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Chapter I

The Discovery
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For once, Olde Towne seemed content to mind its own business.

Janey Cathcart tucked her hands into the pockets of her pumpkin-colored jacket and breathed in the sharp, clean smell of October. The air had that crispness that only came after the first few chilly nights, when the leaves turned from pretty to spectacular and every porch in town looked as if it had been attacked by pumpkins, cornstalks, and good intentions.

Olde Towne Lake glittered through the trees ahead of her, silver-blue beneath the morning sun. A low mist clung to the water, drifting in pale ribbons above the surface. Across the lake, maples flamed red and gold, their reflections trembling every time the breeze stirred.

It was beautiful.

Peaceful.

Suspiciously peaceful.

Janey smiled to herself.

“You’re getting cynical,” she murmured.

A crow answered from somewhere overhead with a harsh caw.

“Thank you for your support.”

She had come out early hoping to clear her head before opening the auto shop with her father. Grange Cathcart had been in rare form that week, muttering about parts deliveries, arguing with a supplier named Dennis, and insisting that nobody in Olde Towne knew how to properly close a car door anymore.

Janey loved him dearly.

She also occasionally needed fresh air.

Besides, the whole town was buzzing about Halloween. Chloe had been plastering flyers everywhere for her newest event at Paws & Reflect: Dress Your Pet in Costume—Win a Prize! Proceeds to Benefit Animal Rescue.

Janey had already promised to help.

Or rather, Chloe had promised for her.

The thought made her smile as she followed the path along the lake. Chloe Taroni was probably at the pet shop right now trying to convince Pepper to model a pumpkin costume. Pepper, being Pepper, was probably staging a protest.

A breeze skimmed across the water and sent a scatter of leaves tumbling over the path. Janey paused near the old wooden railing that edged the walking trail. The lake was quieter here, away from the picnic tables and boat launch. Most people preferred the sunny side near the playground, especially now that the town was decorating for the harvest festival.

She leaned on the railing and looked out.

At first, she thought it was a fallen branch.

Something dark floated near the reeds several yards from shore, half hidden by mist and shadow. Janey narrowed her eyes.

Not a branch.

A coat, maybe?

She straightened.

The object shifted in the water.

Her heart gave a hard, unpleasant knock.

“No,” she whispered.

The breeze moved again, nudging the thing just enough for her to see a pale shape beneath the surface.

A hand.

Janey stumbled back from the railing.

For one frozen second, all the bright October beauty disappeared. There was only the lake. The mist. The dark shape drifting among the reeds.

Then another shape surfaced several feet away.

Janey’s breath caught.

Two.

There were two bodies in the water.

Her hands shook as she pulled out her phone and dialed.

“Olde Towne Police Department,” Mindy Lapross answered.

“Mindy.” Janey’s voice sounded thin, even to herself. “It’s Janey. I’m at the lake. Near the north walking trail.”

A pause.

“What happened?”

Janey forced herself to look back at the water.

“There are bodies,” she said. “In the lake.”

The line went silent for half a second too long.

Then Mindy’s voice changed.

“Stay where you are. Don’t touch anything. I’m sending Simon.”

Janey almost laughed, but there was no humor in it.

Of course she was sending Simon.

She ended the call and stood very still, gripping the phone in one hand and the railing with the other. The morning seemed wrong now. Too bright. Too pretty. The leaves kept falling as if nothing had happened, as if Olde Towne Lake had not just given up something terrible.

A siren wailed in the distance.

Then another.

Janey closed her eyes for one second.

“Please don’t be anyone I know,” she whispered.

She already knew she was asking too much.

This was Olde Towne.

Everyone was someone she knew.

By the time the first cruiser pulled up near the trail entrance, Janey had moved away from the railing but not far enough to stop watching the water. Simon Davis got out of the car before it had fully settled, his dark jacket open, his expression already grim.

His eyes found Janey first.

Not the lake.

Not the reeds.

Her.

“You all right?” he asked, coming toward her quickly.

Janey nodded, then shook her head. “I don’t know.”

Simon’s gaze flicked over her face, searching for something she was too shaken to hide.

“Did you touch anything?”

“No.”

“See anyone leave?”

“No.”

“When did you find them?”

“Just now. I was walking. I thought one was driftwood at first.” She swallowed. “Then I saw a hand. Then the second one came up.”

Simon looked past her toward the lake.

His jaw tightened.

Behind him, another cruiser arrived. Mindy got out, followed moments later by the fire department’s ambulance and rescue truck. Janey recognized Will Coopersmith immediately, tall and focused, already pulling on gloves as his partner Eva Greenstreet spoke into a radio.

Will glanced toward Janey, and his face softened for half a second.

Then he looked at the water.

“Eva,” he said quietly.

“I see them,” Eva replied.

The next several minutes blurred into controlled movement. Simon directed Mindy to block the trail. Will and Eva worked with careful efficiency near the bank, their voices low and professional. More officers arrived. Yellow tape went up between two trees. A curious jogger was turned away. Somewhere, a dog barked and barked until its owner hurried it back toward town.

Janey stood outside the tape, arms wrapped around herself.

Simon came back to her.

“I need you to tell me exactly where you were standing when you saw them.”

She pointed to the railing. “There.”

“Did anything look disturbed? Footprints? Clothing? Anything on the ground?”

“I didn’t look. I just—” Her voice broke slightly. “I just called.”

His expression changed. Just a little.

“That was the right thing to do.”

Janey looked toward the lake again. Will and Eva were bringing the first body closer to shore.

A flash of color caught her eye.

Something around the wrist.

A bracelet?

No. Maybe beads.

Janey leaned forward, but Simon stepped subtly into her line of sight.

“Don’t,” he said.

“I might recognize—”

“I said don’t.”

She looked up at him, anger sparking through the shock. “You don’t have to talk to me like I’m a child.”

“And you don’t have to look at something you can’t unsee.”

That stopped her.

His voice had softened on the last words, and for a moment neither of them spoke.

Then a familiar voice rang out from behind them.

“Janey!”

Chloe Taroni came hurrying down the path, her dark hair bouncing around her shoulders, Pepper trotting beside her in a tiny orange bandana that read BOO CREW in black letters.

Mindy tried to intercept her.

Chloe slipped around her with the determination of a woman who owned a pet shop, organized fundraisers, and feared no police tape when her best friend was involved.

“Chloe, you can’t be here,” Mindy said.

“I’m not here. I’m emotionally supporting from a distance.” Chloe rushed to Janey and grabbed her hands. “Are you okay?”

“No,” Janey said honestly.

Chloe pulled her into a hug.

Pepper pressed against Janey’s leg and gave a low whine, his eyes fixed on the lake.

Chloe looked past Janey’s shoulder.

Her face changed.

“Oh no,” she whispered.

Will and Eva had brought the first body to the bank.

The sheet went over quickly, but not quickly enough.

Janey saw only a glimpse.

A dark sleeve.

A pale hand.

And something glittering near the wrist.

Chloe went still beside her.

“What?” Janey asked.

Chloe didn’t answer.

“Chloe?”

Chloe’s eyes stayed locked on the covered form.

“I’m not sure,” she said, but her voice had gone hollow. “But I think... I think I’ve seen that bracelet before.”

Simon turned sharply.

“Where?”

Chloe swallowed.

“At Opal’s Gem.”

The wind moved through the trees.

Dry leaves scraped across the path like whispers.

And out on Olde Towne Lake, the mist began to lift.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
B, 1’Cad 3
e~ Water &

% \,"

A Fall Cozy Mystery 2

Book in n the Cozy for Every Season Series i

A F‘allr Cozy M-}Iéfery '
Book IV ine Cozy for Every Season Series

SUSAN REYNOLDS CRANE





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





