught Charlotte off guard and her chest tightened like it was being forcibly crushed in a vice.

      Damn it, there’s no hiding this now.

      She scooped up the newspaper before Clair spotted the disaster that was about to tear their dreams apart.

      “What’s unfair?” Clair repeated heading toward the Nespresso machine and wiping the crusty sleep remnants from the inner rim of her eyes.

      Charlotte’s pulse sped up. Clearing her throat, she stood and held the newspaper flat to her chest, ready to face the music head-on. “I’ve something to show you, but maybe you should get a coffee and sit down first.” Clair was like a five-foot-five, grumpy bed monster with a toothache before her morning coffee.

      “For goodness sake, Charlotte, spit it out,” she said running her hand through her knotted hair. “I didn’t exactly get much sleep last night, by the time we packed up after the wedding.”

      Charlotte cringed at the mention of the wedding. “You’re going to hear about it one way or another.” She sighed. “May as well be before you leave the house.”

      Clair’s eyes narrowed and she leaned against the counter folding her arms across her chest. “Okay, enough with the cryptic clues and just tell me what you’re talking about.”

      Charlotte’s heart plummeted to the base of her gut. She flipped the paper around and held her breath. Waiting for the incoming explosion.

      “Cupcake killer!” Clair’s amused, bubbly giggle shot through Charlotte like a dagger. “That’s ridiculous. We’ve known Daniel for three years and everyone in town knows he’s big on sensationalising stories without getting his facts straight first. You’re not taking that seriously, are you?”

      “Of course I’m taking it seriously.”

      “It’s just Daniel trying to big note his career. You and I know there’s no truth to it and I’m sure when the truth is revealed, Daniel will be eating his own words.” Clair busied herself working her mass of deep-red, bushy hair into a messy bun on the top of her head. “I’m sure it will blow over once they’ve worked out how they were really poisoned.”

      Charlotte’s chest tightened. “I can’t believe you’re being so blasé about this. We’ve worked our butts off to make CC’s Simply Cupcakes the best it can possibly be and…” She paused, fury running through her veins
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